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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—Draft

Amelia offered her new neighbor lemonade. He took everything.

Amelia is forty-one. A mother. A wife. An editor of other women’s spicy fantasies.

But her own life is beige, her marriage is routine, and her so-called sex life is only a duty at best.

Then Dante moves in next door.

He’s young. He’s black. He's dangerous. Dante's an inferno, rough and hung like sin.

The first time he kisses her, Amelia knows she’s lost.

The first time he takes her, she’s ruined for life.

Draft (9,000 words) is a forbidden tale of interracial obsession, cheating wife degradation, and a lust that devours a suburban marriage.

This is blacked filth at full volume—a brutal, breathtaking descent into cuckold humiliation, size, and domination. If you love interracial domination, cheating wife collapse, and watching a white woman break under a man just too big to resist, then this one is for you.

Molly Pike

January 2026


Draft

"His muscular arms, taut with suppressed passion, snaked around her delicate waist."

I highlighted the entire clichéd sentence and stabbed the delete key. Taut with bullshit, more like. The cursor blinked, patiently waiting for me to fix the literary train wreck that was Forbidden Embrace. Lady Beatrice’s bosom wasn’t "heaving"; it was probably just constricted by a corset that was two sizes too small.

This was my life. Polishing other women's turds for a living. Taking their clumsy, derivative fantasies and trying to make them sound like something a real person might actually want for themselves. Might actually desire.

The problem was, I didn’t know what a real person wanted anymore. Not really. I knew what David wanted: a clean house, dinner on the table by six-thirty, and sex every third Saturday like a scheduled oil change. It had been three weeks since his last appointment, a brief, sweaty transaction in the dark that left me staring at the ceiling, mentally composing a grocery list while he grunted his way to a conclusion that had absolutely nothing to do with me.

I loved David. The thought was as worn and comfortable as my favorite slippers, and just as exciting. He was a good man. A stable man. He just didn't see me anymore. He saw the property manager of his life, the logistics coordinator for our daughter, Chloe. He didn’t see the woman simmering underneath, the one who was slowly being boiled alive in this private suburban hell, the woman whose life seemed to be over at the ripe old age of forty-one, and who he was quietly burying alive in a Pottery Barn-catalog coffin.

10:17 AM. The numbers on the screen of my phone glowed accusingly. I pushed away from my laptop, the pale wood of my desk cold against my palms and traipsed downstairs to the kitchen. Something was happening at the house next door. The Hendersons’ old place had been a beige tomb for months—ever since they left the city for Florida. But not today.

Today, a huge moving truck was parked at the curb, its ramp lowered onto the driveway. Two guys, young, Black, and built like they actually used their gym memberships, were wrestling a leather sofa up the front walk. Something new. Something to look at besides Brenda Gable’s manicured petunias.

Then a third man hopped down from the cab of the truck.

He landed lightly on the balls of his feet, all coiled energy. He stretched, a long, languid motion that pulled his black t-shirt tight across a broad chest and rode up his torso, exposing a strip of honey-brown skin and the sharp V-cut of his abs disappearing into the waistband of low-slung jeans.

He turned to say something to the other two, and my breath hitched. He was young. Early twenties, maybe. His hair was shaved down to a dark shadow against his scalp, and intricate tattoos snaked up his thick arms, coiling around his neck to disappear behind one ear. His voice was a low rumble, a bass note that seemed to vibrate right through the double-paned glass of my window.

He wasn't handsome. That word was too clean, too polite. It was the kind of word I’d edit out of a manuscript. This man was ... dangerous. He was uncut. He was a walking, breathing, uncut scene from a book I would never be allowed to publish.

Or live through.

I don’t know what I felt, but it wasn’t a tingle. A tingle is a pleasant, gentle thing you get from champagne. This was a gut-punch. A sudden, sharp intake of breath that felt like it vacuumed all the oxygen out of my kitchen. It was a jolt of pure, high-voltage something that I thought my body had forgotten how to manufacture.

And then he turned his head and looked directly at my kitchen window.

I didn't recoil. I flinched, a full-body spasm, ducking behind the sheer curtain like a startled animal. My heart wasn’t just pounding; it was trying to batter its way out of my ribcage. Jesus Christ, Amelia, get a grip. You're forty-one years old, not a teenager caught stalking the quarterback. The shame was hot and immediate, but under it, something else fizzed and popped—something giddy and terrifyingly alive.

I risked a peek through the gauzy fabric. He was still looking at my house, a slow, knowing curve to his lips. He wasn't laughing at me. It was something else. An acknowledgment. Then, he lifted a hand in a lazy, casual wave.

My own hand jerked up in response before I could even think about it, a stupid, spastic little flap.

He grinned. A full, brilliant flash of white teeth against that perfect skin. Then he turned back to the movers, all fluid grace and coiled muscle, and my breath left my body in a rush.

Forbidden Embrace lay forgotten on my laptop for the next three days. Lord Harrington’s supposed passion felt like weak, lukewarm tea compared to the drama unfolding fifty feet away. Every time I tried to edit a line about "smoldering glances," all I could see were my neighbor’s eyes finding mine through the window.

My home office, with its perfect view of his backyard, became my new command center. "Just going to check some emails," I'd call to David, my voice bright and false. Then I'd sit at my desk, not working, just watching.

He was building an altar to himself back there, and I was the sole worshipper. A weight bench appeared first, its chrome gleaming in the sun. Then a pull-up bar, bolted into the frame of his back porch. He’d work out shirtless, his skin slick with a sheen of sweat that caught the light. I watched the intricate tattoos on his back ripple and flex as he lifted, the muscles in his arms bunching and coiling. I watched the hard, sculpted lines of his abs, the way his jeans hung low on his hips. I watched him, and I felt a dull, throbbing ache start low in my belly, a ghost of a feeling I thought had died years ago.

This morning, he was doing pull-ups. With each rep, his body rose, suspended, a perfect sculpture of muscle and ink. On the last one, he held himself there, his jaw tight with effort. My mouth went dry. I gripped the windowsill, my knuckles white, just watching the hypnotic rise and fall of his body.

I was being ridiculous. A pathetic, middle-aged cliché. But the logic in my head was no match for the primal hum that had started up in my body.

The next day, I stood in front of my closet and pushed past the yoga pants and shapeless cardigans. I pulled on a pair of jeans that actually fit, a silk camisole that felt decadent against my skin, and a swipe of mascara. For who? David, who wouldn't notice if I wore a suit of armor to breakfast or bed? No. It was for me. It was for the woman in the window. Just in case my new neighbor popped around, to borrow a cup of sugar, or whatever, you know.

**

The next afternoon, I was in the kitchen when he went to get his mail. Well, OK. I said it out loud. It was the perfect excuse.

I caught my reflection in the hall mirror on my way to get my mail. I’d put on a sundress that morning, a floral-print thing I hadn't worn since before Chloe was born. It clung to the curve of my hips and the swell of my breasts. My hair was down, and the lipstick I’d applied felt a little like war paint.

I didn't just look "good." I looked like a woman who was tired of editing other people's fantasies. I looked like a woman who was ready for her own.

The floral fabric swayed against my bare thighs with every step I took down the driveway. The dress felt like a second skin I hadn't worn in years.

And there he was, leaning against his mailbox, scrolling through something on his phone. He wore a pair of worn gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips, and nothing else. The afternoon sun baked his skin, highlighting the intricate swirls of ink that covered his chest and arms, the sweat-sheen on his shoulders. My mouth went dry.

He looked up as I approached, his eyes dark and unreadable. A slow smile touched the corner of his mouth. "Hey."

That voice. That low rumble vibrated right through the soles of my feet. "Hi," I managed, my own voice a reedy imitation of a normal person's. "Welcome to the neighborhood."

"Thanks," he said, his gaze dropping from my face, doing a slow, deliberate tour of my body in the sundress before rising to meet my eyes again. He wasn't subtle about it. He didn't care to be. "I'm Dante."

Dante. It felt right. A name full of poetry and hellfire. But he said it like it meant nothing at all. Just a statement of fact. Like "the sky is blue" or "fire is hot." I swallowed. "Amelia."

"Amelia," he repeated, tasting the name. "I've seen you in the window."

My blood ran cold, then hot. He wasn't even pretending. I fumbled for the handle on my mailbox, my fingers suddenly clumsy. "Just my home office," I stammered, pulling out a handful of junk mail and a bill from the electric company. “I’m an editor for a publisher.”

"Right," he said, and the single word was so loaded with disbelief, with knowing amusement, that it felt like a physical touch. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I just mumbled something about getting back to work and turned, walking away far too quickly, my cheeks on fire. I could feel his eyes on my back the entire way up the driveway. It wasn't a look. It was a brand.

Inside, I leaned against the closed door, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs. I was shaking. I went to the kitchen for a glass of water, my hand trembling as I filled it from the tap. And then I saw it. My sprinkler, misaligned from when the lawn service came yesterday, was sputtering a pathetic, arcing stream directly onto the edge of his newly laid sod, creating a dark, muddy puddle.

An excuse. A perfect, god-given excuse.

Don't do it, Amelia. Don't you dare.

I was out the door before the thought had even finished forming.

I crossed the lawn, the plush grass cool under my bare feet. The property line felt like a charged, invisible wire. He was still engrossed in his phone, but he looked up as I approached.

"My sprinkler," I said, pointing, feeling like an idiot. "I am so sorry. I can turn it off."

He glanced at the muddy patch, then back at me. A slow grin spread across his face. "Don't worry about it." He walked over, his bare feet silent on the grass. He was even bigger up close. Taller. Broader. He smelled of sweat and sun and cardboard. He knelt down, his powerful hands gripping the sprinkler head. With a single, expert twist, he redirected the spray back onto my own dying hydrangeas. He rose, wiping a smear of mud onto his sweatpants.

"There," he said, his eyes fixed on mine. "All good."

"Thank you," I breathed. "Really. I appreciate it.” I stood there, lost for words. All awkwardness and despair. Finally, I found something to say. It was stupid, I knew. The moment the words left my mouth I knew. “The least I can do is get you a drink. Water? I think I have lemonade." My voice was a stranger's, playing the part of a friendly neighbor, but what I was really saying was, Come inside and fuck me hard.

It was a shameless invitation. Almost a plea. And when Dante's eyes crinkled at the corners, I knew that he understood. I knew that he knew this wasn't about the sprinkler or the fucking lemonade.

Thank God David's in Boston for that conference until tomorrow night.

"Yeah?" he said, his voice a low purr. "I could use some water. Or, you know, lemonade."

He followed me back towards my house. I was acutely aware of every step, of his presence just behind me. I opened my front door, the familiar scent of my own clean, sterile house washing over me. He paused for a beat on the threshold, then stepped inside.

The sterile air was immediately charged. He filled my kitchen, dwarfing the Pottery Barn table, making my entire beige world seem flimsy and small. He leaned back against the granite island and crossed his tattooed arms over his chest, watching me.

And I knew then, with a certainty that both terrified and thrilled me, that I had just let the wolf into the hen house. And I was the only hen home.

My hands were shaking as I pulled a glass from the cabinet. The clink of it against the lemonade jug I took from the fridge sounded like a gunshot in the silent kitchen. The space behind me was a vacuum, sucking all the air out of the room. It was filled with him. His heat, his scent, the sheer mass of him.

I turned and offered him the glass. Our fingers brushed as he took it. It wasn't an accident. It couldn't have been. The contact was a jolt of pure electricity, a static shock that jumped from his skin to mine and shot straight down between my legs. I snatched my hand back like I'd been burned.

He didn't move, just held the glass, his dark eyes watching me over the rim as he took a long, slow drink. I could see the muscles in his throat work as he swallowed. He finished it in three long gulps and set the empty glass down on the counter with a quiet thud.

"So," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the tiled floor. "An editor. That sounds ... intense."

"It's mostly just correcting grammar," I said, my voice thin. "It's not as exciting as it sounds."

"I don't know," he said, taking a step closer. The kitchen island was the only thing between us. "Taking someone else's words and making them better. Making them ... what you want them to be. Sounds like a lot of power."

My breath hitched. The air was thick with subtext. His eyes dropped to my lips.

"Is that what you were doing in the window?" he asked, his voice dropping even lower, into a register that was pure velvet and sin. "Editing me?"

My pathetic denial died in my throat. I couldn't speak. I couldn't move. I could only stare at him, my heart hammering against my.

He closed the remaining distance between us, rounding the corner of the island. He stopped right in front of me, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his bare chest. He lifted a hand, and I flinched, but he didn't touch me. Not yet. He just hovered, his fingers inches from my face.

"It's okay," he whispered, and the sound was my undoing. "You want to know a secret, Amelia?"

I gave a weak, pathetic nod.

"I knew you were watching," he said, his hand finally making contact, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw with a feather-light touch. "And I was putting on a show. Just for you."

And then he kissed me.

It wasn't a kiss. It was an invasion. He was claiming me. His mouth crashed down on mine, hot and hard and hungry. One of his hands tangled in my hair, yanking my head back, while the other slid down my spine to cup my ass, his fingers digging into the fabric of my sundress, pulling me tight against him. I felt the hard ridge of his erection press against my stomach, a shocking, solid proof of the desire I'd fantasized about.

A strangled moan escaped my throat, a sound of protest and surrender all at once. His tongue plunged into my mouth, tasting of lemonade and fuck, and I was lost. My carefully constructed world, my stable marriage, my beige life—it all just detonated in a white-hot flash of pure sensation. My arms, of their own volition, snaked around his neck as I kissed him back, a desperate, frantic hunger clawing its way out of a decade of starvation.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, and backed me up against the island. The cold edge of the granite pressed into the backs of my thighs. He didn't say a word. He just looked at me, his eyes dark with a raw, predatory hunger that made my knees weak.

Then he reached down and hooked his fingers under the hem of my sundress.

"Don’t ..." My voice was a choked whisper.

"Shhh," he rumbled, his voice thick with lust. He pulled the dress up, his knuckles grazing my bare skin, bunching the floral fabric in his fist until he'd pulled it all the way up to my waist. I was exposed to him, standing in my own kitchen in nothing but a pair of plain cotton panties.

His eyes devoured me. "Fuck," he breathed. Then he stepped between my legs, pushing them apart, and I saw what he was going to do. What I was going to let him do. What I wanted him to do. He gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my skin, and lifted me onto the counter as easily as if I were a child. The granite was cold against my ass, a shocking contrast to the heat flooding my body.

He fumbled with the drawstring on his sweatpants, his eyes never leaving mine. "I'm going to fuck you right here, Amelia," he growled. "On your pretty kitchen counter. And you're going to take every fucking inch of me."

He shoved his sweatpants down, not bothering to take them off, just pushing them low enough to free himself.

And then I saw him.

A choked gasp escaped my lips. I’d seen dicks before. David’s dick. It was … fine. Serviceable. This was not fine. This was a weapon. It was thick, impossibly long, the head a dark, angry purple, glistening with a bead of clear fluid. It jutted out from a nest of coarse black hair, brutally, unapologetically huge.

My mind went blank with a primal, animal terror. No. No way. I can’t.

He must have seen the panic in my eyes. A slow, cruel smile touched his lips. "What's wrong, Amelia?" he murmured, stepping closer, his body pressing between my open thighs. The head of his cock brushed against the thin cotton of my panties, a hot, blunt pressure that sent a jolt straight through me. "Scared?"

I couldn't answer. I could only stare at the impossible size of him, my heart hammering.

"Don't be," he whispered, his voice a hypnotic rumble. He reached down, his fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties, and ripped them to the side. The sound of tearing cotton was deafening in the silent kitchen. "I'll teach you to take it."

He positioned himself at my entrance, my own wetness slicking the way. My cunt, my treacherous cunt, was already weeping for him. He pushed.

Just the tip.

A searing, splitting pain shot through me. It wasn't pleasure. It was a brutal, tearing agony. A scream built in my throat, but he clamped his hand over my mouth, muffling the sound. A strangled mess of pain and protest against his palm. My whole body tensed, trying to reject him, but he was a monolith, an immovable force.

"Shhh," he growled against my ear, his hot breath making me shiver. "Relax for me, baby. Just relax."

He pushed again. Deeper. My inner muscles screamed in protest, stretched to their absolute limit. Tears pricked my eyes, blurring the sight of my own kitchen cabinets, my stupid, cheerful cookie jar, the whole scene of my domestic desecration. He was halfway inside me, a thick, hot spear of flesh impaling me, filling me in a way I hadn't known was possible.

"That's it," he grunted, his voice thick with effort. "You're taking it. You're taking all of it."

He waited a beat, letting my body adjust to the sheer, painful fullness of him. I was stretched so tight I felt like I would split open. He slowly took his hand from my mouth, his fingers tracing a wet path down my cheek where my tears had fallen.

Then he pulled back, just an inch, and thrust forward again, burying himself to the hilt.

A raw, guttural scream was torn from me this time, unchecked. "Fuck!"

He'd bottomed out, hitting my cervix with a jolt that made my whole body arch off the counter. The pain was still there, a white-hot agony, but underneath it, something else was stirring. A deep, primal throb of pleasure so intense it was almost indistinguishable from the pain.

He began to move. Slow, deep, deliberate thrusts. Each one was a fresh wave of agony and ecstasy. I gripped the edge of the granite counter, my knuckles white, my body a battlefield of warring sensations. The friction of his thick cock dragging against my tight, swollen walls was an exquisite torture.

"Oh god ... Dante ... it's too big ..." I sobbed, the words wrenched from me.

He chuckled, a low, dark sound. "No, it's not," he grunted, picking up the pace. "It's perfect. And you fucking love it."

He wasn't wrong. The tearing pain was receding, replaced by a slick, demanding friction. My hips, of their own accord, started to lift off the counter to meet his thrusts. A pathetic whimper escaped my lips, a sound of pure, helpless need.

He leaned in, his mouth finding mine again, his tongue plunging deep as he fucked me harder, faster, a brutal, punishing rhythm that was turning my brain to static. My carefully curated world had been reduced to this: the cold granite under my ass, the taste of his mouth, and the massive, tearing, glorious reality of his big black cock filling me, stretching me, breaking me, right here in the heart of my home.

His hips were pistons, slamming into me with a relentless, driving force. The sound of our bodies slapping together—the wet smack of his skin against mine—echoed in the sunlit kitchen, a filthy, percussive soundtrack to my ruin. My head was thrown back, my neck arched, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth, cold granite.

"Oh, god ... fuck ... please ..." The words were a meaningless torrent of breathy pleas, I didn't even know what I was asking for. More? Less? For him to stop? For him to never stop?

He pulled back, his cock sliding almost all the way out of me, and for a heart-stopping second, I felt a desperate, hollow sense of loss. Then he drove back in, a single, brutal thrust that slammed my head back against the kitchen cabinets. The impact rattled my teeth.

"You feel that, Amelia?" he growled, his voice a ragged edge of pure lust. "You feel how fucking deep I am inside your cunt?"

I couldn't answer. I could only buck against him, a wild, frantic motion, chasing a feeling I hadn't felt in a decade or more. A coil was tightening deep inside me, a hot, frantic knot of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. My pussy clenched around him, milking him, drawing him in, dragging him in deeper.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, his own control starting to fray. He reached down with one hand, his fingers finding my clit in the wet tangle of our joining. He pressed down. Hard.

The world exploded. Or maybe it shattered.

A high-voltage current shot straight from that single point of contact up my spine, hijacking my entire nervous system. A wire deep inside me didn't just snap—it vaporized. My back bowed off the counter with so much force I thought my skeleton was trying to rip itself out of my skin. A scream was torn from my throat, but it wasn't a sound of pleasure; it was the sound of a system overloading, a long, keening wail of pure, physical annihilation.

The first wave hit, and my vision went white. My cunt clamped down on his huge black cock, a frantic, involuntary spasm, trying to pull even more of him into me. I was nothing but sensation, a live nerve ending being ground against the granite of my own kitchen.

Then a second wave crested, deeper, hotter. This one wasn't a shock; it was a flood. Molten pleasure poured through my veins, and a choked sob broke from my lips. My legs, which had been locked around his waist, began to tremble violently, uncontrollably. I could feel his cock, buried to the hilt, being squeezed and caressed by the frantic, pulsing walls of my own climax.

"Fuck, yes," he roared against my ear. My orgasm triggered his. I felt his body change, his controlled, powerful thrusts dissolving into frantic, desperate pounding. He was chasing his own release now, fucking me like a man possessed, driving my spasming body deeper into the abyss.

He went rigid. His entire body locked up, a statue of straining muscle. I felt the head of his cock swell inside me, a final, impossibly thick pressure against my cervix. He threw his head back, a deep groan tearing from his throat, a sound of pure animal victory.

And then I felt the first jet.

It wasn't a gush; it was a shot. A single, powerful pulse of thick, scalding heat that hit the very back of my pussy. My eyes, which I didn't even realize I'd closed, flew open.

A second jet followed, just as powerful, flooding me further. Then a third, and a fourth, each one a distinct, hot pump, filling me, stretching me from the inside out. He was emptying himself into me, a torrent of hot seed that felt like it was branding me as his property. I could feel myself overflowing, his cum mixing with my own juices, a hot, sticky river threatening to spill out of me. He pulsed one last time, a final, shuddering tremor that seemed to empty his very soul into my body. Into my greedy cunt.

He collapsed against me, his chest heaving, his forehead pressed against mine. We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled together on my kitchen counter, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat. His cock was still buried deep inside me, softening but still filling me completely, a warm, heavy plug holding his hot seed inside.

Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over.

He pulled out of me with a wet, sucking sound. He didn't say a word. He just adjusted his sweatpants, gave me one last, dark, unreadable look, and walked out of my kitchen. I heard the sliding glass door whisper shut behind him.

I was alone.

I sat there on the counter, my sundress still bunched up around my waist, my legs trembling uncontrollably. My kitchen, my sunny, perfect, suburban kitchen, looked exactly the same. The cookie jar was still there. The grocery list was still stuck to the fridge with a cartoon magnet. But everything was different. I was different.

I slid off the counter, my knees almost giving out when my feet hit the floor. I felt him trickle down the inside of my thigh, a warm, sticky river of pleasure and shame. I leaned against the island, just where he had stood while he was pounding me, and looked at the wet, sticky mess on the pristine granite.

My mess. Our mess.

For the longest time, I didn't move. I just slumped to the floor and sat, my back against the cabinets, the cold of the travertine tile seeping through the thin fabric of my dress. The silence in the house was absolute. My body was a roadmap of what had just happened. My thighs were sticky with his seed. My cunt was a swollen, aching throb. My lips felt bruised.

Eventually, the rational, suburban housewife part of my brain, the part that hadn't been obliterated, rebooted. I had to clean up. My daughter would be home soon.

Getting to my feet was an ordeal. My legs were trembling, my muscles felt like water. I grabbed a roll of paper towels, my movements stiff and robotic. I sprayed the granite counter with an all-purpose cleaner, the clean, lemon scent an absurd violation of the thick, musky air. Wiping away the obscene swirl of his white cum and my own clear juices felt like tampering with evidence at a crime scene. I was erasing the proof. But I couldn't erase the feeling.

I went upstairs to my bathroom, the master bath I shared with David, with his and hers sinks and his electric razor charging on the counter. It felt like a foreign country. I stripped off the sundress, letting it fall in a heap on the floor. I looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed, my eyes were wild, my hair a tangled mess. A faint red mark was starting to form on my cheek where my face had slammed against the cabinet.

I got in the shower and turned the water on as hot as I could stand it. I watched his cum swirl with the water and disappear down the drain. I scrubbed my skin raw, as if I could wash him off me. But he wasn't on my skin anymore. He was under it. He was a deep, visceral ache in my cunt muscles, a phantom weight in my womb. He was in my head.

Hours later, I lay in my bed, the king-sized bed that felt like a desolate, empty continent without David in it. Sleep was a joke. Every time I closed my eyes, I was back in the kitchen. I could feel the cold granite, feel his impossible thickness stretching me, feel the brutal, glorious rhythm of him fucking me. My body hummed with a low-grade, constant vibration, an electrical current with nowhere to go. The ache between my legs had subsided into a dull, persistent throb. A reminder. A craving.

My hand, as if with a will of its own, moved from my side to my stomach, then lower. It hesitated over the soft mound of my pubic hair. This was insane. This was pathetic.

Then I remembered his words, low and full of meaning. I've been watching you, too.

My fingers dipped down.

The touch was a shock. My own cunt felt alien, foreign territory. The lips were swollen, tender, still slick with a residual wetness that wasn't entirely mine. I slid one finger inside, and a low gasp escaped my lips. I was still wide open. I could still feel the phantom presence of him, the memory of being completely, brutally filled.

I closed my eyes, and I wasn't in my bed anymore. I was on the counter. My own fingers became his. I felt myself replaying the scene, not just remembering it. I imagined his hand on my mouth, the tearing pain as he entered, the overwhelming size of him.

"Relax for me, baby," I whispered to myself, his words, his voice.

My fingers began to move, stroking my clit with a slow, deliberate pressure. It was exquisitely sensitive, almost raw, and the pleasure was immediate and sharp. I thought of his mouth on mine, his tongue invading, his hand tangled in my hair. My other hand went to my breast, squeezing my nipple, rolling it between my thumb and forefinger just as he would have.

The fantasy took hold completely. He was there, fucking me, his hips slamming into mine, his voice a dirty growl in my ear. "You love it, Amelia. You fucking love it."

"I do," I sobbed into my pillow, a pathetic, desperate sound. "Oh, god, I do."

My hips began to buck against my own hand, a frantic, mindless rhythm. The pleasure was building, coiling tighter and tighter, a different kind of undoing than the first one. That had been an explosion he'd forced on me. This was a surrender I was choosing for myself. This was me, admitting what I wanted.

I came with a muffled scream into my pillow, my body convulsing in silent, shuddering waves. It wasn't a shattering release like before; it was an implosion, a desperate, shameful, glorious collapse.

I lay there in the dark, trembling and sticky, my fingers still resting on my slick, throbbing cunt. The shame was a hot, bitter taste in my mouth. But underneath it, the thrill was a roaring fire. It wasn't something that had been done to me anymore.

It was something that was in me. And I had just begged it to stay.

**

David got home the next afternoon. He walked in, dropped his briefcase by the door, and kissed my cheek. Dry. Familiar. Two inches from my mouth. He smelled of airplane air and rental car carpet.

"Hey, hon. Trip was a killer ..."

He didn't notice a thing. He didn't see the ghost of a bruise on my cheek, the new, feral light in my eyes. He didn't know that the woman he'd left two days ago had been razed to the ground and someone else was living in her skin.

That night, in the dark of our bedroom, he rolled over. His hand landed on my hip, a familiar, proprietary weight. It was the signal. The Saturday night ritual, performed on a Thursday. My entire body went rigid. A cold dread, thick and suffocating, washed over me.

"You awake?" he murmured.

"Mmm," was all I could manage. A sound of assent. A lie.

His hand slid up to my breast. His touch was soft, hesitant. So different from the hard, possessive grip that had owned me yesterday. He squeezed gently. My body was a stone, but my mind was screaming. He kissed me, a polite press of lips tasting of Crest toothpaste.

He pulled my nightgown up, his movements practiced and efficient. He settled between my legs and entered me.

And I felt ... nothing. A hollow, gaping void. After being stretched to my limit, torn open by Dante's impossible size, David's entry was insignificant. He was a key rattling in a lock that opened a door that had been blown off its hinges.

He began to move. A steady, methodical rhythm. A quiet, efficient fuck.

I closed my eyes. I had to. I couldn't bear it. My mind, desperate, fled to the kitchen. The sun, the granite, the taste of Dante's mouth, the magnificent, painful fullness of him ...

David's rhythm changed slightly. A subtle increase in pressure, a sign he was getting close. And then the muscle memory kicked in. The performance.

My breath hitched—a sound I manufactured from a decade of practice. My hips gave a slight, practiced tilt. "Oh, David," I whispered, the name a lie on my tongue.

It was all he needed. He grunted, mistaking the puppet's twitch for a real response. He picked up his pace.

I escalated the performance. A soft moan, timed perfectly. I arched my back, just a little. I dug my nails into his shoulders, a gesture I knew he liked. I was outside my own body, a director coaching an actress through a scene she'd played a thousand times. Now the whimper. Now buck your hips. Faster.

While my body performed this hollow duty, my mind was being fucked raw on the kitchen counter. I was remembering the feeling of Dante's cock filling me, the hot jet of his cum flooding my womb, the brutal, possessive way he’d claimed me. The contrast was so violent, so devastating, it was almost nauseating.

"Almost there?" David panted, his voice strained.

"Yes ... please," I breathed, faking a final, shuddering gasp as he came with a quiet sigh. I let my body go "limp" beneath him. The perfect counterfeit orgasm.

He pulled out. The feeling of him leaving was as insignificant as him entering. He rolled off me.

"G'night," he mumbled, pecking my shoulder. Within minutes, he was snoring.

I lay there in the dark, wide awake, staring at the ceiling. The performance was over, but the theater was haunted. A single, silent tear of pure, cold rage tracked down my temple and into my hair. I could feel his tepid seed inside me, a foreign, unwelcome insult. Yesterday, I had been filled with fire. Tonight, I had been filled with ash. Tonight, I had just faked an orgasm for my husband while reliving being brutally fucked by the man next door.

The hollow ache between my legs wasn't just a memory anymore. It was a physical, gnawing hunger. It was a void that needed to be filled, stretched, punished. It was no longer a fantasy. It was a need. A desperate, primal, physical need.

And I knew I was going to walk next door tomorrow and beg for it. The lie I had just performed for my husband had sealed the truth for myself.

**

I didn't sleep. I lay there listening to David's quiet snores, the ghost of my fake orgasm a bitter taste in my mouth, the hollow echo in my cunt a screaming void. Morning came, gray and unforgiving.

I went through the motions. Coffee. A brief, cheerful conversation with Chloe before she left for work. An email to my boss about the Forbidden Embrace manuscript, a lie about "making great progress." Every regular domestic act was a weight, pressing down on the raw, feral thing that had woken up inside me. The hunger was a physical presence now, a knot of heat low in my belly that the memory of last night's pathetic duty had only tightened.

By noon, I couldn't take it anymore. The war was over. I had lost. Or won. I didn't know which.

I didn't change my clothes. I didn’t dress up for him. I didn't put on makeup. This wasn't a seduction. This was a surrender.

I walked out my front door, down the driveway, and onto the sidewalk. Each step was deliberate, final. I was crossing a line, not just a property line, but a line in my own soul. I walked up his driveway, onto his porch. His house was quiet. For a heart-stopping second, I thought he wasn't home, and a wave of pure, desolate panic washed over me.

I raised my hand. It was trembling. I knocked. Three sharp raps against the solid wood of his front door. The sound was deafening in the quiet afternoon.

I waited. A minute stretched into an eternity. I could hear my own heart, a frantic, desperate rhythm. I was about to turn away, to retreat back to my beige prison, when the lock clicked.

The door swung open.

He stood there, framed in the doorway, a dark god in his own domain. He was shirtless, wearing the same gray sweatpants from yesterday. His hair was damp, as if he'd just gotten out of the shower. He smelled of soap and man.

He didn't look surprised. He looked like he'd been expecting me.

A slow, knowing grin spread across his lips. It wasn't a friendly smile. It was a look of pure, predatory triumph. Dante knew.

Maybe he knew the hollowness of my night, the craving that had driven me to his doorstep. He certainly knew I was broken—that he had broken me—and that I had come to him to be broken again.

My mouth opened, but no words came out. What was there to say? I need you to fill the void my husband can't? I need you to fuck the memory of him out of me?

He saved me the trouble.

His eyes bored into mine, dark and possessive. Without a single word, he reached out, his hand clamping around my upper arm. His grip was like steel. He didn't invite me in. He pulled me.

I stumbled over the threshold, from the bright, unforgiving sunlight into the cool, dark interior of his house. The door clicked shut behind me, the sound final and absolute. He didn't let go of my arm. He backed me against the closed door, his body caging me in, his heat enveloping me.

"Took you long enough," he rumbled, his voice a low, gravelly purr. His free hand came up, his fingers tangling in my hair, yanking my head back so I was forced to look up at him.

"Did you miss me, Amelia?" he whispered, his mouth hovering just inches from mine. "Did you miss this?"

He pushed his hips forward, letting me feel the hard, thick length of his cock press against my stomach through the thin fabric of his sweatpants. A pathetic whimper escaped my lips. It was the only answer he needed.

His mouth wasn't hungry this time. It was punishing. He bit my lower lip, hard enough to make me gasp, a sharp sting of pain that was instantly swallowed by the brutal plunge of his tongue. He fucked my mouth with it while his hips ground his erection against me, a promise of the violation to come.

Then he ripped my camisole down the front. The sound of tearing silk was loud and final. The buttons on my jeans were next, his fingers rough and impatient. He shoved the denim down my hips, and I had to kick my shoes off to let him pull them off completely. He left me in nothing but my panties, pinned against his front door.

"Lift your legs," he commanded, his voice a low growl.

My body obeyed before my mind could process it. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and he lifted me as if I weighed nothing, slamming my back against the hard wood of the door. He hooked his arm under my ass, holding me in place.

This time, I saw it all with a terrifying clarity. The age of him—he was barely older than Chloe, a boy with the body of a man. The color of him—his dark, tattooed skin a stark, beautiful contrast against my own pale thighs. And the size of him. The impossible, outrageous size. My cunt wept at the sight of it, a slick, desperate invitation.

He ripped my panties aside again, not even bothering to take them off. "You came back for more, didn't you, Amelia?" he rasped, positioning the thick, purple head of his cock at my entrance. "You couldn't stay away."

"No," I whimpered. It was the truest word I'd ever spoken.

He drove into me with a single, brutal thrust. There was no slow entry, no accommodation. Just a complete, soul-shattering invasion. I screamed, a raw, ragged sound, my head slamming back against the door. He was so much bigger than my body remembered. My pussy struggled to accommodate him.

"That's right," he grunted, starting to move, his thrusts hard and deep, using the solid wall behind me for leverage. "Scream for me."

He reached down between our bodies, his thumb finding my clit and grinding down with a merciless pressure. The combination was too much. The brutal fullness, the punishing rhythm, the direct stimulation—my body broke. The orgasm was a violent, thrashing thing, ripped from me before I was ready for it. My vision went black at the edges, my inner walls clenching around him in a frantic, spastic rhythm.

He didn't stop. He fucked me right through it, his pace never faltering. When my convulsions subsided, he pulled out, leaving me gasping, my legs trembling so hard I could barely keep them wrapped around him.

"We're not done," he said. He carried me, my legs still locked around his waist, through the dim, spartan living room. I saw glimpses of his life—a massive TV, a game console, takeout containers on a coffee table. He carried me through the sliding glass door and out into the harsh, bright sunlight of his backyard.

He walked to the weight bench, his altar.

"Bend over," he ordered. “Brace yourself on the bench.”

My mind was gone. There was only his voice, his command. I unwrapped my legs, my feet finding the ground unsteadily. I leaned over, my palms flat against the cool, black vinyl of the bench. He pulled my hips back, positioning me. Bent over. Completely exposed. Utterly vulnerable under the open sky.

"Perfect," he whispered, his voice a low, vicious purr from behind me. He slapped my ass, a sharp, stinging crack that made me yelp. " Just like a good little slut."

Then he was inside me again, from behind this time. The angle was different, deeper, more primal. He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in like claws, and began to fuck me with a slow, grinding, soul-destroying rhythm. Each thrust was a deliberate act. He was ruining me, right there out in the open, where any of our closest neighbors could see.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he grunted, his pace picking up. "To be used. To be fucked like a whore, like an animal."

"Yes," I sobbed, the word a ragged exhalation against the hot vinyl. My face was pressed into the bench, the world reduced to the smell of sun-baked plastic and the sound of my own degradation. "Please ..."

He took that "please" as his cue. The slow, grinding rhythm vanished, replaced by a brutal, hammering assault. He wasn't just fucking me. he was trying to drive me through the bench and into the ground. Each thrust was a physical shock, a blunt-force trauma that vibrated from my cunt up through my entire skeleton. My cervix, already tender, was being battered. A deep, bruising ache began to radiate through my entire abdomen. This wasn't pleasure. This was damage. And holy fuck, my broken, worthless body was screaming for it.

"Is this what your husband does to you?" Dante asked, his voice a vicious rasp near my ear as he slammed into me. "Does your husband fuck you 'til you can't see straight, Amelia? Does he tear you apart?"

"No ... never ..." I cried out, the admission both shameful and exhilarating.

“Has any white cock?” he asked, knowing the answer. "Well, I'm going to," he promised, and his pace became inhuman. He was a machine. A piston of thick, dark flesh intent on my complete and utter destruction. I felt a wetness that wasn't just my own arousal. It was a deeper, thinner fluid. I was coming apart inside, slick with my own ruin. My mind, bless its pathetic attempts at self-preservation, tried to pull away, to dissociate, but he wouldn't let it.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head up and back. "You're mine now," he grunted, finding my clit again, no gentle rubbing this time, just a hard, grinding pressure. "Say it."

The words were torn from me on a wave of agony and ecstasy. "Oh, fuck, fuck. I'm yours ..."

The third orgasm was a cataclysm. It wasn't a release; it was a system failure. My vision whited out completely, my whole body locking in a violent, arching spasm. A high-pitched, wailing scream ripped from my throat as my cunt clenched around him in a final, desperate, throbbing seizure. I felt something give way inside me, a tearing sensation followed by a hot, wet flood.

My complete annihilation was his trigger. He roared, a deep, primal sound of pure dominance, and his own rhythm became a frantic, mindless pounding. He was fucking my spasming, ruined body, chasing his own release. I felt him swell impossibly tight, the final, brutal stretching before the flood.

"Take it," he told me.

The first jet hit my battered cervix with the force of a punch, making my whole body jerk. It was scalding. A second shot followed, then a third, a fourth—a punishing, endless torrent of thick, hot cum flooding my ravaged insides. He wasn't just coming in me; he was pumping me full of himself, a final, definitive desecration that felt like it was scorching me from the inside out. He pumped and pumped until he was completely empty, his final, shuddering groan a sound of absolute conquest.

He ripped out of me. The feeling of emptiness was so sudden and total it felt like a physical blow.

I didn't just collapse. My body gave out. My arms folded, my legs buckled, and I fell from the bench, landing in a heap on the grass. I was a slick, trembling wreck. His cum, mixed with my own fluids and god knows what else, began to trickle out of my abused cunt, a hot, sticky river against the cool grass. I was shaking uncontrollably, every muscle screaming, my pussy a deep, throbbing epicenter of exquisite pain.

He stood over me, his chest heaving, his dark cock slick and dripping. He looked down at my broken form with the cool, detached satisfaction of an artist who has just completed his masterpiece.

He didn't offer a hand. Didn't say a word. He just turned and walked back inside his house, leaving me ruined and displayed in his backyard, the hot sun a merciless spotlight on my complete and utter degradation. I couldn't move. Walking wasn't an option. I wasn't even sure I could crawl.

**

Time lost all meaning. I lay in the grass, the sun beating down on my exposed back, my cheek pressed against the cool, damp earth. The world was a blur of green grass and blue sky. The only reality was the deep, throbbing ache that radiated from my poor battered cunt, a pain so profound it was almost beautiful. It was his signature.

Eventually, the instinct for survival, or maybe just for privacy, flickered to life. I had to move.

Crawling was the first step. I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees, a low groan of pure agony escaping my lips. Every muscle screamed. My cunt felt like a raw, open wound. I crawled across the grass, leaving a faint, slick trail behind me, like a slug. The cool concrete of his patio was a relief against my burning skin. I used the wall to pull myself up, my legs shaking so violently I had to lean there for a full minute, just breathing.

I stumbled back into his house, a ghost in the machine. The cool, dim air was a shock. There was no shame. Shame was a luxury for people who still had a self to be ashamed of. I had been hollowed out, scoured clean. All that was left was the pain, and a terrifying, exhilarating emptiness. I felt ... reborn. A new Amelia, skinned alive and remade.

Dante was on the couch, lounging, one bare foot propped up on the coffee table. He was playing a video game, the sounds of explosions and gunfire filling the room. He didn't even look at me as I limped in, a broken, naked thing dripping onto his floor.

I stood there, swaying, waiting for recognition. Or maybe, a command.

He didn't pause his game. He just shifted on the couch, spreading his legs wide. He gestured with his chin toward the space between them. His cock, still soft and semi-flaccid, lay against his thigh, dark and formidable even in rest.

"Get me hard again," he said, his eyes still glued to the screen. His voice was flat, casual, like he was asking me to pass him a beer. "Use that pretty mouth. And if you're a good little slut for me, then maybe one day next week, I'll introduce your pussy to a couple of friends."

My mind reeled. Friends? The implication hit me like a physical blow, another layer of degradation, another circle of hell I hadn't even known existed. A flicker of dark, twisted excitement shot through me.

I moved without thinking. I knelt before him on the cheap rug, the synthetic fibers rough against my scraped knees. The smell of our sex was still on him, musky and thick. I reached out a trembling hand, my fingers wrapping around the base of his shaft. It was heavy, thick even when it was soft.

He grunted, a sound of acknowledgment, and kept playing his game.

I leaned in and took the head of his cock into my mouth. The taste of him, salty and male, flooded my senses. My jaw, already aching from my screams, protested. He was too big. Not a surprise. But I had to do my best. The thick, rubbery skin filled my mouth, pressing against the back of my throat, making me gag.

I pulled back, choking, tears springing to my eyes.

"Don't stop," he said, not even glancing down.

I took him back in, my mind a blank slate of pure submission. I closed my eyes and focused on the task, my throat protesting, my body aching, my easy suburban life all gone. I was a mouth now. I was only holes. And my only thought was that terrifying promise of what was to come. More of them. More like him. And I knew that when the day came, I would be right here. Down on my knees. Ready.
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