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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—Calabasas

Sloane was a good wife. Now, she's not.

Her husband—the booster—brought the new star linebacker home.

He should have known better than to leave him alone with his hot, bored trophy wife.

Sloane's life was a gilded cage. Malik was the beast who came to rattle the bars.

Calabasas (8,000 words) is a raw, unapologetic dive into the heart of the cheating wife fantasy. If you love the thrill of a bored white wife being broken into pieces by a dangerous young Black man, then Sloane's story will leave you breathless and wrecked.

This is her first time with a man of his power and size, her first time surrendering her final boundary, and maybe the first time she's ever truly felt alive. Expect a dominant younger man, a size-queen awakening, and shattered taboos.

Molly Pike

February 2026


Calabasas

The California sun was trying to cook me alive, and I was letting it.

I was encouraging it.

I lay on the teak lounger, my skin slick with oil, baking like a piece of meat left out on the counter. It was two in the afternoon on a Tuesday. The only sound in the backyard was the hum of the pool filter and the distant, manic buzz of a gardener’s leaf blower three houses down. My life in stereo.

I adjusted my bikini top. It was a minuscule strip of navy-blue fabric that barely contained my tits. My nipples were hard against the wet fabric, chafing slightly. I liked the irritation. It was the only thing I’d felt all day.

"Sloane. He's here."

Richard’s voice cut through the heat like a dull knife.

I didn't open my eyes immediately. I took a breath, smelling the chlorine and the coconut oil, and exhaled a sigh that was pure, unfiltered boredom. I sat up, swinging my legs over the side of the lounger. My thighs stuck together for a second, peeling apart with a wet sound.

"I'm coming," I said, grabbing my sheer white cover-up. I didn't button it. What was the point? Richard had stopped looking at my body years ago, unless he was paying for a dress to drape over it.

I walked toward the patio doors, my flip-flops smacking against the hot stone. Through the glass, I saw them. Richard, looking like a melted candle in his polo shirt and khakis, standing next to... a fucking mountain.

Malik.

Richard had talked about him for weeks. The new linebacker. The transfer from the SEC. A game-changer. I had tuned it out. I didn't care about football. I didn't care about his precious alma mater.

But as I slid the glass door open and the air conditioning hit my sweat-slicked skin, I suddenly cared. I cared a lot.

Malik took up all the oxygen in the foyer. He had to be six-four, maybe six-five. He was wearing a grey university hoodie with the sleeves cut off, exposing arms that looked like braided steel cables. His skin was deep, rich onyx, gleaming under the recessed lighting. He wore basketball shorts that hung low, and even through the loose mesh, his thighs looked like tree trunks.

"Sloane, this is Malik," Richard said, beaming like he’d just bought a new Porsche. "Malik, my wife, Sloane."

Malik turned. He didn't smile like a boy meeting a booster’s wife. He didn't look down at his sneakers. He looked right at me. His eyes were dark, intelligent, and predatory. They dragged over my face, down my throat, lingered on the heavy swell of my tits visible through the open cover-up, and down to my bare legs.

"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Davies," Malik said. His voice was a deep, chest-rattling bass that vibrated in the floorboards. It went straight to my groin.

"Sloane," I corrected. I extended a hand.

He took it. His hand engulfed mine completely. His palm was rough, calloused, hot. The heat transfer was instant. It shot up my arm and settled right between my legs. He didn't shake my hand; he held it for a beat too long, testing the weight of it.

"Sloane," he repeated. He tasted the name.

"I was just explaining the setup," Richard blustered, oblivious to the fact that his wife was currently being mentally undressed in his own hallway. "Malik will be in the pool house until the dorm renovations are done. Two weeks, maybe three."

"Perfect," I said. I pulled my hand back. My palm tingled. "It’s fully furnished. Richard, did you give him the key?"

"Ah, right. Key." Richard fumbled in his pockets, patting his slacks like a confused toddler.

"I can show him," I said. I needed to get out of the AC. I needed to see him move. "Follow me, Malik."

I turned and walked back out into the heat, knowing exactly what he was looking at. The cover-up did nothing to hide the sway of my ass or the high cut of my bikini bottoms. I felt his gaze like a hand, heavy and warm on my lower back. On my ass.

We walked past the pool. The water shimmered, bright turquoise.

"Nice place," Malik said. He was right behind me. Close. I could smell him—clean sweat, deodorant, and a natural, musky scent that made my mouth water. It was the smell of testosterone.

"It's quiet," I said, stopping at the pool house door. It was a modern glass cube at the edge of the property, separate, private. I turned to face him. Up close, the size difference was staggering. I had to crane my neck. He blocked out the sun.

"Quiet is good," Malik said. He looked at the pool, then back at me. "I need to focus."

"Richard says you're quite the talent."

"Boosters talk a lot." Malik grinned. "I prefer to show people what I can do."

The double meaning hung in the humid air, thick and undeniable. I felt a dampness in my bikini bottoms that had nothing to do with the pool. My pussy gave a little clench, an involuntary spasm of need.

"Here," I said, pushing the door open. "Kitchenette, bathroom, king-sized bed. If you need anything... anything at all... the main house is just there."

I pointed to the sliding glass doors I’d just exited. From here, you could see right into the living room. And from the living room, you could see right into the pool house if the curtains were open.

Malik tossed his duffel bag onto the floor. It landed with a heavy thud. He stepped into the space, claiming it. The room suddenly felt very small.

"Thanks, Sloane," he said. He didn't say Mrs. Davies anymore. The hierarchy had already shifted. "I think I'm gonna like it here."

"Dinner is at seven," I said, my voice dropping an octave. "Don't be late."

"I'm never late," he promised.

I walked back to the main house, feeling his eyes burning holes in my ass every step of the way. I didn't go back to the lounger. I went straight to the master bathroom, locked the door, and pressed my back against the cold tile. My breathing was ragged. I slid my hand down the front of my bikini bottoms. I was soaked.

Richard was in the study, making calls.

The lion was in the backyard.

**

I spent twenty minutes in the shower scrubbing the chlorine and the shame off my skin, though I wasn’t sure which one I was trying to get rid of more. The water was scalding, turning my skin pink, but even the heat of the spray couldn't match the phantom heat of Malik’s hand on mine.

I dried off and stood in front of the walk-in closet, staring at rows of designer clothes that suddenly felt like costumes for a play I didn’t want to be in anymore. I needed armor. Or maybe I needed bait.

I chose a slip dress. Champagne-colored silk, thin as a whisper. It was elegant enough for a "hostess," but the way it draped over my hips and dipped low in the back was pure advertising. I skipped the bra. The silk brushed against my sensitive nipples with every breath. I felt naked, exposed. Perfect.

When I walked into the dining room, Richard was already pouring a Pinot Noir. He looked up, gave a vague nod of approval, and went back to checking his phone.

"He's a big boy, Sloane," Richard muttered, not looking up. "Cooked three steaks. Hope it's enough."

"I'm sure it will be," I said, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears.

Then Malik walked in.

He’d changed. He was wearing a tight white t-shirt that looked like it was fighting a losing battle against his chest muscles, and a pair of clean dark jeans. He looked fresh, scrubbed clean, but the danger was still there. He filled the doorway.

"Mrs. Davies," he nodded.

"Sloane," I corrected again, pouring him a glass of water because Richard hadn't thought to. "Please, sit."

He sat across from me. Richard took the head of the table, naturally. The dynamic was set. The king, the queen, and some kind of Lancelot.

Richard launched immediately into a monologue about the university's defensive strategies, the booster club funds, the new stadium plans. He droned on and on, cutting his steak into tiny, precise squares.

I didn't hear a word he said. I was watching Malik.

He ate like a wolf that had been taught table manners. Efficient, focused, voracious. He cut his meat in large chunks, chewing with a rhythmic motion of his jaw that mesmerized me. I watched the muscles in his forearms flex as he gripped the knife. I watched his throat work as he swallowed.

Every time he took a bite, I felt a pull low in my belly.

"So, Malik," Richard said, finally pausing for air. "What's your major? Communications? Sports Management?"

Malik wiped his mouth with the linen napkin. He didn't look at Richard. He looked at me.

"Psychology," Malik said. His eyes locked onto mine. "I like knowing how people work. What makes them tick. What they're afraid of."

My breath hitched. He wasn't talking about textbooks. He was dissecting me from across the mahogany table.

"Fascinating," Richard said, dismissing it entirely. "Well, as long as you keep the GPA up. Can't have you ineligible."

"I'm very disciplined," Malik said. He took a sip of water, his eyes never leaving my face. "When I want something, I focus on it until I get it."

I shifted in my chair. The silk dress suddenly felt too tight and too loose at the same time. My legs were crossed under the table, and I had the insane urge to spread them.

"Is the pool house comfortable?" I asked, desperate to break the tension before I slid right off my chair.

"Ideally located," Malik smiled. It was a slow, lazy smile that didn't reach his eyes. "I have a great view."

My heart hammered against my ribs. He’d seen me. He’d seen me in the bedroom window, or maybe he’d just sensed me watching him.

Richard’s phone buzzed loudly on the table. He frowned. "Sorry. New York office. I have to take this. It's the merger."

"Richard, we're having dinner," I said, a weak protest.

"It'll take two minutes," he said, already standing up. "Entertain our guest, Sloane."

He walked out onto the patio, sliding the glass door shut behind him.

The silence in the dining room was deafening. It was just the hum of the AC and the blood rushing in my ears.

Malik put his fork down. He leaned forward, resting those massive forearms on the table. The space between us seemed to vanish.

"He leaves you alone a lot, huh?"

It wasn't a question. It was an observation.

"He's a busy man," I said, twirling the stem of my wine glass. My fingers were shaking.

"He's a blind man," Malik said.

He reached out. For a second, I thought he was going to grab my hand again. Instead, he reached for the bottle of wine near my elbow. His arm brushed against mine—skin on skin, electric, hot. The hair on his arm grazed my smooth shoulder. I flinched, not away, but into him.

He poured himself a glass of Richard’s expensive wine, filling it to the brim.

"You have a beautiful home, Sloane," he said softly. "But it feels... cold."

"It's just the air conditioning," I lied.

"Is it?"

He took a sip of wine, his eyes dark and knowing. He was stripping me bare, peeling back the layers of boredom and suburban armor until he found the starving woman underneath.

"You should swim tonight," he said. "Water's warm."

"I... I usually go to bed early."

"Pity," he said. "I'm a night owl. I'll be up. Windows open."

Richard bustled back in, phone in hand. "Crisis averted. Sorry about that. Where were we?"

"Just discussing the amenities," Malik said, leaning back in his chair, the picture of innocence. But under the table, he stretched his legs out. His foot, heavy and clad in a clean sneaker, bumped against my bare calf.

He didn't move it.

He left it there, a solid, heavy weight pressing against my leg while Richard talked about interest rates. I didn't move my leg either. I sat there, burning up, letting this stranger touch me right in front of my husband.

**

Richard was snoring by ten-fifteen. The wet, rattling sound that usually drove me to the guest room, but tonight, I lay there in the master suite, staring at the ceiling fan slicing through the stagnant air. My body was humming. A low-frequency vibration that started in my chest and settled heavily between my thighs.

I could still feel Malik’s sneaker against my calf. It was such a small, silly thing—a college kid playing footsie—but in this house, in this marriage, it felt like something.

I kicked the sheets off. I was wearing a silk camisole and panties, but my skin felt too tight. I needed water. I needed air. I needed to stop thinking about the size of his hands.

I padded downstairs, the marble cold against my bare feet. The house was silent, a mausoleum of white walls and expensive art. I poured a glass of ice water in the kitchen, leaning against the quartz island.

From there, I had a direct line of sight to the backyard.

The pool lights were off, the water a black slab in the darkness. But the pool house... the pool house was glowing.

A soft, amber light spilled out from the floor-to-ceiling glass walls. The vertical blinds were open. Wide open.

I'll be up. Windows open.

My heart did a traitorous double-tap against my ribs. I shouldn't look. I should go back upstairs, put in earplugs, and rot in my marriage bed.

I put the glass down. It made a sharp clink on the counter.

I unlocked the sliding door and stepped out.

The night air was heavy, smelling of jasmine and impending rain. It clung to me, instantly dampening the silk of my camisole. I walked across the patio, staying in the shadows of the pergola. I told myself I was just checking the locks. Just making sure the sprinklers were set.

I was a liar.

I crept closer to the pool house. The modern glass box was like a stage, lit from within.

Malik was there.

He wasn't reading psychology textbooks. He wasn't sleeping.

He was standing in the center of the room, facing the glass, facing the main house. Facing me, even if he couldn't see me in the dark.

He was naked.

I stopped dead in my tracks, my breath catching in a painful hitch. I was twenty feet away, hidden by a potted palm, but the image was high-definition.

He had just showered. His skin was glistening, beads of water tracing paths down the sculpted valleys of his chest and abs. He was drying his hair with a white towel, his arms raised, the muscles of his back and shoulders shifting like tectonic plates.

And then my eyes traveled down.

I had seen naked men before. I had seen Richard, obviously. I had seen college boyfriends. I thought I knew what a man looked like.

I was wrong.

Malik was built like a stallion. His thighs were thick pillars of muscle, but between them hung something that looked less like a body part and more like a weapon. It was flaccid, heavy, swinging slightly with his movements. It was thick—impossibly thick—and dark, capped with a head that looked swollen and purple. Even soft, it was twice the size of anything I’d ever seen before, of anything Richard could produce on his best day with a pill or four.

It was terrifying. Magnificent.

I felt my knees go weak. A jolt of pure lust hit me so hard I almost gasped out loud. My nipples hardened instantly, rubbing painfully against the silk. My panties were suddenly soaked, a hot rush of fluid that made me feel dirty and desperate.

Malik lowered the towel. He draped it around his neck.

Then, he did something that stopped my heart.

He walked right up to the glass.

He couldn't possibly see me. I was in the shadows. It was pitch black on the patio. But he looked straight at the potted palm. He looked straight into my eyes.

He knew. He fucking knew.

He didn't cover himself. He stood there, legs spread in a power stance, displaying himself like an offering. Or a challenge.

He let his hand drift down. His fingers, long and thick, brushed against his thigh, then moved inward. He cupped his balls, adjusting the heavy weight of them, lifting the package slightly. Then he wrapped his hand around the base of his cock.

It wasn't a masturbatory stroke. It was a measure. He gave it one squeeze, and I saw the vein along the side of the shaft bulge. The head flared. It jumped in his hand, twitching with life.

He smirked. A dark, arrogant curl of his lips.

Then he reached out and hit the wall switch.

The pool house went black.

I was left standing in the humid dark, trembling, my hand pressed between my legs, squeezing my own thighs together to stop the ache.

**

The next morning, the sun felt like an accusation.

I stood at the kitchen island, clutching a mug of black coffee like it was the only thing that could tether me to reality. I hadn’t slept. Not really. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the amber glow of the pool house, the water sluicing down Malik’s chest, and that heavy, dark weight swinging between his thighs.

I was exhausted, wired, and my skin felt too sensitive for my silk robe.

Richard was already dressed in a suit that cost more than my first car, tapping furiously on his iPad while shoveling granola into his mouth.

"Big day," he mumbled, spraying a few oats. "Meeting with the zoning board. Might be late."

"Okay," I said. My voice was raspy. "Don't work too hard."

"Someone has to pay for the pool cleaning," he joked, a dry, lifeless sound.

Then, the kitchen door swung open and Malik walked in. He looked like he’d slept the sleep of the righteous—or the satisfied. He was shirtless, a white towel slung over one shoulder, wearing nothing but a pair of heather-grey sweatpants.

And oh god, those sweatpants.

They hung low on his hips, clinging to his glutes, the soft fabric draping over his thighs. But my eyes, betraying me instantly, went straight to the crotch. He wasn't wearing underwear. The imprint was undeniable—a thick, heavy outline that snaked down his left leg, shifting with every step he took. It was obscene. It was perfect.

"Morning," Malik rumbled. His voice was rough with sleep, a deep baritone that vibrated against my ribcage.

"Morning, Malik!" Richard chirped, looking up. He didn't even notice the semi-hard cock swinging in the fabric three feet from his face. "Sleep well?"

"Like a baby," Malik said. He walked past Richard and came straight to the island. To me.

He stopped right in front of me, leaning his hip against the counter. He was so close I could smell the sleep on him, the musk of a warm bed and a young, potent body.

"Coffee?" I asked, my hand trembling as I reached for the pot.

"Please," he said.

He watched me pour. I could feel his eyes tracking the movement of my hands, the way my robe gaped slightly at the chest. I handed him the mug. Our fingers brushed. The spark was there again—hot, immediate, dangerous.

"Thanks, Sloane," he said softly.

Richard checked his watch and swore. "Damn it. I'm running behind. Malik, make yourself at home. Gym key is on the hook. Sloane, I'll call you later."

Richard gave me a peck on the cheek—dry, quick, passionless—and grabbed his briefcase. "Be good, you two."

The front door slammed shut.

The silence that followed was heavy, thick with everything we hadn't said yet.

Malik took a slow sip of his coffee, his dark eyes locking onto mine over the rim of the mug. He didn't move away. He didn't apologize for being half-naked in my kitchen.

"You didn't sleep," he said. It wasn't a question.

"I have insomnia," I lied, staring at the mesmerizing pulse of a vein in his neck.

"Liar," he grinned. It was a wolfish grin, full of teeth. "You didn't sleep because you were up late. Taking a walk."

My face flushed hot. I gripped the edge of the marble counter until my knuckles turned white. "I was checking the locks."

"Is that what you call it?"

He set the mug down. He took a step closer. He was now effectively boxing me in against the island. His crotch was level with my hip. The grey fabric left nothing to the imagination; I could see the thick head of his cock pressing against the cotton, waking up.

"I saw you, Sloane," he whispered. The use of my name sounded like a caress. "Standing in the dark. Watching."

"You... you knew?"

"I put on a show for you," he said, dropping his voice to a gravelly murmur. "Did you like it?"

I should have slapped him. I should have told him to get out of my house. I was the wife. He was the charity case.

"Yes," I breathed. The truth fell out of my mouth before I could stop it.

Malik’s eyes flared with triumph. He reached out, his large, rough hand covering mine on the counter. His thumb stroked my knuckles, a slow, hypnotic rhythm.

"I could feel you looking at me," he said. "It made me hard. It made me want to stroke it right there, knowing you were watching. Knowing you were wet."

He looked down at my robe, right at the center of my hips.

"Are you wet now, Sloane?"

I couldn't breathe. My pussy gave a violent clench, soaking my panties instantly. My knees felt like water.

"Malik, you can't..." I tried to pull my hand away, but I didn't try very hard.

"I can't what?" He leaned in, his face inches from mine. I could smell the coffee on his breath, mixed with his own unique scent. "I can't touch you? I can't fuck you right here on this fucking counter while your husband sits in traffic on the 101?"

He released my hand and moved it to my waist. His grip was firm, possessive. His thumb dug into my hip bone through the silk.

He pressed his hips forward. Just a fraction of an inch. But it was enough.

The heavy ridge of his cock, encased in the soft grey sweatpants, brushed against my thigh. It was rock hard now. A steel pipe wrapped in velvet. The heat radiating off him was immense.

I gasped, my head falling back slightly.

"Tell me to stop," he challenged, grinding his hips slowly against me, letting me feel the sheer size of him. "Tell me to go to the gym and leave you alone in this big, empty house."

I looked up at him. I looked at the dark, cruel promise in his eyes. I thought about Richard’s dry peck on the cheek. I thought about the vibrator in my nightstand that was my only release.

"Don't go," I whispered.

Malik smiled. He let go of my waist and stepped back, leaving me cold and aching for the contact.

"I have practice in an hour," he said, calm again, like he hadn't just dry-humped me in my own kitchen. "But I'll be back at noon for lunch."

He picked up his coffee, turned, and walked toward the patio doors. The sweatpants clung to his ass, the muscles shifting mesmerizingly.

He paused at the door and looked back.

"Wear something easy to take off," he said.

Then he walked out into the sun, leaving me gripping the counter, trembling, and absolutely, completely ruined.

**

I didn't clean the house. I didn't return calls. I didn't check my email. Instead, I went upstairs and prepared myself like a sacrificial lamb.

I took a shower that was scalding hot, scrubbing every inch of my body until my skin was pink and raw. I shaved my legs, my underarms, and then, with a trembling hand, I shaved my pussy completely bare. Richard liked it trimmed, neat, manageable. I had a feeling Malik didn't care about manageable. I wanted to be smooth. So he could mark me up.

I stood in front of the mirror, slathering lotion over my breasts and thighs. My nipples were perpetually hard now, two sensitive peaks that ached against the air. I looked at my reflection—the blonde bob, the blue eyes, the manicured nails. I looked like the perfect wife. But inside, my stomach was doing somersaults and my pussy was leaking a steady stream of anticipation.

Wear something easy to take off.

The command echoed in my head, making my breath hitch.

I walked into the closet and found a white linen wrap dress in the back. It was short, ending mid-thigh, and held together by a single sash at the waist. It was innocent, breezy, something you’d wear to a garden party.

But the way I wore it was anything but innocent.

I slid the fabric over my skin. It was cool and light. I tied the sash loosely.

And I didn't put on panties.

I stood there for a moment, feeling the linen brush against my bare snatch. The air circulated freely between my legs. It made me feel incredibly vulnerable, incredibly slutty. I was walking around my million-dollar home with my ass bare to the world, waiting for a twenty-one-year-old boy to come back and claim me.

I went downstairs at 11:45. I sat on the living room sofa, staring at the front door. My heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird.

At 12:05, the lock tumbled.

The door swung open, and Malik filled the frame.

He brought the heat in with him. He was drenched in sweat. His grey t-shirt was dark with it, clinging to his chest and abs like a second skin. He had a gym bag slung over one shoulder. He looked huge, pumped up from the workout, his veins popping against his dark skin.

He kicked the door shut with his heel. He didn't say hello. He didn't smile.

He dropped his bag on the floor with a heavy thud and looked at me.

His eyes swept over the white dress, lingering on the hem where my thighs were crossed. He flared his nostrils, inhaling deeply.

"You look good," he said.

"Thank you," I managed to say, barely a whisper.

He walked toward me.

No, he didn't walk—he fucking prowled. Every step was heavy, deliberate. As he got closer, the smell hit me—musk, fresh sweat, grass, and pure, concentrated testosterone. It wasn't the stale sweat of Richard after a round of golf. It was the scent of an apex predator. It was intoxicating. I involuntarily parted my legs, the linen dress slipping slightly.

Malik stopped right in front of the sofa. He loomed over me, blocking out the light.

"Stand up," he said.

It wasn't a request.

I stood up. My legs were shaking so bad I thought I might fall. I was wearing heels—I couldn't help myself—so I was a little taller, but I still had to look up at him.

He reached out. His hand was hot, damp with sweat. He grabbed the lapel of the dress and rubbed the fabric between his thumb and forefinger.

"Linen," he grunted. "Nice."

He stepped deeper into my space. His chest brushed against mine. I could feel the heat radiating off him, searing through the thin white fabric. My nipples were screaming for attention, rubbing against his wet shirt.

"Did you listen to me, Sloane?" he asked, his voice low and dangerous near my ear.

"Yes," I breathed.

"Show me."

My heart stopped. "Here? The window... the blinds are open, anyone walking by could see."

He looked back at me, his eyes dark with challenge. "I don’t care. Show me."

I reached for the sash at my waist. My fingers fumbled with the knot. Malik watched my hands, his breathing heavy.

I pulled the string.

The dress fell open.

The white linen parted like a curtain, revealing my naked body underneath. My breasts, pale and heavy, spilled out. My stomach, flat and trembling. And below that... my pussy, shaved clean, pink and glistening with moisture.

Malik’s breath hitched. A sharp intake of air through his teeth.

"Fuck," he whispered.

He didn't touch me gently. He reached out and grabbed my hip with one hand, his fingers digging into my flesh, possessive and hard. With the other hand, he reached between my legs.

He didn't ask. He just took.

His big black calloused palm cupped my cunt. He groaned when he felt the wetness. I was dripping. I was so wet it was running down my thigh.

"Jesus Christ," he said and rubbed his thumb over my clit.

I gasped, my head falling back, my hands grabbing his sweaty shoulders for support.

"You're soaking wet for me." He pushed two fingers inside me. They were thick, intrusive, and he shoved them in deep, stretching me instantly.

"Oh shit, God, Malik," I moaned, my hips bucking back against his hand.

"You like that?" He pumped his fingers in and out, a cruel, fast rhythm. "You like my fingers inside you where anyone could see?"

"Yes," I sobbed. "Yes, please."

He pulled his fingers out. They were coated in my juices. He held them up to my face.

"Taste it," he said.

I stared at his hand. The contrast of his black skin against my fluids was stark. I hesitated for a fraction of a second.

"Taste. It."

I leaned forward and licked his fingers. It tasted like salt and sex.

"No," he said, dropping his voice to that vibration that rattled my ribcage and made disobedience almost impossible. "Don't tease me, Sloane. Suck them. Clean me off."

He didn't wait for me to comply. He stepped in, his thighs brushing against the open linen of my dress, and shoved his hand toward my face. The smell of him—musk, sweat, and my own arousal—filled my nose, drowning out the expensive scent of my jasmine candles.

I opened my mouth, and he pushed two thick, dark fingers past my lips.

They were massive. That was the first thing my brain registered. These were the tools of an athlete—calloused, rough, scarred from battle. They filled my mouth completely, stretching my jaw.

I wrapped my lips around them, swirling my tongue against the pads of his fingers, tasting my own juices mixed with the salty grit of his skin. The contrast was blinding—my pale, nude lipstick against his deep, onyx skin. It was a visual that belonged in a dirty magazine, not in the living room of a Calabasas estate.

"That's it," he growled, watching me with hooded, arrogant eyes. "Suck it like you mean it."

He grabbed the back of my neck with his free hand. His grip was iron. He held my head in place and started to pump his fingers in and out of my mouth.

Thrust. Pull. Thrust. Pull.

He was fucking my face with his hand.

My eyes fluttered up to meet his. He looked like a giant from this angle, a dark god judging me. He was twenty-one years old. Barely an adult. He should have been intimidated by me. He should have been calling me "Ma'am" and keeping his eyes on the floor.

Instead, he was using my mouth to clean himself up.

The shame was hot and sharp, but the arousal was stronger. I was a thirty-two-year-old woman, a pillar of the community, and I was on my knees—figuratively, for now—for a boy who had been in high school three years ago.

"Yeah, that’s it," he said, picking up the pace. He was getting rough now, hitting the back of my throat, making me gag slightly. "You like the taste of your tight little pussy on me?"

"Mmph," I moaned, unable to speak, drool escaping the corner of my mouth.

"I bet you've never tasted anything this real in your life," he said.

He was right. Richard tasted like mouthwash and hesitation. Malik tasted like earth and power. The sheer size of his fingers made me wonder, with a terrified thrill, what his cock was going to feel like. If his fingers could choke me, his dick was going to split me in half.

I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing. I wanted to please him. I wanted to show him that despite the pearls and the Pilates, I could take whatever he dished out. I swirled my tongue around his knuckles, polishing the dark skin until it shone.

He watched me for another ten seconds, his breathing getting heavier, his nostrils flaring. Then, abruptly, he pulled his hand out with a wet pop.

I gasped for air, a string of saliva connecting my bruised lip to his hand.

He looked at his fingers. They were glistening, clean.

"Atta girl," he said, wiping the last of the moisture on my expensive white dress, leaving a wet streak on the linen. He didn't care about the fabric. He didn't care about the cost. He owned it. He owned me.

"Now," he said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me toward the stairs, his grip bruising. "Let's go see if you can handle the real thing."

He hauled me up the floating staircase like I was a piece of luggage. My heels clattered against the wood, and I stumbled twice, grabbing the railing to keep from falling, but Malik didn’t slow down. He didn’t look back. He just kept that iron grip on my wrist, dragging me toward the destruction of my marriage, the end of everything.

We hit the landing and he turned left. Toward the master suite.

"Malik," I gasped, breathless, my wrap dress falling off one shoulder. "Not there. The guest room..."

He stopped. He turned slowly, his eyes flat and unamused.

"Who's fucking you, Sloane?"

"You are," I whispered.

"Then I pick the room."

He kicked the double doors open. They flew back and hit the walls with a crack that sounded like a gunshot.

He pulled me into the sanctuary of my boredom—the cream carpets, the beige walls, the California King bed where Richard and I had scheduled, passionless sex every Thursday night. And some Sunday afternoons.

Malik released my wrist and shoved me toward the bed.

"Get up there," he told me. "On your back. Legs up."

I scrambled onto the mattress. I didn't care that my shoes were still on, digging into the thousand-thread-count duvet. I hiked the white linen dress up to my waist, exposing everything. My pussy was throbbing, aching, crying out for him.

Malik stood at the foot of the bed. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his grey sweatpants and shoved them down.

I stopped breathing.

In the kitchen, through the fabric, it had looked big. Out in the open, in the harsh afternoon light of my bedroom, it was a monster.

It sprang free, heavy and thick, slapping against his thigh with a wet thud. It was a terrifying shade of midnight purple, veined like a road map, pulsing with its own heartbeat. The head was mushroomed and glistening, weeping pre-cum. It was at least nine inches of anger. It was thick as a soda can. It was a big black cock, designed to hurt a woman as much as it pleased her.

"Jesus Christ," I choked out.

"Too much for you?" Malik taunted, stepping closer. The smell of his musk overpowered the lavender room spray instantly. "You used to that little toothpick your husband works with?"

"It's... it's huge."

"It's what you need," he said.

He climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under his weight. He crawled over me, a dark storm cloud blotting out the ceiling. He didn't kiss me. He didn't caress my face. He grabbed my ankles and shoved my legs back until my knees were near my ears.

I was wide open. Exposed. Vulnerable.

He positioned himself between my thighs. He looked down at my pink, wet slit, and then at the massive black pole in his hand. The contrast was stark—violence and fragility.

"I'm gonna stretch you out, Sloane," he promised rumble. "I'm gonna ruin you. Make it so you never feel tight for him ever again."

He didn't ask if I was ready. He knew I was wet. He grabbed his cock and lined the head up.

"Oh fuck, wait—"

He thrust.

I screamed, fucking screamed, as he took my hole. He shoved the head past my clench, stretching the walls of my cunt beyond anything they’d ever known. It felt like I was splitting open. A burning, tearing sensation radiated through me.

He paused, letting me adjust to the invasion. I was panting, tears pricking my eyes, my hands gripping the sheets so hard my nails might tear through.

"Tight," he grunted, sounding pleased. "So fucking tight for such an old lady."

"It hurts," I whimpered, but my hips bucked up. I wanted it. God help me, I wanted him to hurt me.

"Relax," he ordered. "Take it."

He pushed again. Another two inches. My pussy gripped him like a vice, trying to repel the invader, but he was too strong. He sank into me, inch by agonizing inch, filling me up until I felt like my stomach was going to burst.

When he finally bottomed out with a dull thud, I couldn't even scream. I just gasped, my mouth hanging open, my eyes rolling back. I was completely full. And more. I was stuffed. Impaled.

"Look at that," Malik said, looking down at where his black hips met my pale, trembling thighs. "Buried deep in the booster's hot little wife."

He started to move.

He pulled almost all the way out, leaving me empty and aching for a split second, and then slammed back in to the hilt.

The sound of his hips slapping against my ass cheeks echoed in the room.

"Oh god! Oh fuck! Malik!" I screamed, my head thrashing on the pillows.

"Say it!" He grabbed my throat, pinning me to the mattress. "Who owns this pussy now?"

"You do!" I sobbed, wrapping my legs around his waist, trying to pull him deeper, trying to fuse my body with his. "You do! You own it!"

He grinned, a predator with his prey, and drove into me harder, faster, wrecking me with every stroke, erasing my husband from my body one thrust at a time.

Malik set a brutal, punishing rhythm. With every slam of his hips, the head of his cock rammed against my cervix, sending shockwaves of painful pleasure up my spine.

My expensive, sterile bedroom became a war zone. The bed frame groaned under his weight, banging against the wall in a steady, frantic beat. The crisp, white sheets were twisted and soaked with my juices and his sweat. The air was thick with the smell of us—raw, animal, and filthy.

"Look at me, Sloane," he grunted, his face slick with sweat, his eyes burning with a dark fire. "Watch me fuck you."

I forced my eyes open. I saw his massive chest heaving, the muscles in his arms bunched and quivering as he braced himself over me. I saw his dark, veiny cock sliding in and out of my pale, swollen pussy. My cunt lips were stretched wide, red and glistening, trying to accommodate the impossible thickness of him.

"You like that?" he panted, seeing the look in my eyes. "You like watching my big black dick fill you up?"

"Yes," I sobbed, the word torn from my throat. "It's so big."

"You were made for this," he said, letting go of my throat and grabbing my tits instead. He squeezed them hard, his rough palms grinding against my nipples. "These aren't for some old man to look at. They're for me to hold onto while I pound you."

He fucked me like that for what felt like an eternity. He was an engine of pure stamina. My body, used to Richard’s six-minute missionary sessions, was screaming. My cunt walls were on fire, stretched and bruised. My thighs were trembling, about to give out. I was close, so close, my orgasm building into a tidal wave, but he seemed to sense it.

Just as I was about to break, he pulled out.

"No," I cried out, reaching for him, the sudden emptiness a cold shock.

He flipped me over with an effortless heave, shoving my face into the pillows.

"Get on your hands and knees," he ordered. "Ass up."

I scrambled to obey, my body slick with sweat, my hair a tangled mess. I pushed my ass up into the air, presenting myself to him. I was a bitch in heat, and he was the alpha.

He didn't enter me right away. He stood behind me, and I felt his hand on my lower back, pressing me down. Then, I heard a wet sound.

He was spitting into his palm.

"What are you—"

"Shut up," he said. "Don't move."

I felt his wet fingers at my other entrance. My asshole.

My blood ran cold with a mixture of terror and white-hot excitement. Richard had never even looked at my ass, let alone touched it. It was a forbidden zone.

"Malik, no, I can't..." I whimpered into the pillow.

"Yeah, you can," he said. His tone flat and hard, leaving absolutely zero room for any negotiation. "You're gonna take all of me in your tight little ass, Sloane. Every last inch in your ass."

He pushed a finger in. It was tight, so tight, and I cried out, clenching instinctively.

"Relax," he commanded, his voice right by my ear. He pushed a second finger in, stretching the small, virginal ring of muscle. He worked them in and out, slicking me up with his spit, forcing my body to yield.

Then he pulled his fingers out. I felt the cold air on my violated hole for a split second before it was replaced by something much larger.

The thick, blunt head of his cock pressed against me.

"Please," I begged.

"Begging won't help you," he whispered, and then he forced himself into my ass.

The pain was blinding. It was a sharp, splitting agony that made me see stars. I screamed into the pillow, a muffled, desperate sound. He shoved himself in, slowly, brutally, stretching me in a way I never thought possible. It felt like he was tearing me in two.

He paused when he was halfway in, letting my body try to accommodate the obscene invasion. Tears streamed down my face, soaking the Egyptian cotton.

"That's it," he grunted, breathing hard with the effort of it. "Take it, slut."

He gave one final, powerful shove.

He was all the way in.

I felt like a doll being broken.

He started to move, his strokes slow and deep, a grinding, punishing rhythm that sent waves of agonizing pleasure through me. The pain was still there, but it was being eclipsed by something else, the sheer, overwhelming sensation of being completely, utterly dominated. He held my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh, controlling every movement.

This wasn't sex. This was possession. He was fucking my soul.

"Who's your daddy now, Sloane?" he asked, his balls slapping against my cunt with every thrust deep into my ass.

"You are," I cried, the words muffled by the pillow. "You are!"

He pounded into me, faster now, a relentless, brutal assault. I could feel his orgasm building, the tension in his body coiling tight. He was close.

His rhythm, which was already brutal, became something else entirely—a frantic, desperate piston-work aimed at a single, explosive goal. His whole body went rigid. The muscles in his back bunched into hard knots under my hands. His breathing turned into a series of ragged pants right next to my ear, hot and wet against my skin.

His hips locked against my ass, grinding deep as if trying to fuse our bones together.

"I'm gonna fill you up," he said, voice cracking. "I'm gonna bust my nuts deep inside your tight white ass, and you're gonna take it all!"

He gave a final, impossibly deep thrust that bottomed out inside me, and then he just held himself there, buried to the hilt, trembling like the whole world was shaking apart.

He groaned, a long, low sound that seemed to come from the center of the earth.

And then after an eternity, I felt the first pulse, a violent, convulsive shudder that ran through his entire body. Deep inside my ass, a jet of searing heat shot out of him. And I mean, it was hot, like molten fucking lava, a shocking, intrusive heat that bloomed deep in my bowels.

The pressure was immense, a sudden, shocking expansion inside a part of me that was already stretched to its absolute breaking point. I screamed, a high, thin sound of agony and ecstasy, the sheer force of his climax triggering my own. A ruined, helpless orgasm rippled through me, my cunt clenching violently around nothing at all while my asshole seized the base of his shaft, milking him from the outside as he destroyed me from the inside.

It was a fucking flood.

A second, a third, a fourth jet of hot, thick seed followed, each one seeming to push deeper, filling me, stretching me from within. It felt like he was pumping gallons into me, an endless, pulsing torrent of his raw virility. I could feel his massive cock twitching and spasming inside my violated ass, emptying himself completely, leaving nothing behind. The sensation was overwhelming, a feeling of being utterly swamped, claimed, and defiled in the most overwhelming way imaginable.

Tears mixed with sweat and drool on Richard's pillowcase. My legs were trembling uncontrollably, my muscles completely shot. I could feel his load, a heavy, warm, foreign weight sitting deep inside me. It was a disgusting, shameful feeling, and it was thrilling, a brand that would never fade. I had been marked by Malik, claimed, I suppose, but not on my skin, internally, in a place no one would ever see, but I would feel with every step I took for the rest of my life.

He gave one final, shuddering groan and collapsed on top of me. His full weight pinned me to the mattress, pressing my face harder into the damp pillow. He was a dead weight of sweat-slicked muscle, his face buried in my hair, his breathing ragged and loud in the sudden, ringing silence of the room.

His cock was still buried deep inside my ass.

It softened slowly, but remained a thick, foreign presence plugging me up, trapping his load inside me. I lay there, trapped under him, trembling and broken, breathless and aching, and utterly, irrevocably his. The beige walls of my perfect life had just been splattered with the filthiest kind of truth. And then they’d been knocked down. He had demolished them. He had demolished me.
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