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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



Prof

She was just looking. They turned her into the show.

Coming home early from another terrible date, Julia walks into a scene she can never unsee.

Her Teaching Assistant and occasional sitter Aubrey is bent over the back of the sofa for her big Black linebacker boyfriend Marcel

Julia's shock quickly turns to a dark arousal.

And when she's caught watching them, everything changes for her.

Prof (10,000 words) is the dark and intense story of a tenured professor's stunning descent into her deepest desires. See her TA take charge. See a bored and lonely, newly-divorced mom stretched beyond her limits in an exhausting threesome that leaves her utterly wrecked.

Expect a high-stakes interracial age-gap MFF threesome, the taboo thrill of a student/teacher power exchange, and the total corruption of a good white woman.
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Prof

The mirror in the master bath was unforgiving under the vanity lights. Julia leaned in, inspecting the crow’s feet that seemed to deepen every time she smiled, then leaned back to assess the damage.

She had spent forty-five minutes on her hair alone, blowing it out until it fell in sleek, chestnut waves that she hoped looked "effortless" but actually screamed high maintenance. Her dress was red—a shade daring enough to suggest she was fun but cut modestly enough to remind her date that she was a mother, a professional, a tenured professor, for God’s sake, a woman who required a certain level of courtship before she would drop her panties for him.

Underneath, however, she was ready to go.

She adjusted the strap of her La Perla bra, the black lace teasing skin that felt too sensitive tonight. She had shaved everything in the shower an hour ago—legs, underarms, and a landing strip that left her feeling exposed and hopeful. She had moisturized until she was slippery. She had even dabbed perfume behind her knees, a trick she’d read in Cosmo twenty years ago and never forgotten.

"You look fine," she whispered to her reflection. "You look... available."

She didn't feel fine. She felt like an impostor in her own body. At thirty-nine, newly divorced, and thrust back into a dating pool that seemed to consist entirely of man-children and bitter ex-husbands, Julia felt like she was wearing a costume.

"Mom! Is Aubrey here yet?"

Theo’s voice drifted through the house from the living room, shattering the moment.

"Not yet, bug. Give her five minutes," Julia called back, checking her watch. 6:58 PM.

She grabbed her clutch, took one last look at the woman in the mirror—the red lips, the flushed chest, the desperate hope in her eyes—and turned off the light.

In the family room, Theo was sprawled on the rug in front of the TV, surrounded by Legos. He was eight, oblivious to his mother’s existential dread, and currently obsessed with something called Minecraft.

The doorbell rang.

Theo scrambled to his feet. "I got it!"

He raced down the hallway and yanked the door open, and there was Aubrey, Julia’s Teaching Assistant, ready to sit for Theo again.

If Julia felt like a meticulously constructed oil painting, Aubrey was a Polaroid snap—instant, vivid, and effortlessly perfect.

She stood on the porch with a backpack slung over one shoulder, chewing gum with a rhythmic, careless pop. She was wearing grey sweatpants that hung dangerously low on her hips, the waistband rolled down to expose a sliver of tan, flat stomach, and a white ribbed tank top that clung to her small, perky tits without a bra. Her hair was pulled up in a messy bun, escaping in wisps around her neck, and she wore zero makeup. Not that she needed it. Her skin had that annoyingly perfect, dewy elasticity that no amount of retinol or hyaluronic acid could ever replicate. Her lips were naturally flushed, her lashes thick without mascara. She looked like she had just rolled out of bed, and yet she radiated a kind of raw, magnetic vitality that made Julia feel brittle by comparison.

Julia felt the weight of her own layers—the foundation, the contouring, the underwire digging into her ribs. Beside Aubrey, she felt like an over-decorated cake next to a ripe peach.

"Aubrey!" Theo shouted, launching himself at the young blonde’s legs. “We really missed you.”

Aubrey laughed, dropping her bag to ruffle his hair. "Hey, little man. You ready to crush some zombies? Or are we building tonight?"

"Building!" Theo declared, beaming up at her with a level of adoration that Julia hadn’t seen directed at herself in weeks.

Julia clutched her purse a little tighter than necessary. She forced a bright, maternal smile, trying to push down the sudden, irrational spike of envy. It wasn't just that Aubrey was young, just starting off on her life; it was that she was easy. Everything about her seemed light, unburdened. Meanwhile, Julia felt heavy with expectation, with the failure of her marriage, with the desperate hope that tonight’s date wouldn't end in a polite silence.

"Hi, Aubrey," Julia said, her voice sounding too loud in the entryway. "Thanks for filling in on such short notice. My neighbor’s girl let me down."

“No worries, Professor. I had no plans tonight. And I’m always happy to hang with my boy, Theo.” Aubrey looked up as she spoke, her eyes widening as they swept over Julia’s red dress. She let out a low whistle. "Damn, Professor. You look... hot."

The compliment hit Julia in the chest—half-flattering, half-mortifying. coming from a twenty-one-year-old in sweatpants.

"Just Julia," she said. “We’re off campus now.” She felt a flush creep up her neck. "And thank you. It’s... well, it’s just dinner."

"Right. Just dinner." Aubrey smirked, a little dimple popping in her cheek. It was a knowing look, one that suggested she knew exactly what kind of underwear Julia was wearing and exactly what she hoped would happen later. It made Julia feel obvious and cheap.

She cleared her throat, turning to the kitchen counter. "Okay, logistics. There’s a couple of twenties for pizza on the island. You can order from Tony’s, they know the house. Theo has already had a snack, but he can have two slices. And salad. Make sure he eats the salad."

"Pizza and salad. Got it," Aubrey said, wandering into the kitchen and hopping up to sit on the counter, swinging her legs. Her grey sweatpants dipped lower, revealing the waistband of plain white cotton panties. Utilitarian. And yet still sexy.

"And bedtime," Julia added, turning to Theo. "Nine o'clock. Sharp. No negotiating, no 'five more minutes,' no iPad in bed."

"Awww, Mom," Theo groaned.

"She means it, dude," Aubrey said, winking at him. "But if you're cool, maybe we can squeeze in a round of Mario Kart before brush-time."

Theo pumped his fist. "Yes!"

Julia sighed. She couldn't win. She grabbed her keys from the bowl. "I shouldn't be too late. Probably back by midnight."

"Take your time," Aubrey said, popping a bubble with her gum. "Seriously, Professor, I mean, Julia. Go and have your fun. Getting out occasionally has got to be good for you."

Julia paused at the door. She looked back at the tableau she was leaving behind—her son, happy and distracted; her TA, young and vibrant, perched on her granite countertop like she owned the place. "Call if you need anything," she said.

"We won't," Aubrey promised with a grin.

Julia stepped out into the cool evening air and closed the door behind her. As she walked to her car, the click of her heels echoed on the driveway, and she ran through a little checklist in her head. She had done everything right. She looked the part. She had the babysitter, the dress, the date.

All she needed now was a man who was worth her time.

**

The date was dead on arrival.

Julia knew it the moment David stood up to greet her. He was handsome enough—tall, neat hair, a suit that fit well—but his smile didn't reach his eyes. It was a polite and practiced thing, a little like the bread basket on the table: obligatory and slightly stale.

"Julia," he said, extending a hand that was dry and cool. "You look... nice."

Nice.

The word landed like a wet napkin. She had spent an hour curling her hair. She was wearing underwear that cost more than her meal would. She had shaved her legs until they were raw. And she looked "nice."

"Thank you, David," she said, her voice tight. "You too."

They sat. The restaurant was trendy, loud, and dimly lit—perfect for intimate conversation if you actually had anything to say. They didn't.

David ordered a Pinot Noir without asking her preference, then launched into a monologue about his divorce and his fantasy football draft. Julia nodded, sipped her wine, and tried to look interested. She watched his mouth move—thin lips, slightly chapped—and felt nothing at all. No flutter in her stomach. No sudden flush of heat. Just a dull, aching boredom that settled in her chest like indigestion.

"So," he said, finally pausing to cut his steak with surgical precision. "You mentioned you're divorced. How long has it been?"

"Six months final. Separated for a year before that," Julia said, twirling her fork in her risotto. "It was... mutual. Mostly."

"Right. My ex-wife was a nightmare," David said, stabbing a piece of meat. "Took the dog. Can you believe that? The dog. And she didn't even like him."

He spent the next twenty minutes listing his ex-wife's flaws. She was controlling. She spent too much money. She didn't understand a man’s need for "space." Julia listened, nodding at the appropriate intervals, feeling her pussy shrivel up and seal itself before it died a quiet lonely death beneath the table.

This was it, she thought. This was dating in her thirties. Almost her forties. This was all that she had left to look forward to.

Her mind drifted. She thought of Theo back home, safe in his bed. She thought of Aubrey, effortlessly cool in her sweatpants, probably eating leftover pizza and laughing at TikToks. Or just maybe, she was studying.

She thought of the high-pressure showerhead in her master bathroom.

God, I just want to go home.

The check came. David made a show of inspecting it, then sighed and pulled out his card.

Reading upside down, Julia saw he was a cheap tipper.

"Shall we?" he asked, when he had signed for the meal.

"Please," Julia said, standing up a little too quickly.

Outside, the night air was cool, but Julia felt flushed with irritation. David insisted on walking her to her car. It was only a hundred feet away and every step felt excruciating. They stopped at her sedan. The parking lot lights hummed overhead, casting long, unflattering shadows.

David turned to face her. He leaned in, invading her space with the scent of expensive cologne and disappointment.

"I had a really nice time, Julia," he said, his voice dropping to what he probably thought was a seductive register.

Julia forced a smile that felt like it might crack her face. "Me too, David. Thank you for dinner."

He moved in. Dating by the numbers.

Julia braced herself. She could have turned her cheek. She could have stepped back. But it was easier to just let it happen. To get it over with.

His lips met hers. They were dry. He pressed too hard, his tongue probing clumsily at the seam of her mouth like a blind man fumbling for a light switch. Julia stood frozen, her hands limp at her sides, counting the seconds.

One. Two. Three.

She pulled back, breathless not from passion but from claustrophobia.

"Well," she said, taking a step back toward her car door. "Goodnight."

"I'll call you," David said, oblivious.

"Sure," Julia lied.

She got into her car, slammed the door, and locked it immediately. She sat there for a moment in the silence, gripping the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white. She felt hollowed out. Unwanted. Unsexy.

She looked down at her lap. The red dress was hiked up slightly, revealing a flash of black lace thigh-highs.

What a waste.

She started the engine, already thinking about the hot bath she would run when she got home. She needed to wash this night off her skin. Needed to feel something real. Something other than this irritation. Her pussy probably would dry up from lack of use. But at least she had the detachable showerhead in her master bath. She had a date with the high-pressure setting and a glass of Pinot Grigio, maybe two. That was the only orgasm she was getting tonight.

She drove home in silence, the radio off, her mind already running through the fantasy she would use later in the tub—faceless, rough, and nothing like David at all. A hard man who took.

She pulled into her driveway at 10:25 PM. The house was dark, save for the porch light and a faint glow from the living room window.

Good, she thought. Aubrey's probably asleep on the couch.

She grabbed her purse, killed the engine, and stepped out into the night, kicking off her heels on the front porch before she even unlocked the door.

She just wanted this night to be over.

The house was eerily silent when she stepped inside.

She closed the front door softly, not bothering to lock it yet. Her heels dangled from her fingertips, cold against her sweaty palms. She leaned back against the wood for a moment, letting out a long, shuddering breath. The silence was heavy, almost suffocating, broken only by the hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen and the faint tick-tick-tick of the grandfather clock in the hallway.

She checked her watch. 10:28 PM.

Aubrey must be asleep. Or maybe she was upstairs, passed out in Theo's room after reading one too many bedtime stories to him.

Julia pushed off the door, her stockinged feet silent on the hardwood floor. She moved toward the stairs. She needed to check on Theo and send Aubrey home before she could disappear into her bedroom, strip off the red dress that now felt like a second skin of failure, and drown all her frustrations in hot water.

But as she passed the archway that led to the living room, something stopped her.

A sound.

Not the television. Not the house settling. A noise she didn’t recognize at all.

It was wet. Something like a heavy boot stomping in mud.

And then she heard a low groan of pain that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards beneath her feet.

Julia froze. Every hair on her arms stood up. She stood stock still in the shadowed hallway, hidden from view but close enough to see the flicker of the streetlamp filtering through the sheer curtains of the big window in the living room.

Is somebody hurt?

She took a step closer, peering around the doorframe. Her eyes adjusted to the dim blue light.

And then she saw them.

The beige sectional—the one she constantly worried about Theo spilling his juice on—was occupied. Fully and completely.

Aubrey was bent over the back of the sofa, facing mostly away from Julia. Her grey sweatpants were bunched around her ankles, revealing the pale curve of her ass and thighs. Her head was thrown back, mouth open in a silent, ecstatic scream, her hands gripping the fabric of the cushions so hard her knuckles were white.

Behind her was a monster.

He was a massive man. Broad black shoulders sculpted in shadow, dark skin glistening with sweat. Muscles rippled across his back as he moved, a landscape of raw power and intensity. He had one large hand tangled in Aubrey’s messy bun while the other gripped her hip with bruising force.

He was burying every inch of himself in her.

Julia’s breath caught in her throat. She couldn't look away. This had to be Marcel, Aubrey’s boyfriend, the football player, the one she’d mentioned casually over lunch one day. She had been tutoring him and now they were going out. But this wasn't casual. Not at all. This was absolute sexual violence. This was animal.

The monstrous linebacker was said to be a solid candidate for All-American and he fucked like it. He drove into petite Aubrey with a force and rhythm that was equal parts terrifying and mesmerizing. Every thrust home was a sledgehammer blow. His hips slammed against her ass with enough force to shake the sofa, maybe even the house.

And his cock... Jesus Christ.

Every time he pulled out, Julia saw it. Thick. Dark. Glistening.

It was just obscene. A big black weapon of pure, unadulterated pleasure power. And every time he slammed it back home, Aubrey’s entire body jerked forward, her head snapping back as she let out a strangled, choked cry that was lost in the cushions.

Julia should have said something. She should have stopped them. Or maybe she should have slunk off to her room.

Instead, her eyes widened, and a slow, hot flush crept up her neck and spread across her chest like wildfire. Her pulse roared in her ears, drowning out the tick-tick-tick of the clock, drowning out everything except the frantic, wet sound of flesh slapping flesh.

Her hand slid down the front of her dress. She hiked it up. It was instinct. It was starvation. She watched Marcel grind his hips, watched Aubrey’s little body shudder with the impact, and her own pussy flooded. She pushed her panties aside, her fingers finding her clit instantly. It was slick already. Her pussy was soaking.

She leaned against the doorframe, hidden in the dark, and started to rub.

Her touch was soon frantic, matching the rhythm of the fucking in front of her.

She imagined Marcel’s big black hands on her hips. She imagined his massive cock splitting her open, filling the gaping void that David’s weak sauce kiss had left untouched. She imagined him pulling her hair, forcing her head back, making her scream like that.

"Fuck," Marcel growled, like gravel grinding together. "Take it, baby. Take all of it."

"I can't—it's too big—you’re going too deep—" Aubrey wailed, but she pushed back against him, meeting every thrust with desperate need.

Marcel started to speed up. The sound of skin on skin became a rapid-fire applause of filth. Slap. Slap. Slap.

Soon enough, Aubrey shattered. Like it was ever in doubt. Her legs shook, her head threw back, and she gave a high, keening wail that echoed through the silent house. Julia gave thanks that Theo was a sound sleeper and that he had moved his bedroom into the attic after his father had gone. Marcel gave three more pile-driving thrusts, bottoming out so hard Aubrey choked, and then he froze, groaning as he stayed buried inside her.

It all was too much.

Julia let out a sharp, ragged gasp.

The sound cut through the room like a gunshot.

Marcel’s head snapped up. He didn't pull out. He didn't cover himself. He just turned, his eyes locking onto the figure in the hallway.

"We've got company," he said. His voice was deep, amused, vibrating with adrenaline.

Aubrey lifted her head, hair stuck to her face with sweat. She blinked, dazed, and saw Julia standing there. "Professor! Oh my god, I thought you wouldn’t—"

Her voice died.

Because Julia hadn’t moved. Her red dress was still bunched up at her waist. Her legs were spread wide, revealing the damp patches on her thighs. And her hand was buried deep in her black lace panties, fingers still working her clit.

The silence stretched.

Marcel’s eyes dropped to Julia’s hand, then back to her face. A slow smile spread across his face, revealing gleaming white teeth in the dim light.

"Would you like to join the party?" he asked.

Julia’s mouth went dry. Her heart was trying to beat out of her chest. She looked at Aubrey, expecting shame, expecting an apology.

Instead, Aubrey wiped a strand of hair from her face and stared at Julia’s hand in her panties. "Oh, yes, please," Aubrey whispered, her hips still twitching around the cock that was still buried inside her. "He’s just so fucking big. Help me, Julia, please. You have to."

This time, her TA hadn’t called her ‘Professor’.

The invitation hung in the air, thick with promise and danger. Julia knew that one step forward would change everything. One step forward, and she would no longer be a tenured professor, respected by her TA. She would be something else.

She would be something... free.

Julia’s legs moved before her mind did. Without a word, she took a step into the room and pulled the door shut behind her.

One step. Then another.

Everything felt different to her now. The expensive carpet felt like flowers beneath her feet. She drew in a deep breath and tasted a scent she barely recognized: the copper tang of adrenaline, the sour-sweet musk of sweat, and the unmistakable, earthy rot of sex.

Marcel watched her approach. He didn't smile. He didn't speak. He just slowly, deliberately, pulled his hips away from Aubrey’s ass, withdrawing from her.

She let out a soft, bereft whimper as he left her, her body slumping forward onto the cushions for a second before she scrambled to turn around.

Julia stopped three feet away. Her eyes were glued to Marcel’s groin.

Freed from Aubrey’s body, his cock bobbed heavily, thick and dark and glistening with fluids. It was terrifying. It was magnificent. A swollen purple head, flared and weeping, sat atop a shaft that looked like it really could split a woman in half. It was coated in Aubrey’s juices, shining in the dim light like a glazed weapon.

Aubrey didn't bother to pull up her sweatpants. She crawled off the sofa, moving on hands and knees across the rug until she found her place. She stopped at Marcel’s feet and looked up at Julia, her eyes blown wide, pupils swallowing the iris.

"Come on," Aubrey whispered, her voice raspy. "Don't be shy, Julia, please."

Julia looked down at the girl. This was the college student she trusted with her son. The girl who took attendance for her class, who graded assignments for her. And now, Aubrey was down on her knees, face flushed, lips swollen, eyeing Julia with a filthy, conspiratorial hunger.

Julia’s knees gave out.

She sank down onto the rug, the red dress pooling around her like spilled wine. The expensive fabric bunched under her knees, ruining the line, but she didn't care. The sound of her own heartbeat was a frantic drum in her ears, drowning out the tick-tick-tick of the grandfather clock.

Up close, Marcel was even more overwhelming.

He loomed over them. His chest heaved slightly, sweat slicking his dark skin like oil, smelling of musk and iron and something other that made Julia’s nostrils flare. And right there, eye level, was the reason she was on her knees.

His massively intimidating cock.

It was thick, veiny, and terrifyingly real. Freed from Aubrey’s body, it bobbed slightly with each beat of his heart, a heavy, swollen head glistening with fluids. A single drop of pre-cum gathered at the slit, pearlescent and potent.

Julia stared at it, her mouth going dry. She had never been this close to something so blatantly dangerous, so unapologetically large. This would be a challenge. A real test.

Aubrey didn't wait.

With a soft giggle, she leaned forward. Her tongue darted out, flat and wet, dragging along the underside of the shaft. Marcel hissed through his teeth. His hips twitched involuntarily.

"Mmm," Aubrey hummed, looking up at Julia through her lashes. "Tastes like... my pussy."

The words hit Julia hard. The taste of Aubrey’s pussy on that big, black cock? Was that even something she could do? Yes, she thought, she could. And in that instant, she felt a jolt of pure hunger. She didn't want to just watch Aubrey sucking her boyfriend’s cock. She wanted to suck it too. She wanted to know how it felt to have a monster like that in her mouth, stretching her, filling her up. And she wanted to taste Aubrey’s cunt.

She leaned forward, mirroring her TA’s position. Her red lips parted slightly, trembling.

Marcel watched her, his dark eyes hooded and heavy. He reached out, his large hand settling on the back of Julia’s head. His fingers tangled in her carefully styled waves, gripping her scalp with a firmness that sent a shiver straight to her clit.

"Open," he said.

Julia obeyed.

She opened her mouth, tongue resting on her lower lip, and Marcel guided himself forward. The head pressed against her lips—hot, smooth, and incredibly hard. She tasted salt. She tasted musk. She tasted Aubrey.

It was sweet and sour, and intoxicating.

She took Marcel in. Slowly. Carefully. Her lips stretched wide to accommodate his girth until she thought they might tear. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. He filled her mouth completely, the head of it hitting the back of her throat with a gentle thud that made her eyes water. She gagged slightly, a reflex she couldn't control, but Marcel didn't pull back. Instead, he held her there, letting her adjust to the size of him.

"Yeah," he grunted. "Just like that. Good girl."

Good girl.

The praise broke something inside her. The respectable neighbor, the divorcee, even Theo’s mother—all those roles dissolved under the weight of his hand on her head and the heat of his cock in her mouth. She wasn't any of those things right now. She was just a woman down on her knees for her TA’s boyfriend in her own living room.

Beside her, Aubrey made a soft, needy sound. "Share, please, Julia," she whispered, leaning in to lick the side of the shaft while Julia bobbed her head.

Julia pulled back and away, and Aubrey swooped in, taking the head into her mouth with practiced ease, swirling her tongue around the ridge.

They fell into a rhythm.

One sucked while the other licked. One took the shaft while the other cupped the heavy, hair-covered balls. Their faces were inches apart, breath mingling, eyes locking over the throbbing purple flesh between them. Julia saw her own reflection in Aubrey’s dilated pupils—wild, flushed, desperate.

Marcel’s hips started to move, a slow, relentless grind that forced them to work harder. His hands were in both their hair now, guiding them, pushing them deeper.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. "Jesus fucking Christ, I’m gonna blow soon. You two sluts wanna share?"

Julia whimpered around him, the degradation fueling the fire in her belly. Yes. That’s exactly what she was right now. A slut. A dirty slut. And she would do anything—anything—to keep this feeling alive.

"Time," Marcel warned suddenly, his grip tightening painfully in Julia’s hair. "Open wide."

He didn't wait for permission. He pulled back, sliding out of Aubrey’s mouth with a squelch, and positioned himself.

Julia and Aubrey pressed their faces together, tongues out, waiting like baby birds.

Marcel started to stroke himself, fast and hard.

The first rope of cum hit Julia’s cheek, hot and thick. She was shocked by both the volume and the force of it. She gasped, tasting the salty tang as it ran down her chin. The second shot painted Aubrey’s eye, making her blink rapidly. The third, fourth, and fifth landed right across their mouths, sticky, warm offerings that they couldn’t waste.

They kissed—messy, open-mouthed, tasting Marcel’s cum on each other’s tongues—before turning back to lick the rest of it off his throbbing shaft like obedient pets.

Marcel stood there, panting, his cock still twitching as it softened slightly, covered in their spit and his seed. He looked down at them with a mixture of satisfaction and ownership.

Julia swallowed, her throat burning, her face sticky. She looked up at him, her mascara smudged, her lips swollen, her hair a total mess, strands stuck to her cheeks with sweat and spit.

She felt... shattered. But in a good way. Like a vase that had been broken and put back together with gold, the cracks making it something new, something valuable. She was kintsugi.

"We should get cleaned up," Aubrey whispered to her. The TA sounded husky. She stood easily, smears of cum drying on her cheek and sealing one eye. She reached down to Julia, offering a hand.

Julia took the hand. It felt warm, solid. Aubrey pulled her up effortlessly, and for a moment, Julia swayed, her legs trembling under the weight of what had just happened.

"Come on," Aubrey said, leading her toward the kitchen. "Let’s use your powder room."

Julia followed, docile, her red dress swishing around her legs like a forgotten costume. She felt raw, exposed, with every nerve ending firing.

The powder room was small, tiled in white subway brick, with a harsh fluorescent light that buzzed softly overhead. Aubrey closed the door behind them, locking them in with the scent of their shared secret sin.

Julia leaned against the sink, gripping the cold porcelain for balance. She looked at herself in the mirror.

Her lipstick was smeared across her chin. Her mascara had run, leaving dark smudges under her eyes. Her hair was wild, tangled. And there was a streak of cum drying on her neck, a translucent white against her flushed skin.

"I’ll help you," Aubrey murmured, moving behind her.

Julia watched in the mirror as Aubrey reached out, grabbing a warm washcloth from the stack on the shelf. She ran it under the tap, wringing it out with efficient, practiced movements.

Then, she started to clean Julia’s face.

It was tender. Intimate. Aubrey wiped away the smudged makeup, the dried spit, the cum, all the evidence of their degradation. The TA’s touch was firm. Like she was taking charge.

"You're so sexy, Julia," Aubrey whispered. Her eyes met Julia’s in the glass, dark and unreadable. "I thought that when you went out tonight. And then I saw the way you looked at me and Marcel. I saw how wet you got just watching him fuck me."

Julia couldn't speak. She could only nod, a mute confession.

Aubrey leaned in closer, her breath warm against Julia’s ear. She ran the damp cloth down Julia’s neck, over the curve of her shoulder, and then lower. Her hand slipped under the strap of the red dress, fingers grazing the sensitive skin of Julia’s breast.

"You liked tasting him, didn't you?" Aubrey asked, her voice dropping to a velvety purr. "You liked having that big black cock in your mouth."

"Yes," Julia whispered, the word escaping like a gasp.

Aubrey smiled. It was a slow, dangerous smile that didn't reach her eyes. She tweaked Julia’s nipple through the lace of her bra, sending a jolt of electricity straight to Julia’s cunt.

"You looked so hot with him, Julia. Like a good little slut."

That word, that condemnation landed like a caress. Julia whimpered, pressing back against Aubrey’s lithe young body, seeking more contact, more validation.

"But you know what would look even hotter?" Aubrey murmured, her other hand sliding down Julia’s stomach, over the silk of her dress, to press against the mound of her pussy.

Julia’s breath hitched. She was already soaked again.

"I want to see him inside you," Aubrey said. "I want to watch him stretch you out right here on the vanity. I want to see you take every inch of that monster cock."

Julia’s eyes fluttered closed. The image burned in her mind—Marcel, massive and relentless, splitting her open while Aubrey watched, directed, approved. It was terrifying. It was exactly what she needed.

"Aubrey, I..." Julia started, her voice trembling.

"Shh." Aubrey pressed a finger to Julia’s lips, silencing her protest. "Don't say no. You want it. I can feel how wet you are."

Aubrey pulled back slightly, her gaze locking onto Julia’s in the mirror one last time.

"I'm going to get him for you," Aubrey said, her voice firm with command. "You just stay here. Touch yourself. Get nice and ready for him."

Aubrey winked—a dark, knowing wink that sealed Julia’s fate—and turned to leave.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Julia was alone again. But the silence was different now. Filled with anticipation. With the promise of pleasure and pain. With the knowledge that in only a few moments, the monster would come for her, and she would open wide and welcome him.

She reached down, her hand shaking as she slid it under her dress, finding the slick wet heat between her legs. She started to rub herself, watching in the mirror, waiting for the door to open again. Waiting for him to come.

And then it happened. The powder room door opened.

Julia spun around, her hand still between her legs, fingers buried in her soaking pussy. She didn't pull them away. She couldn't. She was trapped. She watched the door swing wide to reveal them both.

Marcel and Aubrey took up all the air in the small room.

Beneath the ruthless fluorescent lights of the powder room, Marcel looked even bigger, darker, more imposing. His chest was heaving, sweat gleaming on his pectorals like oil. And down below... God. He was fully hard again. The semi-softness from the living room was gone, replaced by a rigid, throbbing erection that stood out from his body like a night stick.

Aubrey slid in under his arm, looking like a chaotic little imp next to a titan. She took one look at Julia—at her hiked-up dress, her spread legs, her fingers working her clit—and she smiled.

"See?" She purred, looking up at Marcel. "I told you she was waiting for you. Look at her, man. She’s dripping wet for you."

Marcel grunted, a low sound of approval that vibrated in Julia’s chest. He stepped forward, closing the distance between them in a single stride. The room suddenly felt impossibly small. The smell of him—musk, sex, power—overwhelmed her expensive perfume.

"Turn around for me," Aubrey said. Her voice was soft, but it carried an authority that Julia found impossible to resist. In this small, brightly lit room, the Teaching Assistant had become the boss.

Julia turned. She placed her hands on the cold marble countertop and leaned forward, staring into the expansive vanity mirror that stretched across the wall.

The reflection that stared back was devastating. Julia saw a woman she barely recognized, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and ravenous hunger.

Marcel moved in behind her. Julia watched his reflection as he approached, a dark mountain of muscle eclipsing the tidy, sterile white of the powder room. He didn't touch her. Not yet. He stood there, his massive, glistening cock pressing against the small of her back through the thin silk of her dress.

Aubrey sidled up next to Julia, her narrow hips brushing Julia’s ass. She leaned forward, her face appearing beside Julia’s in the mirror. She smiled, a slow, conspiratorial curl of her lips.

"You are so fucking pretty," she said and she reached for the back of Julia’s dress. Her fingers deftly unzipped her. The red fabric parted and Aubrey’s hands, cool and small, slipped inside, reaching around to cup Julia’s breasts, still bound in the expensive La Perla lace. She weighed them, her thumbs dragging slow, deliberate circles over the nipples through the fabric.

"So full," Aubrey murmured. " So perfect."

Julia moaned. She was trapped—by the cold vanity in front of her, by Marcel’s heat behind her, and by her TA’s hands. Maybe her force of will.

"Panties off," Marcel said from behind. A low rumble that pulsed through Julia’s spine.

With trembling fingers, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down. The lace caught on her thighs, sticky with her juices, and she kicked them away, a tiny scrap of black on the white tile floor.

Aubrey’s hands left her breasts. Julia felt a pang of loss, but then those same hands slid down her stomach, across her hips, and slipped between her legs.

"Fuck, Julia, you really are soaking wet," she said as her fingers glided between Julia’s pussy lips, parting and opening her. "I guess you’re ready for him. Ready as you can be."

Marcel’s hands clamped onto Julia’s hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh of her ass. He pulled her back, grinding the head of his cock against her tight little hole. It felt impossibly thick.

"Eyes on mine," he told her and he began to push.

Julia stared obediently into the mirror, her eyes locked on his. She felt the slow, brutal invasion as the thick, purple head of his cock breached her last defense, stretching her out relentlessly and filling her.

This is happening, a voice screamed in her head. In my house. On my vanity. My TA, my son’s babysitter is holding my cunt open so her boyfriend can do it to me.

The shame was a tidal wave, but the pleasure was an earthquake rolling beneath it, shaking her foundations, threatening to ruin her.

"Oh God," she gasped, her knuckles white on the edge of the sink as he sank an inch deeper. It was a feeling of fullness that bordered on pain, a delicious, tearing ache that radiated from her base of her spine.

"That's it, Julia," Aubrey cooed, her finger finding Julia's clit. She began to rub, a slow, steady pressure that mirrored the rhythm of Marcel’s invasion. "You can take it. You can take all of it."

Julia wasn’t sure.

She could feel every vein, every ridge of him, as he sank deeper and deeper into her. She was being reshaped from the inside out. It was far too fucking much. And it wasn't enough.

Marcel finally bottomed out.

Julia groaned. It hurt and she loved it.

Then, Marcel and Aubrey went to work on her, moving in concert.

Marcel set the rhythm—a slow, deep, punishing pump that rocked Julia’s entire body with each thrust.

And with every thrust, Aubrey’s finger circled Julia's clit, beginning to build a friction she knew would drive her insane.

"Look at your face, Julia," Aubrey said. "You fucking love this.”

Julia looked into the mirror again, where she saw her face, barely recognizable, contorted in a mask of agonized ecstasy. She felt Aubrey’s hand between her legs, fingers slick with her juices. She felt Marcel’s cock sliding in and out of her.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I do. I fucking love this.”

Those few words broke her.

"Oh, fuck. Please," she sobbed, and Aubrey’s finger began to circle faster, harder, more demanding, pushing Julia.

And then Marcel slapped Julia’s ass, bringing down his big hand as if he wanted to hurt her, to mark her soft white flesh.

Her back arched, her head banged against the mirror, and she screamed—an actual scream, a raw, shattered sound. And that was all she wrote.

Her cunt clamped down on Marcel’s shaft, milking him in violent, ecstatic contractions. White light exploded behind her eyes and her body went rigid, arching off the vanity as her orgasm ripped through her, a vicious, tearing pleasure that felt more like a seizure to her than anything else, than any orgasm she’d ever had before. She screamed again, a raw, ragged sound that echoed off the tiles as her pussy walls spasmed around Marcel’s massive cock in frantic, desperate waves.

She thought that was it. The peak. The end of it.

She couldn’t have been more wrong.

Her orgasm subsided. It left her boneless and trembling, slumped over the vanity with her forehead pressed against the cool, unforgiving glass of the mirror. Her breath came in jagged, weeping gasps. She expected Marcel to pull out of her. Marcel didn't move.

He stayed buried deep inside her, his cock still rock-hard, a hot, thick plug pinning her to the cold marble vanity. And he held her there, letting her aftershocks ripple around him, waiting with a patience that was at least as frightening as his aggression had been. She could feel his pulse, a faint, alien beat deep inside her own exhausted body.

And then, just as the last tremor faded from Julia’s body, just as she felt a flicker of hope that maybe he was done, Marcel started to move again. A slow, deep, grinding rotation of his hips. Her nerves, already raw and over-sensitized, howled in protest. The slick walls of her cunt, which had just pulsed with overwhelming ecstasy, now felt traumatized by his slightest movement. It was like a friction burn from the inside out.

"I can't," Julia whimpered, her voice cracking. Tears of exhaustion and despair spilled down her cheeks, tracing paths through the smeared makeup. "Please, I can't take anymore."

"You can and you will," Aubrey told her simply, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re going to get properly fucked.”

Julia couldn’t summon a reply. She was lost for words.

Aubrey’s fingers, still wet with Julia’s own fluids, slipped back between her legs. Julia flinched as her TA unerringly found her clit—a swollen, hypersensitive nub that screamed at the slightest touch.

"No, please," Julia begged, trying to squirm away, but Marcel's hands clamped down on her hips, anchoring her in place.

Aubrey ignored her pleas. She began to rub again. That same slow, deliberate circle sending agonizing sparks through Julia's system. At the same time, Marcel’s rhythm changed. The lazy grinding sharpened into a focused, punishing piston. In and out. In and out. He was no longer exploring; he was excavating. He was digging her out.

"You should watch," Aubrey said, her voice hardening. She grabbed Julia’s chin with her free hand, forcing her to lift her head and look into the mirror. "Watch it, Julia. Watch what he’s doing to you."

Julia’s tear-filled eyes focused on the reflection. She saw her own face, a mask of agony, as Aubrey’s small, pale hand worked expertly deep between her legs and Marcel’s powerful hips slammed into her ass, his dark cock plunging deep into her swollen, gaping flesh.

"You wanted this, remember?" Aubrey said. "We saw you touching yourself in the hallway."

The combination was becoming unbearable. The deep, scraping thrusts from behind and the sharp, targeted torment from beneath. Her body had no choice. It began to respond against Julia’s will. A low moan built in her throat. Her hips, which had been trying to pull away, began to rock back into Marcel’s rhythm, chasing the pain, chasing the release that was her only escape.

"That's it," Aubrey purred, seeing the shift. "Give it to us, Julia. Come on, come again."

And Julia did. Her second orgasm ripped through her, violent and convulsive. Her scream rattled in her throat, a sound of pure agony, as her body thrashed and her muscles clamped down again on Marcel’s cock in a series of brutal, punishing spasms that felt like her pussy was trying to tear her apart.

It went on and on, a climax that refused to end, each pulse another wave of exquisite torture.

When it was finally over, Julia was nothing. Only a hollowed-out shell. She collapsed forward, her body a dead weight, her mind an echoing void.

Marcel stayed inside her for a few more seconds, letting the last of her violent tremors subside, and then, he pulled out.

Julia felt the cold, empty space he left behind and broke into sobs.

It was over.

But as she hung there, limp and overwhelmed, she heard Aubrey’s voice, no longer a whisper, but a bright, cheerful command. “Let’s take Julia to the kitchen next. You can fuck her on the island, something she’ll never forget.”

Julia almost collapsed, her legs giving way, but before she could fall, Marcel’s hands were on her. He grabbed her under the arms, hoisted her off the counter, and threw her over his shoulder like a sack of grain. Her head hung down, the blood rushing to her brain, the world spinning in a dizzying kaleidoscope of white tile and red dress.

He carried her into the kitchen. The familiar gleam of stainless steel, the scent of last night's rosemary chicken still hanging faintly in the air—it was the place where she felt happiest. With a grunt, he swung her around and laid her down on her back on the kitchen island.

The granite was shockingly cold against her raw, bare ass. It was a jolt that cleared her head just enough to register the horror of her position. She was splayed out like a sacrifice on a pagan altar, legs dangling off the edge, the bright recessed lighting of the kitchen exposing every flushed and trembling inch of her.

"Legs up," Aubrey said, still bright and cheerful, and before Julia could react, Aubrey was there, grabbing her ankles. She hoisted Julia’s legs up, pushing her knees back toward her chest, then handing them off to Marcel, who hooked them over his broad shoulders. The position was obscene. It stretched her open completely, leaving her cunt exposed, swollen, and vulnerable under the clinical glare of the lights.

"She’s sore," Aubrey said, peering between Julia’s thighs with the detached interest of a mechanic. "Swollen, gaping, and red. You’re really wrecking her."

Marcel grinned. “Yeah, I fucking am.”

Aubrey turned to the counter beside the stove. She picked up the bottle of extra-virgin olive oil Julia used for salads. With a small, theatrical flourish, she unscrewed the cap.

"No," Julia whispered, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over her. "Please, don't."

"Hush," Aubrey said, drizzling a generous amount of the cold, fragrant oil onto her fingers. "We have to take care of you, Prof."

She brought her oily hand back to Julia’s pussy. The cold oil was a shock, making Julia gasp and try to flinch away, but her legs were locked in place. Aubrey worked the oil in with a slow, deliberate motion, coating her swollen pussy lips, slicking the entrance to her cunt until it glistened.

"There," Aubrey said with satisfaction. "All ready for you, Marcel."

He lined himself up. Julia squeezed her eyes shut, bracing for the inevitable. The entry was agonizing. The oil helped, but she could still feel the friction, the thick, ridged head of him forcing its way back into a place that was screaming for peace.

He didn't go deep. This time, his rhythm was different. It was a shallow, relentless, piston-like ramming. He targeted the front wall of her cunt, hitting the same spot over and over and over again. A targeted torment. A repetitive battery against a single hyper-sensitive cluster of nerves.

Julia tried to escape in her mind. She thought about her grocery list. Milk, bread, Theo needs new socks. She thought about the presentation she had due at work on Tuesday. Finalize the Q3 projections. Anything to disconnect from the brutal, mechanical reality of her body being used as someone’s fucktoy on her own kitchen island.

But Aubrey wouldn't allow it.

She moved to Julia’s head, leaning over her. Her hands went to Julia's breasts, still half-exposed by the ruined red dress. She smiled and pinched Julia’s nipples, hard, twisting them between her thumb and forefinger.

"Look at me, Julia," Aubrey demanded.

Julia’s eyes flew open. Aubrey was staring down at her, a wicked glint in her eyes. "You don't get to check out, you sexy little slut. You're going to feel every fucking second of this."

With every shallow, punishing thrust from Marcel, Aubrey twisted Julia’s nipples. The twin points of pain—the sharp, stinging agony in her breasts and the dull, bruising ache deep inside her cunt—gradually converged. Her mind, which had been trying so hard to flee, was dragged back into her body with a vengeance.

She began to feel it, then. A low, unwanted hum starting deep down in her cunt. A twitch in her thigh. Her breath started to catch in her throat, betraying her.

Her body was responding again. Thanks to Aubrey, it was a well-oiled machine, and she and Marcel were pushing all the right buttons.

"Oh God, no," Julia whimpered, shaking her head. "I can't. I really can't."

"You can," Aubrey said. "You're already close. I can feel it." She released one nipple only to slap Julia’s cheek, a sharp sting that brought tears to her eyes. "Fucking come, Julia. Come for us again."

The slap, the pain, the relentless, shallow pounding—it was the perfect, cruel combination. Her body betrayed Julia completely. The hum swelled into a roar.

Julia tried to fight it. She tried to cling to every last shred of dignity that screamed this is my kitchen, this is fucking wrong, but her nerves were shrieking louder, drowning out everything else.

Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, hot and humiliating. She looked up at the ceiling—at the tasteful pendant lights she’d picked out last year—and felt her soul cracking apart. She was being broken into pieces, cell by fucking cell, and she couldn’t stop it happening again.

That roar became an electrical storm. A burst of agonizing, unwanted sensation that centered on her G-spot and her throbbing clit. Her back arched off the cold granite island, a silent scream locked in her throat as her vision whited out again and her hips bucked uncontrollably, slamming back against the granite with a bone-jarring thud, trying to escape the sensation and simultaneously chasing it. Over and over again.

I’m dying, she thought, panic flaring in her chest as she struggled to breathe. They’re fucking killing me.

But she wasn't dying. She was caught in a rising spiral of spasms that wouldn't end. One wave crashed over her, and before she could even catch her breath, the next one hit harder. Her body wasn't hers anymore. It was theirs. It was a raw nerve ending being flayed alive. She felt every inch of Marcel’s cock inside her cunt as her walls clamped down on him repeatedly, milking him in violent, terrified tremors. And she felt the cruelty of Aubrey’s fingertip, refusing to let her come down, forcing her higher and higher until her brain simply went blank. They were erasing her, Julia thought, erasing the woman she used to be.

The moment her last convulsion ebbed away, Marcel pulled out of her and Julia collapsed back onto the island, a slick, trembling mess of sweat, olive oil, and her own fluids. The granite was cold and sticky beneath her. She felt dizzy, nauseous, completely disoriented as her mind struggled to return.

She just lay there, panting, her mind a staticky blank. She didn't have as much as a single thought left in her head.

Then, through the ringing in her ears, she heard Aubrey’s voice.

"You should fuck her on the sofa next," she said. "I’d like to see her riding you."

“Yeah,” Marcel said. “Let’s make memories all over her house.” He slapped Julia’s thigh. “Come on, follow us.”

Julia’s mind tried to process the command, but her body refused to cooperate. Her limbs were leaden, her muscles trembling with exhaustion. She tried to push herself up, but her arms gave way, and she collapsed back onto the sticky, cold granite. She let out a low, pathetic sob. She couldn't move. She was finished.

Marcel loomed over her again, a dark shadow blocking out the kitchen lights.

"If you can't walk," he said, his voice a low, dangerous rumble, "you damn sure better crawl."

The threat was implicit but absolute.

With a surge of adrenaline born from pure terror, Julia managed to slide herself off the edge of the island. Her feet hit the floor, but her legs folded instantly. She fell to her hands and knees on the cold kitchen tile.

And then, after a moment, Julia crawled.

Her knees, already bruised, screamed with every inch Julia covered. She left a faint, glistening trail of sweat, oil, and her pussy juices behind her, a snail trail of desecration. She crawled out of the kitchen, her head bowed, her ruined red dress bunched around her waist, her ass bare and trembling.

She crawled across the dining room, the legs of the chairs a forest she had to navigate. Finally, she reached the edge of the living room carpet. The rough fibers scraped against her raw knees and palms, a new and different kind of pain.

They were waiting for her at the beige sectional. The stage where this nightmare had begun.

Marcel was sitting down, leaning back against the cushions, his legs spread wide in a posture of absolute ownership. His cock, still semi-hard, rested against his thigh. Aubrey stood beside him, arms crossed, tapping her foot impatiently like a disappointed coach.

Julia stopped at their feet, panting, her body shaking uncontrollably.

"Good girl," Aubrey said, without a trace of warmth. "Now, come one, get up here. You're going to ride him."

Julia didn't have the strength. She looked up, pleading.

Aubrey sighed, an exaggerated sound of annoyance. She grabbed Julia by the hair, yanking her forward. "Come on, get up here, I said."

Julia was somehow hoisted onto Marcel’s lap and positioned to face Aubrey, her back to Marcel’s chest. Her legs were weak and shaky on either side of his thick, powerful thighs.

"Now take him," Aubrey ordered.

Marcel's hand guided his cock to her entrance. Julia felt the thick, blunt head pressing against her, and a wave of nausea rolled through her. She was so sore, so stretched. She couldn't possibly take him again.

She didn't have a choice. Her TA was in charge.

Aubrey put her hands on Julia’s hips and, with a firm, downward shove, impaled her on Marcel’s cock.

Julia screamed, a choked, gurgling sound as he filled her completely, stretching her in a new and agonizing way.

"Ride him," Aubrey said. "And make it look good."

Julia tried. She tried to push herself up, to create a rhythm, but her thigh muscles were screaming, on the verge of cramping. She faltered, slumping down on Marcel with a sob.

Aubrey’s hands clamped down on her hips like vices. "I said, ride him."

Aubrey became the engine. She forced the rhythm, pulling Julia up and slamming her back down onto Marcel’s cock. Up and down. Up and down. Julia was a puppet, a marionette of flesh being jerked and pounded by her Teaching Assistant’s boyfriend.

She was forced to watch Aubrey’s face as it happened. Aubrey’s expression was a mixture of boredom and intense focus. She watched Julia’s body, her face, her reactions, like a scientist observing an experiment.

"He’s going really deep, isn’t he, Julia?" Aubrey said, her thumb digging into Julia’s hip bone. "You’ve never been fucked like this before, have you, Prof?"

All Julia could do was shake her head. The words, the pain, the relentless, forced motion—it was all a blur. Her mind retreated again, leaving only the screaming nerves of her body behind. But her body, betrayed and broken as it was, began to respond again. The friction, the depth, the sheer overwhelming size of him began to build a terrible, unwanted pressure somewhere deep inside her.

It started as a low whimper in her throat. Her hips, which had been fighting Aubrey’s control, began to move on their own, a spastic, desperate rhythm.

"There it is," Aubrey said, a flicker of satisfaction in her eyes. She leaned in, her other hand snaking up to pinch Julia’s nipple, twisting it cruelly.

That pinch sent Julia over the edge. She didn’t have the strength to scream this time. All she could do was sob. Her entire body shook, a shuddering, violent tear-soaked breakdown that rocked the whole couch. She came and cried at the same time, tears and cunt juices flooding out of her as her muscles gave out completely on her.

She collapsed forward, falling off his lap, landing in a boneless heap on the carpet at their feet. She lay there, face down, weeping into the fibers of the rug, a ruined, sticky mess of a woman.

She was done. She had nothing left. She couldn’t come again. Couldn't move another fucking inch.

But then through the fog of her utter collapse, she felt hands on her again. Big, strong, powerful hands.

Marcel scooped Julia’s limp body into his arms. He lifted her bridal style, and her head lolled against his chest as he began to walk, her cheek pressed into the sweat-soaked cotton of his t-shirt. She smelled the musk of her own sex clinging to him, and the faint, floral scent of Aubrey’s perfume that seemed to have permeated everything in the house. Her legs dangled uselessly, the muscles twitching with exhaustion. She was a doll with its strings cut.

She was too broken to care where he was taking her. She only registered the soft, rhythmic thud of his footsteps as he carried her down the hallway that led to the master suite, her own bedroom, her sanctuary.

Aubrey opened the door. The master suite was bathed in the soft, lavender glow of Julia’s salt lamp, the pristine white duvet on her king-sized bed looking like a cloud. It was a space of peace, of solitude.

Marcel threw her down onto the bed.

Julia landed with a soft whump in the center of the mattress, limbs sprawled in an ungraceful tangle. The duvet bunched beneath her, cool and smooth against her feverish skin. She tried to curl into a ball, to hide, to protect herself, but her body wouldn't obey. She was paralyzed by an exhaustion so intense it might as well have been death.

"Get up," Marcel said.

He didn't wait for Julia to obey. He grabbed her hips, flipping her over onto her hands and knees. Her face pressed into the pillow—her pillow, the one she cried into on lonely nights—and she smelled her own shampoo.

He entered her one last time. A deep, heavy thrust that seemed to reach all the way to her throat. He filled her completely, stretching her beyond what she thought possible. Her body, conditioned now to his rhythm, shuddered around him, but there was no pleasure left, not for her. Only a dull, throbbing ache of overuse.

And then, the mattress dipped.

Aubrey crawled onto the bed. She moved like a spider, limbs long and graceful in the dim light. She crawled over the rumpled duvet, positioning herself in front of Julia. She lay on her back, looking up into Julia’s tear-streaked face.

"Almost over," Aubrey whispered, her voice a soothing balm that somehow scared Julia more than Marcel’s roughness.

Aubrey reached up. She cradled Julia’s face in her hands, thumbs stroking her wet cheeks. Her touch was tender, maternal almost. It made Julia want to weep.

Then Aubrey kissed her, deep, wet, and consuming. Aubrey’s tongue plunged into Julia’s mouth, tasting of spit and cum and victory. She devoured Julia, stealing the breath from her lungs, owning her mouth just as completely as Marcel owned her cunt.

Julia was trapped. Marcel’s relentless pounding from behind, shaking the bed frame with every thrust. Aubrey’s mouth devouring her from the front.

And then Aubrey’s hand snaked down beneath Julia’s slick, sweating body. Her fingers found Julia’s clit again—swollen to a painful nub, raw from friction, screaming for mercy.

Aubrey began to rub again. A ruthless vibration. A direct assault on nerves that were already fried.

The combination was a white-hot poker to the brain. The deep, punishing stretch of Marcel inside her. The suffocating intimacy of Aubrey’s kiss. The unbearable, electric friction on her most sensitive point.

Julia’s mind gave up once again.

Her back arched violently, spine curving like a drawn bow.

She made some kind of noise. A keening born of pure suffering, muffled by Aubrey’s mouth.

Julia’s orgasm felt like annihilation. It tore through her, starting at her clit and exploding outward, shredding her composure, her dignity, even her very self. Her body seized, muscles locking in a cramp of ecstatic agony. She clamped down on Marcel’s cock with a force that made him groan. She bit down on Aubrey’s lip. The copper taste of blood flooded her mouth, mixing with their spit.

It was all too much. She might be dying, she thought. She knew she was being wrecked.

And then, finally, Marcel broke.

It started with a low, tectonic growl deep in his chest, a sound that rumbled down Julia’s spine like an oncoming train. His hips stuttered, his rhythm faltering before he slammed home into her one last time, bottoming out so deep she felt it in her throat, and held it there, nailing her to the mattress.

She felt the head of his cock swelling inside her, stretching her beyond any reasonable limits, and then the floodgates opened.

Julia gasped into Aubrey’s mouth as she felt the first rope of hot, thick cum blast into her cunt. It hit like a punch, a pulse of heat that seemed to scald her insides. Then another. And another. Marcel pumped into her endlessly, emptying himself completely, dumping wave after wave of his thick seed deep inside her.

She could feel her insides coating with it, her body accepting his load like she had been made for this, and for this alone. There was just so much. It felt so hot and heavy. Excessive. It felt permanent.

She felt as if he was filling all the empty, lonely spaces in her life with his impossible heat, as if he were rewriting her entire history with every spurting pulse.

And then he was done.

And his legs gave out.

And he collapsed on top of her, a dead weight of muscle and sweat that crushed the air from her lungs. He pinned her broken body to the bed, burying her beneath him, leaving her trapped in the darkness, soaked in sweat and stuffed full of his consequences.

Silence fell.

Julia lay there, crushed beneath Marcel, her face buried in the pillow next to Aubrey’s head. She couldn't move. She couldn't think. She couldn’t feel anything, except the jagged aftershocks rolling through her, except the slow, sticky drip of him deep inside her.

Aubrey slid off the bed.

She stood and wiped a smear of blood from her lip with the back of her hand. In the dim light, she looked like an angel. She looked down at the scene—at Marcel all but passed out on top of the woman they had just destroyed. Her professor. Her boss.

She didn't say a word.

She turned, walked to the door, and flipped off the salt lamp.

The room plunged into darkness. The door clicked softly shut.
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Many woman carry a secret in their walk. A memory of the night the rules changed for them. The night their "no" turned into them taking it in the ass.

To be notified of future filthy releases, follow me on Amazon at

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

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

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

Filthy Little Secrets

They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

Discover Filthy Little Secrets at Amazon

First Time Blacked

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

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

The Fertility Games

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

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

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

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

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

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

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

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

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

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

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

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

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

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

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

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

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

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

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

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

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

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

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

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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