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They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

Bake sales, booster meetings, and bad sex. That was Kendall’s life—until Robert joined the PTA.
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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—Bedded

Kendall kissed her daughter goodbye.

Sent her husband off with coffee and a smile.

Then opened the door for the big Black bull who was tearing her nice suburban home apart—one room at a time.

He started in the living room, sitting in her husband's favorite chair, while she dropped to her knees.

And then he took her upstairs.

Bedded (10,000 words) is a raw, electrifying descent into housewife corruption, interracial domination, and slow-burn suburban decay. This is soaked sheets on the marital bed, married-woman heat with zero brakes.

This is a no-holds-barred erotic transformation—raw, taboo, humiliating, and utterly addictive. If you love humiliation, guilt, black breeding, and the sweet, slow collapse of a white wife’s dignity, this one is for you.

Molly Pike

June 2025


Bedded

I didn’t sleep.

I couldn’t.

I just lay there in the dark, curled up next to Daniel like I hadn’t spent most of yesterday morning bent over our goddamn kitchen table, sobbing through orgasms while another, better, bigger man claimed my pussy like it was never Daniel’s.

My body still ached.

My throat was sore. My cunt? It was sore and wet. I could feel it when I shifted under the sheets—sticky, swollen, leaking. Like I’d never stopped. Like Robert was still inside me, still ruining me.

And my guilt? It burned. It curled in my stomach like something alive, something feral, clawing at my insides, and whispering things I didn’t want to hear.

You’re a cheater.

You’re a slut.

You’re a fucking whore.

So I did the only thing I could think to do. I reached for Daniel and proved my guilt beast right.

He was still asleep. Snoring softly, mouth parted, oblivious. His back was warm. His chest rose and fell with those deep, trusting husband-breaths—so goddamn safe. So normal. So mine.

I slid beneath the covers.

Not to hold him.

Not to confess.

But to use my mouth. I felt like maybe if I gave something, I could take something back. Maybe if I did this for Daniel, I’d feel like his wife again. Like I belonged to him.

Even if I knew I didn’t now.

I was confused. I was stupid. I was a fucking whore.

Anyway, I slipped down his body, careful not to wake him yet. My hair brushed his stomach. My fingers slid beneath the waistband of his boxers. And when I pulled them down, I paused and second guessed myself.

His cock was soft. Familiar. Not dangerous at all. So fucking safe for me.

And I didn’t feel safe anymore.

I felt wrecked. Raw. Violated and dripping and dirty in ways I could never scrub away.

But I opened my mouth anyway.

And I took him in.

Slow. Awkward. So careful.

Daniel stirred a little, brow furrowing, breath catching. I’d never done this before. Never just ... given it to him. Not without being asked. Not without buildup or foreplay or some clean, tidy reason, like being asked.

This was something else.

This was atonement.

My lips wrapped around the head of his cock, tongue flicking shy and unsure, and already I felt it—that wetness between my legs rising again. My pussy, shameless traitor, clenching on nothing, quivering from the all the painful muscle memories of being split open, pounded, and used.

I swallowed.

Jesus Christ, the guilt tasted real now.

I took him deeper into my mouth, and Daniel groaned. Still half-asleep. Maybe dreaming. Maybe thinking I was someone else.

He didn’t stop me.

He shifted, legs spreading. His hand found my hair, loose and lazy, fingers curling there like he didn’t even know what he was doing.

I kept going.

Kept sucking.

His cock stiffened slowly in my mouth, warm and pulsing, and all I could think about was Robert. How full I’d been. How stretched. How my mouth had begged to be used the same way my cunt had.

I moaned around Daniel’s cock.

His hips lifted slightly. “You okay, babe?” he murmured, thick with sleep.

I didn’t answer him.

My cheeks were already wet. From drool? From tears? I didn’t even know.

I bobbed my head. Took more of him. Slid my tongue down the underside of his cock, licked him like I owed him this. Like it would undo what had already been done.

He groaned louder now. Awake.

“Kendall—fuck—that feels ... Jesus.”

I moved faster. Took him deeper. I wanted to make him come. Needed to. Needed the taste of his cum on my tongue to replace the memories of Robert inside me. I wanted to forget. To pretend. To reset.

But I couldn’t, because my body wouldn’t let me. Because even now, as Daniel’s cock throbbed in my mouth and his hands gripped my head like he was losing it, I was dripping. I was soaking the sheets.

From guilt. From shame. From the memory of how it felt to be fucked like I was nothing but a thing that needed to be fucked.

Daniel moaned. His thighs tensed. He was close.

I sucked harder. Let him thrust, let him fuck my mouth, let him use me—because maybe if I could just do this one thing right, the rest would go away. I wished he was big enough to make me choke.

And then Daniel came. Hot and salty and familiar. And I swallowed every drop.

I let his cock slip from my lips and rested my cheek on his thigh, eyes closed, stomach churning.

“Wow,” he said, still breathless, laughing a little. “Whatever I did, I should do it more often.”

I didn’t speak. I just curled up beside him again. Let him pull me close, clueless and content, and I prayed he’d never ask me why I had done that. Because I didn’t have an answer that wouldn’t ruin him.

**

Daniel kissed my cheek on his way out the door, briefcase in hand, button-down starched, smiling like a man who woke to find his wife going down on him.

“Maybe dinner out tonight,” he said, squeezing my waist. “Just the two of us. You’ve been glowing lately.”

Glowing.

Christ.

I smiled, because that’s what I do. I smiled like I wasn’t standing there with sore knees and cum drying in my throat. Like I hadn’t been bent over this exact kitchen table twenty-four hours ago and fucked like a whore.

Not by him. Not by my husband. The father of my child.

But by the man I was already thinking about.

Robert.

He hadn’t texted. He didn’t need to.

He’d said he’d be back again this morning.

And my body believed him even if I had my doubts. My thighs were already wet. I could feel the heat building inside, the anticipation curling low in my belly. My pussy clenched, like it remembered all too well what that big thick cock felt like—how it stretched me out, how it split me in two, how it claimed my cunt and my life.

I poured Emmy’s cereal with trembling hands.

“Can you braid my hair, Mommy?”

I nodded. “Of course, baby.”

I brushed her soft little strands, tied her backpack, kissed her cheek. I smiled through it all. I was good at this. I was built for this.

But while she chattered about her class pet and her unicorn stickers, I was picturing my tits pressed flat to the table. I was remembering Robert’s hand in my hair, his voice in my ear, the way he growled, “You don’t own that pussy anymore.”

She ran down the sidewalk toward her bus stop, waving.

I waved back.

And the second the doors closed and that yellow metal box rolled away, I felt the silence hit me and I felt the ache.

That awful, beautiful ache that started deep and spread wider than it had any right to. My thighs were wet. My cunt was sore. My nipples were rock hard, like my body knew what time it was.

It was almost eight.

And he’d said he’d be back.

I should’ve been scared.

But instead, I went upstairs and shaved. Again.

**

I saw it before I heard it.

That same car. Turning onto our street like it belonged here. Like it was on the fucking deed.

Black. Sleek. Slow.

My breath hitched. I froze at the window, heart pounding against my ribs, one hand pressed to the glass like I could stop this somehow. Like I’d even want to. But my legs were already trembling.

The second I saw him—his arm slung over the wheel, sunglasses on, mouth set in that same smug, cruel line—I felt my pussy throb. Felt it clench.

I was already wet.

He parked like he had every right to. Right in Daniel’s spot. He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t idle. Didn’t check if anyone was watching.

He just shut his door and started up the driveway like this was his second home.

And my whole body reacted.

My nipples tightened under my robe. My thighs pressed together instinctively. I was already open for him. Already throbbing, already aching.

I backed away from the window, my breath shallow, skin flushed.

And I heard him knock.

Three times, firm and heavy.

I didn’t think—I couldn’t think. I just moved. Like my body remembered what it was supposed to do. What he had trained it to do.

I untied the robe on the way down the stairs.

Let it fall open.

I wasn’t naked this time.

Not yet.

But I wanted to be.

I reached the door with shaking fingers. The air felt thick. Charged. Like static was crawling across my skin.

I opened it.

And there he was.

Robert.

Black tee. Dark jeans. Same sunglasses. Same presence. That towering, unbothered, unshakable energy that made my knees weak before he even stepped inside.

He didn’t say hello.

Didn’t ask if I was ready.

Just looked me over, slow and deliberate, and that look alone made me drip. My robe was already gaping, and he took his time with it—eying the line of my breasts, the flush in my cheeks, the twitch in my thighs.

“You shaved your pussy again,” he said.

I swallowed. Nodded. “Yes.”

His lips curved. Not quite a smile—more like something darker. A knowing. A promise.

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation.

The door clicked shut behind him.

“You miss me?” he asked, walking past me like he owned the house. Like this wasn’t some temporary affair. Like this was his kitchen, his hallway. Like I was his little homemaker.

My pulse was racing. My breath hitched. My pussy was soaked.

He stopped in front of the kitchen table and looked at it. Like a man revisiting the site of a perfect kill.

He turned back to me. Slowly. Like he was savoring the moment. Measuring me. “You clean it?” he asked.

I nodded, embarrassed at how fast I answered. “Three times.”

He smiled this time. Real and ruthless. “Doesn’t matter,” he said. “I can still smell you.”

I flushed. My thighs squeezed. My cunt clenched hard.

He stepped closer. Close enough to touch. But he didn’t. Not yet. Just looked down at me like I was something he’d left mid-project.

“Take off the robe,” he said.

And I did. No hesitation this time.

It slipped off my shoulders and pooled at my feet, and I stood there in nothing but my skin. My nipples peaked instantly. My pussy was already swollen, already parting from how ready I was.

He reached out, gripped my chin between his fingers, tilted my face up.

“New lesson today,” he said.

Then he turned and walked toward the living room.

I followed, naked. My robe left behind on the floor like the woman I used to be.

He stopped in front of the couch. “Where does your husband sit?”

The question hit me like a whip.

I stared at the sofa, already knowing the answer. I saw Daniel there every night—tie loosened, shoes off, remote in hand. He always took the right cushion. Closest to the lamp. Closest to the little table where he put his drink.

I swallowed. “There.” I pointed.

And Robert smiled. Not wide. Just enough. He sat in Daniel’s space. Legs spread. Arms draped over the back like he belonged there. Like he wasn’t a guest. Like he wasn’t some filthy, dominant stranger here to wreck me again.

He reached for the remote and clicked on the TV.

Static, then morning news. Bright smiles, weather updates, some blonde chirping about traffic on the 405.

Then his voice, low. Icy. Absolute. “On your knees.”

My breath caught. And I understood. I sank to the floor without a word. Carpet soft under my knees. My body moving like it remembered how to worship. Like it had been trained for this.

Robert didn’t look down right away. He just kept watching the screen. Letting the noise fill the room. The news anchor’s voice clashed against the heavy silence between us.

I sat there, knees wide, back straight, my nipples stiff, my pussy throbbing, and still he didn’t speak.

He just spread his legs wider. And slowly—so fucking slowly—he unzipped his jeans.

I didn’t move. I didn’t dare. But my mouth watered. My breath quickened. My cunt clenched hard.

He reached inside his pants and pulled out that thick, heavy cock.

And just let it rest there.

Long. Dark. Already stiffening in his hand.

And then he looked at me and told me, “You know what to do.”

I stared at it. That big black cock. Thick and rising in his hand like it recognized me. Like it knew where it belonged.

My mouth was watering. My cunt was fucking aching. But I didn’t move until he said it again—harder this time. Sharper. Cutting through the noise from the TV. “Kendall, you know what to do.”

And I did. So I crawled forward on my knees, slow and shaky, breasts swaying, nipples tight, shame crawling across my skin like static. I could hear the anchors laughing in the background—some dumb segment about local schools, PTA fundraisers, field trips. My world.

A world I didn’t belong in anymore.

I blew across his cock.

Robert didn’t flinch. Didn’t even look down. His eyes stayed on the TV, like this was normal. Like this was routine.

I leaned in. Pressed a soft kiss to the tip. And that was the moment it hit me—hard.

I had just had my husband’s cum in my mouth. Not even two hours ago. I imagined that I could still feel it coating in my throat, still taste the salt of it, still remember how it barely took anything—just a few bobs of my head and a little moan to have him gasping like I’d done something miraculous.

And now here I was on my knees, kissing this. Whatever this was. Because Robert’s huge black cock was absolutely nothing like any I had known before.

It was a fucking weapon. Thick, heavy, dark and veined, curved ever so slightly like it was designed to split women like me wide open and reach every inch I didn’t know I had.

My stomach twisted. My pussy clenched. I was already scared of it. Already soaking wet for it.

I kissed the head again. Just a brush of lips. And he twitched—this slow, almost arrogant flex, like a warning shot across my tongue.

God. He was so big. Way bigger than I remembered. Or maybe it just felt that way now—kneeling here, raw and aching and wrecked from yesterday. Maybe my mouth had shrunk in fear. Maybe my jaw already knew it couldn’t survive this.

I opened anyway, because that’s what whores do.

I stretched my lips as far as they would go and let the head push past them, slow and tentative, my tongue cradling the underside, tasting him—really tasting him.

He wasn’t like Daniel. Not clean. Not polite. Not quickly showered and prepped for marital duty.

Robert was male. Sweat. Skin. Lust.

His cock hit the back of my throat almost at once. My tongue was already struggling to find space. Jesus Christ, I can’t …

I gagged—instinctive, high and tight—but I didn’t stop.. I wrapped one hand around the base, just to anchor myself, and even that was humbling. My fingers didn’t meet. My palm couldn’t fully grip his cock. God, I forgot how fucking big he is.

I took another inch. And another. My jaw was screaming. My eyes stung.

He was so fucking thick it felt like my whole face was being stretched from the inside out. My lips burned, my cheeks hollowed, and my throat was tightening like it was going to choke me out just to save whatever was left of my dignity.

But I didn’t pull back, I pushed forwards. Tears spilled over my lashes as the head hit the back of my throat again—harder this time. And my body panicked. My hand fisted in the couch cushions. My knees scrambled for leverage. My throat tried to close.

Robert did nothing. He didn’t guide me. Didn’t thrust. He just let me fail.

I gagged, hard. Had to yank back with a gasp, drool stringing from my lips to the tip of that cock like a leash made of shame.

I coughed. I spluttered.

He looked down at me, finally. Lazy. Unbothered.

"Try again," he said.

My body shook. My throat was raw. My lips tingled. But my pussy—my pussy was leaking. I could fucking feel it, dripping down my thighs.

I opened my mouth again.

This time I went faster. I took him deeper in one go, cheeks puffing, breath gone. I fought it. My jaw unhinged like a fucking snake and I still couldn’t take more than half of him.

Half.

That’s all I could manage.

And it felt like too much.

He’s going to split me open from the wrong fucking end.

I gagged again—wet and loud, humiliating—and tried to breathe through my nose. Tried to relax my throat like I’d read about. Tried to serve his beautiful big black cock.

Robert twitched again.

And I moaned.

My hand moved on instinct, stroking what I couldn’t take, fingers slick with my spit already. My eyes streamed. My jaw ached. But I kept sucking, kept working, bobbing my head, letting my lips slide along that thick shaft like I could worship it into submission.

But we both knew the truth, Robert and me.

He wasn’t the one who was going to submit.

That was always going to be me.

And Robert just watched. Arms stretched out across the back of the couch, legs spread wide like a throne, cock in my mouth like a crown I hadn’t earned.

Then—just a flick of his hips. A thrust.

I wasn’t ready. I choked.

He shoved deeper than I’d gone, splitting my throat wide, forcing me to take it until I clawed at his thigh for air. My eyes rolled. My mouth went numb. And he held me there. One hand on the back of my head, until finally, he let me go.

I fell off his cock like I’d just surfaced from drowning. Gasping. Sobbing. Drool down my chin, dripping onto my tits. Eyes wrecked. Mascara ruined.

He stroked himself lazily with one hand, watching me crawl back into place like a dog.

And then he said it again.

“Try. Again.”

I nodded.

Not because I had the strength, but because I didn’t have a choice.

My hands trembled as I pushed myself back up, wiping my chin with the back of my wrist, breath still wheezing in and out of my chest. My jaw hung loose. My eyes burned. My body was a fucking mess.

And my pussy was soaked. The shame soaked through my skin, dripped between my thighs, it owned me

I took him in again. Deeper this time. My lips sealed around the head, my tongue flattened under that impossibly thick shaft, and I eased down—inch after inch—choking already, my throat fighting me.

I used my hands to make up for what my body couldn’t take.

I whimpered. Moaned. Tried to breathe through my nose, tried to keep my head still.

And that’s when Robert moved. His hand—strong, warm, unforgiving—locked around the back of my skull. “I guess I’ll have to teach you,” he said. And he fucked my mouth.

No build-up. No gentle rocking. Just one sharp thrust that forced me all the way down—farther than I could handle—until I screamed around his cock. Gagging. Spluttering. My throat clenched like it was trying to push him out, but he just held me there. He was so fucking strong.

And his fucking cock was in my fucking throat. Fully. All the way. I could feel my nose pressed against him. My jaw stretched to its goddamn limit. My eyes flooded with tears, spilling hot and fast down my cheeks. And still, I didn’t pull back.

Because I couldn’t. Because he wouldn’t let me.

He held me there until I saw stars, then yanked my head back—slick, gasping, coughing—and shoved in again.

“Yeah,” he growled, his voice dark and low over the happy hum of the morning news. “This throat is gonna get fucked.”

It sounded like a death sentence.

Another thrust. Harder. Deeper.

I choked. I drooled. Spit spilled out over my chin, over his cock, down my chest. My knees skidded on the carpet. My tits bounced with every brutal stroke.

He didn’t give me time to breathe. Didn’t seem to care about rhythm or my comfort.

He was using me like a cheap fuckdoll. Like a stolen toy. Like something disposable. And I fucking loved it.

My hand dropped between my legs without thinking. I needed to touch myself. I needed to feel something—anything—other than that obscene pressure in my throat and the burn in my eyes.

My fingers grazed my pussy. God. I was so fucking wet. Dripping. Fucking ruined. I was such a whore.

My clit throbbed under my touch, and I came almost instantly—no build, no crescendo. Just a sharp, ugly explosion that left me twitching on the floor, sobbing around his cock while he kept fucking my face like nothing had happened.

“You just came, didn’t you?” he said, dragging his cock out long enough for me to gasp. “You just came from sucking my dick.”

I nodded. I couldn’t lie.

He barked a laugh. “Fucking pathetic.”

Then he shoved back in. And he didn’t stop.

Thrust after thrust, brutal and wet and merciless. The sound of him violating my throat echoed under the news anchors’ cheerful banter. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. My vision blurred completely. I was drooling and shaking, breaking and I was loving it.

Robert grunted, short and rough.

His thighs tensed.

I felt his cock twitch.

And I knew.

I fucking knew.

He was going to finish. Inside my fucking throat. Down my fucking esophagus.

I grabbed his thighs. Tried to brace. Tried to beg.

But he didn’t let me up. The bastard held me there. Buried in my throat.

And then as advertised, he came, It was violent. Hot. And it felt endless.

I could feel every thick pulse of it flooding my throat, forcing me to swallow or drown. I gagged again, body shaking, pussy clenching so hard I almost came a second time.

Robert didn’t moan. Didn’t groan. Just grunted through clenched teeth while he emptied himself into my throat like I was nothing but a warm place to shoot his load.

When it was finally over, when he was done, he pulled his cock out slowly and I collapsed. My forehead hit his thigh. Spit and cum trailed from my ruined mouth to my tits. I was shaking. My jaw ached. My throat burned.

And I didn’t regret a single second.

He wiped the head of his cock with my hair.

“You’re gonna taste me for days,” he said.

And I whimpered, because he was right.

He zipped up like nothing had happened. Tucked himself away like he hadn’t just destroyed me for the second time in two fucking days.

I slumped to the floor, coughing and drooling. His cum on my chin, in my throat, in my stomach. I could feel it settling there, thick and heavy, like shame. Like the truth.

My lips were swollen. My jaw ached. My pussy was throbbing, even though Robert hadn’t touched it. Not even once.

He leaned back against the cushions—right there in Daniel’s seat—picked up the remote again and flicked to another channel. Some gameshow now. Bright lights. Applause. “Go shower,” he said.

I blinked up at him, disoriented.

He didn’t even glance down. “Get yourself cleaned up. Get all that drool and cum off your tits. I want you nice and clean.”

I blinked again.

He waved a hand toward the hallway. “And when you’re done,” he said, “I want you to dress for me.”

My stomach flipped. “Dress how?” I asked, voice wrecked. Hoarse.

He raised his brows. “However your husband likes you.”

My heart slammed.

“You know what I mean,” he said. “The thing you wear for special times. That little dress. That uniform. That little pair of panties he likes to tug to the side.”

He smiled wider. “I want his favorite version of you.”

Oh God.

“And I’ll be right here,” he added, settling deeper into the cushions. His eyes dropped back to the TV. “Maybe I’ll order delivery,” he mused, flipping channels. “What do you think? Chinese? Thai?”

I couldn’t move. Not right away. Because something inside me cracked open at that.

The way he said it like this was his house now. His couch. His wife. Like he was entitled to all this, and more.

And some pathetic part of me fucking loved that.

I stumbled to my feet—shaking, sore, covered in spit and cum. And I walked, naked, humiliated, all that mess drying on my face and tits, down the hall toward the stairs.

The stairs felt longer and steeper than usual. My legs were shaking—still. My knees wobbled with every step, and I had to grip the banister like I was drunk. Or ninety. Or fucked so thoroughly I’d lost basic motor function.

Because, pretty much, I had.

My mouth still hurt. My jaw throbbed, stretched too wide, used too hard. My throat was raw—scratchy, coated, like I’d swallowed fire. My lips were swollen and slick.

And I could still feel it. His cum in my stomach. His voice in my head.

He was downstairs on the sofa, sitting in Daniel’s seat, casual as anything, flipping channels like he had nothing but time. And now I was supposed to make myself pretty for him. So that he could make another fucking mess of me.

I reached the primary bathroom and caught my reflection in the mirror.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Mascara smeared to hell. Eyes red. Lips parted and pink and ruined. There was spit drying on my chest, his scent still clinging to my skin. My tits were flushed, my nipples stiff. My thighs were streaked with my own juices and cream.

I stepped into the shower and turned the water to hot.

It hit me full force, scalding my skin, washing away the spit and cum and whatever was left of who I’d been before he arrived. I grabbed the loofah. Scrubbed hard. My chest. My neck. Between my legs. Behind my ears.

It wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.

I still felt filthy. I was still his whore.

I pressed my forehead to the tile wall. Let the water run down my back and my ass. Let myself picture him downstairs—sprawled on the couch, relaxed, watching TV in my house, with the taste of my throat still on his cock.

I exhaled through my teeth. My fingers shook as I turned the water off.

I stepped out dripping, wrapped a towel around myself, and stared at the closet like it was an altar and a quandary.

What the fuck was I supposed to wear?

What did he mean—Daniel’s favorite look?

There were options, of course.

The lingerie. White lace. Innocent. Sweet. The set Daniel always said made me look “bridal again.” The one I wore on our anniversary. The one he made me lie down in, legs together, lights low.

The one I cried in once, alone, when he didn’t come home.

The hooker dress. Tight. Red. Fucking obvious. The one he liked to see me in sometimes when we went out. The one he could never keep his hands off in the car. The one he always said made me look like trouble.

Robert would love that one.

But then my eyes landed on the third option, and my stomach dropped.

The uniform. Short skirt. White blouse. Tight sweater vest. A PTA fundraiser costume for that “Back to School” auction a couple of years ago. Daniel had bought it on a whim, or so he said. Made jokes about being the bad teacher’s pet. But he liked it more than well enough. He fucked me in it that night after the fundraiser. He bent me over the kitchen table—the same kitchen table—and came in my mouth. He still asked for it sometimes.

I swallowed.

My cunt clenched.

I dropped the towel and reached for the hanger.

The uniform.

God help me.

I stood there naked, skin still pink from the shower, hair damp against my shoulders, and I didn’t hesitate.

The skirt was shorter than I remembered. Black. Pleated. The kind of thing no mother had any business wearing outside maybe a joke. But the joke had teeth now. It wasn’t a game. Not today. Not with Robert downstairs.

I stepped into it. Pulled it up over my hips.

It barely covered my ass, barely grazed the raw skin he’d slapped yesterday. My thighs were still tender. And fuck, I was already wet again.

I didn’t put on panties. Didn’t even consider it.

Next came the blouse. White. Button-down. Slightly sheer, especially when I was flushed and braless.

I pulled it on, fingers trembling. The fabric felt too clean, too soft against my bare skin.

I left the top two buttons undone to show the swell of my breasts. My nipples were already pressing against the cotton—hard, visible, and needy.

Then the sweater vest. Tight, gray, just enough stretch to cling to the curve of my waist, the swell of my tits. It framed them. Framed me.

Framed the fucking mess I had become.

I stepped in front of the mirror and I froze. I looked like a porn parody of myself. “Back to School Night,” but slutty as hell.

But there was no school. No charity auction.

No husband waiting for me with a playful smile.

There was just him. Just Robert. Taking possession of our whole house room by room by room.

Waiting to take possession of my whore ass again.

I reached for the shoes—black pumps, modest height. The kind Daniel always said made me look “sweet but fuckable.”

I slipped them on with shaky hands.

My nipples brushed the inside of the blouse as I moved. My pussy pulsed with every little shift of weight, every brush of thigh against thigh.

I leaned closer to the mirror. Swiped on mascara, a little blush, lip gloss. The same routine Daniel liked. Light. Natural. “You don’t need much,” he always said.

I felt like a dress-up doll.

**

The stairs creaked beneath my heels. One slow step at a time.

My legs still felt unsteady. My thighs were slick with heat and shame. That tiny skirt swayed with every movement, brushing the undersides of my cheeks like it knew how exposed I was beneath it.

No panties. No bra. Just cotton and sin, wrapped up like a gift.

My heart thudded louder with every step down the stairs.

With every step back to the man waiting in my husband’s spot, flipping through channels.

I felt ridiculous. I felt like a fucking whore.

I rounded the corner into the living room, and Robert looked up at me, the remote in his hand.

His gaze dragged over me like sandpaper and silk—slow, scraping, devouring. From my shoes to my thighs. From the obscene hem of my skirt to the swell of my tits in that too-tight vest. My buttons. My lips. My flushed, embarrassed cheeks.

I stood there, still and silent, my whole body trembling like I was waiting for grades to be handed out.

He stood. Didn’t speak. Just walked toward me—slow, deliberate. He stopped right in front of me. His hand reached out and caught my chin again, tilting my face up.

“You make a lovely student,” he murmured.

I swallowed hard.

“Turn around.”

I turned my back to him. My skirt barely covering anything at all. My shoulders stiff.

“Back upstairs,” he said. “Back to your bedroom.”

God. My breath caught. Because that wasn’t a casual choice. That was a line he was determined to cross.

The kitchen was where he took me first. The couch was where he used me. But the bedroom was where I lay every night next to my husband. Where our daughter came in on Sunday mornings to snuggle in between us and ask for cartoons.

And now, Robert was going to fuck me there.

I took one slow step toward the stairs. Then another. I didn’t dare look back, but I felt him behind me.

I climbed in silence—heels clicking, skin flushed, cunt clenching with every rise of my hips. My skirt rode up. I didn’t fix it.

I reached the landing, turned toward the bedroom door. My fingers twitched on the knob. I opened the door and stepped inside. The room looked the same. Bed made. Curtains open. Photo of our wedding day on the dresser.

But everything felt different, because I wasn’t there as a wife. I was here as a fucktoy in school uniform, waiting to be broken in my own fucking bed. In my husband’s bed.

Robert didn’t ask. He pushed me backward by the hips—firm, unhurried—until the backs of my thighs touched the bed.

“Lie down.”

I did. No hesitation. I eased back against the comforter that Daniel and I had picked out together last fall. My skirt rode up instantly, pleats flipping over my hips. My bare pussy kissed the fabric, sticky and swollen and already clenching in anticipation. I didn’t even try to close my legs.

He stepped closer. Stood at the edge of the bed, looking down at me.

I felt like a sacrifice.

His hands went to my knees—spreading them wide. Slow. Methodical. He exposed me without a word, without theatrics. Just a simple parting, and there I was again. Open. Dripping. Laid out across our bed like a gift wrapped in Daniel’s favorite fantasy.

Robert didn’t smirk or gloat. He crawled over me, and he kissed me.

God.

He kissed me like he was trying to burn the memory of every married kiss I’d ever had straight out of my mouth. His lips claimed mine, his tongue deep and sure, and I moaned into it, desperate and hungry and so fucking wrong.

Daniel didn’t kiss me like this.

Daniel didn’t ever kiss me while he fucked me.

Robert pulled back just long enough to line himself up—bare cock sliding through my soaked, swollen folds, thick and teasing.

He didn’t rush. He watched my face as he did it.

I stared up at him, gasping, flushed, already wrecked.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “Your body remembers.”

I nodded and tears prickled behind my eyes. Because my body did. Every nerve ending remembered him. Every muscle clenched in recognition and fear. My cunt opened for him like it knew how much this was going to hurt.

He pushed in. Just the tip.

I choked on a breath, my legs tensing, hips lifting involuntarily.

Fuck, yes, it still hurt. That slow stretch. That impossible fullness.

My cunt wasn’t ready, no matter how wet I was. No matter how much I wanted to be. He was just too fucking big.

“Relax,” he murmured, kissing the corner of my mouth. “Let it happen.”

And I did.

He sank deeper—inch by merciless inch—stretching me wide, forcing me to take it. My back arched. My fingers clutched the sheets.

My skirt was bunched around my waist now. My blouse still buttoned. My sweater vest tight against my ribs. He was fucking me fully clothed. And somehow that made it worse.

It said I’d dressed up for this.

He kissed me again and then bottomed out.

My mouth dropped open in a soundless gasp. My body shuddered beneath him, legs rising to wrap around his waist on instinct, like I needed him locked in.

“Fucking hell,” he growled, forehead pressed to mine. “This pussy was made for me.”

I moaned. Couldn’t stop it.

And then he started to move.

Slow strokes at first. Long and smooth. Fucking me like I was something valuable. Something worth savoring.

But his cock—God—his cock was anything but gentle. It filled me completely, hitting and rubbing places Daniel could never hope to reach.

He kissed me again. Harder this time. And that’s when I broke.

My cunt clenched. My hips bucked. I moaned into Robert’s mouth like a fucking animal.

And he didn’t let up. He fucked me missionary in my husband’s bed, in my husband’s favorite outfit, kissing me like he meant it. Like he wanted me to remember this. Associate my marital bed with him.

And it fucking worked.

My arms wrapped around his back. My nails dug in. My fucking tongue chased his. My body begged for more.

His thrusts grew harder. The bed creaked beneath us. My tits bounced against my blouse with every stroke, nipples stiff under the cotton.

“You’re gonna cum again,” he said against my neck. “And when you do? I want you to scream. Loud enough that your neighbors wonder if your husband’s finally doing his job properly.”

And then he slammed into me.

And I did exactly what he told me to do.

I screamed. I fucking screamed.

My body was a fuse—lit, sparking, trembling—and Robert was the flame.

It started in my thighs. A twitch. A flutter. Muscles jumping beneath my skin like they’d just been shocked. My cunt clamped down hard, a reflex squeeze around that massive cock still pounding me open.

And he felt it.

Oh God, he felt it. His hand slid under my ass, grabbing a full cheek and lifting me just slightly, changing the angle. His cock hit a spot that made me jerk—a deep, aching place deep inside me that nobody else had touched.

My scream caught in my throat.

He kissed me again—deep and dirty and perfect—right as I shattered.

The orgasm hit.

Full-body. Violent. My cunt rippled around him in wild, helpless spasms. I clawed at his back, sobbing into his mouth. My legs locked around him like a vise, heels digging into his ass, pulling him into me as if I could keep him there. As if I needed him to stay lodged inside while my whole body convulsed around his cock.

I moaned—long and low and raw, not even words anymore. Just pure fucking noise.

Animal.

Heat poured through me. My toes curled, my fingers twitched. My vision whited out.

And Robert didn’t stop. Not even a little. He fucked me through it. He fucked me through hell and back.

His thrusts didn’t slow. If anything, he started going harder. More deliberate. Like my orgasm was his cue to take it further. Like my pussy milking his cock was just another challenge.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed into my ear. “That’s it. Cum for me. Fuckin’ cream this dick.”

I sobbed. Because I couldn’t handle it. Not with him still buried inside me like that. Not with him still pounding me.

My pussy was too sensitive. Every stroke was fire. Every drag of that thick cock against my raw, quivering walls was much too fucking much. My body kept spasming, little aftershocks rolling through me, back and forth.

And he kept fucking me.

“Please,” I gasped.

His mouth dropped to my neck, kissing the sweat-slicked skin there, biting down lightly.

“Not done,” he growled. “Not even close.”

He grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. One big hand holding both in place, locking me down. His hips slammed into mine again—harder. Deeper.

Relentless.

My skirt was bunched at my waist, his jeans still half-on, the sheer absurdity of it all—the uniform, the bed, the fucking—made me even wetter.

“You gonna cum again?” he whispered, looking down at me. “Already?”

I couldn’t answer him. My mouth was wide open. My eyes were wild. I was still coming. Still stuck deep in it. I’d fallen into a spiral and couldn’t crawl out.

He pulled almost all the way out—just the tip inside me—then slammed back in. My whole body bucked, and I screamed again. Not words. Only noise. Pure fucking animal.

His cock stretched me with every thrust, spreading me open and owning me in the most devastating, undeniable way. I was soaked. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. My juices smeared down his shaft, slick and obscene.

I was panting, twitching, pinned.

I was fucking sobbing.

And he still wasn’t done with me.

He pulled out—slowly, deliberately—and my cunt spasmed around the sudden emptiness, shaking from the absence of him. I moaned, more from shock than pain, but still breathless, still trembling beneath him.

He sat back on his heels between my legs, breathing hard.

I blinked up at him, dazed, my skirt still hiked to my waist, my blouse crooked and half-unbuttoned, askew. I felt ruined. Flushed. Slick and dripping and used.

He stared down at me for a long, quiet moment. Then he reached for his shirt and tugged it off over his head. His body was hard—sculpted, smooth, commanding. He pushed his jeans down along with his boxers, finally freeing himself completely.

His cock was still hard. Still soaking wet with me. “Get that ridiculous costume off,” he said. “And get into bed.”

I swallowed hard. My hands moved automatically, clumsy with the aftershocks still making my fingers twitch. I sat up on the edge of the bed, peeled off the sweater vest and blouse. He watched quietly. Like an angel investor watching a show that belonged to him.

The skirt was harder. My thighs were sore. My knees unsteady. I fumbled with the zipper, finally shoved it down and stepped out. I stood there for a beat, naked under his gaze, flushed and humiliated.

And so fucking wet.

He pulled the covers down and climbed in. Not dominant now. Not commanding. Just… calm. Certain. He patted the space beside him. “Come here.”

I obeyed. Crawled under the sheets, my skin still hot, my breath still uneven. He turned onto his side and pulled me in, spooned me. One strong arm wrapping around my waist, tugging my back into his chest. His cock pressed against the curve of my ass, thick and still rock hard.

He didn’t say anything for a while.

Just breathed. Held me. As if I was his. As if we’d done this a hundred times before.

My skin prickled with confusion. With need. With guilt.

His arm didn’t move at first. Just held me tight to his chest, like I might slip away if he loosened his grip even a little. But then his hand started to roam—slow, easy strokes over my stomach, dipping lower, then dragging back up again. Teasing.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t ask. Took his time.

His palm was so much bigger than mine, than Daniel’s. And darker—so dark against the pale softness of my skin. It made everything feel sharper. More obscene. His thumb brushed the underside of my breast, and my breath caught, but I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t. I lay there and let it happen.

This was our bed. Mine and my husband’s. I had changed the sheets two days ago after we last had sex. Fluffed the pillows. Lit that stupid lavender candle he liked. I had sucked my husband’s cock in this bed this morning.

Now I was naked and stretched out against another man’s chest. And I could feel my slick thighs sliding against each other under the sheets. Feel the warm, sticky wetness still coating my cunt, soaking into the mattress pad. Staining the sheets. Our sheets.

His fingers moved higher, curling under my breast this time, cupping it—just holding it like he was testing the weight, the softness. I whimpered. Quiet. Embarrassed. But my nipple betrayed me, perking under his palm like it wanted more.

His lips brushed my ear again. “You’re quiet now,” he said, his voice a low rumble that thudded straight between my legs. “Cat got your tongue?”

I clenched my eyes shut. If I spoke, I’d sob. Or moan. Or both.

His hand slid down again, fingers grazing the top of my mound, light and lazy. He hadn’t even parted me yet, hadn’t even touched my clit, and I was already panting like I’d run five miles. My heart felt like it was going to crack my ribs.

This was wrong. All of it. I was lying in my husband’s bed with another man’s fingers on my naked body. With another man’s giant fucking cock held between my thighs.

His hand paused right above my slit. Just rested there, heavy and warm, his fingers splayed so the tips grazed the crease at the top of my thigh. He wasn’t touching me yet, not really—but it didn’t matter. My hips twitched. My breath stuttered.

“Still wet,” he murmured, more observation than judgment, his mouth brushing my earlobe. “Slutty little thing.”

I shivered and his fingers moved again—this time up, dragging slowly across my belly. Not teasing, not arousing. Just a reminder. He could touch whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, and I’d let him. Because I already had.

My thighs were wet. Not just damp but soaked. All my pussy juices smeared across my skin and the sheets beneath us. And I knew—I knew—the mattress would carry the stain. I’d be scrubbing it later. Probably hiding it, lying about it. Changing the sheets before my husband got home and pretending like nothing happened.

Except it had.

And it was still happening.

His hand coasted up to my breast again, and this time he rolled the nipple between two thick fingers, slow and firm, and I arched against him like a goddamn animal. Like I hadn’t blown my husband just this morning to try and erase my guilt. Like I wanted this shame. Needed it.

I could feel it growing—like heat from a match held too long. The burn of it, crawling up my spine, pooling low in my belly. I clenched my thighs together like that would stop it, slow it, hide it, but all it did was smear the filth between my legs.

I didn’t say a word or make any kind of sound. I couldn’t. I just bit my lip so hard I tasted blood and let him play with my nipple until I was panting again.

Until my legs started to part all on their own.

His hand slid lower.

He still hadn’t touched my clit.

But when the back of one finger finally ghosted over the lips of my cunt—barely there, like an accident—I gasped so loudly it echoed in the room.

He chuckled.

Like this was just a game.

Like I was some kind of toy it was fun for him to play with.

I hated him in that moment. Hated how calm he was, how smug. Hated how he hadn’t even really touched me yet, and I was already soaked for him. Spread for him. Lying on my marital bed, staining the sheets like some cheap little whore who’d never known better.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my eyes locked on the photo on my nightstand. The one of me and my husband on vacation two summers ago, both of us grinning, tan, stupidly happy.

I couldn’t look away from it.

Not even when Robert finally slid his hand between my legs and really touched me. No more teasing. He knew what he wanted. And knew I wasn’t going to stop him.

He pressed two thick fingers between my folds and spread me open—wide. The wet sound of it made my stomach clench. I felt exposed, filthy, already ruined and somehow begging for more. I couldn’t help the way I tilted my hips back into him, silently offering myself up.

He hummed behind me, low and approving. “Still so fucking wet.”

I sobbed, pressing my forehead into the pillow. I didn’t want to hear that. I didn’t want to know how obvious it was. How much my body was betraying me.

His fingers dragged over my clit once—just once—and I choked on my breath. My legs jerked. I wanted to cry and moan and come all at once. But I held still. Bit my lip. Waited.

Waited for him.

He didn’t make me wait long.

I felt him shift behind me, the rustle of the sheets, the heat of his bare chest pressed flush against my back. Then his cock—hard, heavy—pressed against my thigh, then between my cheeks, dragging along the slick mess between my legs like he was just getting reacquainted with me.

“You ready for more?” he asked, voice thick with amusement. “Or you want me to finish what I started with those fingers?”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Could only nod.

“Use your words,” he said, nudging the blunt head of his cock right up against me. “You’re a married woman, remember? Don’t want there to be any confusion.”

God.

I hated him.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, raw. “Just—just fuck me.”

He slid in slowly. Inch by aching inch. Stretching me open all over again.

I gasped. Clawed at the sheets. It still hurt—it was still too much. But it was different this time. Deeper. Fuller. I couldn’t really explain.

He groaned into my neck, one arm locked tight around my waist, the other braced under my head. And he kept pushing. Kept sinking inside until I was stuffed full and dizzy from it. From him.

“Jesus,” he hissed. “You feel even tighter like this.”

I couldn’t answer. My mouth was open, panting, useless.

He started to move—long, slow thrusts, hips grinding against my ass every time he bottomed out. His hand drifted down, found my clit, circled it lazily like he had all the time in the world to make me come again. And again. And again.

And all I could think was this is my bed. This is my fucking bed.

Robert didn’t rush. Didn’t pound into me like some quick, filthy thing—though God knows I would’ve taken that too, if he’d asked.

No. Robert moved like a man with nowhere to be. Like this—me, in his arms, my pussy wrapped tight around his cock—was exactly where he was meant to spend the rest of the goddamn day.

He was deep inside me, buried to the hilt. The tip of his cock brushing so deep I could feel it in my gut. His chest against my back, his breath heavy and steady, like he was savoring this. Not just the feel of me. The sound of my little gasps. The twitch of my thighs. The way my fingers wouldn’t stop clenching in the sheets.

He slid his hand up over my stomach and just left it there. Splayed wide, warm, grounding. I couldn’t stop staring at it. His skin so dark and rich against mine. His palm so much larger—like it could swallow me whole.

Like it fucking had.

And I couldn’t shake the image. Robert, in my husband’s spot, in our bed, holding and fucking me like I was already his.

He dipped his mouth to my shoulder, his lips brushing that sensitive spot between my neck and collarbone. “Tell me what you’re thinking,” he murmured. Voice low, almost sweet. “Right now.”

My throat was tight. Raw from holding back sounds I didn’t know I could make. But he didn’t stop moving. He rolled his hips again, slow, achingly slow, dragging his cock out inch by inch before sliding it right back inside.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t. But I did. “I can’t believe this is happening,” I breathed, too honest, too gone.

“You mean you can’t believe you’re letting it happen.” He pressed a kiss just behind my ear. “Right here. In your marriage bed.”

God. I felt like I could combust on the spot.

He started rocking into me again, still slow, still careful—like he wanted me to feel every fucking inch. And I did. I felt stretched. Swollen. So wet I could hear it, and so full I could barely keep my legs from trembling.

I felt properly fucked.

His fingers slid down again, skimming my hip, slipping back between my thighs. He found my clit like he’d known it all along. The pressure was light, unhurried. Circles. Teasing. Intimate in a way that made my stomach twist, and my breath catch and my whole body burn.

It started small.

A tremor. A flicker. A low thrum in my belly every time he rolled his hips and pushed that impossible cock just a little deeper. Every time he circled my clit with the pad of his finger, just right. Just fucking right.

I came once, sharp and startled, biting my fist because I couldn’t stop it. My thighs clamped tight, my pussy squeezing down on him in pulsing little waves, and he just held me there—cock buried to the root, hand steady on my belly while I rode it out like a woman possessed.

I gasped something. I don’t even know what. Maybe his name. Maybe a sob. Maybe both.

And then he did it again.

He didn’t change the rhythm. Didn’t speak. Just kept fucking me slow, deep strokes while his fingers dragged another climax out of me. Slower this time. Deeper. Hotter.

And I felt it start to build.

Oh, fuck, no. Not again.

That massive, mounting pressure like something was coming unglued inside me. Like a wave had started rolling in the dark, way out in the ocean of me, and all I could do was brace.

My body wouldn’t stop shaking. My skin felt too tight, too sensitive. Every time his cock dragged over that one spot, every time he pressed against my clit—it was like a live wire snapped through me.

“Robert,” I gasped, like a warning, like a prayer.

He curled around me tighter, lips against my jaw now. “I know, baby. I feel it.”

And he did. He knew. He fucked me with a purpose now, each thrust deep and devastating and drawn out like he was trying to tear that climax out of my soul.

“You’re close,” he whispered. “You’re right there.”

I moaned. Nodded. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.

That wave inside me crested high.

And then it hit.

Everything hit.

My whole body seized. My mouth fell open but no sound came out at first—just one long, breathless jolt of pure lightning from my pussy to my brain. I came pushing back against him like my body didn’t belong to me anymore. Like his cock owned it. Had rewired me from the inside out.

And it didn’t end.

It didn’t fucking end.

It just kept going, pulsing and crashing, my cunt so tight and soaked I could hear the slick sounds of him sliding in and out of me. My legs locked around his. My hands clawed at the sheets. And somewhere in it, I screamed.

I screamed Robert’s name.

And when I finally came down—soaked, fucking drenched, the thick root of his cock still buried inside me—he finally stopped and his breath ghosted across the shell of my ear, warm and cruel and in control. “Time for you to do the work.”

I groaned. My body was still locked in that aftershock haze, but his voice snapped something awake in me. Made something ache. That cock was still inside me, so deep I swore I could feel it against my ribs, and I knew—if I wanted more, I had to earn it.

I started to move. Slow at first. Just a little roll of my hips, testing how far I could take it.

His hands didn’t help me. No, not at all. Instead, one slid up my chest and clamped down on my tit, his thumb rough on my nipple. The other curled around my throat. Not choking me—not yet—just there, reminding me who was in charge.

I pushed back again and felt him throb. Felt the stretch, felt the slick slide of my aching cunt dragging against every ridge of him as I moved. My thighs were soaked. The sheets beneath me were drenched, filthy with sweat and cum and God knows what else. Our smell. Our stench.

I pushed harder. Faster now. My ass met his hips with wet, obscene sounds, and still he held me by the tit and throat—guiding, controlling without moving a muscle. I was doing all of it. I had to.

I was soaked. Messy. The muscles in my legs burned and my pussy kept grasping, greedy for the next orgasm that I could feel rising some east of Java, or somewhere. His cock was too thick, too long, scraping that perfect spot deep inside and making my toes curl.

I was panting. Whimpering. Gasping his name every time I slammed back against him.

His fingers tightened just a little around my throat.

And I lost control all over again.

I was gone. Completely. Just frantic, desperate thrusts as I fucked myself on his cock, driven by something deeper than want—something raw and ruining. The slap of my ass against his hips was wet and loud and shamefully rhythmic, like a metronome counting down to my destruction.

His fingers at my throat weren’t tight—yet I couldn’t breathe. His thumb was rolling over my nipple like he owned it. Like he was winding me up on a timer. And inside me, he was fucking endless.

I could feel that pressure again—low, hot, coiling deep in my belly, dragging sparks behind my eyes. My cunt was spasming around him with every roll of my hips, each grind slicker than the last. I was dripping, leaking, milking him without even trying.

And still, he didn’t move.

He didn’t have to.

He just let me.

“That's it,” he growled in my ear. His voice was thick, like he was barely holding on. “Come on that cock, baby. Soak it for me. Ruin this fucking bed.”

And I did. I shattered with a broken scream, hips bucking back against him hard as my whole body seized. My cunt clamped down like it didn’t want to let him go, fluttering in tight, rhythmic pulses around his cock. I swear I saw stars. My hands fisted in the sheets, and my thighs shook.

He thrust once. Just once. Deep. Brutal. And then he let go too.

He grunted low in my ear, his whole body stiffening behind me as I felt his cock swell—pulse—and then pour hot, thick jets of cum inside me. Each one forced another whimper from my throat. It was so much. Too much. I could feel it spreading inside me, slick and molten, his cock twitching with every spurt.

His arms tightened around me as he emptied himself. One hand on my breast. The other on my throat.

My body spasmed again, caught in the echo of his orgasm, riding the aftershocks of my own like I was floating—boneless and soaking in our mess.

And when it was over, Robert didn’t speak. Didn’t move. He just held me there, cock still deep inside me, breath steady and slow.

My cunt fluttered again, involuntarily.

Myself, I couldn’t move. Not an inch. Not a fucking muscle. Not even to twitch.

His cock had gone soft inside me, but I barely noticed. I was too far gone. My body was jelly—utterly wrecked. I was a breathing bruise. I was slick with sweat, shaking from the inside out. My cunt was still twitching in slow, broken spasms, every little quiver pressing out more of him.

Because I could feel it. Soaking. Seeping. Leaking from me in hot, heavy drips.

His cum was on my thighs and all over the sheets. Beneath me, the mattress felt wet and warm, stained with both of us—his cum and my mess and whatever the hell I’d become.

It wasn’t just wet. It was fucking soaked.

Like I’d pissed myself.

Like the bed had turned into one big, used towel.

I should have cared. Should’ve been horrified. Should’ve rolled off the bed and tried to clean something, anything.

But I couldn’t move. I didn’t have the strength.

All I could think was that it was our bed. Our marital bed. The one I picked out with Daniel. The one I blew him in just this morning. And now I was lying in a swamp of another man’s cum. Spread open and wrecked, belly full and still leaking. I could feel it trickling in slow, warm ribbons between my ass cheeks. Sliding down the backs of my thighs. Pooling where my legs met the sheets.

It was everywhere.


Coming Soon

First Time Blacked—Doubled

See what happens when Robert decides that Kendall should groom the PTA President Susan for him.
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Excerpt from Falling Star—The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

A Standalone Story

Hollywood Humiliation meets DC Disgrace

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

Hollywood’s glamorous golden girl really did have it all, but when the most powerful man in the world set his sights on her, she found she was powerless to resist. She couldn’t have imagined how far she had to fall.

**

The car hummed through the night, a sleek black cage, dropping her at a concrete slab masquerading as a building. Two Secret Service men waited, silhouettes in the dark—big shoulders, hard jaws, hands itching for trouble. “This way, miss,” one grunted, but his eyes said whore as they raked her up and down. The coat barely hid the dress—a short plunging pink creation that clung to every curve—and she felt their hunger like a slap.

“Gotta check you,” the other said, stepping in, hands already moving. Fingers dug into her hips, slid up her ribs, grazed the swell of her tits. She sucked in a breath as a thumb brushed her nipple, slow, deliberate, the bastard smirking when it hardened under his touch. “All clear,” he announced, while the first one patted her ass, lingering too long. She wanted to claw their faces off, but she swallowed it, chin high. These men, this building, owned her already, and she hadn’t even stepped inside.

They shoved her toward a metal door, down into the tunnels—damp, narrow, the air stale and heavy. Her heels clicked, sharp echoes, hips swaying because they always did, the dress riding up with every step. The walls pressed in, flickering bulbs throwing shadows across her cleavage, her thighs. One of the suits trailed close, breath hot on her neck, muttering, “Keep moving, sweetheart.” She was a star, damn it, not their toy—but they were writing the script; all she could do was read the lines.

The tunnel stretched out before, a throat swallowing her whole, and she wondered if she’d ever reach the end. Her skin prickled, half from the chill, half from the eyes on her. She imagined she was walking into hell, and then she laughed at the thought. Hell, or the epicenter of the Free World. Either way, at least she looked fucking good doing it.

**

The tunnel spat her into a velvet cage—thick rugs underfoot, walls that swallowed sound and drank the light, bourbon and smoke clawing at her throat. The President sprawled on a leather couch, tie loose and dangling, shirt splayed open to bare a coarse mat of chest hair. His grin was a blade, charm rotting into something feral, eyes pinning her like meat on a hook, like he’d already fucked her in his head. Which, of course, he had. The Brother-in-Law sat off to the side, swirling an amber drink, smiling like life was a joke and he had written the punchline. A phonograph spun lazy jazz, the needle hissing over her skin.

“Well, shit,” The President drawled, leaning forward, elbows on his knees. “America’s million-dollar baby. Let’s get to it, honey—strip for me. Come on, let’s see the goods.” Her stomach lurched, a cold fist in the very pit of her, but her hands moved anyway—muscle memory from a hundred soundstages. This is what I’m here for, she told herself. And then … But I’m a star, she thought, bitter, not anyone’s whore.

That lie curdled fast. This was not the President she could have loved. The one she would have done anything for. Had done many things for. But she was there now, and the only way was through. She slid off her coat, let it puddle on the floor, her pink dress a second skin begging to be shed. “Slow,” he insisted, eyes greedy. “Give me the full show.”

She obeyed, fingers fumbling at the zipper, peeling the dress down inch by inch. It slipped past her shoulders, baring the swell of her breasts—full, pale, nipples stiffening in the cool air.

Find Falling Star at Amazon.
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Molly Pike has been both 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.
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Series

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

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

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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