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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—Released

The wonder drug isn't working anymore.

But Jessica's addiction has only just begun.

The miracle is over.

The experimental drug that turned three old Black men into virile gods is wearing off at pace, leaving them weak, impotent, and frustrated.

Jessica Taylor is forced to improvise.

To descend into desperate roleplay, dressing up and acting out the old men's fantasies.

But the end is inevitable.

As is the arrival of Jessica's nemesis.

Released (10,000 words) is the shattering conclusion to Jessica Taylor's arc in the First Time Blacked series. Witness the absolute dismantling and complete humiliation of a powerful young woman as she trades her once promising career for the simple collar of a slut.

Expect humiliating webcam performances, a brutal hate-fuck, and the dark promise of a new life for Jessica on her billionaire boss's private island.
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Release

The first sign was the silence.

Usually, the mornings in the facility were filled with a specific kind of hum—the buzzing energy of three old men who had been gifted the vitality of gods. But today, the air in the wing felt stagnant. It smelled of old age and dust, the scent of a miracle fading away.

I walked into Wallace's room with my briefcase, my step brisk, my internal clock set for the usual routine. But Wallace wasn't pacing. He wasn't waiting with his usual easy, predatory grin. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, his shoulders slumped, rubbing his left knee with a slow, rhythmic motion, round and around. He looked up at me, and the light in his eyes was dim. "It's back," he said. "The arthritis. It's coming back."

My heart sank. I knew this was coming. I knew the chemistry. The effects of Compound V were fading away and Whitmore, in his infinite, cruel wisdom, had decided against sending a resupply. He was letting the tank run dry to see what happened to the old engine.

But knowing it and seeing it were two different things. Seeing Wallace, my man mountain, reduced to this hunched, hurting figure triggered a sharp, protective spike of anger in my chest. I hated Whitmore then, more than I ever had. He was starving them. Destroying them. It wasn’t right, or fair. It hadn’t been their fault. It had been that nurse, Carolina Brookes. She stole Compound V for them. They were innocents.

"I'm here, Wallace," I said, my voice softer than usual. I put down the briefcase and went to him. I knelt between his legs, my hands resting on his thighs. The muscles felt softer today. Less like iron, more like flesh.

I reached for his zipper. He didn't stop me, but he didn't help me either. I pulled him out. He was soft. Heavy. Sleeping.

I went to work. My hands were skilled now, practiced. I stroked and massaged, using the pressure I knew he liked. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, using my tongue, my throat, trying to breathe life into him. I sucked with a frantic, desperate intensity, trying to pull the hardness out of him by sheer force of will.

It took twenty minutes. Twenty minutes of sweat and strain and wet, desperate sounds to get him to a semi-hard state. He grunted, frustrated, his hands gripping the sheets.

"It's no good," he muttered. "It's not working."

"It will," I insisted, pulling back, my face flushed, a strand of hair stuck to my lip. "I just need to... I need to try harder."

But I knew. My mouth wasn't enough. My hands weren't enough. The drug was fading, and the old reality was crashing back in.

I left his room with a pathetic, watery sample that barely covered the bottom of the cup. I felt like a failure.

I went to Harris next. It was worse. He was cold, distant, staring out the window. When I touched him, he flinched. He made me work for an hour, criticizing my technique, his words sharp and cruel. "You're losing your touch, Jessica. You're lazy."

I took it. I took every insult. I doubled my efforts, using every trick I had learned, degrading myself in new and inventive ways just to get a flicker of response. When he finally came, it was a weak, shuddering release that brought him no joy, only a bitter sort of relief.

And Coleman... Coleman just looked at me with sad, tired eyes and told me not to bother today. “Maybe tomorrow.”

I walked out of the facility that afternoon, my briefcase rattling with three half-empty cups. I sat in my rental car, gripping the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white.

Whitmore wasn't going to send more of the drug. I was the only variable left. If the chemistry was failing, then the psychology had to pick up the slack. I had to become their drug.

I drove back to the hotel in a daze. My failure weighed on me, a physical heaviness in my chest. I carried the briefcase into the room and placed the meager samples on the dresser. They looked pathetic. Anemic. Whitmore would see this data. He would see the decline. And he would blame me, the company asset handling the collection.

I stripped off my clothes and sat on the edge of the bed, naked, staring at my laptop. I needed intel. I needed to understand the mechanics of desire when the biology was failing.

I opened a browser. My fingers hovered over the keys, the ghost of the corporate lawyer hesitating for a fraction of a second before the desperate submissive took over. I typed.

Geriatric sexual fantasy.

Roleplay scenarios for older men.

Psychological arousal triggers.

I spent hours scrolling. I waded through forums, articles, and yes, porn sites. I watched videos not for pleasure, but for research. I watched what the actresses did. The costumes. The exaggerated deference. The way they framed themselves as trophies, as forbidden fruit.

I saw patterns. The Cheerleader. The symbol of youth, energy, the prize the captain of the football team wins. That was Wallace. He missed his strength. He needed to feel like a champion again.

The Schoolgirl. The symbol of innocence waiting to be corrupted, of the student needing the master's guidance. That was Coleman. He missed his authority. He needed to teach, to mold, to be the patriarch.

And Harris... Harris needed something else. He didn't need a character. He needed raw, unfiltered, enthusiastic service. He needed a slut who would do anything, take anything, just to please him.

I made a list.

The next morning, I didn't go straight to Green Acres. I went to the local mall. A bright, generic temple of commerce filled with families and teenagers. I walked into a department store, blending in with the crowd, a predator in camouflage.

I moved through the juniors' section. I found a pleated plaid skirt. A white button-down shirt. Knee-high white socks. I bought a cheap pair of non-prescription glasses frames from a kiosk.

Then, a sporting goods store. A local high school cheerleading shell top. Too small, tight. Perfect.

I bought it all. I stood in line behind a woman buying sweatpants for her husband, my basket filled with the costumes of my own degradation. I paid with my personal credit card.

I walked back to the car, the plastic bags rustling in my hand. I felt ridiculous. I felt pathetic.

But I also felt armed.

I drove to the facility, pulled into the lot, and checked my reflection in the rearview mirror. I applied a layer of lip gloss, pink and shiny. I tied my hair back in a high, bouncy ponytail. I would be whoever they needed me to be.

I grabbed the bag with the cheerleader outfit and headed for the entrance. Wallace was first. It was time for the pep rally.

I changed in the employee bathroom down the hall from Wallace's room. The cheerleading shell was tight, the synthetic fabric digging into my ribs, pushing my breasts up and together. The skirt was absurdly short, barely covering my ass. I pulled the white knee socks up, snapping the elastic against my calves.

I looked in the mirror. I looked like a parody. A desperate, over-aged cliché.

Good, I thought. Clichés are clichés because they work.

I took a deep breath, plastered a wide, bright, artificial smile on my face, and bounced on the balls of my feet. I needed energy. I needed to be the spark.

I burst into Wallace's room without knocking.

"Good morning, Captain!" I chirped, my voice pitched an octave higher than usual.

Wallace was sitting in his chair by the window, rubbing his knee. He looked up, startled, his brow furrowing. For a second, I saw confusion, maybe even pity.

But I didn't let him dwell on it. I spun around, the pleats of the skirt flaring, giving him a flash of the cheap white panties I’d bought.

"Ready for the big game?" I asked, moving toward him with a high-energy strut. "The team needs you, Wallace. We can't win without our MVP."

He blinked. Then, slowly, a spark of recognition—or maybe just appreciation—lit up his tired eyes. He looked at my legs. At the tight top. At the ridiculous, eager smile.

"MVP?" he rumbled, a ghost of a smile touching his lips.

"The Most Valuable Player," I said, dropping to my knees between his legs. I put my hands on his thighs, squeezing the soft muscle. "The biggest, strongest man on the field."

I looked up at him, widening my eyes, projecting pure, unadulterated adoration. "I've been watching you from the sidelines," I whispered, dropping the cheerleader voice for something breathier, more conspiratorial. "I've been dreaming about what the captain keeps under his uniform."

He leaned back in the chair, his hands coming to rest on my head. He didn’t grab my hair hard. He was just resting them there. "Is that right?" he asked, his voice thickening slightly.

"Yes, sir," I said. "I want to see. I want to see the champion."

I reached for his zipper. He was still soft, but there was a stir. A heaviness that hadn't been there a moment ago.

I pulled him out. He was flaccid, resting heavy against his thigh. I didn't let my smile falter. I treated it like it was the most magnificent thing I had ever seen.

"Oh, wow," I breathed. "Look at you. So big."

I went to work. But this wasn't the clinical, desperate sucking of yesterday. This was a performance. I licked him with long, broad strokes, humming with appreciation. I used my hands to pump him, finding a rhythm. I looked up at him constantly, making eye contact, mouthing words of praise around his flesh. Big man. My hero. So strong.

It was hard work. I could feel the sweat trickling down my back under the polyester top. My jaw started to ache almost immediately. I had to use every trick—deep throating him even when he was soft, swirling my tongue around the head, fondling his balls with a gentle, rhythmic pressure.

Slowly, agonizingly, he began to respond. The fantasy was taking root. He closed his eyes, his head falling back. He wasn't an old man in a nursing home anymore. He was the king of the locker room, and the head cheerleader was on her knees for him.

He grew. Not to the rock-hard iron of the first few days, but he filled out. He got heavy. Hard enough.

"That's it," I murmured, vibrating the words against his cock. "Show me. Show me how strong you are."

He grunted, his hips bucking slightly. "Yeah," he groaned. "Take it. take it, little slut."

He grabbed my hair—not painful, but firm. He started to fuck my mouth, a slow, rhythmic thrusting. It wasn't the pile-driver force of before. It was slower, more labored. But he was doing it.

I worked with him. I bobbed my head, I sucked hard on the upstroke, I made wet, eager noises that filled the quiet room. I was dragging the climax out of him, inch by inch.

When he finally came, he gave a long, shuddering sigh. The release was weaker, the pulses less violent. But he emptied himself into me.

I swallowed it all, every drop, treating it like the nectar of the gods. When he pulled out, I looked up at him, my face flushed, my mouth wet, and gave him the biggest, brightest smile I could muster.

"Go team," I whispered.

He laughed. A real, deep, belly laugh. He reached down and patted my cheek. "Good game, sweetheart. Good game."

I stood up, my knees cracking. I retrieved the cup, spat the sample, and sealed it.

One down. But the performance had drained me. And Harris didn't want a willing cheerleader. He needed a slut.

**

I wiped the smile off my face the moment the door clicked shut. My jaw was throbbing. The taste of Wallace was a bitter film in my mouth. But I had the sample. The strategy was working.

I went back to the bathroom and stripped out of the cheerleader outfit. I scrubbed the makeup from my face, pulling my hair out of the ponytail and letting it hang loose and messy around my shoulders.

I walked into the private dining area, wearing nothing but the cheap black panties I’d bought. I carried my shirt in my hand. I wanted him to see that I was already prepped. Already stripped.

Harris was waiting. He was sitting at the table again, but there was no breakfast today. No charm. He looked tired, his face drawn, lines of frustration etched deep around his mouth. He looked old.

He looked up as I entered, his eyes scanning my near-naked body with a cold, critical appraisal. He didn't smile.

"You're late," he snapped.

"I was with Wallace," I said, my voice quiet, submissive.

"I don't care," he said. "Get over here."

He didn't take me to the bedroom. He stayed in the chair. He spread his legs.

"Fix it," he commanded.

I knelt. I didn't need to be told what "it" was. I unzipped him. He was soft. Uselessly soft. And he was angry about it.

I started to work. It was a nightmare.

For the first twenty minutes, nothing happened. I sucked. I licked. I used my hands. I tried to be gentle. I tried to be rough.

"Harder," he hissed, his hand tangling in my hair, yanking my head back. "Don't just slobber on it. Use your throat."

I gagged myself on his flaccid flesh, pushing him as deep as I could, trying to trigger something, anything. Tears pricked my eyes. My throat burned.

"Pathetic," he muttered. "Is that the best you can do? You're losing your touch, Jessica. Maybe you're drying up."

The insults stung, but I knew where they were coming from. He was terrified. He was lashing out at his own impotence. I didn't fight back. Didn't defend myself. I just worked harder.

"I'm sorry, Harris," I choked out around him. "I'm trying. Let me try something else."

I turned around. I presented my ass to him, spreading my cheeks. "Use me," I whispered. "However you want."

He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in painfully. He tried to push himself inside, but he was too soft. He shoved against me, grunting with effort, cursing under his breath. It was humiliating for both of us. A clumsy, desperate fumbling.

"Useless," he spat, pushing me away. "Turn around."

I turned back to him. He looked at me with cold, dead eyes.

"Again," he said. "And this time, don't stop until I tell you."

It went on for an hour. Maybe more. My knees were raw against the linoleum. My mouth was numb. I was sweating, shivering, exhausted. I was a mechanic trying to jumpstart a dead battery with my own body.

"Stop," he growled, pushing my head away. He looked down at himself, then at me, disgust written all over his face. "It's not working. You're just going through the motions. You look fucking bored."

He was right. I wasn't bored; I was desperate. But to him, it looked like charity. And charity was the one thing a man like Harris couldn't stomach.

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth. I needed to change the narrative. I needed to make this about me wanting him.

"I'm not bored, Harris," I whispered. "I'm frustrated."

I looked him in the eye and let my hand drift down to my own body. I was wearing only the black panties. My fingers traced the elastic waistband.

"I've been thinking about yesterday," I lied. Or maybe I wasn't lying. "About how you made me feel. And now... being this close to you... smelling you..."

I slipped my hand inside my panties. I was dry as dust from stress and exhaustion. But I forced a low, breathy moan. I started to touch myself, circling my clit, putting on a show.

"Watch me," I commanded softly.

His eyes snapped to my hand. His expression shifted from disgust to a flicker of interest.

"I need you," I gasped, throwing my head back, arching my spine. "Even like this. I just need to be near you."

I worked my fingers faster, making wet, slick sounds. I grabbed my own breast with my other hand, pinching the nipple hard, wincing with real pain that looked like pleasure. I started to rock my hips, grinding against the linoleum floor.

"Please, Harris," I begged, looking up at him through my lashes. "Help me. I'm so close. I need your cock. Even just to taste it. Please."

I saw it happen. The shift. He wasn't a sad old man anymore. He was an object of desire. He was still a prize.

He leaned forward, his eyes darkening. He reached out and put his hand on my throat, squeezing lightly. "You want it that bad?"

"Yes," I sobbed, faking a shudder. "Yes."

"Then beg for it," he said. "Show me."

I pulled my panties down, exposing myself completely. I used two fingers to spread my lips wide, showing him the pink, exposed flesh. I rubbed myself frantically, crying out his name.

"Harris, please! I'm burning up! Give it to me!"

It worked. The visual of me, desperate and debased, needing him so badly I was touching myself at his feet, was the spark. He started to harden. Not fully, but enough.

"Open your mouth," he ordered.

I scrambled forward on my knees and took him in. I bobbed and sucked. I hummed. I vibrated against him. I kept one hand between my legs, touching myself as I serviced him, creating a closed loop of arousal. I let him hear my whimpers vibrate against his skin.

He watched me touching myself as I sucked him, and that was the key. He wasn't just getting off; he was getting me off. Or so he thought.

"Yeah," he grunted, his hips starting to move. "That's it. You like that, don't you? You like my cock in your throat."

"Fuck, yes!" I moaned against him, gagging slightly, tears streaming down my face.

He came. It was weak, a shuddering pulse rather than a blast, but he emptied himself into me. I swallowed it all, making a show of it, licking my lips, moaning as if it were the most delicious thing in the world.

"God," I breathed, looking up at him, my hand still resting on my crotch. "Thank you."

He slumped back in the chair, a look of smug, satisfied exhaustion on his face. He believed it. He believed he had satisfied me.

I stood up, my legs shaking. I didn't finish myself off. I didn’t deserve it. I just pulled my panties up and looked down at him. He was already dozing, his ego restored, if only for a moment.

I felt a wave of nausea. It wasn't the taste of him. It was all the lies.

Two down. One to go.

Coleman. The hardest audience. I grabbed the bag with the schoolgirl outfit. It was time for class.

**

I changed in the small bathroom next to the library. The costume was cheap, scratchy polyester. The plaid skirt was comically short, barely covering the curve of my ass. The white shirt was tight, straining across my chest, meant to be tied in a knot at the midriff to expose my stomach. I pulled on the knee socks. I put on the fake glasses.

I looked in the mirror. I looked nothing like a real schoolgirl. I looked exactly what I was: a thirty-something desperate to please an old man. That might have been the point. The admission that I had no dignity left to protect.

I took a deep breath, trying to summon the energy for one last performance. Coleman was sharp. With him, I had to play the dynamic perfectly. I had to be the student who had failed and was desperate for extra credit.

I walked into the library. Coleman was at his desk, writing in a notebook. He looked frail today. His skin had an ashen undertone, and his hand trembled slightly as he held the pen. The drug was fading fast.

He looked up as I entered. His eyes widened slightly behind his own glasses. He took in the skirt, the socks, the ridiculous shirt. He didn't laugh. He didn't mock me. He just watched, a slow, contemplative look settling on his face.

"Jessica," he said, his voice quiet, lacking its usual resonance. "What is this?"

I walked to the center of the room and stood before his desk, clutching my briefcase in one hand and the hem of my skirt in the other.

"I... I wanted to show you I'm ready to learn," I said, keeping my voice low, contrite. "I know I haven't been doing well. My grades... my performance... it hasn't been up to standard."

He put down his pen. He leaned back in his chair, studying me. "And you think a costume will fix that?"

"I think..." I hesitated, looking down at the floor, then back up at him through the fake lenses. "I think I need a teacher. A firm hand. Someone to show me exactly what I need to do to pass."

I saw a flicker of something in his eyes. A spark. The archetype resonated with him. The authority figure. The mentor. It was the role he had tried to play with me from the beginning, and now I was literalizing it.

"Come here," he said.

I walked around the desk.

"Kneel," he commanded.

I knelt beside his chair.

"You've been a bad student, Jessica," he said, seeming to gain a little strength. "Disruptive. Unfocused. And now you come in here dressed like this... trying to distract me."

"I'm sorry, sir," I whispered. "I just want to be good. I'll do anything for a passing grade."

"Anything?" he asked, reaching out to touch the collar of the cheap shirt.

"Yes, sir. Anything."

He unzipped his pants. He was soft. Small. A shadow of the weapon he had been. He looked down at himself, and I saw the shame flash across his face.

"It seems," he said, "that the lesson might be... difficult today."

I didn't let him retreat. I didn't let him fall into despair like Harris. I leaned forward, resting my hands on his knees.

"That's okay," I said, my voice filled with a hushed, reverent awe that I forced into existence. "I'm a slow learner. I can stay after class as long as it takes. I just want to study."

I lowered my head to his lap. I didn't rush. I treated it like a sacred text I was trying to decipher. I used my tongue to trace the veins, my breath to warm him. I looked up at him constantly, over the rims of the fake glasses, playing the role of the eager, desperate ingénue.

"Is this right, sir?" I murmured against his skin. "Am I doing it right?"

"Yes," he breathed, his hand coming to rest on my head. "Yes... slower... just like that."

It was a slow burn. A mental game. I had to make him believe he was the master, that he was guiding me, teaching me. I let him correct me. I let him tell me to use more tongue, to hum, to cup his balls. I followed every instruction with a breathless "Yes, sir."

And slowly, miraculously, he responded. The psychological trigger of the roleplay, of being the authority figure commanding a young woman in a skirt, bypassed the failing chemistry. He began to harden.

When he was ready, he didn't have me ride him. That required too much physical vitality.

"Turn around," he said. "Put your hands on the desk. Bend over."

I did. I bent over his desk, the plaid skirt riding up, exposing everything. I heard him shift in his chair, moving behind me.

"You need to be punished," he whispered, his hands gripping my hips. "For being late. For your poor performance."

"Yes, sir," I gasped. "Punish me."

He entered me from behind. He wasn't fully hard, but he was hard enough. He fucked me with a slow, desperate rhythm, holding onto my hips for support. I met his thrusts, crying out, begging for forgiveness, begging for his cock.

"Good girl," he panted. "Good student."

He came with a groan that sounded like pain and relief mixed together. I felt the pulse, weaker than before, but there.

I held still, letting him finish, letting him rest against my back.

"Did I pass?" I whispered into the silence of the library.

He pulled out and collapsed back into his chair. "A-plus," he breathed. "A-plus."

I straightened up, fixed my skirt, and turned to face him. He looked exhausted, but peaceful. His ego intact.

Three for three.

I had done it. I had been the drug.

But as I walked to my car, I felt colder than I ever had in my life. I had saved them if only for one day. But I had lost another piece of myself in the process. I was a performer now. An actress starring in a porno of my own making.

And the show had to go on.

**

The phone rang at exactly 8:00 PM. The sharp, digital trill cut through the silence of the hotel room like a siren. I stared at it. The caller ID was blocked, but I knew who it was. It was the only person who had this number.

I took a breath, smoothed the front of my cheap t-shirt, and answered.

"Jessica Taylor," I said, making my voice a practiced mask of professional calm.

"Jessica." Grant Whitmore's voice was warm, rich, and utterly terrifying. "I'm looking at your daily logs. We seem to have a discrepancy."

My heart hammered against my ribs. "Sir?"

"The yield," he said, the warmth draining away to leave a cold, hard curiosity. "The lab reports indicate we're receiving significantly less volume than the subjects should be producing. And yet, the video feeds show successful... completions." A pause. "Where is the rest of the data, Jessica?"

I closed my eyes. He knew. Of course he knew. He watched the tapes. He just wanted me to say it.

"I..." My voice wavered. I cleared my throat. "There were... containment issues, sir. During the collection process. Some of the sample was... lost."

"Lost?" He sounded amused. "Or consumed?"

The silence stretched.

"Consumed, sir," I whispered.

"And retained internally?" he pressed. "In the vaginal canal?"

"Yes, sir."

"I see." I could hear him smile. "Resourceful. You're ensuring nothing goes to waste. I admire that kind of... dedication to the firm's assets. It shows a certain... hunger for the job."

I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. He was turning my humiliation into a compliment.

"Now," he continued, the sound of typing in the background. "I'm also reviewing your expense report. Interesting line items. A cheerleader outfit. A schoolgirl uniform. Very creative problem-solving, Jessica. I assume these were effective?"

"They were necessary, sir," I said, trying to regain some footing. "The subjects were experiencing... diminished drive. I had to improvise."

"And improvise you did," he said. "Marcus has been asking questions, you know. He's seen the preliminary reports. He finds your methods... fascinating. He's been pushing to come down there. Says he wants to see the operation firsthand."

The blood drained from my face. Marcus. If he saw me like this... if he saw the tapes...

"That won't be necessary, sir," I said quickly, too quickly. "Everything is under control. The protocols are working."

"Are they?" Whitmore mused. "Well, I suppose I can hold him off for now. But since the firm paid for these... assets... I feel I should inspect them personally. To ensure we're getting value for money."

The air in the room seemed to vanish.

"Sir?"

"Turn on your camera, Jessica."

I froze.

"Now."

My hand trembled as I reached for the laptop. I opened it and clicked the video link he had sent to my secure email. The green light next to the webcam blinked on. I was live.

"Stand back," his voice came from the laptop speakers now. "Let me see you."

I backed up until I was fully in the frame. I was wearing the cheap t-shirt and pants. I looked small.

"Not that," he said, a note of impatience in his tone. "The expenses. Put on the cheerleader outfit. I want to see what you wore for Wallace."

"Sir, I..."

"Did I stutter?"

I moved. I grabbed the bag from the floor. I walked to the bathroom, leaving the door open so he wouldn't lose sight of me for too long. I stripped off my clothes, my hands shaking so hard I could barely manage the zippers. I pulled on the tight, synthetic shell top. The short, pleated skirt. The knee socks.

I walked back into the frame. I felt absurd. A caricature.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I turned slowly. The skirt barely covered me.

"Bend over. Like you did for him."

I bent at the waist, hands on my knees. I stared at the carpet, burning with shame.

"Excellent," he purred. "Very spirited. Now, the other one. The student."

I went back to the bathroom. Off with the cheerleader. On with the plaid skirt. The white shirt, tied tight to expose my midriff. I didn't have the glasses. I had thrown them away.

I returned to the camera's unblinking eye. I stood there, hands clasped in front of me, head bowed. The penitent student.

"Look at the camera, Jessica," Whitmore commanded. "Look at me."

I raised my head. I forced myself to meet the lens.

"Now," he said softly. "Beg. Like you did for Coleman. Ask me for a passing grade."

My throat was dry. "Please, sir," I whispered, the words automatic, ingrained. "I want to be good. I'll do anything to pass."

"Louder. With feeling."

"Please, sir!" I cried out, the desperation real this time, raw, and terrified. "I'll do anything! Just let me pass! Please!"

There was a pause. A silence that stretched until my nerves were screaming.

"Anything?" Whitmore asked.

"Yes. Anything."

"Then prove it," he said. "Show me you're worth protecting. Show me you're worth keeping to myself."

He paused again.

"You're wearing the skirt," he said. "Lift it."

I froze.

"Lift it, Jessica. Show me your panties. Are they the cheap black ones you expensed? Or are you wearing nothing at all for me?"

I reached down with trembling hands and lifted the short plaid skirt. I was wearing the black cotton panties.

"Good," he murmured. "Now, pull them aside. I want to see you."

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pulled the fabric down, exposing my pussy. It was red, slightly swollen from the day's activities.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Like you did for Harris. Like you did for Coleman. Show me how you learned to please yourself for them."

My breath hitched. To do this... on camera... for him...

"If Marcus were there," he said softly, "he'd be watching right now. Is that what you want?"

"No," I gasped.

"Then touch yourself. Now."

I moved my hand between my legs. I found my clit. It was sensitive, almost painful, but the fear—and the twisted, sick arousal of his command—made me slick instantly. I began to rub, tentatively at first, then harder as his silence pressed down on me.

"Use two fingers," he instructed. "Put them inside. Show me how deep you can take it."

I slid two fingers inside myself. I was open, loose, ready. I started to fuck myself, my other hand working my clit. I stared at the camera lens, tears streaming down my face, making wet, desperate sounds.

"That's it," he purred. "Deeper. Faster. Imagine it's me, Jessica. Imagine I'm there with you. Or maybe... imagine it's all three of them. At once."

The image hit me like a physical blow. The three men. The camera. Him watching. Me, used and filled and put on display.

I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Are you close?" he asked. "Are you going to come for me, Jessica?"

"Yes," I sobbed. "Yes, sir, please!"

"Then do it. Come for your boss. Be a good girl and show me exactly what you are."

I fell apart. I screamed his name, my body convulsing in a violent, shuddering orgasm that I performed for the camera, for him, for my career. I milked myself with my fingers, showing him the mess, showing him the surrender.

I slumped forward, panting, my forehead resting on the cool desk, my skirt bunched around my waist, my fingers still inside me.

"Very good," he said, satisfied, clinical. "You have a rare talent, Jessica. A capacity for... accommodation... that is hard to find. It would be a waste to keep you in legal. We have other opportunities opening up. High-level client retention. Situations that require a delicate touch. A lack of inhibition. And a very open throat."

He let the promise hang there.

"Get some rest, Jessica. You have another big day tomorrow. And keep the costumes. I have a feeling you're going to need them again."

The screen went black.

I was alone in the silent hotel room, dressed like a schoolgirl, my hand wet with my own fluids, shivering in the aftermath of my audition.

He hadn't fired me. He hadn't punished me.

I thought he had actually promised me a promotion.

And I was terrified to find out exactly what my new job description would entail.

**

The days didn't pass so much as they eroded. My life became a long slow grind. An agonizing slide into entropy.

Day Four.

I was the Cheerleader again. The synthetic shell top smelled faintly of sweat and cheap fabric softener. Wallace was sitting in his chair, but he didn't look like a captain anymore. He looked like a statue made of crumbling sandstone. His knees were swollen. His hands shook.

"Go team," I whispered, forcing the brightness into my voice. I bounced. I cheered. I shook an imaginary pom-pom. I knelt between his legs and worked on him for forty-five minutes. My jaw locked. My throat burned. He stared at the wall, his eyes glazed.

"Come on, Wallace," I hissed, panic rising in my chest. "Focus. Look at me. Look at your little cheerleader slut."

When he finally, weakly, hardened, I rode him with a desperate, frantic energy, trying to friction-burn the life back into him. The sample was a few drops. Clear. Watery. A ghost of what it had been.

Day Five.

Coleman. The Schoolgirl. The white shirt was greying at the collar. I walked into the library, dropped my books, and begged for detention.

He looked at me with sad, tired eyes. "I'm tired, Jessica," he said. "Class is dismissed."

"No!" I cried, terrified. "No, sir! I haven't learned my lesson! Punish me!"

I stripped naked and crawled onto his lap. He was soft. Useless. I spent an hour grinding against him, whispering filth, begging, crying. He fell asleep with his hand on my breast. I had to wake him up, shaking his shoulder. I ended up jerking him off with spit and tears, my hand cramping, while he apologized to me in a broken whisper.

Day Six.

Harris didn't want the slut. He didn't want the sex. He was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, the light gone from his eyes.

"Just hold me," he whispered.

I stripped and got into bed with him. I held his frail, cooling body against mine. I let him touch me. His hands were weak, wandering aimlessly over my skin. There was no lust. Only a desperate, clinging need for warmth.

I tried to arouse him. I kissed him. I guided his hand to my wetness. I put his soft cock in my mouth. Nothing.

Finally, I straddled his face. "Eat me," I ordered, my voice cracking. "Please, Harris. Taste me."

He tried. His tongue was dry, rough. But the intimacy, the degradation of it, finally triggered a spark. I jerked him off while he tasted me, catching the meager release in the cup.

Day Seven.

I looked in the mirror. The circles under my eyes were bruises. My lips were chapped and swollen. My knees were scabbed. I looked like a junkie. A used-up thing.

I went to the facility. The silence was absolute. It was a morgue.

I went to Wallace. He couldn't get out of bed. He couldn't get hard. I tried for an hour. Nothing.

I went to Coleman. He patted my hand and told me to go home. Nothing.

I went to Harris. He just turned his face to the wall and wept. Nothing.

I stood in the hallway, clutching three empty sterile cups. The well was dry. The miracle was over. Done and dusted.

I walked out to my car and sat there, staring at the bleak, gray sky. I had given them everything. My body. My dignity. My soul. And it wasn't enough. I had failed.

The phone rang.

It was Whitmore.

"Jessica," his voice was brisk, devoid of the warmth from our last call. "It’s clear the beneficial effects of the drug have flatlined. The project is concluded. It’s time to move on."

"Sir, I..."

"Pack your things," he said. "Leave the samples you have. The extraction team will be there in an hour to secure the subjects."

"What about me?" I whispered.

"You?" He paused. "A plane is coming for you. Marcus will be on board. He's... eager to conduct your debriefing."

The line went dead.

I looked at the phone. Then at the facility. Then at the empty cups.

The assignment was over.

Now came the review.

**

The summons came as a text message on the burner phone.

Private Airfield. Hangar 4. 1400 hours. Asset debrief and hand-off.

I stared at the screen. Asset hand-off. That was me. I was the package being delivered.

I had one hour. I looked at the pile of clothes on the hotel bed. The cheap t-shirts, the costumes. And then, shoved in the back of the closet, the Zegna suit. The armor I had worn on the first day. It felt like a lifetime ago.

I put it on. The silk blouse felt alien against my skin, too cool, too smooth. The wool trousers felt stiff. The jacket buttoned tight across my chest. I looked in the mirror. The woman staring back looked like Jessica Taylor, Senior Counsel. But the eyes were wrong. They were hollow. Haunted. And behind the professional facade, I knew the truth. Under the expensive wool, I was wearing the cheap black cotton panties. My knees were bruised. My body was sore and used. I was a fraud.

I drove to the airfield, my hands gripping the wheel. I parked the rental and walked toward Hangar 4. The heat radiating off the tarmac was oppressive.

A jet was taxiing to a stop. The stairs lowered. And there he was.

Marcus.

Fuck.

He descended the stairs like he owned the ground he walked on. Sunglasses, a tailored suit that cost more than my rental car, that easy, arrogant stride. He looked... clean. Untouched.

I stood by the car, clutching my briefcase, trying to summon the old posture, the old glare.

He stopped in front of me, taking off his sunglasses. He looked me up and down, a slow, deliberate scan that felt like a physical violation. He looked me up and down.

"Nice costume, Jessica," he said, his words dripping with amusement. "Playing lawyer today, are we?"

The insult landed like a slap. I stiffened. "I am a lawyer, Marcus. I'm here to deliver the data."

He laughed. A short, sharp bark. "Data? Is that what we're calling it?" He stepped closer, invading my personal space. He smelled of expensive cologne and jet fuel. "I've seen the footage, Jess. I saw what you did in that library. I saw you beg. You think putting on a suit changes what you are?"

He reached out and flicked the lapel of my jacket. "You're not a lawyer anymore. You're a liability. And I'm here to audit you."

My facade crumbled. The shame was a hot, rising tide. He knew. He had seen everything. He had watched me fall apart, and he was enjoying every second of this.

"Get in the car," he ordered, pointing to a waiting black sedan. "We're going to your hotel. I need to inspect the merchandise before I sign off on your next assignment."

The ride was silent. I stared out the window, fighting back tears of humiliation. This was worse than the old men. They needed me. Marcus just wanted to humiliate me.

We entered my hotel room. The air was stale, still holding the scent of my private, desperate rituals. Marcus walked in, looking around with a sneer.

"Cozy," he muttered. He turned to me. "Alright. Let's get this over with."

He sat in the room's single armchair, spreading his legs, getting comfortable.

"Whitmore says you've changed," he said, watching me closely. "He says you've... opened up. Developed new skills."

"I did what was necessary," I said, my voice tight.

"Necessary," he repeated, tasting the word. "Is that what you call swallowing an old man's cum? Necessary?"

I flinched.

"I need to see it," he said cold. "I need to see if the reports are true. I need to see if you're really the good girl Whitmore says you are."

He pointed a finger at me.

"So, Jessica, strip."

The command hung in the air. This was the moment. The final shredding of my dignity. To strip for him. For the man I had competed against. My mind was a chaotic storm. This is Marcus. You argued precedent with him in the boardroom last month. You mocked his tie at the Christmas party. He's an associate. He's nobody.

But as I looked up at his face, seeing the sneer of absolute power, the casual entitlement, I realized the horrifying truth. He wasn't nobody. He was a man with power. And I was a woman who had been broken and trained to serve.

"Marcus, please," I whispered, a last, pathetic attempt at parity.

"It's 'Sir'," he snapped. "And you will do as you're told. Or do I need to call Whitmore and tell him his asset is non-compliant?"

The harsh tone in his voice turned my knees to water. That was all it took. I didn’t have a choice. The shame was a hot, corrosive acid in my throat. But beneath the shame, rising like a dark tide, was that familiar, treacherous hum. The conditioning. The muscle memory of submission.

"Well?" he snapped. "I don't have all day."

I reached for the buttons of my jacket. My fingers were shaking so hard I could barely manage them. I undid them, one by one. I let the jacket fall to the floor. Then the blouse. The trousers.

I stood before him in my mismatched lingerie—the expensive bra, the cheap panties. A physical map of my degradation.

"All of it," he said.

I unhooked my bra. I stepped out of my panties.

I stood naked in the center of the room, under the harsh light. I felt exposed in a way I never had with the old men. With them, my nakedness was a gift, a tool. With Marcus, it was a joke. He scanned my body, his eyes lingering on the bruises, the redness.

"You look broken in," he said.

He stood up and walked toward me. I wanted to shrink away, to cover myself, but I forced myself to stand still.

He reached out and ran a hand down my arm. His touch was cold, clinical.

"Whitmore has big plans for you," he said softly. "But first, I get to test drive."

He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back, forcing me to look at him.

"On your knees, Jessica. Show me what you learned."

I didn’t move. I couldn’t fucking move. I couldn’t kneel for him.

And then, suddenly, I could. It was who I was. Exactly what I was for. I was already naked for him.

I sank to my knees. The carpet was rough. I looked up at him, at the man who used to be my rival, and I felt the last piece of my old self die. I wasn't his equal. I was barely a person to him.

I reached out. My hands found his belt buckle. I was trembling with a sickening mix of dread, anticipation, and fear. It didn’t slow me down. My hands knew this work now. This was nothing more than muscle memory. But the shame... the shame was fresh and agonizing.

"Please, Sir," I whispered, the words tasting like ash. "Let me please you."

He smiled. It wasn't a kind smile.

"Good girl," he said. "Now, earn your fucking keep."

And again, I couldn’t move. For a moment, I just knelt there on bruised knees, looking up at him. Marcus. Fucking Marcus. The man I had shared coffees with in the breakroom. The man whose closing arguments I had secretly admired. The man who was now standing over me, unzipping his fly, waiting for me to service him like a common whore.

My emotions were a chaotic, swirling storm. There was the sharp, stinging humiliation of my nakedness against his suit. There was the fear of his judgment, the terrifying power he held over my future. But under it all, woven into the fabric of my shame, was that treacherous, sickening pulse of arousal. The conditioning was deep. My body saw a man in power, saw a cock, and it responded. It didn't care that it was Marcus. It didn't care about my dignity. It just wanted to serve.

He pulled his cock out. Average at best. Pale and thin. Nothing like the monstrous, dark weapons of the old men. But Marcus was hard. And he was here.

"Well?" he sneered. "Don't just stare at it. Or have you forgotten how?"

I leaned forward. The smell of him was different—an expensive cologne masking the scent of a real man. It lacked the raw, honest musk of the old blacked men. It smelled artificial. Corporate.

I took him into my mouth anyway.

It was mechanical at first. All reflex. A job. I focused on the technique I had perfected over the last few weeks. Relax the throat. swirl the tongue. Cup the balls.

I began to bob my head, my cheeks hollowing. I used my hand to stroke the base, my movements practiced and fluid.

I looked up at him as I worked. I expected to see pure contempt. But there was something else in his eyes now. A dark, glittering heat. He was enjoying this. Not just the physical sensation, but the fact of it. That it was me doing this to him.

"Yeah," he breathed, his hand landing heavy on the top of my head. "Look at you, Jessica. Sucking cock like a pro. Who knew the Ice Queen was such a fucking slut?"

The word "slut" hit me like a whip. It should have hurt. It should have made me stop. But instead, it sent a jolt of heat straight to my belly. Yes, a voice inside me whispered. I am a slut. And right now, I’m your slut.

My own wetness soaked my inner thighs. My shame was the fuel. The more he pushed my head down, the more he called me names—slut, whore, garbage—the hotter I got.

I sucked harder. I made wet, sloppy noises, abandoning all pretense of dignity. I wanted to show him. I wanted to prove to him that I was good at this. That I was valuable. That I was the best he had ever seen.

"Deeper," he commanded, pushing his hips forward. "Take it all."

I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but I forced him down. I let him hit the back of my throat. I let him use my face.

And then, he stopped. He pulled out, leaving me gasping, a string of saliva connecting us.

"Enough," he said. "Get up."

I scrambled to my feet, wiping my mouth, terrified I had done something wrong. "Sir?"

He pushed me toward the bed. "Face down. Ass up."

I climbed onto the bed. I positioned myself, arching my back, spreading my legs. I felt his contempt like acid on my exposed skin. I felt utterly helpless.

He didn't undress. I heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of a condom wrapper tearing.

A condom.

The detail broke my heart in a strange, twisted way. The old men had filled me raw. They had marked me inside. Marcus was keeping a barrier. I wasn't worthy of his cum. I was just a hole to be used safely.

He didn't warn me. He just shoved himself inside.

It hurt. It was dry and rough and devoid of the connection I had felt with Coleman. This was purely punitive. He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, and began to pound into me.

"This is all you're good for now, isn't it?" he grunted, driving into me. "Just a place for any man to dump a load."

I buried my face in the pillows, stifling a sob. The friction burned. The shame burned hotter. But my body... my traitorous, broken body... began to respond. The rhythm took over. My hips began to push back against him. My cunt clenched around him.

I hated him. I hated the arrogant set of his jaw, the way he held me like a piece of meat, the way he had invaded my sanctuary. I hated myself for being here, for being this.

And I was coming for him.

It was a bleak, shattering ecstasy. It felt like falling down a dark well. It began as a dark, coiling pressure in my gut. It was a riptide of shame. And it pulled me down, dragged me under. My hips, acting on a primal instinct that had nothing to do with my will, began to grind back against his brutal thrusts. My inner muscles clenched around him, milking the latex-sheathed cock that felt so cold and alien inside me.

"No," I whimpered into the pillow, the word a pathetic, dying protest. "Please, no."

But my body screamed yes. My cunt gave a violent, shuddering contraction that felt like my soul was being torn loose from my spine. Every spasm was a fresh acknowledgment of my worthlessness. I was coming because Marcus was fucking me like a dog, and my pussy loved it.

He felt the change in me. He felt my cunt clamping down on him. He stopped.

"Turn over," he told me and I froze, trapped in the aftershocks.

SMACK.

His hand connected with my ass, a sharp, stinging blow that shocked a cry from my throat.

"I said turn over, you fucking slut!"

I scrambled to obey, rolling onto my back, my legs falling open. I looked up at him. His face was flushed, his eyes dark with a cruel, mocking lust. He grabbed my ankles and shoved my legs up, bending me in half, exposing me completely.

He drove back into me.

The sensation was different now. Deeper. More invasive. He fucked me like he hated me. He pounded into me, his face twisted in a snarl of exertion. And I took it. I took every inch, every thrust, every ounce of his contempt. And like the sick whore I had become, I turned it all into a filthy shameful pleasure.

And he saw everything.

"Look at you," he grunted, slamming into me. "Look at your face. You're enjoying this, aren't you? You like being put in your place."

"Yes," I gasped, the word torn from me by the sheer force of his thrust. "Yes, Sir."

"You like knowing that this is all you are," he taunted, leaning down so his face was inches from mine. "Just a wet hole for your betters to use. My cock is buried in you, Jessica. And you're loving it."

He was right. God help me, he was right. A second orgasm, bigger and darker than the first, was rising from somewhere deep down inside me. Fueled by his insults, by his contempt.

My hands scrabbling at his suit jacket, my nails digging into the expensive fabric.

"You're trash, Jessica," he hissed. "You're a slut. A useless, cum-hungry slut."

"I am!" I screamed, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "I'm a slut! I'm your fucking slut!"

My climax was a cataclysm of shame. My head thrashed on the pillow. I arched my back, screaming his name, my eyes rolling back in my head. My body convulsed, my cunt gripping him with a desperate, crushing force. I was clawing at him, desperate to be closer, desperate to be owned, completely lost in the blinding white light of my own abasement.

My orgasm triggered his. He groaned, a deep sound of release. He drove into me one last time, holding himself deep inside as he emptied himself into the condom.

I felt the pulsing of his cock, the rhythmic throbbing. But I felt no warmth. No flood. The latex barrier kept his seed from me. Even in the moment of our shared climax, he was denying me that final intimacy. I wasn't good enough to take his precious cum.

The realization was the final twist of the knife. And as I lay there, panting, trembling, tears streaming down my face, I realized that the emptiness inside me was the only thing I had left.

He pulled out and stood up, peeling the condom off with a look of distaste. He tied it off and dropped it onto my stomach. A wet, rubbery insult.

"You passed the audit," he said, tucking himself away, adjusting his tie. "Whitmore was right. You're broken in perfectly."

He walked to the door.

"Get dressed, Jessica. A car will be here soon to take you to your plane."

"Where are we going?" I asked, my voice hoarse.

He turned, a cold, knowing smile on his face. “Me? I’m spending a day or two at Green Acres tidying everything up. And then I’m going back to my new corner office. You?” He shrugged. “I honestly don’t know and I don’t fucking care. Some island somewhere, maybe, I think. Whitmore's supposed to be setting up this new facility. Geriatric care in the sun for high-net-worth clients. Life extension. Virility enhancements. You know all about that. And... well, amenities."

He paused, letting the word sink in.

"Amenities?" I whispered.

"You, I guess" he said. "You and some other sluts. That nurse is already there. Carolina Brookes. You'll be working for her. I hear the clients are... demanding, to say the fucking least."

He opened the door.

He paused again, looking back at me one last time, a grin playing on his lips.

"And Jessica? Try to smile. You're finally doing what you were born to do."


Epilogue

The door clicked shut. The sound was final. A period at the end of the sentence of my life.

I lay on the bed, naked, shivering. The condom on my stomach was a cold, wet weight. A little rubber sack of his contempt. I stared at the ceiling, trying to process the data he had just dumped on me.

The Island.

High-net-worth clients.

Virility enhancements.

Amenities.

I knew what that meant. I knew exactly what "amenities" were in Whitmore's vocabulary. I knew that I was one.

But the rest of it...

Carolina Brooks.

The name was a shock. A glitch in the matrix. The nurse. The girl I had watched on the tapes with such cold, professional disdain. The girl I had called pathetic. Weak. A liability.

You'll be working for her.

The words echoed in my mind, mocking me. Working for her? How was that possible? She was a nurse. A fucking nobody. I had been top of my class at Harvard Law. I was—had been—Senior Counsel material. I was a fucking shark.

Was this the promotion Whitmore had promised me? To whore for him on his island? To fuck old billionaires? To serve the very woman whose life I had helped destroy.

A laugh bubbled up in my chest. A harsh, jagged sound that hurt my throat. It was hysterical. Absurd. It was a joke.

But it wasn't a joke. It was my new reality. The corporate ladder didn't just go up. It went down as well. And I was heading for the bottom rung.

I sat up, the condom sliding off my stomach onto the sheets. I looked at it. Marcus's waste. He was going back to the corner office that should have been mine. To air conditioning, assistants, and power lunches. And I was going to some island to be an amenity.

Just what the actual fuck is going on?

I stood up, legs shaking. I tottered to the bathroom and peered into the mirror. The face staring back wasn't the face of a lawyer. Not anymore. Swollen lips. Haunted eyes. Bird’s nest hair.

I looked down at my body. The puffy redness. The bruises. The marks left by three old men and, now, Marcus.

So, are you going to get on that fucking plane?

The question hung in the air. I didn’t have to comply. I could start again. Go back to my apartment, rest up, and start again. I had been top of my class at fucking Harvard Law. Doors would open for me. Probably. Possibly.

I could grab my bag and walk away from it all. I could disappear. Become a waitress in a diner in Nebraska. Find myself a farmer or a Kool-Aid heir. Maybe somebody from Berkshire-Hathaway.

But as I looked at myself, really looked at myself, I knew the answer.

I couldn't fucking run.

Where would I go? Who would I be? Jessica the lawyer was dead and done. She had died in a library, begging an old man for his big black cock. She had died in this room half an hour ago, screaming that she was a slut for her rival.

The woman in the mirror... this broken thing... she didn't belong in a diner anywhere. She didn't belong in any Podunk law firm.

She belonged on that island.

She belonged on her knees.

I turned away from the mirror. I walked back into the bedroom and began to dress.

The car would be here soon. The plane would be waiting for me.

My new boss would be waiting for me.

On some island somewhere.

I was going to work.


Coming Soon

Sunrise on Miracle Island

Jessica meet Carolina. Get down on your knees.

The fourth episode in The Fertility Games trilogy

First Time Blacked—Draft

Introducing Amelia. She earns her living editing train wreck "spicy romances". And then Dante moves in right next door. All spice, no romance.

New Series Coming in 2026

A Slut Abroad

A second series focusing the further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Now a fully formed hotwife slut, Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Filthy Little Secrets

Ever spotless reputation hides a filthy secret.

We all know them. The perfect suburban mother with the spotless kitchen. The cutthroat CEO who commands a boardroom with a single look. The sweet, innocent college student leading the prayer group. They are the women who have it all together, the pillars of the community, the ones you trust.

But you have no idea what they crave when the lights go out.

Backdoor Confessions

Many woman carry a secret in their walk. A memory of the night the rules changed for them. The night their "no" turned into them taking it in the ass.

Backdoor Confessions is a collection of raw, first-person accounts from women who crossed the line. From the high-strung ballerina broken by a roughneck to the tired wife who finally said "yes", these stories reveal each trembling, sweat-soaked, messy truth of their very first anal surrender.

To be notified when my next books drop, follow me on Amazon at http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a booth babe and a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

First Time Blacked

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 falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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