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They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

Yesterday Jessica begged for mercy. Today she begs for more.
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First Time Blacked

They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big Black cock enters the picture, everything breaks. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

It starts as a fantasy. A whispered confession. A joke between lovers. A private hunger they think they can contain.

But once that door opens, there’s no closing it.

In this series, there’s no soft fade to black. No polite moans or sweet nothings.

Only domination. Humiliation. Raw power and absolute surrender.

Series Themes

	First-time interracial
	White female submission to dominant Black men
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	Age gap, power imbalance, student/teacher, and career collapse
	No return to “normal” after the encounter



First Time Blacked—Caught

Jessica thought the humiliation was the worst thing of all.

Jessica was wrong. The pleasure is far worse.

Returning to Green Acres for her third day of "collections," Jessica expects another battle of wills, but finds seduction instead. The three rejuvenated old Black men won't settle for her body today; they want her enthusiasm too.

And God help her, they get it.

Yesterday Jessica begged for mercy. Today she begs for more.

Caught (11,000 words) continues the erotic destruction of a corporate legal shark. Expect intense oral fixation, the degradation of enjoying it, and the total, blissful surrender of a woman finding her true purpose on an old man's lap.

This is the third episode in Jessica’s transformation. In Shark, she fought. In Hooked, she was broken. In Caught, she gives in. This story explores the most dangerous trap of all: falling in love with your own corruption. If you crave stories of deep psychological submission, tender but relentless interracial breeding, and a powerful woman realizing she was born to serve old Black men, this is Jessica's point of no return. For her, the struggle is over. The addiction has begun.

Molly Pike

November 2025


Caught

I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The cheap plaster had a network of hairline cracks that looked like a roadmap to absolutely nowhere.

My body was a wreck. My jaw locked when I tried to open it. My throat felt like I’d swallowed a handful of gravel. And between my legs—a deep, bruised throbbing. A souvenir from Harris. I felt hollowed out. Scraped clean.

For a long time, nothing else came. Just a low, dull hum. The echo of the day's demolition. The world felt muted, distant, like I was watching it through thick, soundproof glass. Then the memory hit me. Not so much a thought, but a physical flashback.

Coleman. The weight of him. The sight of my pale thighs spread wide around his dark hips. The feeling of his big black cock hammering into me until I shattered.

The sheer, overwhelming intensity of it. It wasn't pleasure. It couldn't have been. It was agony. Humiliation.

But it was also the most powerful fucking thing I had ever felt.

The thought made my stomach turn. A disgusting, slippery truth coiling in my gut. How? How could the moment of my complete breaking feel like... that? Like dying and being born all at once?

The shame was an ache in my bones, a hot flush that crept up my neck. I remembered the relief. The strange, terrifying peace that followed the storm. The part of me that was grateful that the fight was over.

No.

The word was a silent scream in my mind. That wasn't me. That was some broken thing they had made. The real me—Jessica Taylor, Esq.—was still in here somewhere. Wasn't she?

I forced myself out of bed. My limbs were heavy, sluggish. I looked in the mirror and saw a stranger living in my own skin. Messy hair. Swollen lips. Eyes that looked like they’d seen a war.

And nothing had changed.

That was the fact that got me moving. Nothing had fucking changed. Whitmore still owned me. The lawsuit was still a gun to the company's head. The samples were still due. The men were still waiting. The cameras still watching.

And I had to go back there again today and let them do it all to me all over again.

A new fear took root, colder and sharper than the dread of pain.

What if it happened again?

What if, when Wallace had me on my knees, or when Harris was buried deep inside my gut, my body betrayed me again? What if I lost myself? What if that feeling, that horrifying shameful I was terrified—not because I didn’t want it, but because a dark, sick part of me was afraid I did.

I couldn't let that happen. I had to survive the day without losing myself to the pleasure-seeking animal they had unearthed inside me. Keep that fucking bitch caged.

I dressed in my cheap mall clothes—my prisoner's uniform. I picked up the briefcase. My hand trembled.

Time to go to work. Time to feed the monster again.

**

The drive to Green Acres was a silent, gray blur. I kept my eyes on the road, my hands death-gripping the wheel. No strategy today. No pathetic gambits for control. Yesterday’s battles had taught me a lesson: resist and they fuck you harder, pushing you into a deeper, filthier corner of hell.

My new plan was to have no plan. Be a rock. Be a thing. Build a wall of numbness and let them use me. Do the job. Get the samples. Survive. And pray the traitor between my legs stayed asleep.

But with every mile, the fear grew. A cold coil in my belly. The fear that I would break. That I would end up cumming on an old man’s cock again.

I pulled into the parking lot and killed the engine. I sat for a long moment, the keys clutched in my hand, breathing in the stale air. Just be a thing, I told myself. An object. Objects don't feel a thing.

I walked through the automatic doors. The air smelled the same—antiseptic and old age. But the glances from the staff felt different. Not judgment. Pity. They saw the change. The fight had gone out of my eyes, and everyone knew it.

I didn't bother with the nurse. I went straight to the lounge and waited.

A few minutes later, the door opened. Wallace walked in.

I braced myself. My body tensed, hands curling into fists. I was ready for the rough command, the casual cruelty, the start of the day's fresh hell.

But it didn't come.

He walked past me and sank onto the vinyl sofa. The springs groaned under his weight. He didn't look at me. He stared at his hands—the big, dark hands that had held me down yesterday. He flexed his fingers slowly, like he was checking to see if they still worked.

The silence stretched on, thick and uncomfortable. I didn't know what to do. I just stood there, frozen.

Finally, his voice rumbled. Low. Quiet. Not the growl I was expecting.

"I slept through the night," he said to his palms. "Haven't done that since... hell. Since before my wife passed." He let out a long breath. "Woke up this morning and the pain was still gone. The grinding in my shoulder. The fire in my knees. Just gone. Ever since... you know."

He looked up at me. His eyes were weary, bewildered. Like a man who’d just seen a ghost.

"It's a miracle," he whispered, as if he were sharing a secret. "And a curse."

I didn't know what to say. I was completely disarmed. I had built my walls for a siege, and he had just walked up and knocked politely on the door.

He stood up. I flinched—a reflex. But he just reached out and took my hand. His touch was shockingly gentle. His skin was warm, dry, and rough like sandpaper.

"Come on, counselor," he said, sounding almost sad. "Let's get this over with."

To my surprise he led me to his own room. It was sparse, smelling of clean laundry and old man. Sunlight streamed through the single window, lighting up the dust motes. It felt unnervingly domestic.

He let go of my hand and sat on the edge of his neatly made bed. He looked at me. Not demanding. Just waiting.

My numbness cracked. This quiet, human moment was worse than any threat. I was supposed to be a thing, an object. But he was looking at me like a person who could help him.

I moved slow, like I was wading through syrup. I put my briefcase on the floor and knelt before him on the industrial carpet. The position was familiar, but the context was utterly alien. This wasn't a filthy public bathroom. This was where he slept.

He didn't speak. He just watched as I reached out with trembling hands and unzipped his pants.

His cock was already semi-hard, resting heavy against his thigh. Thick. Dark. It stirred as my fingers brushed it, thickening, rising. A slow awakening. In the harsh fluorescent light of the bathroom, it had looked like a monstrous weapon. Here, in the quiet sunlight, it looked like a biological fact. A heavy, dark root attached to a tired old man.

I took him in my hands. His skin was hot. velvety. The texture sent a jolt of confusing warmth through my belly. I looked up. His eyes were closed, head tilted back. He looked like he was praying. Or remembering.

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

There was no struggle. No frantic, choking gag. My body, conditioned by the last two days, simply accepted him. My throat opened. My jaw unlocked. A machine performing its function. I began to move—a slow, deep rhythm. My hands cupped his heavy, wrinkled balls. My head bobbed in the quiet, sunlit room.

The sounds were different here. Intimate. The wet slide of my saliva on his skin. The soft suction of my cheeks. And his breathing—a low, deep hum from his chest. It sounded like relief.

I wasn't servicing a monster. I was a dose of medicine for an old man in chronic pain.

His hands came up. I flinched, expecting him to grab my hair. Instead, his palms cupped my face. His thumbs stroked my temples. The touch was impossibly, terrifyingly gentle. It wasn't control. It was comfort.

That broke me.

A single hot tear leaked out and rolled down my cheek. His thumb wiped it away. A sob caught in my throat, thick and silent. I was being treated with tenderness while I sucked this old man’s cock.

I looked down. My hands—pale, manicured, soft—wrapped around the thick, dark, intimidating root of him. The contrast was jarring. His skin had the texture of a long life lived—faint wrinkles over a core of ageless power. The smell of him filled my nose—a mix of old-man musk and raw, chemical virility.

I looked up at him. This was a grandfather. A great-grandfather. His wrinkled balls were inches from my chin, and my mouth was stuffed full of his huge, ancient, black cock. With every deep swallow, I felt my old self burning away.

He grew harder, swelling to his full, impossible size in my throat. His breath hitched. The hum in his chest deepened into a groan. He was close. His thumbs pressed gently at my temples—a silent plea. Don't stop.

I poured the last of my pride into pleasing him. My movements got desperate, needy. The confusing warmth in my gut kindled into a familiar, shameful heat.

I was getting wet.

He let out a long, shuddering sigh as if he knew. His whole body tensed. I felt the deep, heavy pulse at the base of his cock against my tongue. The warning sign.

Mission protocol. My lawyer brain kicked in. Get the sample. It’s your fucking job.

I started to pull back, reaching for the briefcase, but his hands tightened on my face. Not rough, but firm. An anchor, gently but firmly holding me in place.

"No," he whispered, his voice ragged. "Not today. Please. Just… take it."

It wasn't any kind of order or command. It was more like a plea. And in my shattered state, a plea was harder to deny than any order.

I looked into his eyes. I saw a man drowning in sensation he thought was dead and buried. I nodded. A small, barely-there dip of my chin. Yes.

His eyes fluttered shut. A groan built in his chest, deep and rattling. His hands trembled against my cheeks. The pulse at the base of his cock hammered against my tongue.

The sample cup didn’t matter. The lawsuit didn’t matter. The world narrowed down to the dark, heavy pipe in my mouth and his desperate need to empty himself.

He came with a silent roar, body arching. His once arthritic fingers dug into my scalp, holding on for dear life.

The first jet hit the back of my throat like a pressure washer. Thick. Searing hot. My body reacted with a violent, convulsive swallow—survival instinct. The taste was sharp, salty, and bitter. The taste of age and chemical vitality. The taste of Grant Whitmore's miracle.

But he wasn't finished.

He’d only just begun.

He unloaded into me. A thick, endless, gushing flood.

My throat worked frantically. Gulp. Swallow. Gulp. I couldn't keep up. It was too much. I was drowning in him. I was his cumdumpster, and he was filling me to the brim.

His cock twitched and pulsed deep in my throat, a living thing, pumping rope after thick rope of seed down my gullet. Tears streamed from my eyes. I was drowning in him. Literally. I let out a low, keening sound—half-gag, half-sob.

That sound was the trigger.

The combination of the pressure in my throat, the heat of his load, and the gentle, possessive weight of his hands on my face shattered me.

As he pulsed for the last time—a final, heavy surge that felt like his very soul leaving his body—my own body betrayed me. The warmth in my gut ignited into a wildfire.

I came.

It wasn't the sharp, explosive release of pain like yesterday. This was a slow, rolling wave of sludge-thick pleasure. It started in my womb and spread outward, making my thighs tremble and my toes curl in the carpet.

I was coming, and I was swallowing his cum, all at the same time. My pussy soaked my panties while my throat milked his cock.

When the last tremor had passed through him, he sagged, his body going limp, his hands dropping from my face. He pulled out of my mouth with a soft, wet sound and collapsed back onto the bed, breathing hard.

I stayed on the floor. Head bowed. Drool and stray strings of semen on my chin. My body was still vibrating with the aftershocks of my silent, shameful orgasm.

I had no sample. I had failed the mission. I hadn’t done my job.

Silence returned to the room, broken only by our breathing. I waited for the dismissal. His judgment.

Instead, a warm, heavy hand landed on my head.

"Thank you," Wallace whispered. His voice was thick, wrecked. "Thank you for... that. For all of it."

I didn't know how to respond. I froze. His gratitude hit harder than a slap.

He stroked my hair—a slow, paternal rhythm that made my chest ache. "Leave the cup," he said softly. "Put it on the nightstand. I'll take care of it. Come back after lunch."

He was offering me a gift. A partnership. He was covering for me.

I finally lifted my head and looked at him. I looked up. The bewildered ghost was gone. In his place was a man—calm, sated, and looking at me with quiet ownership. I wasn't the corporate lawyer managing a subject. I was his. I was the woman who had taken all of him.

I stood up on shaky legs. I picked up the briefcase. It felt ridiculously light.

I took the sterile, plastic cup and set it on the nightstand.

I was delegating the task. I was trusting my master to do my job for me.

I turned and walked out, feeling his gaze on my back the whole way. I needed a bathroom. I needed to stare at myself in a mirror and figure out what the fuck I had just become.

I found an empty, single-stall bathroom at the end of the wing. I locked the door and leaned against the cold metal, heart hammering.

I looked at myself in the small, scratched mirror over the sink. I didn't look like a lawyer. I looked... flushed. Maybe, lubricated. My lips were swollen and red. My eyes were bright, glassy. I looked like a woman who had just been on her knees.

I splashed cold water on my face. I rinsed out my mouth, spitting into the sink, but the taste of Wallace—salt, bleach, and old age—clung to the back of my throat like a film of grease.

I stared at my reflection. A single, terrifying thought rang in the silence.

That was the most intimate thing I have ever done.

**

I found Harris in the wing's small, private dining area. Sunlight spilled over four cheap tables. He was sitting at one, sipping coffee, looking out the window.

There was a second plate across from him. Scrambled eggs, toast, melon.

He turned as I entered. A slow, charming smile spread across his face. It wasn't the shark grin from yesterday. It was the smile of a wolf who knows the sheep has nowhere left to run.

"Ah, counselor," he purred. "Thought you might stand me up. Please, sit."

"Ah, counselor," he said, a smooth, welcoming purr. "I was beginning to wonder if you were going to stand me up. Sit. Please."

He gestured to the food. "I had them make you a plate. You look like you're running on fumes."

It was disarming. Normal. My instinct was to refuse, to keep the hostility alive. But my stomach betrayed me with a loud, pathetic growl. I hadn't eaten real food in two days. Only a stale protein bar from a vending machine.

"Sit," he said again. Softer, but it wasn't a request.

I sat. The chair was hard. The food smelled like heaven. It looked like a trap.

"Eat," he commanded, taking a sip of his coffee.

I picked up the fork. My hand trembled. I took a bite of eggs. Warm, salty, perfect. The taste was so comforting it almost made me cry. I was starving, and I hadn't even realized it.

He watched me eat with quiet satisfaction. He wasn't just being kind, I knew. He was asserting a new kind of dominance. The dominance of the provider. The feeder. He was training me.

"You're wound tighter than a snare drum, Jessica," he said, using my name for the first time. It sounded intimate. Wrong. "Don’t you ever just... breathe?"

I didn't answer. I shoveled another forkful of eggs into my mouth.

"What does a woman like you even do for fun?" he pressed, his voice laced with a genuine, or perfectly feigned, curiosity. "Besides suing people? Do you have a cat? A sad houseplant? A secret lover you keep in a cage?"

He was probing. Looking for the cracks. Trying to turn me into a person so he could break me better.

I finished the last bite of melon and pushed the plate away. My hunger was sated, which meant the anxiety came roaring back. I had to get back on script. Back to the mission.

"Thank you for breakfast, Mr. Harris," I said, trying to summon my courtroom voice. It sounded thin. "Now, if we could just proceed with the collection..."

He laughed, a low, rich sound. "Always all business, aren't you?" He stood up, still smiling. "Alright, counselor. Business it is." He held out his hand. "Come on, then. Let's go to my office."

His "office" was his bedroom. It was identical to Wallace's—the same single bed, the same cheap furniture, the same sunlit window overlooking the manicured grounds. But with Harris in it, the room felt different. Charged. Wallace's room had felt like a sanctuary; this felt like a lair.

I stood awkwardly in the center of the room, clutching my briefcase like a shield. The breakfast had done its job—my defenses were lowered. I felt raw. Exposed. Acutely aware of his bed just a few feet away.

He didn't move toward me. Instead, he leaned against the wall near the window, arms crossed. He was enjoying the view. He was playing with me, drawing out the moment, enjoying my unease.

"You know," he murmured, "I've been thinking about you."

My blood ran cold.

"I watch you," he said, his eyes tracing the curve of my hip. "I see this... armor. Sharp suits. Sharp words. And I wonder, 'What is she hiding in there?'"

He took a step toward me. Slow. Deliberate.

"At first, I thought it was just ambition. The good little soldier. But it's not that, is it?"

He was in front of me now. Close enough to radiate heat. I could smell him—soap, coffee, and the underlying musk of a man who knew he was in charge.

I held my ground, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs.

"It's fear, isn’t it? he whispered. He reached out. I braced for a grab, but he just traced the line of my jaw with his knuckles. The touch was electric. "You're terrified of what's underneath the lawyer. The part of you that isn't in control. The part that feels. You know, the animal."

His fingers trailed down my neck, coming to rest in the hollow of my throat, right over the frantic pulse that was betraying my panic.

"The part of you that liked it yesterday," he said.

I made a choked, strangled sound. A denial that died on my lips. It sounded more like an admission of guilt.

"Shhh," he soothed, his thumb stroking my throat. A caress that felt like a threat, a menace. "It's alright. I saw it in your eyes. You don't have to hide it from me."

He was stripping me naked without removing even a single piece of clothing.

"Let me show you," he whispered, his lips brushing my ear. "Let me show you that it's okay to want it. For you to be a slut."

Before I could protest, his hands were under my cheap t-shirt. Warm palms on bare skin. He didn't rip it. He held me. Firm. Possessive.

Then his mouth was on mine.

It wasn't rough. It was shockingly skillful. He didn't force my lips apart; he coaxed them. His tongue traced the seam of my mouth until I opened for him on instinct.

The taste of him filled me—coffee, mint, and something raw and ancient underneath. His tongue slid past my teeth, seeking, exploring, infusing me with the taste of an old man. And God help me, I met him. My own tongue flickered against his.

And once I started, I couldn't stop. This man—old enough to be my grandfather—was kissing me with a predatory expertise that bypassed every defense I had. He was seducing me. And my body, the filthy little traitor, was responding, again. A deep, molten heat pooled in my belly. A wet ache bloomed between my legs.

The lawyer in my head screamed. Fuck, no. Stop! He’s a fucking patient. He’s so fucking old. This is wrong. This is fucking sick.

But those feeble protests were all drowned out by the roar of blood in my ears. By the undeniable fact of his mouth on mine, his tongue exploring me.

A terrifying realization surfaced: He is a better kisser than any man I have ever been with.

That thought broke the dam.

My rigid body went pliant in his arms. My hands, clenched in fists, unclenched and rose to rest on his bare shoulders. Hard muscle under warm skin. He deepened the kiss, pulling me flush against him. I felt the hard ridge of his cock pressing against my stomach. An insistent, demanding heat.

And I kissed him back. Desperate. Hungry. Shameful. I kissed away the fear and horror, losing myself in the sensation of an old man’s mouth claiming mine.

He broke the kiss. We were breathing heavy, faces inches apart. I looked into his eyes and saw total control. He had found the starving animal inside me, and he was feeding it from his hand.

Without a word, he bent down. One arm under my knees, the other around my back. He picked me up like I weighed nothing. The strength of him was a shock—Grant Whitmore's miracle drug coursing through his veins.

He carried me the few feet to the bed and laid me down gently on the thin, institutional mattress.

He stood over me, a dark silhouette against the sunlit window, and then he began to undress me. Slow. Deliberate. He pulled the t-shirt over my head, his knuckles brushing against my breasts, leaving trails of fire in their wake. He unzipped my skirt and dragged it down my legs.

He didn't bark orders. He whispered. "So beautiful," he murmured, his eyes feasting on my exposed skin. "So tight. So perfect. You were made for this, counselor. Made to be on your back."

He knelt beside me. His hands, which had been so cruel yesterday, were now instruments of maddening sensation. He stroked my stomach, my thighs. Teasing. Building the tension until I wanted to scream.

And then, he moved down.

His mouth found my wet, aching center and I arched off the bed with a strangled cry. Half-protest, half-plea. The shock of it—the sheer humiliation of this old man, this patient, eating me out—threatened to shatter my brain.

This wasn't supposed to happen, not to me. A powerful young white woman wasn't supposed to be spread open like this for such an old black man. But his tongue was rewriting all the rules.

The first wet touch on my clit sent a shockwave through me. I cried out. His dark hand came up and rested on my pale inner thigh, pinning me, holding me open for his feast.

He was a master. He didn't just lick; he worked me. He started with slow, broad strokes, calming the panic, lulling me into the rhythm. My hips softened, melting into the mattress.

Then he changed tactics. The tip of his tongue—small, wet, precise—circled my clit. Not quite touching it. A maddening torture that turned my nerves into live wires. I heard myself whimper, a sound of pure, helpless need.

He answered by pressing his mouth firmly against me. He sucked my clit between his soft lips. A gentle, rhythmic pulling that shot lightning up my spine. My back arched, fingers clawing the sheets.

He devoured me. He conquered me with his mouth, his tongue, and the rough scratch of his graying stubble against my tender flesh.

I was offering up my privileged white cunt to be used by him, and I was loving every fucking second of it.

He was a master. He knew exactly when to apply pressure, when to relent. He slid two thick fingers into my slick, wet cunt, stretching me wide while his tongue worked the outside. The combination was devastating. He established a relentless rhythm—in and out, deep and hard—mimicking the fucking to come, while his mouth destroyed me.

I was completely lost. I was nothing but a collection of exposed nerves. I heard my own voice, a series of ragged, desperate gasps and soft, pleading moans that I didn't recognize as my own.

"Oh god... please... please..." I was begging him. Not to stop. But to finish me.

He brought me right to the edge, to the brink of that white-hot precipice where my whole body was a single, clenched, vibrating knot of unbearable tension. I could feel the orgasm coiling in my gut, a monstrous, beautiful, terrifying thing. And then, he flicked his tongue right across the swollen peak of my clit.

I shattered.

My cunt clamped down on his fingers, spasming wildly. I screamed as I squirted—a pure, humiliating release that flooded his hand and soaked the sheets. It felt as if I was being exorcised from my own body.

And in that moment of blinding, searing ecstasy, a single, horrifying thought rang clear as a bell:

This might be the best I have ever felt in my life.

The thought froze me. A shard of ice in the heart of the fire. The pleasure was so intense, so absolute, that it was inseparable from the shame. They were one and the same. And this feeling, this soul-shattering release was the reward for my degradation.

The aftershocks rolled through me, a series of long, shuddering waves, leaving me boneless. I lay there, a panting, weeping wreck, my own juices cooling on my thighs.

Through the fog, I felt him move. He shifted his weight. He slid his hands out of me and crawled up my body. He braced himself on either side of my head, blocking out the sun. A dark, eclipsing shadow.

He looked down, eyes burning with triumph. He lowered his head and claimed my mouth again.

It was the kiss of an owner. It was a fucking brand. Deep. Wet. Confident. And as his tongue plunged into my mouth, all I could taste was the faint, salty, musky flavor of my own climax. My own surrender. He was feeding me my own shame, and I was drinking it down like a dying woman in a desert. My arms, which had been lying limp at my sides, came up and wrapped around his neck, my fingers tangling in his short, coarse hair. I kissed him back with a desperate and depraved enthusiasm, a silent, frantic plea for more.

I felt the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against the entrance to my still-throbbing, slick-wet cunt. He didn't thrust. He just held it there, a thick, insistent promise, letting me feel his size, his heat.

"You want this, don't you, counselor?" he whispered against my lips. "So, come on, be honest, just say it for me. Say you want my big black cock inside you."

The words should have been impossible. A soul-destroying lie. But in this moment, they were the only truth I had left.

"Yes," I gasped, desperate. "Please, Harris. I want it. I need it inside me. Please."

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. "Good girl."

With a single, deliberate thrust, he buried himself in me.

The feeling was absolute. My body, already stretched by his fingers and slick from my orgasm, accepted him completely. He slid in like he belonged there. A perfect, snug fit. The pain from yesterday was gone, replaced by a deep, overwhelming fullness.

All I could feel was him. The thick, velvety, searing hot length of him, buried to the hilt.

He began to move. A slow, deep rhythm. His eyes locked on mine.

I moved with him. This wasn't rape. This was a collaboration. A conspiracy. My hips rose to meet his thrusts, my legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. I wasn't his victim anymore. I was his whore.

Our bodies slapped together—wet skin on wet skin. A pornographic beat in the quiet room. His thrusts were deep and sure, touching parts of me I didn't know existed. He owned me. He was inside me, stuffing me to capacity with his huge, hot presence.

I was gone. The lawyer was dead. All that was left was this breathless, writhing thing beneath him, a creature that knew only two truths: the feeling of his big black cock breaking her wide open, and the desperate need for more.

"That's it," he grunted, face twisted in pleasure. "Take it all, counselor. Take every fucking inch."

I whimpered—a pathetic, animal sound—and arched my back, shoving my hips upward. I wasn't fighting him; I was helping him. My hole clenched around his shaft, milking him, my own slick juices making the friction seamless.

He broke our kiss, and his mouth moved to my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, sending a fresh jolt of white-hot sensation through me. His free hand slid between our sweaty bodies. His fingers found my clit—hard, swollen, and begging for touch. He began to rub. A slow, deliberate circle timed perfectly with his thrusts.

The overload was instant. Filled. Stretched. Rubbed.

My body short-circuited. The sensation was too much—a sensory crossfire that tore through every defense I had left. Inside, his thick cock was stretching me open, hitting that deep, bruised spot over and over. Outside, his rough fingers were grinding into my swollen clit.

The embers of my first orgasm exploded.

My head fell back, my eyes rolling up. I wasn't Jessica anymore. I wasn't a lawyer. I was just a hole being properly used, a piece of meat vibrating between his hands and his hips. The pleasure was sharp, bordering on agony, a white-hot wire tightening in my gut.

"Harris!" I gasped his name, the word tearing out of my throat as my entire body seized, locking up in a rigid bow of pure ecstasy. My cunt clamped down on his cock with terrified strength, squeezing him, milking him. I felt my inner muscles fluttering wildly, gripping the intrusion of his shaft like I was trying to fuse my body to his.

I screamed. Not a moan, but a raw, broken sound of total defeat. The spasms were relentless, racking through my pelvis, shaking my thighs, making my toes curl into painful claws. I was coming so hard I saw stars, my vision blurring into a haze of sweat and sun. Every pulse of pleasure was a fresh humiliation, and every humiliation was a fresh spike of pleasure. I was being destroyed, completely unmade, and put back together as something that lived only to be used and to feel this.

I was convulsing around him, completely helpless, drooling and crying and coming all at once.

And my climax triggered his.

He stopped thrusting and drove himself deep, burying his length to the hilt. He groaned, a grating sound from the bottom of his chest.

Then he erupted.

I felt the first thick rope of semen hit my cervix. He unloaded into me—a hot, heavy, high-pressure flood. He didn't pull out. He held me pinned, pumping jet after jet of thick white seed deep into my womb.

The feeling was terrifyingly intimate. He was claiming me from the inside out. My body was still shuddering with my own orgasm while he filled me up like a bucket.

We collapsed. A slick, tangled mess of limbs. He stayed inside me, his cock still thick and heavy—a plug keeping me full.

He rolled off, the withdrawal leaving a sudden, shocking emptiness. I lay splayed on the bed, a boneless wreck. My body glistened with sweat—his and mine mixed together.

I didn't feel ashamed. I didn't feel broken.

I felt... sated. Used.

Right. Proper.

Harris rolled onto his side, propping his head on his hand. His chest heaved. The predatory glint was gone, replaced by deep satisfaction. He had broken the lawyer and found the slut, and he liked what he saw.

His eyes drifted down to my thighs. A thick, pearly stream of his cum mixed with my juices was trickling out of me, running down my leg. His cock lay against his thigh, wet and glistening.

A new instinct surfaced. Not a thought, but a command from somewhere in the back of my brain.

Be a good girl.

Slowly, weakly, I pushed myself up. He watched me, amusement dancing in his dark eyes. Harris knew. He already knew what I was going to do.

I leaned forward, hair falling like a curtain around my face. I looked at his cock—the thing that had just conquered me. It was beautiful in a crude, powerful way. I felt a surge of reverence.

I wanted to thank him.

My tongue darted out. I traced a slow, wet path from his heavy balls up the shaft. I tasted salt. Musk. And the faint, metallic tang of myself. It was the taste of him fucking me.

He groaned, a low rumble of surprise. His cock twitched in my hands.

I took the soft head into my mouth. With gentle, meticulous care, I began to clean him. I licked and sucked, swirling my tongue to catch every drop of my own slickness, every bead of his fluid.

I was cleaning my master. I was eating the mess we had made.

I worked until he was spotless. Until his skin was warm and dry. When I pulled back, I looked up at him through my lashes, lips wet and swollen.

He stared at me. It wasn't only triumph in his eyes. It was affection. The affection a man has for a well-trained dog.

He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. His touch was incredibly gentle.

"Good girl," he purred. "Such a very good girl."

**

I stayed on the floor, basking in his praise. Good girl. The words settled deep in my chest, heavier and more satisfying than any courtroom victory.

Harris sat up. "Get cleaned up, counselor," he said, gesturing toward a door in the corner of the room. "Shower's through there. Take your time."

I looked at the door. A private bathroom. His bathroom. His private space.

I stood up. My legs felt loose, heavy. I walked toward the bathroom without looking for my clothes. I left the door wide open.

The shower was a small, institutional stall. I stepped under the spray. The water was hot, scalding. I washed the sweat and saliva from my skin, watching the swirl of fluids circle the drain. But I didn't reach between my legs. I didn't dig inside to scrub away the seed Harris had pumped into me.

I wanted to keep it. I wanted to feel that fullness, that heavy, dripping reminder of ownership, as I walked down the hall to Coleman, the next man.

I felt Harris’s eyes on me through the open door. I turned slowly, giving him a view of my back. I bent over, hands bracing on the tiled wall, arching my back to let the water run down my spine. I spread my legs slightly, offering him a final look at my ass and cunt, the pale skin still flushed pink from his use.

It was a performance. I was a piece of art he had broken and put back together, now on display.

I finished, turned off the water, and stepped out wet. I didn't bother with a towel. I walked back into the bedroom dripping, my skin glistening in the sun.

He was watching me with quiet, possessive hunger.

I walked over to the pile of my discarded clothes and dressed slowly. The cheap t-shirt and skirt slid over my damp skin. They didn't feel like a prison uniform anymore. They felt like work clothes.

I slipped my shoes on and picked up my briefcase. It was time for my last collection of the day.

I turned to him. "The sample?" I asked.

“Leave the cup,” he said. “I’ll take care of it.”

"Thank you, Harris." The gratitude was real.

I walked out, the door clicking softly shut behind me. I turned down the hall to find Coleman.

**

The walk to the library felt like a pilgrimage, a journey to the seat of power. Coleman was sitting in his usual high-backed leather chair, a book lying unread in his lap. He looked up as I entered. His dark, intelligent eyes swept over me—a merciless assessment. He saw the wet hair. The flushed skin. The way I walked, loose and open-hipped.

He saw that the war was over.

A slow, satisfied smile touched his lips. It wasn't mockery. It was the smile of a father whose stubborn child has finally stopped screaming and started listening.

"There you are," he rumbled. "I was wondering when you'd be finished with your… warm-up."

The casual dismissal hit me like a physical blow. What had just happened with Harris, the most intense, shattering sexual experience of my life, was just a warm-up for him. Harris and Wallace were the opening acts. Coleman was the main event. In Coleman’s mind.

"You've had a difficult couple of days, Jessica," he said, his voice soft but heavy with authority. "All that fighting. All that resistance. Exhausting." He shook his head. "But you see sense now, don't you? The peace that comes with accepting your role."

I could only nod. My throat was thick. He wasn't criticizing me. He was complimenting me. He was welcoming me home.

"Good." His smile widened. "I knew you were smart enough to figure it out."

He closed his eyes for a moment, a man savoring a moment of quiet satisfaction. Then he opened them, and the warmth was replaced by a familiar, focused intensity. The patriarch was ready for his tribute.

"Now," he said. "Come here and show me what a good girl you can be. Show me how grateful you are."

A surge of frantic energy shot through me. This was it. The final test.

I walked to the worn carpet at his feet. I didn't hesitate. I didn't need to be told what to do. I pulled my t-shirt over my head and dropped it. I unzipped my skirt and kicked it away.

I stood before him. Naked. Pale. My body was a map of their use—red marks on my hips, a faint soreness between my legs, the smell of Harris still clinging to my skin. I wasn't hiding anything. I was an open book, waiting for him to write the final chapter.

He watched me and nodded with deep approval. He didn't want a victim. He wanted a willing servant.

He unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free—thick, dark, and magnificent.

It was my altar. And I was ready to pray.

I climbed onto his lap, straddling his thighs. I took his thick, hard cock in my hands. It was heavy, hot, and dark against my pale palms.

I looked him in the eye and smiled. A genuine, trembling smile.

I took a breath and lowered myself.

The feeling of him entering me was a slow, thick, stretching fullness that my body, now slick and ready and aching for him, welcomed without resistance. It didn't hurt. It felt... correct. Entirely the right thing. As if a missing piece of myself was finally being slotted into place. He filled me completely, plugging the emptiness inside. They had broken me in—all three of them—and now they fit me. Even Coleman.

I looked down. The sight was mesmerizing—my white thighs spread wide over his dark hips. His ancient, powerful cock buried so deep inside me it felt like he was touching my lungs.

His big hands gripped my hips.

Looking him straight in the eye, my smile never wavering, I began to ride him. Slow at first. A deep, grinding rhythm. I was learning the shape of him, my inner muscles clenching around his thick, velvety shaft, milking him. With every downward slide, I took his full length. With every rise, I dragged the head of his cock along the sensitive walls of my cunt, a slow, deliberate friction designed for just one purpose: to build a roaring fire.

He groaned—a low, rumbling vibration that traveled through his big black cock and my achingly sensitive cunt and settled in my belly. His eyes darkened with lust. He saw it. He saw that I wasn't just submitting to him. Saw I needed this.

My own pleasure began to build. A deep, molten heat. Not the chaotic explosion I’d had with Harris, but a controlled burn. A thrumming power.

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his shoulders, and quickened the pace. The slow, grinding rhythm became a slick, wet, powerful piston. The sound of my slick flesh moving on his shaft was a thick, slapping, pornographic heartbeat in the quiet library.

I threw my head back, eyes closing. I could feel his approval in the way his hands tightened on my hips, guiding me, urging me harder. His cock swelled inside me, getting impossibly thicker.

I am his good girl, I thought. I am giving him everything.

My orgasm began to coil in my gut. A tightening knot of sensation. There was no fear or shame this time. Only a greedy anticipation. I wanted it. I fucking needed it.

And at that moment, with that reflection, my orgasm began to build, that familiar, coiling, tightening knot of sensation deep in my gut. And this time, there was no fear. No shame. Only a deep and greedy anticipation. I wanted it. I fucking needed it.

"Look at me, Jessica," he commanded.

My eyes snapped open and locked with his. He was watching me, his face a mask of intense, focused, absolute power.

I drove myself down onto his cock. Harder. Faster. I was a machine of pure need.

"Yes, sir," I gasped. "Please..."

He gave it to me. He started to thrust up from below, meeting my frantic movements. The impact was devastating. The fire inside me exploded.

I screamed—a raw, open-throated cry of release. My body convulsed, my cunt clamping down on his cock in frantic, crushing spasms. I watched his face as I shattered, and I saw the flash of triumph in his eyes.

His hands dug in hard, his fingers bruising my hips, locking me in place. I was pinned, impaled, completely fucking helpless to resist. And then I felt it. An earthquake inside me. A powerful, seismic buck at the base of his cock.

And then the floodgates opened inside me.

The first jet was a thick, searingly hot, almost painfully powerful blast that seemed to shoot deep into my womb. My body, still in the throes of its own climax, responded with another, deeper, more violent spasm, my cunt clenching around him as if trying to wring every last drop from him.

And he kept coming. This old man unloaded a relentless, gushing flood that seemed to have no end. His huge black cock twitched and throbbed inside me, a living firehose filling me to overflowing. Each pulse was a fresh wave of heat, a new jolt that shook my entire frame.

I was overwhelmed. Filled. Stretched. Branded. His load was a wildfire spreading through my belly. My own orgasm, which had started to fade, roared back to life, fed by the battery of his climax. We were trapped in a feedback loop—my shudders feeding his, his pulses triggering mine.

I was coming apart and getting filled at the same time.

I could smell it, I swore—sharp, salty, intensely masculine. I could even taste it at the back of my throat, a phantom bitterness like I was sucking Coleman off while he bred me.

When the last thick pulse emptied into me, he sagged. A dead weight. His body trembled with aftershocks. His cock stayed buried deep inside, still thick, still twitching in my swollen, throbbing cunt.

And when the very last tremor had passed, I collapsed onto his chest, a boneless, panting, sweat-slicked mess. He held me, his arms wrapped around me, and I just lay there, listening to our hearts hammering together.

I felt safer than I ever had in my life. My mind was silent, blissful, and wonderfully empty.


Epilogue

The hotel room door clicked shut behind me, and the silence was almost too much. After the sounds of the day—the wet, slick sounds of my own body, the groans of the men, my own ragged begging—the quiet of this anonymous room felt wrong. It felt empty. Lonely.

I placed the briefcase on the luggage rack. Inside, three full sample cups sat in their neat, insulated compartments. A perfect record of a perfect day's work. Proof that I had been a good girl for my old black men.

The thought sent a shiver through me. Hot and cold at once.

There was no frantic rush to the shower this evening. The thought of scrubbing myself raw seemed absurd, a relic of a frantic, fearful woman I no longer knew. The old Jessica.

I felt... sated. Used. My body was a landscape of deep, pleasant aches. They weren't injuries. They were souvenirs.

I ran a bath, scalding hot. I sank into it, hissing as the water hit my tender skin. I closed my eyes and took inventory.

The deep, bruised soreness between my legs from Harris’s thick possession. The phantom ache in my unhinged jaw from Wallace’s impossible size. The tender, purple bruises on my hips where Coleman’s big black hands had pinned me in place.

I ran a pale hand over my stomach. I could still feel him—Coleman, a seventy-year-old man—buried deep inside my guts. The sheer biological impossibility of it was dizzying. Terrifying. Arousing.

My mind drifted to the cameras at Green Acres. I pictured Grant Whitmore in a darkened screening room, watching the dailies.

What did he see?

First, the quiet, gentle surrender to Wallace. Then, the enthusiastic, slutty collaboration with Harris. And finally, the controlled, masterful performance of submission for Coleman. His young white lawyer serving three old black men. His corporate counsel becoming a corporate whore.

I compared those images to the footage from before—the struggling, defiant bitch in the ruined suit, the weeping creature bent over a bathroom sink. Today, at least, I had performed. I had shown Grant, my true master, that I had finally understood the lesson he had obviously wanted me to learn. A sharp, thrilling spike of pride shot through me. I hoped he was pleased. I hoped he saw what a good, smart girl I was, how quickly I had learned to become what he wanted me to be.

The water cooled. I stepped out and dried off. My skin was pink, soft, and marked.

I lay naked on the crisp hotel sheets. The hotel AC whispered against my sensitive skin. The ache between my legs focused into a low, humming need. I was sore, yes. But I was still horny. My memories were all it took.

I knew I was going to touch myself. And I knew exactly what I would be thinking about.

I reached down but stopped. My own fingers felt inadequate. Too small. Too familiar. I considered the electric toothbrush in my bag. Clinical. Buzzing. No. I didn't want a machine. I needed weight. I needed pressure.

I grabbed a thick, firm pillow from the head of the bed. I rolled onto my stomach and pulled it between my legs. I straddled it, bunching the fabric until it formed a crude, bulky mass against my crotch.

I began to rock.

My hips moved in the same slow, deep, powerful rhythm I had used on Coleman. The pressure of the pillow against my swollen clit, rubbing the lips of my cunt, was a poor substitute for his thick cock, but the friction was enough to spark the fire.

I closed my eyes. He was there.

His hands were on my hips. His cock was stretching me open. His dark, intelligent eyes were watching. I saw the deep lines on his face, the gray in his hair, the rich chocolate of his skin. This man—old enough to be my grandfather, a man my old world would have ignored— had become the center of my universe.

I ground my hips against the pillow and moaned into the empty room. The truth hit me like a drug.

This is what I am now. A toy for old black men.

The thought should have horrified me. Instead, my cunt wept a fresh wave of fluids. The wrongness was the point. The white corporate lawyer, brought low, reduced to a common fucktoy for men she used to pity or ignore.

The fantasy sharpened. I saw all three of them.

Wallace. Harris. Coleman.

Their dark, heavy, aged bodies surrounding me. Their dark cocks—impossibly hard, ridiculously virile—waiting for me. Their dark hands on my pale skin, claiming me. Using my mouth, my cunt, my ass. Sharing me like a plate of ribs. Like a piece of corporate property. Their good little white girl.

That was the thought that broke me.

Their good little white girl.

Those words detonated in my mind. Good little white girl. A searing, white-hot truth that burned away every last scrap of whoever I used to be. The raw, stomach-twisting shame of it flooded me. A fresh, slick gush of fluids oozed out, soaking the pillow clenched between my thighs.

My hips went frantic. I was no longer re-enacting a memory; I was chasing a need. The depraved need to be exactly that. Their thing. Their toy. The pale, privileged flesh they could use, and mark, and fill.

The orgasm began to build—a vicious, tightening knot deep in my gut. As it rose, the images in my mind sharpened.

I saw myself naked and kneeling in the center of a room. Wallace, Harris, Coleman surrounding me. Their dark, powerful, aged bodies looming over my pale, trembling skin.

I wasn't Jessica Taylor, corporate counsel. I was just white cunt.

All the ambition, education, the expensive Zegna suits... it was all corporate armor, a flimsy costume. They had stripped it away to expose the simple, pathetic truth underneath.

"Please," I whimpered into the empty room. A prayer to nobody.

My hips hammered against the pillow. My hand slid between my legs, fingers digging into the slick flesh, finding my swollen clit. I drove myself. Pushed myself. Punished myself toward the edge.

The knot snapped.

My body arched off the bed—a taut, vibrating bow. I screamed. My moans were the sound of a creature being flayed alive and loving it.

My cunt convulsed in deep, violent spasms. My own wetness flooded my hand, soaking the sheets. I gave everything I had left to give.

And I fell face-first into the dark.

In that white-hot moment, my mind flashed a montage of surrender.

I saw Harris’s triumphant smile as he stretched my ass.

I felt Wallace’s impossible thickness gagging my throat.

I felt Coleman’s hot, gushing seed flooding my womb.

I saw their dark, powerful cocks. I saw my pale, manicured hands wrapped around them. I saw my mouth, open and waiting.

I was theirs.

My purpose was to kneel.

My function was to please these old black men.

I collapsed onto the bed. A panting, trembling, sated mess. I lay in the aftermath, body slick with my own climax, a quiet, vacant smile on my lips, and only one thought on my mind.

I was a good girl today.
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