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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—Watts

From trophy wife to slutwife in one afternoon.

Sloane had survived her first encounter with Malik, the massive monster her husband invited into their home.

But the powerful young Black linebacker isn't finished with his host's lovely trophy wife.

Because now he's ready to introduce her to his world.

Malik takes Sloane on a journey she'll never forget.

Dragged from the sterile safety of her Calabasas mansion to a hot, cramped apartment in Watts, she's now Malik's trophy and he's sharing with his friends.

Except, maybe, that isn't the game at all.

Watts (15,000 words) flips the gameboard over and sets it on fire. Enjoy the explosive continuation of Sloane's fall, as she is passed around, claimed from every angle, and completely, utterly ruined by Malik and his friends. Expect a brutal interracial group encounter, airtight domination, and a final, shocking cuckold twist that redefines the meaning of a happy marriage.

Molly Pike

March 2026


Watts

I woke up feeling like a crime scene.

That’s the only way to describe it. I felt like I’d been thrown from a speeding 18-wheeler on the 10. My thighs were bruised to fuck, my nipples were raw, and my ass... God, my ass felt like it was gaping even now. Like I was still trying to take Malik’s huge black cock.

I tried to roll over to check the time, and a sharp, tearing pain shot straight from my ass to the base of my skull. I gasped, freezing in place, clutching the duvet.

Yeah, my asshole felt... open.

His cock had been so thick, so unforgivingly massive, that my muscles hadn’t snapped back. They had been stunned. Shocked into submission. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, and realized with a mix of horror and wet, heavy arousal that I could still feel the ghost of him inside me. I felt stuffed.

And I felt sticky.

I shifted my hips gingerly. There was a damp patch on the sheet beneath me. My body had spent the night weeping—leaking out the cocktail of sweat, lube, and all the cum he’d pumped into my gut.

Richard was gone. The space next to me was cool. He was probably already downstairs, checking the Nikkei index or whatever the hell he did all day long.

I had to get up. I had to face the day.

I swung my legs out of bed. My thighs trembled. When I stood up, my knees buckled. I had to grab the nightstand to keep from face-planting.

"Jesus," I whispered.

I took a step. My legs refused to close. My thighs were raw, chafed red from the friction of Malik’s hips slamming against me for an hour. To avoid rubbing those sore spots together, I had to waddle with a wide, awkward stance, like a toddler with a full diaper.

A full diaper of cum.

I threw on a silk robe—black, floor-length—hoping it would hide the fact that my body had been dismantled. I didn't shower. I wanted to, but part of me—the sick, addicted part—wanted to keep the smell of him on me a while longer.

I made my way downstairs, gripping the banister white-knuckled. Every step was a punishment. Thump. Ouch. Thump. Ouch.

The kitchen was bright, aggressively sunny. Richard was at the table, scrolling on his iPad, nursing an espresso.

"Morning, darling," he said without looking up. "You slept in."

"Migraine," I croaked. Even my voice was wrecked. "Took a couple of pills."

"Mm. Hope you're up for tonight. The booster dinner, remember?"

I didn't answer. I couldn't. Because standing at the stove, making himself an omelet like he owned the deed to the house, was Malik.

He was wearing basketball shorts and nothing else. His back was to me, a vast expanse of dark, sculpted muscle that rippled as he whisked the eggs. He looked vibrant, powerful, alive.

He turned when he heard my uneven footsteps.

He didn't smile. He just looked at me. His eyes dropped instantly to my hips, watching the way I was walking. He saw the waddle. He saw the grimace of pain every time I shifted my weight.

And his eyes lit up with pure, sadistic delight.

"Morning, Sloane," he rumbled. The sound hit me right in the crotch.

"Malik," I managed.

I limped to the coffee machine. It was a torture device. I had to lean against the counter to take the weight off my ass.

"You moving a little slow today?" Malik asked, his words dripping with mock concern.

Richard chuckled, still looking at his screen. "She overdid it at Pilates yesterday. Isn't that right, hon?"

"Something like that," I whispered, my hand shaking as I reached for a mug.

Malik walked over. He brought the heat with him. He smelled like Irish Spring and that distinct, musky scent of a man in his prime. He stood right behind me. Too close. If Richard looked up, he’d see his scholarship athlete looming over his wife like a threat.

"Let me help you with that," Malik said.

He reached around me to grab the sugar bowl. He boxed me in against the counter. His chest brushed my back. I could feel the heat of his skin through my thin silk robe.

Then, his hand dropped.

Richard was five feet away. Just five fucking feet.

Malik’s large, rough hand clamped onto my left ass cheek. He didn't caress it. He squeezed it. Hard. His fingers dug into the bruised flesh, and I choked on a gasp, biting my lip so hard I tasted blood.

"Careful," Malik whispered in my ear, his breath hot and wet. "You look like you're about to fall apart."

He ground his hips into my ass. I felt it. He was semi-hard. Thick. Heavy. He was ready to destroy me all over again. That thought made my knees turn to water.

"Richard," Malik said, his voice booming normally, though his hand was still kneading my abused ass like dough. "Sloane was just telling me she needs to stretch more. Her muscles are... tight."

"Always been her problem," Richard sighed, finally looking up.

Malik removed his hand instantly. The loss of contact left a cold burn on my skin.

"Well," Malik grinned, looking at me with those dark, predatory eyes. "I know some great stretches. Maybe I can help you out later."

"That would be great," Richard said, oblivious. "Help her out, Malik."

Malik winked at me. A dirty, filthy wink.

"I plan on it, sir."

I stood there, gripping my coffee, feeling the cum leak out of me and trickle down my leg, terrified and thrilled because my monster was just getting started.

**

By ten o'clock, the house had settled into a fragile, terrifying silence.

Richard was in his study, the heavy oak door cracked open just an inch to let the air circulate. He was on a video conference with the partners in Tokyo and London—a "make or break" call, he’d told me, his face pale with stress. He needed absolute quiet. No blender, no vacuum, no footsteps.

I was in the hallway, clutching a basket of laundry like a shield, trying to walk without grimacing. My ass was still throbbing, a deep, rhythmic ache that synced with my heartbeat. Every step sent a jolt of reminder up my spine: You've been stretched out. You've been thoroughly used.

I crept past the study on my tiptoes. I could hear Richard’s voice, projected and professional.

"The Q3 projections are solid," he was saying. "We’re looking at a twelve percent yield if we mitigate the risk on the..."

Then, a shadow fell over me.

Malik stepped out of the guest bathroom. He moved like a ghost—silent, heavy, inevitable. He was still in those grey sweatpants, but he’d put on a tight white tank top that showed off the terrifying definition of his shoulders.

He saw me. He saw the laundry basket. He saw the open door of the study five feet away.

He didn't whisper. He just pointed at the floor.

Right here.

My eyes widened. I shook my head frantically, mouthing the words: He’s right there.

Malik didn’t care. His expression was stone cold. He took a step toward me, his hand moving to the waistband of his pants. He pushed the fabric down.

His cock sprang free. It was already hard—an angry, purple slab of meat that bobbed in the air between us. It was so big it looked like a caricature, a weapon of mass destruction aimed right at my marriage.

He pointed at the floor again. It was a command.

My heart hammered against my ribs so hard I thought Richard might hear it over the Zoom call.

I put the laundry basket down.

I sank to my knees. The smell of him—musk, stale sweat, and the sharp tang of arousal—filled my senses instantly.

"Suck it," he mouthed.

Adrenaline hit me like a drug—a sick, dizzying rush of fear and lust. There I was, kneeling on a Persian runner worth five grand, about to blow a twenty-one-year-old in the hallway while my husband discussed "mitigating risk" barely ten feet away.

I leaned forward and then hesitated for a fraction of a second, letting my breath ghost over the purple, mushroomed head of his cock. It twitched, a drop of clear pre-cum weeping from the slit. I licked it up. It was salty, bitter, and tasted like pure dominance.

Then, I opened wide and wrapped my lips around him.

He was immense. Even soft, he had been big, but fully erect, Malik was a structural impossibility. I almost had to unhinge my jaw to get the head of it past my teeth. I bobbed my head, sliding down the shaft, my tongue swirling frantically around the ridge. I wanted to show him. I wanted to prove that I could suck dick like a seasoned pro.

Well, of course, I could. How else did he think I ended up here, living the sweet Calabasas life?

I took him down an inch, then two. My cheeks hollowed. I looked up at him through my lashes, making sure he saw the devotion in my eyes.

"Yeah," he whispered, a gravelly rumble that vibrated through my skull. "Fucking take it, Sloane."

I worked him. I used my hand to stroke the base, trying to accommodate the length I couldn't swallow, while my mouth worked the head. I sucked hard, creating a vacuum seal that made a wet, slurping noise.

Inside the office, Richard kept talking. "...equity distribution is the key concern for the board..."

The juxtaposition was insane. It made my pussy clench violently. I was degrading myself for a mouthful of this boy, and the thrill was electric. I swirled my tongue around the frenulum, the sensitive spot underneath, and heard Malik hiss a breath through his teeth.

"You like that big black dick, don't you, Sloane?" he murmured, stepping closer, forcing me to tilt my head back further. "Tastes better than that shriveled white thing in the other room, huh?"

I couldn't answer, so I hummed my agreement around his shaft, vibrating against his skin. I sucked harder, desperate to please him, desperate to make him lose control.

But Malik wasn't interested in a slow, sensual blowjob anymore. He was getting impatient. He wanted to own me.

His hand shot out and tangled in my hair. His grip was tight, bordering on painful. He yanked my head back, pulling me off him with a wet pop.

"Enough teasing," he grunted. "Open your throat."

He didn't wait for me to comply. He shoved his hips forward.

He filled me, slamming into my throat, burying himself to the hilt. I gagged, my eyes watering instantly, a soft choking sound escaping my throat as my airway was cut off.

Malik didn’t care. He started to fuck my face.

He treated my mouth exactly like a pussy. He pulled almost all the way out, until just the head rested on my lips, and then slammed it back down to my tonsils.

Thrust. Gag. Thrust. Gag.

"Take it, slut" he hissed, his rhythm punishing. "Take every fucking inch."

I grabbed his thighs—hard, corded muscle like rock—trying to anchor myself. Tears streamed down my face, ruining my mascara. I was choking, sputtering, my throat spasms squeezing his cock, which only seemed to make him harder.

"Richard?" A voice from the computer speaker inside the office. "Did you hear that?"

My heart stopped. Malik didn't stop. He sped up.

Richard paused. "Hear what? The gardener?"

"Yeah. Thought I heard... something… I don’t know."

"Ignore it," Richard said, dismissively. "Continue. We have a lot to get through."

Malik smirked. A dark, cruel twist of his lips. He loved it. The danger was the point. And in that moment of terror, knowing we were seconds from being caught, he exploded.

He shoved himself as deep as he could go, pinning the back of my throat, and released.

It was like a fire hose. The first jet hit my tonsils with such force I almost choked. It was hot, thick, and voluminous. I tried to swallow. I tried to take it all down like a good little slut, to conceal the evidence of my latest crime deep in my stomach, but there was too much of it. He just kept coming, pulse after pulse of thick, white slime.

It filled my mouth. It flooded my throat. I swallowed frantically, gulping down the heavy, bitter load, but it wasn't enough for Malik.

He pulled out while he was still spurting.

"Fuck," he groaned.

A thick, white rope of cum shot across my face, landing hot and heavy on my cheek. Another splatter hit my chin. A third landed on the front of my silk robe.

I knelt there, gasping for air, heaving, my face painted with his seed. I could feel it sliding down my skin, warm and sticky. I could taste the metallic tang of it coating my tongue.

Malik stood over me, panting, looking at his handiwork. He reached down and wiped a smear of cum from his tip onto my nose.

"You wear it well," he whispered and pulled his sweatpants up. He didn't help me at all. Didn’t offer me a hand or hand me a towel. He stepped over the laundry basket and walked toward the kitchen, leaving me kneeling in the hallway, covered in his filth, listening to my husband wrap up the deal of the century.

"Excellent," Richard said from the other room. "I'll have the papers drawn up."

I scrambled to my feet, my legs shaking violently. I used the sleeve of my robe to frantically wipe the cum off my cheek, smearing it into my skin instead. I swallowed the load still pooling in my mouth, the taste making me gag. I had to get it off me. I had to hide the evidence before Richard finished his call.

I ran. Not a graceful jog, but a clumsy, wide-legged sprint, still waddling, up the floating staircase. My bare feet slapped against the wood, the sound echoing in the silent house. I burst into the master bathroom, a sprawling marble and chrome monstrosity, and slammed the door, locking it behind me.

I stared at my reflection in the vast, backlit mirror. I was a fucking mess. My hair was wild and tangled, my eyes were teary and red-rimmed, mascara smeared beneath them. A thick, white streak of Malik’s cum was drying on my cheek, pulling the skin tight. My lips were swollen, bruised. I looked like I’d just been hate-fucked in an alleyway, not a ten-million-dollar home.

I turned on the faucet, splashing cold water on my face, scrubbing at the sticky residue. I felt like I would never be clean again.

I opened the linen closet and rummaged in the back, behind the neat stacks of guest towels and unopened bath bombs, searching for my secret supply of douche kits.

I knelt on the cold marble floor, my silk robe pooling around me. I filled the bag with warm water from the tap, my hands trembling so badly I almost dropped it and I positioned myself over the toilet. The plastic nozzle slipped easily into my wrecked, aching asshole. I squeezed the bag.

The warm water rushed in, a strange, cramping pressure building deep in my gut. I felt bloated. I began to cramp. And just as the pain became unbearable, I heard footsteps in the bedroom, followed by a sharp rap on the bathroom door.

"Sloane? You in there?"

Richard's voice. My blood ran cold.

"Yes," I called out, tight and strained. "Just feeling… a little sick."

"Right. Well, I'm heading out," he said through the door. "The call went great. I'm going to celebrate. A round of golf at the club with Bob. I'll be back for the booster dinner around six."

I was squatting over the toilet, a plastic tube up my ass, my insides churning with warm water, and my husband was on the other side of the door talking about golf.

"Okay," I managed to say. "Have fun."

"Try to feel better, darling," he said, his footsteps receding. A moment later, I heard the front door slam shut.

Richard was gone.

I sagged with relief, then doubled over as a powerful cramp seized me. I released the water into the toilet in a gushing, messy torrent. I emptied myself completely, flushing out every last trace of last night’s brutal fucking, until I was clean. Hollow. Ready.

I stood up, my legs weak, and stepped into the glass-walled shower. I turned the water on as hot as I could stand it, scrubbing my skin raw, washing away the smell of sex and shame. I tilted my head back, letting the scalding spray beat down on my face, plastering my blonde hair to my skull. I didn't just want to be clean; I wanted to be sterilized. Erased.

But even with the soap and the steam, I couldn't wash away the feeling of Malik. My lips were still swollen from his abuse. My throat was raw. My ass was a dull, persistent ache that reminded me with every move that I had been split open and claimed.

I stayed there until I couldn’t find any more reasons to stay, and then I shut the water off. The sudden silence was deafening, broken only by the dripping of the showerhead. I stepped out onto the plush bath mat, my body pink and steaming. I wrapped a thick, white towel around my torso and another around my hair.

I felt... hollow. Empty and needy.

I walked out of the steamy bathroom and into the master bedroom.

And my heart stopped.

He was there.

Malik was lying on my bed. On Richard’s side. He was propped up on one elbow, his long, muscular frame taking up half the California King mattress. He was still in his tank top and sweatpants, his sneakers on the pristine white duvet, a silent "fuck you" to the order of my life.

He was just watching me. Waiting for me.

"Richard left," I said, a stupid, useless piece of information.

"I know," Malik said, a slow, predatory grin spreading across his face. "I watched him drive away. From your window."

He gestured with his chin to the large bay window that overlooked the circular driveway. He had been in here the whole time.

"Get dressed," he said, his eyes raking over my towel-clad body, looking at me like I was a car he was about to steal. "Something slutty. But with a cover up. We're going out."

"Out where?" I asked, trembling.

"Don't ask questions you don't want the answers to," he said, swinging his legs off the bed. He stood up, stretching his arms over his head. The white tank top rode up, exposing a strip of his dark, sculpted abdomen.

He walked over to my closet, the one Richard had custom-designed for me, a shrine to my status as a trophy wife. He slid the mirrored door open and looked inside, his expression one of faint disgust.

"Too much beige," he grunted.

He rummaged through the racks, pushing aside cashmere sweaters and silk blouses with a careless hand. He was invading my space, touching my things, tainting everything with his presence.

He pulled something out.

It was a dress I'd bought for a trip to Vegas and never had the nerve to wear. It was black, practically painted on, with a neckline that plunged to my navel and a hemline that barely covered my ass. It was a "fuck me" dress.

He threw it on the bed.

"That one," he said. "No panties. And wear heels. The kind that makes you look like the whore you really are."

He turned and faced me, his eyes dark and serious.

"You have ten minutes," he said. "Then we leave. And Sloane? Don't even think about saying no."

He walked out of the bedroom, leaving me standing there, dripping on the carpet, with a black dress and my ruin laid out on the bed.

I stood there, paralyzed, for a full minute after he left. The black dress lay crumpled on the white duvet like a dead crow. It was a costume for a woman I didn't know how to be, a woman who got in strange cars with dangerous men and didn't wear underwear.

The fear was a cold, hard knot in my stomach. I was Richard Davies' wife. I hosted charity luncheons. My biggest risk was ordering the fish instead of the chicken. Going "out" with Malik felt like stepping off a cliff.

But underneath the fear, something else was churning. A dark, hot excitement that made my hollowed-out pussy clench. He had ordered me. He had chosen my clothes. He was taking me somewhere. For the first time in the longest time, I had no idea what was going to happen next. I was no longer in control.

I dropped my towel.

I walked over to the bed and picked up the dress. The fabric was cheap, stretchy, synthetic. It felt like sin. I slid it over my head. It clung to me instantly, a second skin of black lycra. The neckline plunged so low that the bottoms of my tits were almost visible. I turned to look in the mirror. The dress was so tight it outlined the curve of my ass, the dip of my lower back, and the slight mound of my shaved pubis.

No panties.

The fabric brushed against my bare snatch with every move. It was an invitation. A promise.

The kind that make you look like the whore you really are.

I went to the shoe rack in my closet. I bypassed the sensible pumps and the elegant sandals. I reached for the ones in the back, a pair of black patent leather stilettos with a six-inch heel and a thin, dangerous ankle strap. I'd bought them on a whim and Richard had hated them. "Unbecoming," he'd called them.

Perfect.

I strapped them on, my legs instantly looking longer, leaner, more powerful. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. The blonde mane, the blue eyes, the expensive highlights were all still there. But the woman wearing them was a stranger to me. She was hard, hungry, and terrified. She looked like she was for sale.

I found a black leather jacket—buttery soft and outrageously expensive—and threw it on, leaving it open. It covered my tits and my ass but showed a lot of leg.

I walked downstairs. My heels clicked loudly on the marble, an announcement of my transformation.

Malik was waiting by the front door, leaning against the wall, scrolling on his phone. He looked up when he heard me. His eyes did a slow, deliberate sweep of my body, from the fuck-me heels to the plunging neckline. He didn't compliment me. Just gave a curt, approving nod.

"Let's go," he said.

He led me out not to the main garage where my Tesla and Richard’s Bentley were parked, but to the side driveway. His car was there. A beat-to-shit, decade-old Dodge Charger. The paint was faded, there was a spiderweb crack in the windshield, and the rims were scuffed. It was the complete opposite of my climate-controlled, self-driving life.

He unlocked it with a key, a physical key, and opened the passenger door for me. The inside smelled like stale weed, cheap air freshener, and him. The seat was cracked vinyl.

I slid in, the short dress riding up my thighs, exposing them completely.

He got in the driver's side, the car groaning under his weight. He turned the key. The engine roared to life with an angry, guttural rumble that vibrated through the cheap seat and went straight between my legs.

He peeled out of my pristine, paver-stone driveway, leaving a patch of rubber behind.

We hit the street and he gunned it. The acceleration threw me back against the seat. We flew through the quiet, tree-lined streets of Calabasas, blowing past stop signs, the engine's roar an obscenity in the afternoon quiet. He took a hard right onto Valley Circle, then a left, weaving through the manicured suburban maze until we hit the on-ramp for the 101 South.

The freeway was a familiar beast, the artery that connected my gilded cage to the rest of the world. But today, it felt different. I wasn't heading west toward the ocean, or north to Santa Barbara for a weekend of wine tasting. We were heading toward the concrete heart of the city.

The landscape started its slow, inexorable decay. The green hills of the Valley flattened out. The sprawling estates were replaced by tract housing, then by the dense, stacked apartments of Sherman Oaks and Studio City. The clean, new Teslas and Audis were gradually outnumbered by older Hondas and battered pickup trucks.

We stayed on the 101 until it merged with the 110 South, a brutal slash of concrete that cuts right through Downtown. The skyscrapers rose up around us, gleaming towers of corporate power, but we didn't stop. Malik drove like he owned the road, weaving through the dense traffic with an aggressive, instinctual skill. He knew this route by heart.

We passed the Crypto.com Center, the Convention Center—landmarks from a life of concerts and galas—and kept going south. Past USC, the signs started to change. The names became less familiar, the billboards shifting from luxury watches to personal injury lawyers and fast-food deals.

Then he took the exit for Imperial Highway.

The moment we got off the freeway, the world changed completely. It was like we had crossed a border into another country. The air was hotter, thick with the smell of exhaust fumes and street food. The wide, clean boulevards were gone, replaced by cracked asphalt and streets lined with liquor stores, check-cashing places, and storefront churches with hand-painted signs. Every other building seemed to be covered in a vibrant, chaotic mural of graffiti. The sunlight felt harsher here, bouncing off the concrete with a blinding glare.

We were in Watts. I'd heard the name, of course. I'd seen it on the news during riots or police chases. To me, it was a concept, a synonym for "danger." Now, it was real. And I was in the passenger seat.

My heart was beating a frantic, terrified rhythm against my ribs. People on the sidewalks stared as the Charger rumbled past. They weren't looking at the car. They were looking at me. At the pale blonde hair, the white skin. Everyone I saw was either Hispanic or Black. I was an alien here. An invasive species. I was a minority. I felt as if there might be a target on my back.

Malik seemed to transform. He relaxed, his shoulders loosening. He was no longer an invader in a foreign land; he was home. He navigated the grid of numbered streets with an easy familiarity, turning left on 103rd, the historic heart of the neighborhood.

He slowed the car, cruising now. He pointed with his chin. "That's my high school," he said, gesturing to a large, fenced-in campus. "And that's the court where I learned to ball."

He wasn't trying to impress me. He was showing me where he was forged. Not in a country club, not on a pristine university field, but here. In the heat and the struggle.

Finally, he pulled into the parking lot of a tired-looking, two-story apartment complex. The stucco was crumbling, the paint was peeling, and the grass in the courtyard was dead. A group of young men were leaning against a low brick wall, smoking, laughing, their voices carrying in the hot afternoon air.

They all looked up as we pulled in. They all saw me.

"Where are we, Malik?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper over the thumping bass.

He cut the engine. The sudden silence was more terrifying than the noise. He turned to me, his eyes dark, unreadable.

"I told you not to ask," he said. "Just a little meet-and-greet. Gotta show my boys my brand-new toy."

The moment Malik cut the engine, the energy outside the car shifted. The lazy afternoon vibe on the brick wall evaporated, replaced by a focused, predatory curiosity. All eyes were on us. On me.

Malik got out, slamming the heavy door behind him. He was greeted with a chorus of shouts and elaborate handshakes.

"Malik, my man!"

"Look what the cat dragged in! Thought you went all Hollywood on us!"

He was one of them. He laughed, a deep, easy sound I'd never heard before. He wasn't the quiet, menacing athlete from Calabasas here. He was home.

I stayed in the car, my hand frozen on the door handle. The cracked vinyl of the seat felt like the only safe place in the universe. The men on the wall were all shapes and sizes, but they shared a look—hard, knowing, and hungry. They wore baggy jeans, oversized t-shirts, and gold chains that glinted in the harsh sun. They looked nothing like the polo-shirt-and-khaki-wearing men I knew. They looked dangerous.

One of them, a tall, wiry guy with intricate tattoos covering his neck and arms, leaned in and said something to Malik, gesturing with his chin toward the car. Toward me.

Malik laughed again. "Yeah, I know," he said, his voice carrying clearly through the open window. "Old white pussy came with the scholarship."

The men howled with laughter. They were talking about me like I was a signing bonus. A company car.

Malik turned and walked back to the passenger side. He yanked the door open.

"Get out," he said.

My whole body screamed no. I wanted to tell him to take me home. I wanted to curl up on the floor and disappear. But the look in his eyes told me that "no" was not an option.

I swung my legs out of the car. The six-inch heels wobbled on the cracked, uneven asphalt. The black dress, which had felt so powerful in my own bedroom, now felt like a desperate plea for the wrong kind of attention. The leather jacket was suffocating in the heat.

The moment I stood up, a hush fell over the group. The laughter stopped. The chatter died. It was just the sound of distant traffic and the blood pounding in my ears.

I felt like a specimen under a microscope. Their eyes crawled all over me, a physical violation. They took in the blonde hair, the expensive jacket, the pale skin of my thighs exposed by the short dress. They weren't just looking; they were appraising. Calculating.

"Damn, son," one of them finally breathed out. "You weren't lying."

Malik put his arm around my shoulders. A claim of ownership. He pulled me tight to his side, his fingers digging into the leather of my jacket.

"Boys," Malik said. "This is Sloane. She's a... friend from school."

The lie was so thin it was transparent. Everyone knew exactly what I was.

"Sloane," he said, turning to me. "This is Trey." He gestured to the wiry one with the neck tattoos. Trey just nodded, his eyes lingering on my tits. "And that's Marcus." He pointed to a shorter, stockier guy with a gold tooth that flashed when he smiled. Marcus's smile did not reach his eyes.

"Nice to meet you," I mumbled, the words sounding absurd.

"Oh, it's nice to meet you," Trey said, his voice a low, gravelly drawl. He took a step closer, looking me up and down. "Real nice. You a long way from home, ain't you, Snow White?"

I flinched at the nickname.

"She's with me," Malik said, his own voice taking on a harder edge. His grip on my shoulder tightened.

"We see that," Marcus said, stepping up next to Trey. They were flanking me now. "We see that. You training her right, M? She look a little... tense."

Marcus reached out. His movements were slow, deliberate. I thought he was going to touch my face. Instead, he flicked the lapel of my leather jacket.

"This is real, ain't it?" he asked, rubbing the soft leather between his thumb and forefinger. He looked at Trey. "Feels expensive."

"She looks expensive," Trey agreed. He took another step, invading my personal space completely. I could smell the weed on his clothes, the cheap cologne he was wearing. He leaned in close to my ear, his voice a hot whisper.

"But I bet she's cheap for you, ain't she, Malik? I bet she's free."

"She ain't free," Malik said, a cold smile touching his lips. "But for my boys? I might be willing to share."

The air in the parking lot seemed to vanish, sucked away by the sudden, terrifying gravity of his words. My stomach dropped—not with fear, but with a sick, heavy lurch of anticipation. This was it. The precipice.

"Let's go inside," Malik commanded, steering me toward the stairwell. "It's too hot out here for Snow White. She might melt."

I didn't resist. I couldn't. I was being herded, flanked by Trey and Marcus, with Malik’s heavy hand guiding me by the nape of my neck. We walked up a concrete staircase that smelled of urine and old beer. The metal railing was rusted, flaking orange paint onto the steps.

Malik unlocked a door on the second floor and pushed it open.

We stepped into an oven.

The apartment was small, dim, and stiflingly hot. The windows were closed, the blinds drawn tight against the sun. There was no central air, just a dusty box fan rattling in the corner, pushing the stagnant air around. The room smelled of stale blunt smoke, fried food, and men.

It was the antithesis of my life. The carpet was a stained beige shag that looked like it had been there since the nineties. The furniture was mismatched—a sagging brown sofa, a couple of folding chairs, a TV on a milk crate.

"Welcome to the penthouse," Trey snickered, kicking the door shut behind us. The lock clicked with a sound of finality.

I stood in the center of the room, clutching my expensive leather jacket tight around me. I felt ridiculous. A diamond in a dumpster.

Malik threw himself onto the sofa, spreading his legs wide, claiming the space. He looked up at me, then gestured to the floor in front of him.

"Jacket off," he said.

I hesitated. The jacket was my last layer of armor.

"Take it off, Sloane," Marcus said from behind me. His closer than I expected. "We wanna see exactly what you workin' with."

My hands shook as I reached for the zipper. The sound was loud in the small room. I shrugged the leather off my shoulders and let it drop to the filthy carpet.

The reaction was immediate.

"Damn," Trey breathed.

I stood there in the black dress, the cheap synthetic fabric clinging to every curve, the neckline plunging to my navel. My nipples were hard, visible through the thin material, betraying my fear and my arousal.

"Turn around," Malik ordered.

I turned slowly. I heard a sharp intake of breath from Marcus. The dress was so short it barely covered the curve of my ass.

"Bend over," Malik said. "Touch your toes."

"Malik, please..." I whispered, my face burning.

"Do it," he snapped. "Show them."

I bent at the waist. The dress rode up instantly.

Because I wasn't wearing panties, the view was unobstructed. I felt the cool, stagnant air on my ass and my exposed pussy, my shaved slit pink and vulnerable to the room. I was presenting myself like livestock at an auction.

"Oh, shit," Marcus laughed, a low, dirty sound. "She clean shaven too. Look at that pink little hole."

I felt a hand on my ass. It wasn't Malik. The fingers were rougher, the nails scratching slightly against my skin. Trey. He spread my cheeks apart, exposing my asshole, which was still loose and red from the morning's enema.

"She looks used," Trey noted, his thumb tracing the rim of my sphincter. "You stretch her out already, M?"

"Broke her in last night," Malik bragged from the couch. "But she can take more. She's got a big appetite."

Trey stepped closer. I could feel his body heat against my back. He didn't ask. He just pressed his groin against my ass. I felt the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans, grinding against my exposed flesh.

"She wet?" Marcus asked, coming around to the front.

I was bent over, looking upside down at Marcus's sneakers. He squatted down, his face inches from my crotch. The humiliation was blinding. A stranger was inspecting my pussy while another dry-humped me from behind.

"Dripping," Marcus confirmed. He reached out and swiped a finger through my slick folds. He held it up, inspecting the shine in the dim light. Then he stuck the finger in his mouth.

"Tastes like money," he grinned, his gold tooth flashing.

"Alright," Malik said, clapping his hands. "Enough looking."

He stood up. The floorboards creaked.

"Sloane," he said. "On your knees. Center of the room."

I straightened up, trembling, and sank to my knees on the scratchy, stained carpet. I looked up at them. Three men. Three massive, hungry men towering over me in a cramped apartment in Watts.

Malik unbuckled his belt. Trey was already unbuttoning his jeans. Marcus was licking his lips.

"You wanted the tour," Malik said, dropping his pants to his ankles, his cock springing free, hard and ready for round two. "Open wide, Snowflake. The train’s leaving the station."

I sank to my knees on that filthy, scratchy carpet, and the world narrowed down to the triangle of black flesh surrounding me.

Malik moved directly in front of me, legs spread, that massive, purple-headed monster bobbing with his heartbeat. To my left, Trey kicked off his jeans. He wasn't wearing underwear. His cock was long, lighter in color than Malik’s, with a sharp curve to the left and a hood of skin that retracted as it hardened. To my right, Marcus pushed his sweatpants down. He was shorter, but he was thick—a dense, stubby battering ram that looked like it would hurt.

Three of them.

Three hard, hungry black men towering over me. I drew a deep, nervous breath. The air with the smell of weed, cheap cologne, and the overwhelming, biological scent of aroused men. I felt very small. Very small and very white. I felt like a lamb that had wandered into a wolf den.

"Her eyes big as saucers," Trey announced, stepping closer. " She scared, M?"

"She's terrified," Malik said, reaching down to tangle his fingers in my hair. He yanked my head back, forcing me to meet his eyes. "And she's dripping wet. Aren't you, Sloane?"

"Yes," I whispered, staring up at the underside of his jaw, my voice shaking so hard it was barely a sound.

Malik’s expression softened. He gave me the kind of look you give a spooked horse before you break it. He reached down and ran his broad hand over my hair, smoothing the expensive blonde strands.

"There's no reason to be scared, Sloane," he cooed, dropping to that hypnotic, rumbling bass. "You know how to be a good hostess, don't you? You know how to make guests feel welcome."

He looked over at Trey and Marcus, who were watching with hungry, predatory grins.

"These are my brothers," Malik said, his hand tightening just slightly in my hair. "All you have to do is be nice to them. Treat them with the same respect you treat me. Can you do that?"

"Yes," I breathed. "I can be nice."

"Good girl," he smiled. A terrifying smile. "You can start by showing them what you can do. Show them how well you suck a big black cock. Show them why I brought you here."

He stepped back, widening his stance, presenting himself to me. His sweatpants were down around his ankles. His cock was a magnificent, terrifying slab of meat, standing straight up, thick and veined, leaking pre-cum.

"Go on," he urged softly. "Make me proud."

I crawled forward on my hands and knees. The carpet scratched my bare legs. The smell of the room—weed, stale beer, and raw male musk—filled my lungs. I reached Malik and looked up at him one last time. He nodded.

And I worshipped him.

I licked the broad, purple head first, swirling my tongue around the slit, tasting the salty, bitter drop of fluid there. Then, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and slid down him.

He really was massive. I had to relax my throat, suppress my gag reflex, and force myself to take him deep. I let my lips wrap around his thick shaft, creating a tight seal, and began to suck.

I put everything I had into it. I used my hand to stroke the base of his shaft, cupping his heavy balls, while I worked his length with my mouth. I bobbed my head, making wet, slurping noises that echoed in the silent apartment. I wanted to show them. I wanted to prove that even though I was from Calabasas, even though I was a "snowflake," I could handle this.

"Damn," Trey whistled from somewhere to my left. "Look at her go. She ain't chokin' at all."

"She's a pro," Malik grunted, his hips starting to buck slightly against my face. "Told you. She's got a throat like a vacuum."

"Deep throat champion," Marcus laughed, the sound low and dirty.

I looked up at them through my lashes as I sucked. I saw Trey grabbing his crotch, massaging his hardening dick. I saw Marcus licking his lips, his eyes glued to my mouth wrapped around Malik.

I was performing for them. I was the entertainment. I was the new toy. The humiliation was a hot, sharp spike in my chest, but the arousal was stronger, as usual.

Malik endured it for another minute, groaning as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive ridge of his glans. Then, he grabbed my hair and pulled me off his cock.

"That's enough for now," he said, breathless.

I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, saliva shining on my chin.

"Marcus," Malik said, pointing to the stocky man on my right. "He's been waiting patiently. Go say hello."

I hesitated for a heartbeat. Malik had appointed himself as my pimp. He was lending me out.

"Go," he commanded.

I crawled on my knees across the few feet of carpet to where Marcus stood. He didn't wait for me to get there. He shoved his sweatpants down and kicked them off.

Marcus was different. He was shorter, but his cock was thick—almost as wide as a soda can—and dark as obsidian. He hadn't showered recently. The smell of his musk was potent, pungent, hitting me in the face like a wall.

"Nice and wet," Marcus growled, looking down at me. "Clean me off, white girl."

I leaned forward and took him in. He tasted different, earthier, stronger. The texture of his skin was rougher. He didn't let me set the pace. He grabbed the back of my head with both hands and shoved his hips forward, fucking my face immediately.

"Yeah," Marcus groaned, his gold tooth flashing as he threw his head back. "That's it. Suck that hood dick."

I did. I gagged on his thickness, tears springing to my eyes, but I kept sucking. I let him use my face. I let him dominate me.

"My turn," Trey said.

I felt him behind me. I couldn't see him, but I felt his heat. I felt his hands settle on my shoulders, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh.

Marcus pulled out and away, leaving my mouth gaping and empty.

"Turn around," Trey said.

I spun on my knees. Trey was ready. He was lean, wiry, covered in ink. His cock was long and curved slightly to the left. He looked meaner than the others.

"You like this?" he asked, grabbing his cock and slapping it against my cheek. Smack. "You like being passed around like some hood rat?"

"Yes," I sobbed, the word tearing out of my throat. "Yes, please."

"Then open up."

I took him into my mouth. He tasted like smoke and aggression.

While I sucked Trey, I felt hands on me. Marcus was behind me now. He lifted my hair off my neck. I felt a wet tongue drag up my spine, sending shivers down my body. Then, I felt him grasping my ass cheeks, spreading them wide.

"Malik," Marcus called out. "She's ready for the real work. Which hole you want?"

Malik’s voice came from above, calm and authoritative. The voice of the owner.

"I think she needs to be stretched," Malik said. "Trey, keep her mouth busy. Marcus... put her on her back. I want to see you both inside her."

Trey pulled out of my mouth. "On your back, bitch," he ordered.

I scrambled to obey, lying back on the filthy carpet, my black dress bunched up around my waist. I was totally exposed. My pussy was throbbing, leaking fluids. My nipples were hard points of pain against the air.

Marcus knelt between my legs. He lifted my knees, spreading me impossibly wide.

"Look at that pink pussy," he sneered. "Begging for it."

Trey knelt above my head. He positioned himself over my face.

"Open," Trey said, lowering his hips.

I opened my mouth and took Trey’s cock back in, deep. At the same time, I felt the blunt, heavy head of Marcus’s dick pressing against my pussy.

"Here we go," Marcus grunted and he shoved inside.

I tried to scream, but my mouth was full of Trey. The sound came out as a muffled, desperate whine. Marcus filled me completely, his thickness stretching me to the limit.

I was pinned. Stuffed. Used.

I looked past Trey’s thigh and saw Malik standing over us, watching the spectacle with his arms crossed, a look of immense satisfaction on his face.

"That's it," Malik said, coaching his friends as they used his woman. "Break her in. Make sure she never forgets where she belongs."

Trey started to fuck my mouth with a slow, grinding rhythm, while Marcus began to move inside me. He was a battering ram. He wasn't long, but his thickness was a brutal, stretching force. He pounded me with a series of punishing, jarring shoves, grunting with every thrust as his body slammed against me. The sound of his balls slapping my ass echoed in the small, hot room.

"Yeah," Marcus panted, thick with effort. "This bitch got one tight little white pussy. Got a grip like a vise."

I closed my eyes, but there was no escape. No escape from the cheap dirty carpet burning my back, the taste of Trey’s cock, the feeling of Marcus stretching me out to my absolute limit.

And Malik directing traffic.

"Deeper, Marcus," he coached from above. "Hit that pussy. Sloane here likes it rough."

Marcus obeyed, slamming into me with renewed force. He bottomed out inside me, and a jolt of painful, electric pleasure shot through my entire body. I bucked my hips, a silent, desperate plea for more.

"See?" Malik laughed. "She's a fucking animal. You can’t hurt her enough."

Trey felt me buck. He took it as a challenge. He pulled out of my mouth until just the head was between my lips, and then slammed back in, choking me, forcing a tear to squeeze out of the corner of my eye.

"Don't forget about me, bitch," he hissed.

They used me like that for what felt like an eternity. I lost track of time, of who was where. I was just a collection of holes being filled and abused. My body was no longer my own. It was a community property in a shitty apartment in Watts. The shame was so intense it became a part of my DNA, but coiled inside it was an arousal so intense it felt like I was going to black out. This was the ultimate degradation. This was the final truth.

"I'm close," Marcus grunted from between my legs. "Gonna blow my load deep in this rich bitch."

"Go on," Malik encouraged him. "Fill her up. Give her something to remember you by."

Marcus started to pump faster, his thrusts becoming frantic, desperate. He was losing control. I could feel his orgasm building, the muscles in his thighs bunching and quivering against my own.

"Fuck, here it comes!" he roared.

He gave one final, impossibly deep thrust that felt like it touched my soul, and then he let go.

I felt the first pulse—a hot, thick jet of cum shooting deep inside me. It was a violation within a violation, a branding from the inside. He flooded me. Pulse after pulse of hot, heavy cum filled my cunt, coating my insides, spilling out of my stretched hole and running down onto the filthy carpet beneath me. He groaned, a long, harsh sound, as he emptied himself completely inside me, pinning me to the floor with all his weight.

And then, seeing his friend climax, Trey lost his own battle for control.

"Shit," he hissed.

He yanked his cock out of my mouth. I gasped, finally able to take a full breath, my throat raw and aching.

But he wasn't done with me.

"Open your eyes, Snow White," Trey commanded.

I opened them just in time to see him aiming his curved dick at my face.

A thick, white rope of semen shot out, splattering hot and heavy across my cheek and forehead. Another landed on my chin, another in my hair. He didn't stop, painting my face with his cum, covering my features with his filth.

He knelt over me, panting, his cock still twitching, dripping the last of his load onto my chest.

I lay there, pinned by Marcus's dead weight, my cunt overflowing with his seed, my face covered in Trey's. I was a mess. A human dumpster. I couldn't move. I couldn't speak.

I just stared up at the water-stained ceiling, listening to the rattling of the box fan and the laborious breathing of the men who had just used me.

Then I saw Malik step into my field of vision. He looked down at me, at the absolute wreckage they had made of his "toy." He had a strange, intense look in his eyes.

"Good girl," he said. "Sloane, you did real good."

He reached down and ran a thumb through the spunk on my cheek, smearing it like war paint.

"Now," he said, cutting through the haze of my endorphins and shame. "You need to get naked and cleaned up."

He pointed toward a door at the back of the hallway, the paint peeling off the jamb in long, yellowed strips.

I scrambled to my feet. My legs were jelly. I felt gravity take hold of the fluids inside me; Marcus’s load felt heavy and hot in my gut, and as I stood, a thick trickle of it leaked out of my pussy, running down my inner thigh. I clamped my legs together, a useless attempt to hold onto my dignity, and wobbled toward the bathroom.

I pushed the door open and stepped into a nightmare.

If the living room was bad, the bathroom was a health code violation. The linoleum was curling at the corners, revealing black mold underneath. The sink was stained with rust and God knows what else. The mirror above it was cracked down the middle, distorting my reflection into two jagged halves.

I locked the door, though I knew a lock meant nothing here.

I stared at myself. I looked like a car wreck. My long blonde hair was matted with sweat and Trey’s drying semen. A thick, crusting white streak ran from my eyebrow down to my chin. My chest was splattered with it. My lipstick was smeared across my face like a bruise.

I looked destroyed. I looked like a whore who had been used up and tossed aside.

I reached for the hem of my dress with shaking hands. The cheap synthetic fabric was sticky with sweat and fluids. I peeled it upward. It clung to my skin, resisting, tight against my ribs. I had to wrestle it over my head, the lycra scraping against my sensitive nipples.

I let it drop to the filthy floor.

I was naked. Completely, utterly naked in a stranger’s bathroom in Watts. All I had left were my heels—black, six-inch daggers that cut into the rotting linoleum.

I turned on the faucet. The pipes groaned, spitting out a stream of brown water that eventually cleared to a lukewarm grey. There was no soap. Just a bottle of cheap shampoo on the edge of the tub.

I splashed water on my face, scrubbing at Trey’s load. It was stubborn, glue-like, mixing with the water to turn slimy before washing away. I scrubbed until my skin was red. I used wet toilet paper to wipe the cum off my chest, tossing the wads into the overflowing trash can.

Then I looked down at my pussy.

My shaved mound was swollen, puffy and red. My lips were slightly parted, refusing to close. A steady, milky mixture of Marcus’s seed and my own juices was dripping out of me. I tried to wipe it away, but it was pointless. I was full of him.

"Sloane!" Malik’s voice boomed through the door. "Don't keep us waiting."

My heart jumped into my throat.

I took a deep breath of the mildewed air. I left the dress on the floor. I unlocked the door and walked back toward the living room, my heels sinking slightly into the shag carpet. Every step was a display, a performance. I was walking back into the lion's den, armed with nothing but my tits and ass.

Malik was standing in the corner, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed over his massive chest. He was fully dressed again, the general overseeing his troops. His eyes locked onto mine, dark and unreadable.

On the sagging brown sofa, Trey and Marcus sat side-by-side. They were sprawled out, legs spread wide, manspreading to the max. Their jeans and sweatpants were gone.

Their cocks were soft now, resting heavily against their thighs. Trey’s long, curved dick lay limp against his dark skin. Marcus’s thick, hooded meat was half-hidden in his bush. They looked sated. Tired. Done.

"She cleans up nice. Don't she?" Malik said.

Trey looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my leaking pussy. "Yeah. She alright."

"She's more than alright," Malik corrected. He pushed off the wall and took a step toward me, stopping just out of reach. "She's eager. She wants to be useful."

He pointed at his friends on the couch.

"They look soft to me, Sloane," Malik said. "That's no use, is it?"

I shook my head. "No."

"Then fix it," he told me. "Get them hard again."

I looked at the two men.

"You heard the man," Marcus grunted, leaning his head back against the greasy cushions. "Put in the work, Snow White."

I walked over to him and dropped to my knees between his spread legs. The carpet was going to burn my skin again, but I couldn’t care about that. I was expected to obey and perform.

His thick, soft cock was coated in a thin sheen of drying fluids. I didn't hesitate. I leaned forward and took the heavy meat into my hand. It was warm, pliable. I massaged the balls, feeling the weight of them, then bent down and licked the head.

He tasted salty and sour. I swirled my tongue around the rim, making wet, enthusiastic noises. I heard him groan. I felt the blood start to flow, the flesh thickening in my mouth.

"That's it," Malik coached from the corner. "But don't forget Trey. He needs attention too."

I reached out with my left hand and grabbed Trey’s flaccid cock. I started to stroke him, using a firm, milking grip. I bobbed my head on Marcus, sucking him semi-hard, while jerking Trey off.

I was a machine. I was a wife, a socialite, with a fine arts degree, and I was kneeling naked on a floor in the projects, fluffing two gangbangers.

"Yeah," Trey hissed, his hips bucking slightly as he started to swell in my hand. "She got a grip on her."

"She’s learning her place," Malik said. "Aren't you, Sloane?"

I pulled Marcus out of my mouth. He was fully hard now, throbbing and angry. I turned to Trey, taking his half-hard length into my mouth to finish the job, determined to get them both raging, ready for whatever Malik had planned next.

"I’ve always known my place," I mumbled around Trey’s dick.

"Good," Malik said. "Because once they're ready... we’ve got a treat for you."

I worked like a woman possessed.

Getting a man hard after he’s just emptied himself into you is manual, sloppy, humiliating work. But I threw myself into it because Malik was watching, and because the alternative—being useless to them—felt more terrifying than the degradation.

I had Marcus’s thick, hooded meat in my right hand, pumping him with a steady, milking rhythm. I could feel the blood rushing back into the tissue, the vein along the underside swelling against my palm.

My mouth was full of Trey.

He tasted like stale smoke and the lingering bitterness of the come he’d just shot onto my face. I didn't care. I sucked him with a hollow-cheeked desperation, swirling my tongue, bobbing my head, forcing my throat to open up again, to accept the curve of his shaft.

"Yeah," Trey hissed, his hands gripping the back of the sofa, his knuckles turning ash-grey. "That’s it. Suck the life out of it, Snow White."

He was growing. I could feel him expanding against my tongue, stiffening, twitching. The softness vanished, replaced by the rigidity of iron. He slapped his thighs against my cheeks, a warning that he was back in the game.

"Don't forget me," Marcus said.

He shoved his hips forward. His cock, now fully semi-hard and thickening by the second, slapped against my ear.

"Switch," Malik commanded from the corner. His voice was a whip crack.

I popped off Trey with a wet, gasping sound. A string of saliva trailed from his tip to my lip. I turned instantly to Marcus, opening wide to accommodate his girth. He was wider than Trey, a blunt instrument. I took him in, my jaw cracking, my eyes watering as I forced the head past my soft palate.

"Damn," Marcus laughed, looking down at the top of my blonde head. "She really wants it. Look at her work, M."

"She knows what she is," Malik said coolly.

I worked them for another five minutes, a frantic blur of sucking, licking, and stroking. My knees were raw burns against the carpet. My jaw ached with a dull, throbbing pain. My own pussy was still leaking Marcus’s previous load, a cold, sticky reminder of my status, but I ignored it. My entire world was these two cocks.

Finally, they were both raging. Two pillars of dark, angry flesh standing straight up from their unzipped pants.

"Alright," Malik said, pushing off the wall. "That's enough."

I pulled back, sitting on my heels, panting. I looked up at them. They were ready. They looked even bigger than before, fueled by the ego boost of having a wealthy white woman on her knees fluffing them.

Malik walked over to the sofa. He stood between their spread legs, towering over me.

"Stand up, Sloane," he said.

I stood. My legs were shaking so badly I had to lock my knees to stay upright. I was naked, covered in drying fluids, surrounded by three clothed, erect men.

Malik looked at his two friends, hard and ready again, and me, trembling in the center of the room, and a slow, cruel smile spread across his face. "She's leaking," he said, pointing to the steady drip of fluid trickling down my leg. " We need to plug her up."

He looked at me with cold, calculating eyes. "We're going to make you airtight, Sloane."

That word hit me like a physical blow. Airtight. I knew what that meant. And I couldn’t say no.

"Trey," Malik barked. "Floor. On your back."

Trey didn't hesitate. He dropped to the shag carpet, lying back and spreading his legs. His long, curved cock stood straight up like a flagpole, twitching with anticipation.

"Sloane," Malik said, pointing at Trey. "Mount him. Face Marcus."

I walked over to Trey on unsteady legs. The carpet was rough against my bare feet. I straddled his hips, looking down at his chest tattoos and that dangerous curve of flesh.

"Sit on it, bitch," Trey grunted, gripping his own hips.

I lowered myself.

My pussy was so wet and slick that I sank down onto him easily. But Trey was long. And as I settled my weight, the head of his cock punched deep, bottoming out inside me with a dull, bruising thud. I gasped, throwing my head back, my nails digging into his shoulders.

"Yeah," Trey hissed, bucking his hips up to meet me. "Balls deep."

I was anchored. Impaled.

"Don't get comfortable," Malik warned. "Marcus. Feed her."

Marcus stepped up to my face. I was kneeling on Trey, my pussy stuffed full, and now Marcus’s thick, dark meat was inches from my lips.

"Open up, Snow White," he growled.

I opened my mouth, and he shoved himself in. He was wide, stretching the corners of my lips and filling my throat with his musk and heat. I gagged, my eyes watering, but he held the back of my head, forcing me to take him.

Now I was pinned from the front and the bottom. I couldn't speak. I couldn't move. But Malik wasn't done.

"Now for the main event," he said, and I felt his hands on my hips, holding me in place. Then, I felt the wide, blunt head of his cock pressing against my asshole.

My heart stopped. I was already stuffed. Stretched to the limit.

"Relax," Malik whispered, and he forced himself inside.

My agonized scream was stifled by Marcus’s dick. The sound vibrated inside my skull instead, a desperate, muffled plea.

Malik worked himself into my tight, tender rosebud and it felt like a hot iron spike being driven into me. My sphincter spasmed, trying to reject him, but he was too strong, too hard. He pushed past my resistance, that tight ring of muscle, stretching me impossibly wide.

He sank in, inch by excruciating inch.

My body was being rewritten. My pussy was full of Trey. My mouth was full of Marcus. And my ass... my ass was being claimed by the biggest of them all.

When Malik bottomed out, slamming his pelvis against my ass cheeks, I thought I was going to die. I was completely full. Stuffed. There was no air in me, only cock.

Three men. Three thick, hard cocks inside me at the same time.

It was true. They had made me airtight.

Then, they started to move.

It was chaos. It was sensory overload on a level I couldn't comprehend.

Trey bucked upward into my womb. Marcus thrust downward into my throat. Malik pounded forward into my bowels.

I was being stretched in three different directions at once. The friction was incredible. The heat was unbearable.

"Rich girl’s such a slut," Malik said, as he established a brutal rhythm in my ass. "Every hole filled with a big black dick."

"Bitch loves it," Marcus told him, pulling almost out of my mouth and then slamming back in. "Look at her eyes rolling back."

I couldn't deny it. I couldn't do anything. All I was, was holes. And all my holes were full.

My pussy clamped down on Trey’s cock so hard he groaned in pain. My asshole convulsed around Malik, like it was milking him. My throat tightened around Marcus. I shook violently, tears streaming down my face, my drool mixing with the sweat on my chin.

"She's coming!" Trey shouted from below. "Fuck, this slut is squeezing the life out of me!"

"Keep going!" Malik roared, slapping my ass with one of those big hands. "Let’s fucking wreck this whore!"

They didn't stop. They pounded me through my first orgasm, forcing me into another immediately. And then another one.

I was trapped in a loop of blinding white light and tearing pleasure. I was sobbing, gagging, bucking, completely ruined. And as the next wave of pleasure crashed over me, leaving me limp and broken in their grip, I knew I would never, ever be clean again.

I wasn’t even sure if I would ever walk again.

Because I was drowning.

That’s the only way to describe it.

I was a collection of spasms and wet noises, nothing more than that. My brain had shut down, overloaded by the sheer impossibility of what they were doing to me. I was shaking uncontrollably, my limbs vibrating like I was having a seizure, my eyes rolled back in my head so far all I could see was white.

"Enough," Malik’s voice boomed, cutting through the haze like a thunderclap. "We don't want to kill her. Not yet."

The withdrawal was almost more violent than the penetration.

Marcus pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop. Trey slid out of my pussy, leaving me feeling hollowed out and aching. And finally, Malik withdrew from my ass.

The loss of their cocks felt like a physical shock. I collapsed onto the carpet, a sobbing, trembling mess. I couldn't close my mouth; my jaw was locked open. I couldn't close my legs; my thighs were spasming. And my ass... my ass felt like a crater.

I was leaking from everywhere. Saliva, sweat, cum, and my natural juices pooled beneath me on the shag carpet. I was a puddle of filth.

"Up," Malik grunted.

He didn't wait for me to comply—I couldn't have stood up if my life depended on it. He reached down and grabbed me by the waist, hoisting me into the air like I was a ragdoll. I was dead weight, my head lolling back, my limbs dangling.

He carried me the two steps to the sofa and threw me over the armrest.

"Oof." The air left my lungs as my stomach hit the hard, scratchy fabric. I was bent double, my ass thrust high into the air. My legs were spread wide, feet barely touching the carpet.

"Look at that," Trey chuckled, sounding distant. "Bitch is totally wrecked."

I squeezed my eyes shut, but I couldn't block out their words. My pussy was a swollen, red mess, lips parted and weeping fluids, but it was my asshole that drew their attention. I could feel it pulsing, throbbing deep down inside. It felt... open.

"Gaping," Malik observed, running a thick finger around the rim of my stretched sphincter. "Sloane is most definitely open for business."

He pressed his finger in. There was no resistance. The muscle was stunned, blown out.

He stepped in behind me. I felt the heat of his massive body radiating against my ass cheeks. I felt the head of his cock nudge my open hole.

"Please," I whimpered into the sofa cushion.

"Shut up and take it," he said.

He didn't need to force anything this time. I was so loose, so ravaged, that he slid in with terrifying ease.

He buried himself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"God," I moaned, the sound muffled by the upholstery.

It felt different now. Before, it was a tearing pain. Now, it was a feeling of total, absolute fullness. He filled the empty space inside me, plugging the hole he had created. My body, trained by pain and pleasure, instinctively clamped down on him, trying to hold him in.

"That's it," Malik grunted, grabbing my hips to anchor me. "Grip it, Sloane. Grip it with your ass."

He started to move.

He took my ass slow, deep, and deliberate. He dragged his cock out until the head caught on my sphincter, stretching it wide again, and then sank back in, exploring the ruin he had made of me.

I turned my head to the side, my cheek pressed against the rough fabric. Through the haze of sweat and tears, I saw them.

Trey and Marcus were standing there, watching. They were stroking their semi-soft cocks, waiting. Like sharks circling. Like customers in a deli line.

They were watching Malik fuck my ass, knowing they were next. Knowing I was there to be passed around until they were all empty and I was completely full.

"She takes it good," Marcus noted, stepping closer to get a better look at the connection point where Malik’s black skin disappeared into my pale, red ass. "Real good for a white girl."

"She was made for this." Malik strained as he picked up the pace, his balls slapping against my swollen cunt with a wet, rhythmic thwack. "Weren't you, Sloane?"

"Yes," I sobbed, drool pooling on the cushion. "Yes, I was."

And I was. I was made for this. All I was, was this. A piece of cheap fuckmeat bent over a filthy sofa in Watts, getting ass-fucked by some big black kid while his best friends watched, and waited for their turn.

The rhythm changed.

Malik stopped the slow, deliberate grinding and switched to a frantic, punishing piston-work, like he was drilling for something deep inside my ass. His hands clamped onto my hips with bruising force, his thumbs digging in until I knew there would be purple marks there tomorrow.

"I'm gonna fill you good," he said, straining and struggling. "Gonna stretch this ass so wide it’ll never close."

He slammed into me, over and over again. My ass was on fire, a ring of stretched, burning muscle that was currently wrapped around the thickest thing it had ever known.

"Oh god, Malik!" I screamed into the dusty cushion. "Do it! Please, fill me!"

He tensed. His entire massive body went rigid against my back.

He gave one final, spine-compressing thrust, burying himself to the root, and held it there.

"Take it!" he groaned.

The first pulse hit me like a kick from a mule. It was molten lead shot deep into my bowels, hot and thick and overwhelming. My eyes rolled back in my head, and my body seized. My sphincter clamped down on his throbbing shaft, milking him, desperate to drag every drop out of him. My pussy, already overflowing with Marcus’s load, clenched in sympathy, expelling a fresh wave of slime onto the carpet. My toes curled, scraping the floor.

And Malik kept coming.

It felt like gallons. A second jet, hotter than the first, flooded my insides. Then a third. I could feel myself expanding, somewhere deep inside, stretching to accommodate the sheer volume of him.

"Yeah, that's it," he groaned.

He stayed there for a long time, twitching and pulsing, emptying himself completely into the deepest part of me. I lay draped over the sofa arm, sobbing with the intensity of it, feeling his weight pressing me down, feeling his cum becoming a part of me.

Finally, he pulled back, sliding out slowly, the head of his cock dragging against my ravaged rim.

The sound it made was sickeningly wet and obscene.

I felt my asshole try to close, but it couldn't. It was so blown out. I could feel the heat of his load pooling inside me, sloshing with every small movement I made. I squeezed my ass cheeks together, terrified it would leak out, desperate to keep his cum inside me where it belonged.

Malik stepped back, zipping his pants.

"Good girl," he panted. "You took every drop."

I slowly pushed myself up. My arms were shaking. They could barely support my weight. I was a total wreck. My hair was a bird's nest of sweat and dried cum. My face was smeared with Trey’s earlier offering. My pussy was a swollen, leaking mess. And now my asshole was full to the brim.

I turned my head.

Trey and Marcus were standing there, staring down at me. Their cocks were back in their hands, semi-hard but waking up fast at the sight of my destruction. They looked at my face, at the desperation in my eyes, at the way I was holding my ass cheeks together.

I didn't cower. Didn't look for a towel. I looked up at them, my mascara running down my cheeks in black rivers, a feral, hungry smile touching my bruised lips.

"Who's next?" I whispered.


Epilogue

The ride back to Calabasas was a blur of silence and vibration.

I sat in the passenger seat of the Charger, wrapped tight in my leather jacket, shivering despite the heat. The air conditioner was broken, blowing lukewarm air that did nothing to cut the smell. And Jesus, God, the smell.

I stank like a locker room. I stank like a frat house floor. I stank of stale weed, cheap cologne, sweat, and the distinct, bleach-like tang of three different men’s cum. A lot of their cum. It was in my hair, drying into a crust on my face, and soaking into the black dress I’d pulled back on when Malik told me it was time to leave.

And it was inside me.

And it was leaking out. Every bump in the road on the 405 sent a fresh jolt of pain and fluid through me. My pussy was a swollen, weeping mess, and my ass... my ass was a disaster zone, still trying to expel what felt like the quart of cum Malik, Marcus, and Trey had pumped into me. I clenched constantly, terrified that if I relaxed for even a second, it would all come rushing out of me. I would ruin Malik’s shitty upholstery.

He didn't look at me. He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other scrolling through his phone. He was done with me.

When we finally hit the smooth pavement of my gated community, the manicured lawns, the silence, the sprinklers—it felt like a movie set. A fake world. Maybe I didn't belong here anymore, I thought. Maybe I belonged on that stained carpet in Watts.

Malik pulled up to the curb, three houses down from our home.

"Get out," he said. He didn't unlock the door. He didn't lean over to kiss me. He didn't say goodbye.

I opened the door and stumbled out. My heels clicked on the asphalt. My legs were so weak they almost buckled.

"Later, Sloane," he muttered, and the Charger roared away, leaving a cloud of exhaust in my face.

For a moment, I was just too weak to move. And so, I stood there on the sidewalk, a prostitute dropped off after a rough night shift, watching her pimp leave. A neighbor—Mrs. Gable, walking her French poodle—stared at me from across the street. Maybe she saw the matted hair. The smeared makeup. The fragile way I was holding my coat closed.

I didn't give a fuck.

I turned and began the long, agonizing walk to my front door. I wasn't waddling now; I was fucking limping. My body felt broken. I felt like I was carrying the weight of my sins in my gut.

I reached the front door and fumbled for my keys with shaking hands. I dropped them twice. Finally, I managed to unlock it and stepped into the cool, climate-controlled silence of my home.

"Richard?" I called out. My voice was a croak. "I'm... I'm home."

Silence.

Maybe he was still at the club.

No. No way. Richard was here, I knew it. He was waiting for me.

As I moved down the hallway, I saw the light.

A faint, blue glow spilling out from the crack under the double doors of his home office.

My heart stopped. He was home. He was in there, his lair. He’d stated without me.

Another man’s wife might have run upstairs to shower first, to scrub the evidence from her skin, but I was Richard’s wife. And he already knew. And he’d want to see.

I walked toward the office. I pushed the door open.

The room was dark, the heavy velvet curtains drawn tight. The only light came from the massive, curved monitor on his mahogany desk.

Richard was sitting there in his leather executive chair, his back to the door. He wasn't working on spreadsheets. He wasn't looking at stocks.

On the screen, in crisp, high-definition 4K, was a view of our master bedroom.

It was footage from the hidden cameras we had installed in the smoke detector and inside the bed frame. The angle was perfect. It showed the bed. It showed Malik’s dark, muscular back. And it showed me—legs in the air, ankles pinned by his massive hands, screaming as he drove into me.

Richard was watching Malik fuck me.

I heard my own voice, a desperate, animalistic keen, fill the room.

“Please! It’s too big! Oh God, Malik!”

Richard didn't turn around. He sat motionless, his hand moving rhythmically in his lap.

"Richard?" I whispered.

He paused. His hand stopped moving, but he didn't cover himself. He slowly swiveled the chair around.

His face was illuminated by the blue light of the screen. He smiled up at me.

His eyes were wide, glassy with lust. His face was flushed. And in his hand, resting on his slacks, was his semi-hard cock.

"Welcome home, darling," he said. “Come here, baby, let me take a look at you.”

I walked forward, my heels sinking into the plush carpet. I stopped right in front of him.

He reached out and grabbed the lapel of my jacket. He pulled it open.

He saw the black dress, ruined and stained. He saw the bruises blooming on my chest from Trey’s grip. He saw the dried, crusty smear of semen on my cheek.

He inhaled deeply, smelling the musk, the weed, the other men.

"My god," he whispered, a shiver running through him. "You’re so beautiful."

He looked reverent.

He turned back to the screen. On the video, Malik was pulling his big black cock out of my white ass, leaving me gaping and destroyed.

"You are such a good girl," Richard told me, stroking himself again. "You took that monster cock like a fucking champ."

He looked back at me, his eyes burning with a dark, twisted pride. "I’ve said it before," he said, his voice trembling. "And I’ll say it again. You're the best little slutwife a man could ever hope for."

That word hung in the air.

Slutwife.

Yes, slutwife, that was me. That was the game we played.

A rush of pride chased by a spike of adrenaline sliced right through my bone weariness. I let the leather jacket slide off my shoulders to fall to the floor like a shed skin.

"Did I make you happy, Richard?" I tried to purr, but it came out as a rasp after all the screaming and sucking I had done. "Did I do good for you?"

"Happy doesn't even begin to cover it," my husband breathed, his eyes glued to the mess I’d become. He swiveled his chair fully toward me, his hand still stroking his erection. "Come here. Let me smell you. I want to smell him on you."

I walked forward, my hips swaying with a loose, wanton rhythm that only a woman who has been thoroughly fucked can manage. I stopped right between his spread knees.

He leaned forward, burying his face in my stomach, inhaling deeply. He groaned, a shudder running through his body.

"God," he whispered into the stained black fabric of my dress. "Musk. Weed. Cheap cologne. And... is that cum?"

"Everywhere," I confirmed, running my fingers through his thinning hair. "Malik filled me, Richard. But get this, he wasn't the only one. He took me to his friends. In his old neighborhood."

Richard pulled back, his eyes wide and gleaming with feverish excitement. "Tell me," he demanded. "Tell me everything. I want the all details. I want to know exactly how they fucked my wife."

"There were three of them," I said, looking him dead in the eye, feeding his fantasy with the raw, dirty truth. "Malik, and two others. Trey and Marcus. They passed me around."

I reached down and hiked the hem of my dress up to my waist. The evidence was undeniable. My inner thighs were caked with drying fluids. My pussy was swollen, red, and gaping slightly, and a thick, white mixture of three different men’s loads was slowly oozing out of my ass, defying gravity.

"Look at that," Richard gasped, reaching out with a trembling finger to explore the mess. "They really went to town. I wish I’d been there to see."

He swiped a glob of the mixed cum from my thigh and brought it to his nose, inhaling sharply, then tasting it.

"Perfect," he murmured.

He gestured to the screen behind him. "I saw what Malik did here. In our bed. But tell me about the others. Did they stretch you out, too?"

"They made me airtight, Richard," I whispered, stepping around the desk so I could see the screen too. "One in my mouth, one in my pussy, and Malik... Malik took my ass again."

Richard let out a sharp hiss of breath. "All three holes? At once?"

"I was completely filled," I said, the memory making my knees weak all over again. "I was just holes, just meat. I was shaking, crying... and I loved every fucking second of it."

He pulled me onto his lap. I settled down carefully, my sticky, wet bare ass soaking into his expensive trousers. He didn't care. He loved it. He wrapped his arms around my waist, keeping me close, as we both turned to the massive 4K monitor.

On the screen, Malik was driving into me from behind, his face a mask of concentration, his back muscles rippling. On the screen, I was face down in the pillow, my ass raised high, taking that massive black cock inch by inch.

"Look at the size of him," Richard whispered in my ear, his hand moving to my clit. "He's twice the man I am. Look at how he stretches you."

"He really hurt me," I said, leaning back against Richard’s chest, watching my own degradation with a hypnotic fascination. "It felt like he was splitting me in half."

"And you took it," Richard praised, his finger slipping into my wet, slippery pussy. It was so loose, so lubricated with other men's cum, that he slid in without any resistance. "You took it for me. You took that big black cock deep inside your ass."

"I did," I moaned, starting to grind against his hand. "I wanted him to wreck me so you could watch it all."

"And I love watching it," Richard murmured, kissing my neck, tasting the sweat and grime on my skin. "You're a good girl. You’re my perfect, dirty little slut."

He reached for the remote and fast-forwarded. He found the money shot—the moment Malik pulled out of my ass on the screen, followed by the scene where he covered my face in cum.

"Pause," Richard commanded.

The image froze on my face—covered in white slime, eyes rolling back, tongue out.

"That's my wife," Richard whispered, his voice thick with pride. "That's Mrs. Sloane Davies. Covered in a twenty-one-year-old's spunk."

"Touch yourself for me, Sloane," he ordered, his breath hot on my ear. "Touch yourself while we watch him own you. I want to see you cum again. I want to see you push their loads out."

He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out his phone. He swiped to the camera, hit record, and pointed the lens at me. The little red light blinked, a calm, unblinking eye in the dim room.

"Tell me about them," he said. "You said there were others. Who were they? Tell the camera."

I looked into the lens, making eye contact with my husband through the digital screen. I ran my hands down my naked torso, framing my hips. We were making another home movie here.

"Trey," I said, my voice dropping to that husky, wanton purr. "And Marcus. Friends of his. From the projects."

"And what did they do to you, Sloane?"

"They passed me around, Richard," I said, my breath hitching as I remembered the feeling of being spit-roasted. "They used every hole. But in the end... in the end, they all wanted the same thing."

"Your ass?" Richard asked.

"All of them," I confessed. "Malik did me first. He stretched me wide again and pumped another huge load into me. I thought I was full."

I paused, shuddering at the memory.

"But then Trey wanted a turn. He didn't care that Malik was just in there. He shoved himself right into the mess. He churned it up. And he dumped his load right on top of Malik’s."

"Two loads?" Richard gasped.

"And then Marcus," I whispered. "He finished me off. He plugged me up and filled me until I thought I was going to burst. I'm walking around like a fucking septic tank."

Richard lowered the phone slightly, his eyes wide and glassy. "Show me, baby, please. I want to see everything."

I sank to the floor, lay back on the hardwood and spread my legs wide. My pussy was a mess, but my asshole was worse. I shifted my hips so that he could see. It was red and swollen, a gaping, angry rosebud that refused to close. It was twitching spasmodically, trying and failing to contain the fluid sloshing inside my gut.

"Oh my god," Richard moaned. "Look at that hole. It's destroyed."

"It really is," I moaned, looking up at him between my raised knees. "And it's so fucking full, it really hurts."

"Push it out," he said, his camera zooming in. "Empty yourself, Sloane."

I didn't need to be told twice. I bore down.

My sphincter gave up the ghost and a thick, viscous sludge oozed out of me. A mixture of white, pearly semen and my own filth.

"Fuck, yes!" Richard said, his free hand stroking his cock furiously. "Look at all that cum!"

And it kept coming. I pushed harder, milking my own bowels. It was a slow-moving river of cum and debris. The smell hit us both—a pungent, overwhelming scent of raw musk, bleach, latex, and bowel. It was the stench of a kennel. It was the stink of a whore.

I reached down with my right hand. I didn't wipe it away. I dipped my fingers into the puddle forming on the rug.

"It's so warm," I whispered, coating my hand in the slime.

I brought my hand up, between my legs. My pussy was swollen and empty, aching for attention. I smeared the cocktail of three men’s loads over my throbbing clit.

"That's it." Richard encouraged me, his breathing ragged. "Lube yourself up with it. Rub their filthy cum into your dirty cunt."

I started to masturbate. My pussy made squelching sounds. I rubbed my clit with a frantic, desperate rhythm, using the evidence to get myself off.

"I'm a fucking cum dump," I told my husband. "I'm just a hole for men like them to use. I took three loads deep in my ass and now I'm playing with it."

"You're a dirty, ruined slut," Richard agreed, standing up now. His cock was raging hard, purple and throbbing. He walked around the desk, phone still recording, until he was standing right over me.

"Look up, Sloane," he ordered.

I looked up, my hand still furiously working my clit, my ass still dripping onto the rug. I saw my husband towering over me, his cock aimed right at my face, at my chest, at my heaving tits.

"I'm close," I sobbed, the orgasm building like a tidal wave. "Richard, please, I need it!"

"Right now, I could care less what you fucking need.” He stroked himself three times, fast and hard, and then his load shot out in thick, white ropes. It landed right on my swollen, abused cunt. It coated my fingers and mixed with the mess I was already rubbing into myself.

His hot, fresh warm cum hitting my tenderized, exposed meat was the final straw.

I gasped and moaned. My body seized. My asshole clamped down, expelling one final gush of cum, while my pussy throbbed violently against my hand. I came so hard I saw stars, my vision going white, my entire world narrowing down to the feeling of being covered, inside and out, in the essence of men who owned me.

I collapsed, sobbing and laughing at one and the same time. I was a mess. I was disgusting. I was a fucking slut. And I was Richard’s wife.

I was his slutwife.

And as I lay there, feeling my husband’s cum dripping off my clit and my pussy to mix with the other three loads on the floor, I knew I didn’t want to be anyone else.

And I knew that this, all of it–the pain, the orgasms, the memories, home movies, even my gaping asshole—had been well worth the cost of Malik’s scholarship. After all, his big black cock was tax deductible.
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