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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



Full Court Press

He was her son's new best friend. His nineteen-year-old teammate. A 6'7" powerhouse, black as the ace of spades.

She was 41. A dutiful mother and wife. Living the perfect life.

That was about to change.

Full Court Press (13,000 words) is another perfect storm of suburban ennui and raw, transgressive power from the mind of Miss Molly Pike. This is the fantasy in its purest form: the bored, wealthy white wife and the young, virile Black athlete who comes into her sterile world like a wrecking ball. The psychology is pitch-perfect—her slow burn from fascinated terror to complete, helpless surrender is beautifully, brutally rendered.

This isn't just a story about a cheating wife. It's about a woman being reminded that she is a physical, sexual being, and the lesson is delivered with the force of a full-court press.

Molly Pike

April 2026


Full Court Press

My kitchen was so quiet I could hear the listless thump of pale chicken breasts bumping against the sides of the pot on the Wolf range. The air was sterile, chilled by the central air and scented with nothing more passionate than simmering poultry—the official scent of my marriage after twenty years.

From his office down the hall, the muffled drone of my husband, Mark, was a distant, bloodless hum. He was closing a deal, or leveraging a synergy, or whatever other lifeless verb he used to describe his work today. I hadn't really listened in years. I was forty-one years old, my body a carefully starved and maintained temple for a husband who barely touched me, and my primary function in this house was to manage its beautiful, suffocating stillness. Sometimes, I’d stand right here, wooden spoon in hand, and imagine opening my mouth and just screaming. Not a shriek, but a long banshee cry that would vibrate through the pristine floorboards and crack the crystal wine glasses in their mahogany cabinet.

I never did, of course. Good wives in Oakhaven didn't scream. They re-alphabetized their spice racks. I glanced at mine. Allspice, Basil, Cardamom. Perfect. Fucking perfect.

The doorbell chimed, a bright, two-note offense against the quiet.

I dried my hands on a linen tea towel and walked through the cavernous foyer, my bare feet silent on the polished oak. I pulled open the heavy front door, a practiced, hostess-ready smile already pasted on my face.

And the world tilted.

Kevin, my son, stood on the porch, a tornado of collegiate energy in a university sweatshirt, his grin wide and familiar. But he was entirely eclipsed. Behind him, filling the doorframe, was a man. No, a boy. A boy-shaped titan. He had to duck his head just to clear the lintel, and his shoulders were so unbelievably broad they seemed to strain the very concept of the doorway.

"Mom, you remember I told you Carter was coming?" Kevin said, bouncing on the balls of his feet.

I remembered an off-hand comment about a basketball teammate whose dorm was closing for the holiday. I had pictured another Kevin—lanky, eager, harmless. This was not that. This was Carter. He was nineteen, I knew from Kevin's idle chatter, but he was built like a fucking tank. A dark grey sweatsuit, expensive and perfectly tailored, did absolutely nothing to hide the sheer, threatening architecture of him. The heavy mountains of his shoulders, the thick column of his neck, the fast-twitch power coiled in his long limbs. His face was sharp angles and smooth, dark skin, his eyes holding a heavy-lidded, unapologetic arrogance.

They met mine. And held.

There was no polite, nervous flicker of greeting. His gaze didn't just land on my face; it scanned me. A quick, ruthless appraisal from my sensible blonde bob, down the V-neck of my cashmere sweater, over the curve of my hips in my tight yoga pants, all the way to my bare painted toes on the welcome mat. It was over in a second, but it felt like a physical frisking. He wasn't seeing "Kevin's Mom." He was seeing an aging, unhappy woman, and he was taking inventory. A hot, unfamiliar prickle of sweat danced up my spine.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Simmons," he said. His voice was a heavy bass rumble that I felt directly in the center of my chest.

"Carolyn," I corrected instinctively, the word feeling strange and breathy in my own mouth. I stepped back, suddenly highly aware of how much space he took up. "Come in, both of you. You must be exhausted from the drive."

He moved past me into the foyer, and the atmosphere of my home changed instantly. His sheer mass seemed to suck the oxygen out of the room. The soaring two-story ceiling suddenly felt low, the tastefully wide hallway narrow and confining. A clean, sharp scent of expensive cologne and male sweat followed him—a massive, unapologetic predator staking its claim on my territory.

"You’re in the guest room, man," Kevin said. And then he turned to me. "Mom, can you show him? I gotta grab the rest of my bags from the car."

A hot, pathetic little pulse throbbed deep between my thighs. "Of course."

I turned and led the way up the main staircase. I was intensely, suffocatingly aware of him behind me, of the sheer weight of him moving up the steps with a silent, athletic grace. I could feel his dark eyes fixed on me, tracking the sway of my hips. I tightened my glutes, a useless, reflexive gesture. I felt like a piece of meat. The family photos lining the hallway wall—Kevin's toothless grin, Ashley's ballet recital, a sterile portrait of Mark and me on some forgotten vacation—suddenly seemed like pathetic relics from a long dead life. And in a way they were.

He stopped, and I stopped with him. He pointed a long, thick finger at a photo of me on my college graduation day, my hair longer then, my smile wider and actually genuine.

"That you, Mrs. Simmons?" he asked, his voice a quiet rumble in the enclosed space.

"It is," I said, my chest tight. "A lifetime ago."

He didn't look at the picture. He looked down at me, his eyes making that same deliberate, crawling journey down my body and back up again, lingering for a long and undeniable second on my ass. "You haven't changed much."

The compliment was a weapon. The way he said it, low and incredibly intimate, stripped it of all polite innocence. He knew exactly what he was doing. I felt a dark flush creep up my neck, a shameful, burning heat that was equal parts terror and pure exhilaration.

"The guest room is just here," I said, my voice entirely too high as I pushed the door open.

The next day, Thanksgiving dinner was a masterclass in upper-middle-class denial. Mark sat at the head of the table, pontificating blindly about the market, carving the golden-brown turkey with surgical, sexless precision. Kevin chattered about his classes, Ashley whined about her college applications. It was a perfect, plastic tableau of the American Dream, captured in the warm glow of the dining room chandelier.

And across the table from me was a live grenade, just waiting to pull its own pin.

Carter was a massive, quiet storm in the midst of our domestic calm. He answered Mark’s patronizing questions about the team's prospects for the season with polite, monosyllabic answers, his dark eyes never once leaving me. He watched the way I dabbed my lips with my linen napkin. He watched the muscles in my throat work as I swallowed my expensive wine. He watched my chest rise and fall with each shallow breath. It was a relentless, unnerving scrutiny, and under the table, I crossed and uncrossed my legs, the silk of my dress whispering against my skin as my thighs grew damp.

Mark was in the middle of a long, boring story about his golf swing when Carter cut through the conversation as if my husband wasn't even speaking.

"Kevin tells me you used to run track, Carolyn," he said.

The sound of my first name, spoken in that deep, resonant bass, dropped into the center of the table and sent violent ripples through the placid conversation. Everything stopped. Mark’s carving knife froze mid-slice. Kevin shifted uncomfortably in his chair, suddenly a little boy again.

Using my first name was a flagrant, unapologetic violation of the established order. He wasn't my son's polite college friend anymore. He was a man, talking to a woman. A man making a blatant claim.

I felt Mark's eyes snap to me, sharp and questioning. A jolt of pure adrenaline shot through me, hot, sharp, and terrifyingly delicious. The game was on.

I met Carter's gaze across the floral centerpiece. A slow, knowing smile touched the corners of his mouth. He had thrown the first stone. And wanted I desperately to see where it would land.

"A little," I said, my voice steady despite the frantic drumming in my chest. "In high school. A very long time ago."

"I doubt that," he murmured, his eyes locking onto mine. "I bet you're still fast."

The rest of the meal was a blur of polite noises and clinking silverware. I felt like I was floating above the table, watching a pathetic play of my own life. Carter didn't press his advantage, didn't say another thing that was overtly out of line. He didn't have to. The damage was thoroughly done. He had drawn a line in the sand, and Mark, on some deep, primal level, knew he’d been challenged. My husband’s conversation became more pointed, his questions to Carter laced with a subtle, desperate contest. Mark even brought up his own college football days—a pathetic attempt to establish a shared masculine history, an aging, soft man trying to mark his territory against a titan. Carter just nodded, a small, unreadable smile on his lips, his eyes occasionally flicking to me as if to say, See? He knows he's already lost.

That night, sleep was an absolute impossibility. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Carter’s deep brown eyes on me, felt the phantom heat of his gaze on my skin. Beside me, Mark snored softly, a sound that usually annoyed me but tonight felt like the ticking of a countdown clock. I slipped out of bed, the cool air of the house raising goosebumps on my arms. My silk robe, a whisper-thin sheath of navy blue, felt scandalous in the darkness. I needed to move, to walk off the restless, wet, coiling energy that had taken deep root in my belly.

I padded silently down the carpeted stairs, each step a conscious effort not to make a sound. The downstairs was cast in an eerie, shifting blue light. The television was muted but alive, broadcasting images of giants in brightly colored jerseys flying across the screen.

And he was there.

Carter was sprawled on my white leather sofa, his long body taking up its entire length. He was shirtless. My breath hitched in my throat. The flickering light from the screen carved his dark torso into a breathtaking landscape of heavy muscle and shadow. The sculpted plates of his abdomen, the broad, powerful sweep of his pectorals, the thick, vascular cables of muscle in his arms. He was magnificent. A massive, arrogant threat at rest in my living room. He turned his head as I reached the bottom step, his movements fluid and unhurried.

Had he known I was coming?

A slow smile spread across his face. It was knowing, confident, and utterly devastating. "Couldn't sleep either?" he rumbled, his voice a low thrum that seemed to actually vibrate through the floorboards.

"No," I managed, my voice a dry rasp. I clutched the lapels of my silk robe together tightly at my throat. "Just… thirsty."

"Me too." He didn't move from the couch. He just watched me, his eyes dark pools in the dim light, tracking my every movement as I walked past him toward the kitchen. Every instinct I had screamed at me to run back upstairs to the safety of my husband.

From directly above us, a sharp, phlegmy cough echoed down the hallway. Mark. He was turning over in bed. The floorboards above us gave a loud, agonizing creak. My blood went cold. I froze, my hand hovering over the kitchen entryway.

Carter’s smile only widened. He was enjoying this. The massive risk of my husband sleeping right above us was just part of the game for him. Slowly, deliberately, he uncoiled himself from the sofa, rising to his full, intimidating six-foot-eight height.

"Let me get that for you," he said, his voice still a dangerous, low murmur.

He moved toward the kitchen. Toward me.

I flattened myself backward against the wall in the narrow passage, trying to make myself smaller, a pathetic attempt to disappear. He stopped directly in front of me, his sheer size blocking out the flickering blue light from the living room, plunging me into his shadow.

Slowly, he turned to face me. He braced his hands on the wall on either side of my head, his arms caging me completely, and leaned his upper body forward, deliberately pressing his bare, hot chest against the thin silk of my robe. The contact was electric—hard, warm, unyielding muscle against my soft, trembling breasts. A jolt, sharp and wildly intense, shot straight down to my pussy, making it clench with a sudden, violent throb. I gasped, a tiny, helpless, wet sound.

He leaned down, his face so close I could feel the warmth of his breath on my cheek, smell the clean, dense musk of his skin. He was showing me I had nowhere to run.

"You're so tense, Carolyn," he whispered, his voice a dark, velvet rasp against my ear. "You really need to relax."

He didn't move away. He held me pinned there in the dark, trapped between his massive, hard body and the cool plaster of the wall. My heart drummed against my ribs. I could feel the solid wall of his chest, the tense ridges of his abs. I was entirely surrounded by him, consumed by his heat and his intense scent. It was terrifying. It was everything.

With an agonizing slowness, he finally pulled back and disappeared into the darkness of the kitchen. I heard the hum of the water dispenser, the casual clink of a glass. My legs were visibly shaking. I turned and fled, scrambling back up the stairs on trembling limbs, my escape a pathetic, panicked retreat. I didn't care if Mark woke up. I dove back into my bed, pulling the covers up to my chin like a frightened child. But it was no use. The safety of my bedroom, of my marriage, was a total illusion. The monster was downstairs, and he knew, without a single doubt, that I wanted to be caught.

The next morning was Black Friday. It was a family tradition for Mark and Kevin to go golfing—a male-bonding ritual of bad jokes and overpriced green fees. I waved them off from the porch, playing the dutiful wife seeing her men off to their sport, a serene, practiced smile plastered firmly on my face. Inside, my nerves were a tangled, screaming knot.

Carter had begged off the trip, claiming a tight hamstring from the long car ride. A blatant lie, and we both knew it.

I found him in the living room. He was lying on the floor, wearing a pair of thin, black mesh basketball shorts and absolutely nothing else.

"Carolyn," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "I hate to bother you, but my hammy's really locking up. Kevin said you know a lot about stretching, from your track days."

It was such a blatant, transparent pretext, it was almost comical. But my body didn't find it funny. It responded with a fresh rush of heat that pooled directly between my thighs.

"I… I suppose," I stammered.

"Great." He lay completely flat on his back on my expensive Persian rug, a dark-skinned, muscular titan sprawled aggressively across a delicate field of cream and rose wool. "They say you get the best stretch with a partner." He guided me with his words, his tone taking on the patient, condescending air of a coach. "Just kneel down here. You're gonna want to put one hand on my quad, and the other on my shin, and just… lean your weight into it."

My mind screamed NO, but my traitorous body obeyed. I sank to my knees beside him on the rug, the expensive fabric soft beneath my bare shins. I reached out, my hands trembling slightly, and placed them on his leg. It was like touching living stone. His thigh was a massive, impossibly thick column of muscle, hot and unyielding beneath my palm. As I leaned forward, applying pressure, a deep groan rumbled in his broad chest. It was a raw, animal sound, and it had absolutely nothing to do with muscle pain. My own breath caught sharply in my throat.

"Okay, other one," he murmured, his dark eyes half-closed. He flipped himself over onto his stomach, pushing his massive upper body up on his elbows. "This one's the real killer. You gotta get right over it."

I had to physically straddle his outstretched leg, planting my own knees on either side of his powerful calf. The position was shockingly intimate, my aching crotch hovering just inches above his hamstring. My manicured hands rested on the back of his thigh, my thumbs pressing uselessly into the dense, dark muscle.

Then he shifted. "Ah, that's not quite it," he grunted. "Gotta get the hip flexor."

He rolled onto his back again, pulling his knee up toward his chest in a fluid motion, and I was suddenly left kneeling directly between his spread legs.

Directly in my line of sight, not a foot from my face, was the undeniable proof of his intentions. The thin black mesh of his basketball shorts did absolutely nothing to conceal the thick, heavy ridge of his erection. It was massive, straining violently against the flimsy fabric, the wide, blunt shape of the head clearly defined.

It was an exhibition. A presentation. A dare.

It was a full, thick, brutal weapon forged of solid flesh.

My entire world narrowed down to that single, shocking sight. The air completely left my lungs. The polite, curated sounds of my life—the ticking grandfather clock in the hall, the quiet hum of the refrigerator—faded into a dull, rushing roar in my ears. I should have scrambled backward. I should have slapped his face. I should have screamed for him to get the hell out of my house.

I did nothing. I just stayed on my knees and stared, mesmerized, horrified, and desperately, filthily aroused.

His eyes, dark and hooded, locked onto mine. He held me there with his gaze, pinning me as surely as he had pinned me to the wall. Slowly, deliberately, he reached out. His hand, huge and warm, closed securely around my wrist. His grip wasn't brutal, but it was absolute. There was no escaping it.

"Don't pretend you haven't been looking," he said.

He pulled my hand forward, an inch at a time, the agonizing slowness a deliberate form of psychological torture. He guided my trembling fingers until the back of my knuckles made contact with the hot, straining bulge tenting his shorts.

The exact moment my skin touched him, a shudder wracked his entire body. His cock leaped and throbbed violently against my hand. It felt like a living thing—powerful, weighty, and incredibly demanding. My fingers, acting entirely of their own accord, turned over and curled around his incredible thickness, pressing into the rigid, hot length of him right through the thin mesh.

He groaned. A sound of pure, animal satisfaction. He didn't move. He just lay there, his dark eyes burning into mine, a look of absolute, predatory triumph on his face. He had won. He knew it, and I knew it. The stupid little game was over.

He let the silence stretch out, letting my deep shame and arousal fester in the quiet of my own living room. Then, his voice came. Low, steady, and inevitable—a quiet command from a nineteen-year-old boy that held more power over me than my husband ever had.

"Take it out."

The words hung in the quiet air between us, simple and completely obscene. The word no was a fish bone caught in my throat. I couldn't form it. I couldn't breathe it. My entire life—the two-story Colonial, the country club membership, my daughter sleeping late upstairs, my husband and son who would be home in a few hours—all of it dissolved into a meaningless, distant haze. The only reality left was the hot, heavy weight of this boy's massive cock in my hand and his impossible command. My will was not my own. It had evaporated, leaving behind only a dark, thrilling, horrifying vacuum of pure need.

My hands trembled, but they obeyed. With movements that felt slow, dreamlike, I hooked my manicured thumbs into the elastic waistband of his shorts. The material was cool and slick against my skin. I pulled down, inch by agonizing inch, the black mesh sliding over the taut plane of his stomach, catching for a second on the ridge of his erection before I pulled them further, down his powerful thighs.

It sprang free, slapping heavily against his own dark skin.

It was beautiful and absolutely terrifying. A thick, dark shaft, shockingly rigid, with a vein as thick as my thumb pulsing along its length. The head was a deep, angry purple, flared impossibly wide and slick with a thick bead of pre-cum. I stared at it, my mouth going instantly dry, my pussy clenching so hard it was a physical cramp. It didn't seem real. It was a weapon designed to tear me apart.

He let me look for a long, silent moment, watching my wide eyes trace the length of him, seeing the war between terror and desperate, filthy hunger play out on my face.

"You know what to do," he said. It wasn't a question. Not a suggestion. It was a statement of fact.

I lowered my head in a final, complete act of surrender. The perfect wife, the loving mother, the respectable woman—she died on the short journey from his dark eyes to his cock. I prayed that Ashley would sleep until forever, parted my trembling lips and, with a small, choked sob, I leaned forward and took the head of his big black cock deep into my mouth.

He tasted of salt and a sharp, feral musk that was nothing like Mark. Nothing about this was anything like Mark.

The exact moment my lips stretched to close around his girth, his hands came up. One large, warm hand settled heavily on my cheek, his thumb pressing firmly at the corner of my mouth to keep my jaw wide open. The other hand cradled the back of my neck, his thick fingers threading into the base of my pristine blonde bob.

"Easy," he murmured, his voice a thick rumble. "Relax your throat. Breathe through your nose."

He began to apply a slow, steady, inexorable pressure with the hand on my neck, physically forcing my head down onto his shaft. My jaw protested immediately, aching with a stretch it had never, ever known. He was so thick. So impossibly, brutally thick. I struggled, hot tears immediately springing to my eyes as the blunt head of his cock pushed roughly past my tongue, past my soft palate, triggering a violent gag reflex.

I panicked, trying to pull back, but his grip on the back of my neck was an iron vise.

"I told you to relax," he repeated, his voice completely losing its gentle edge, replaced by a hard, ruthless command. He didn't stop the pressure. He pushed my head down another inch, then another. I was literally choking on him. The massive head of his cock bumped hard against the back of my throat, a solid, suffocating presence. My whole body went rigid, my stomach clenching. I was at my absolute limit. This was impossible.

But he held me there. He forced me to stay impaled, my body trembling violently with the strain, until the initial panic subsided into a horrified, breathless acceptance.

Then, and only then, did he begin to move.

Not the frantic pounding I might have expected. A slow, deep, punishing rhythm. He would pull his hips back until just the swollen, purple head remained past my lips, and then he would shove himself forward, sinking his thick cock all the way back to my throat in one long, powerful, dominating stroke. Over and over. Carter wasn't just getting his cock sucked; he was fucking my face. He was using the full, agonizing depth of my throat, forcing my body to stretch and accept his incredible size. Wet, obscene sounds filled my quiet living room—my choked, gagging sobs, the sloppy sounds of his cock sliding against my tongue, and his own low, arrogant grunts of pleasure. Oh, please God, I thought, don’t let Ashley hear. Don’t let her wake up.

I could feel the climax building in his dense muscles. His thighs bunched up like knotted ropes against my chest. His breathing hitched, coming in sharp, ragged gasps. His big hand on my neck tightened its grip, his fingers digging brutally into my skin, locking me fast. His hips, which had been moving with such deliberate control, began to buck in a frantic, uncontrollable rhythm. He was losing it.

"Oh, fuck... Carolyn..." he groaned, my name a dirty curse on his lips.

A thick surge of hot, salty pre-cum flooded over my tongue. His whole massive body went rigid, his back arching off the Persian rug. Both of his hands clamped down on my head, locking my face immovably against his groin. There would be absolutely no escape.

The first thick, heavy rope of his orgasm shot directly into the back of my throat, so hot and forceful it made my eyes cross.

A violent gag reflex seized me, but his hands were anchors, refusing to let me pull away a single inch. Before I could even attempt to swallow the massive load, a second, thicker pulse erupted, then a third, and a fourth. He was completely flooding me. It was too much. The sheer, disgusting volume of it was shocking—a torrent of hot, sticky seed that I couldn't possibly manage. I tried to swallow, coughing and choking around his thick meat, but he just kept pumping, his body shuddering violently with the force of his release.

I couldn't hold it. His thick, white cum bubbled up from my throat, spilling heavily from the corners of my stretched mouth, running in hot streaks down my chin, and dripping directly onto the collar of my sweater.

He collapsed back onto the rug, his massive body trembling with aftershocks, his cock still pulsing weakly, still buried to the absolute hilt in my throat. He left me there for a long moment, forcing me to hold him, to taste him, to literally drown in the evidence of what I had just done. My face was a mess of tears, thick saliva, and sticky white cum. My jaw physically ached, the hinges popping in protest. And deep between my legs, my own cunt was throbbing violently, leaking a pathetic, shameful wetness in response to his devastating pleasure.

He pulled out of my mouth, leaving me kneeling on the floor in a daze. He got to his feet in one fluid motion, standing over me for a moment, a dark titan looking down at his messy handiwork. He didn't say a word. He just picked up his basketball shorts, stepped into them, and padded silently out of the living room and back up the stairs, leaving me alone with the evidence.

I stayed there for a long time, kneeling on the expensive Persian rug, the world a distant, muffled roar in my ears. The grandfather clock in the foyer began to chime the hour, each echoing bong a hammer blow against my skull. One o'clock. Mark and Kevin would be making the turn at the ninth hole. Ashley must be going to wake up at any moment now. My jaw throbbed with a deep, stretching pain. The taste of him was a cloying, salty film coating my tongue and the back of my throat. A sticky, cooling wetness was drying on my chin and soaking into the delicate weave of my sweater.

Shame, hot and acidic, finally burned through the fog. I scrambled to my feet, my legs wobbling uselessly, and stumbled into the small powder room off the kitchen. I flipped on the bright vanity light and recoiled from the mirror.

The woman staring back was a total stranger. Her eyes were wide and dazed, her pupils blown. Her expensive blonde bob was a matted mess, strands of it stuck to her tear-streaked cheeks. Her lips were swollen, red, and raw. And there, stark and white against the cream-colored cashmere, was the massive stain. The remnants of his load. A literal brand.

I ripped the sweater off over my head and shoved it deep into the trash, burying it under a pile of paper towels. I scrubbed my face and mouth with a ferocity that bordered on madness, rinsing and spitting until my gums bled, but I couldn't get rid of the taste. It was inside me now.

Two hours passed in a state of suspended animation. I put on a fresh, button-down blouse, made coffee I didn't drink, and sat on a kitchen stool, staring blankly at the wall. The house was silent, but it was a new kind of silence. It was charged, electric, thick with the memory of what had just happened on the living room floor. He was up there, somewhere. In the guest room. Maybe sleeping. Maybe waiting. The thought sent a simultaneous spike of pure terror and agonizing, wet craving straight to my groin.

I heard footsteps bounding up the front steps, light and quick, and my heart seized in my chest.

It was Ashley. My daughter. Eighteen years old, a perfect, sun-drenched replica of the girl I used to be. She bounced into the kitchen, a vision in a cropped top and low-slung jeans, her long blonde hair swinging in a ponytail. Her cornflower blue eyes, so exactly like my own, were bright with the easy, uncomplicated purity of youth.

"Hey, Mom," she chirped, grabbing a bottle of water from the stainless steel fridge. "I'm gonna head out. Chloe and I are hitting the mall for the early Black Friday sales."

"Okay, honey," I said, my voice sounding brittle and strange around the lingering taste of semen. I couldn't quite meet her eyes. Looking at her innocent, hopeful face felt like a physical blow. She was everything I had been, everything I had just violently destroyed in myself this morning. "Be safe. When will you be back?"

"Probably not 'til late. We’re bound to find something to do. So, yeah, don't wait up!" She gave me a quick, distracted kiss on the cheek—inches from where I’d scrubbed a stranger's cum off my skin—and then she was gone. The front door slammed shut, and the sound of her little convertible started up and faded down the street.

The silence that descended now was absolute. I was entirely alone in the house with him. The last buffer, the last shield of normalcy, was gone. I could hear my own blood pounding in my ears. Every creak of the floorboards from upstairs was a threat in the stillness. I sat frozen on my stool, waiting for a summons I knew would be coming.

It didn't take long.

His footsteps were on the stairs, slow and deliberate. He appeared in the kitchen doorway, leaning casually against the frame. He had showered. His dark skin glistened, and he was wearing a fresh white t-shirt that stretched tight across the impossible width of his chest. He smelled clean, but underneath it, I caught the distinct, sharp scent of Mark’s expensive cedarwood body wash. He was using all my husband's things.

He looked at me, his gaze slow and utterly possessive, taking in my fresh shirt, my scrubbed face, my terrified eyes.

A slow, arrogant smile spread across his thick lips. He pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me, his physical presence sucking all the oxygen from the room. He stopped directly in front of me, so close I had to crane my neck just to look up at him.

"Now," he rumbled. "Where were we?"

He reached down and clamped his large hand around my wrist. He tugged once, and I slid off the stool, my legs turning to water. He didn't let go. He turned and led me out of the kitchen, straight through the living room—right past the scene of my shame—and toward the main staircase.

He led me up the stairs, past the accusing eyes of my family in their silver frames. He walked right past his own guest room door without a single glance. My heart hammered violently against my ribs. I knew where he was taking me.

He stopped outside the double doors to the master bedroom. My bedroom. The room I shared with Mark. He let go of my hand, placed his large palm flat against the door, and pushed it open.

The air in my bedroom was stale with the scent of Mark’s aftershave and the expensive Jo Malone diffuser I kept on my dresser. It was a room of beige and muted blues, a sanctuary of sexless, middle-aged tranquility. Carter stepped inside, his large sneakers sinking into the thick pile of the cream-colored carpet, and looked around with a conqueror's casual, dismissive appraisal.

He walked straight to Mark's side of the bed, the side with the stack of business books on the nightstand. He ran his big hand over the perfectly smooth, professionally ironed duvet cover. Then he turned and looked at me, still hovering in the doorway like a terrified ghost.

"This is where you sleep?" he asked, his voice low and flat.

I could only nod, my throat incredibly tight.

"With him?"

Another nod, this one barely perceptible. A flicker of pure, unadulterated contempt passed through his dark eyes. He gestured with his chin toward the mattress. "Take off your clothes."

It was a simple, flat command. My hands, trembling so hard I could barely control my fingers, went to the buttons of my fresh blouse. One by one, I undid them, fumbling pathetically. The cool air of the room hit my skin, raising goosebumps. I let the blouse fall to the floor. Next were my jeans. The zipper was a deafening rasp in the silent room. I pushed them down over my hips and stepped out of them, leaving them in a heap.

I stood before him in nothing but a plain, sensible, nude-colored bra and matching full-coverage panties. The exact kind of functional, unerotic underwear a forty-one-year-old mother wears. I felt completely pathetic, exposed, my carefully maintained body suddenly feeling incredibly soft and worn under his critical, youthful gaze.

"All of it," he demanded.

I reached behind my back, unhooked my bra, and let it drop. My breasts, full and pale, felt heavy in the air. Finally, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my nude panties and slid them down. The flimsy scrap of nylon offered no resistance, whispering down my legs to pool around my ankles. I stepped out of them, kicking them aside.

I was completely, humiliatingly naked in the middle of my own bedroom, in the broad daylight of a Friday afternoon, standing before my son’s nineteen-year-old fully-dressed teammate.

Carter’s eyes moved over me, slow and methodical. There was no heat in his gaze, no tender passion. It was the cool, detached appraisal of an inspector examining used goods. He looked at my breasts, still full but softened by age and gravity. He looked at the slight, unavoidable roundness of my stomach, the part of my body I worked tirelessly to flatten, the undeniable evidence of two children and four decades of life. His gaze lingered there for a long moment, and I felt a hot, prickling flush of intense shame. Then his eyes dropped lower, to the neat triangle of blonde hair between my legs, to the pale thighs that were firm, but nowhere near as tight as they once were.

He didn't say I was beautiful. He didn't offer a single word of reassurance or validation. He just took me in, ruthlessly cataloging every flaw, every stretch mark, every sign of age. When his dark eyes finally met mine again, they held a simple, brutal truth: he saw me, all of my aging imperfections, and he was going to use me anyway.

"Get on the bed," he ordered, his voice a flat, dead weight. "Face down."

My body moved entirely on its own, a puppet whose strings he held effortlessly. I walked to the bed—our expensive, king-sized bed—and crawled onto the duvet. The fabric was cool against my bare stomach, and the faint, familiar scent of our laundry detergent, the one I’d faithfully used for twenty years, rose up around me. I did exactly as he commanded, lying flat on my stomach and turning my head to the side, my cheek pressing deep into the exact pillow where Mark rested his head every single night. I closed my eyes, trembling, waiting for the inevitable.

The mattress dipped heavily behind me, making my stomach drop. I felt the radiating heat of his body before he ever touched me. He knelt on the mattress, and then I felt his thick, hard knee nudging its way between my thighs, forcing them wide apart.

I was completely open to him. Exposed, spread wide, and entirely vulnerable in the absolute center of my husband's bed.

The first touch, when it came, was a vicious slap.

The sound of his hefty, open palm connecting with the pale flesh of my ass was a sharp, shocking crack in the silent room. It stung, a blossoming, burning heat that was instantly followed by a jolt of pure, wet electricity so intense it made me gasp. My whole body clenched, my cunt tightening with a violent, involuntary spasm.

He leaned his weight over me, his voice a hot whisper right next to my ear. "Does he do that to you?" he murmured, his massive hand now settling on the small of my back. "Does your husband even know you like it rough?"

I couldn't answer. A choked sob into Mark's pillow was my only reply.

He chuckled, a low, dark sound. "I didn't think so."

I felt him shift, felt his huge, iron-hard cock pressing heavily against the back of my thigh. It was a terrifying promise of the devastation to come. His long fingers, rough and calloused from the basketball court, trailed down from my back, over the curve of my stinging ass, and into the wet valley between my legs. He found my clit with an unerring, almost cruel accuracy and rubbed it once, hard, wringing another helpless gasp from my lips. My own slick juices heavily coated his fingers. He grunted, a sound of dark satisfaction, and then used my own wetness to trace the tight entrance to my pussy.

He had no interest in foreplay, in trying to please me. He was just preparing the hole.

His large hands moved to my hips, gripping my pale flesh with a bruising strength. He lifted my ass slightly, tilting my pelvis up to meet him. I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock press flush against my wet slit. A solid, unyielding pressure, impossibly wide. I had given birth to two children, and he was still too big. There was absolutely no way at all.

"You're tight," he grunted, almost an accusation. He pushed, a slow, steady, merciless pressure against my entrance. I felt my body stretching, burning, a sharp, tearing friction that made me cry out.

"Please…" I whimpered, not even knowing what the hell I was asking for.

"Shut up," he commanded, and with one brutal, definitive thrust, he drove himself into me.

The pain was a white-hot flash behind my eyes. I screamed into the pillow, the ragged sound swallowed by the expensive down feathers. He filled me completely, stretching my neglected cunt to its absolute limit, burying himself to the hilt in a single, devastating motion. I felt… split open. Wrecked. He was so deep, so agonizingly thick, it felt like he was rearranging my insides. He stayed there for a moment, completely motionless, forcing me to feel the full, violating reality of his massive girth inside me. He chuckled and I knew what it meant. He had breached the last wall of my defenses. Of my fucking life. He was deep inside my body, on my marital bed, in the heart of my home, and he was tearing it all apart from the inside out.

He began to move. Not the slow, instructional rhythm he'd used on my throat, but pure, punishing, athletic power. He pulled back—a long, deliberate withdrawal that almost took him completely out of me, a torturous slide of thick skin against my stretched, screaming walls—and then he slammed back in, a brutal, pile-driving thrust that drove the air from my lungs and knocked my head forward against the headboard.

"That's right," he grunted, his voice a harsh rasp in my ear, his breath hot and ragged against my neck. "Take it. Take all of this black dick, you little white slut."

Each filthy word was a punctuation mark to another gut-punching thrust. He established a relentless, merciless rhythm, a piston-like pounding that was utterly devoid of affection or care. He rode me like an animal, his heavy hands still clamped onto my hips, steering me, using me.

But the pain began to transform. The sharp, tearing sensation receded, replaced by a deep, thrumming ache that was inextricably tangled with a pleasure so intense it was terrifying. With every brutal plunge of his massive cock into me, a jolt of pure, raw sensation shot straight from my battered cervix to my brain. My mind, my sense of self, my carefully constructed identity as Carolyn Simmons, wife and mother, shattered into a million pieces. I was nothing now. I was no one now. Only a cunt being used, a body being broken. I was my son’s friend’s whore.

"You like this, don't you, slut?" he snarled, his rhythm faltering for a second as he leaned down, biting the soft flesh of my shoulder, leaving a sharp, proprietary sting. "Fucking your son's friend on your husband's bed. You've been dreaming about this, haven't you? Dreaming about a real man coming in here and fucking you like you deserve."

I let out a desperate, keening moan.

The sound of absolute surrender.

The undeniable sound of yes.

The sound of a slut coming.

My orgasm seized my entire body, my muscles locking in a spasm of unbearable, agonizing pleasure. I screamed, a raw, ugly sound of a woman losing her mind, my voice no longer muffled by the pillow. It was a scream that echoed in the silent, sunlit bedroom. My dripping cunt clamped down viciously around his thick, invading cock, milking his massive shaft, my inner walls pulsing and spasming with a strength I didn't know they possessed.

And that sent him straight over the edge. He grunted, a deep, animal sound of pure, masculine dominance, and his rhythm became absolutely frantic—a desperate, final pounding. He drove into me again and again, deeper and harder than before, chasing his own massive release. I felt his big full balls slapping hard against my aching pussy, felt the final, shuddering clench of his dense muscles.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice a choked, guttural thing.

He reached down, grabbed a brutal handful of my matted blonde hair, and yanked my head back, forcing my neck to twist so I had to look up at him. His face was a savage mask, his dark eyes dilated, his teeth bared in a sneer. I watched helplessly as he threw his head back and emptied his balls deep inside me.

I felt the hot, copious flood of his cum fill me, a thick, burning tide overflowing my ruined cunt. This wasn't the quick, apologetic, pathetic little trickle I was used to from Mark. It was a deluge. A torrent. He was pumping load after thick load of his nineteen-year-old cum deep into someone’s wife, making me a whore and permanently staining me from the inside out.

He collapsed directly on top of me, his full, massive weight pinning me to the mattress, his cock still buried completely inside me, pulsing weakly with the aftershocks of his violent orgasm. He was slick with sweat, his heart hammering a fast rhythm against my bare back. The room was silent except for our ragged, gasping breaths. He had done it. He had taken me apart, piece by piece, right on the bed I shared with my husband. He had violated the most sacred space in my life. He had filled me with his thick cum, his scent, his absolute power. I lay there beneath him, broken and breathless, my skin a roadmap of aches and blooming bruises. The beige prison of my life had been burned to the ground.

And all I could think was again.

And he must have understood.

He didn't give me any time to recover. He stayed buried inside me, his cock slowly beginning to thicken and swell again, a terrifying second promise. After a few minutes of ragged breathing, he shifted his weight, his muscles bunching. With a deep grunt, he pulled out of me. The feeling of emptiness was so sudden, so profound, it made me whimper. The sound of his wet withdrawal was loud, and I felt a thick rush of his cum spill directly out of my gaping cunt to pool on the immaculate duvet cover.

Before I could even process the loss of his cock, his hands were on me again, rolling me over onto my back as if I weighed absolutely nothing.

The afternoon sun streamed through the bedroom window, casting a harsh, unforgiving light on the scene. My blonde hair was a wild, matted halo around my head on the pillow, my legs were still spread helplessly wide, and my cunt was swollen, raw red, and glistening with a sloppy mixture of my own slick and his abundant seed. There was nowhere to hide. He knelt between my legs, a dark, powerful silhouette against the bright window, and looked down at the pathetic ruin he had made of me.

"You're a fucking mess," he said, but there was no malice in his voice. It was a flat statement of fact, tinged with satisfaction.

He reached down, dipping two thick fingers directly into the sloppy wetness pooling between my legs. He deliberately stirred his viscous cum into my slick juices, thoroughly coating his thick digits in the thick, dripping evidence of my defilement.

Then he brought his hand up to my face.

He pressed his wet, sticky fingers firmly against my swollen lips, smearing the white, musky mess directly across my mouth. His eyes locked onto mine, dark and utterly uncompromising.

"Open," he commanded.

I gasped, my lips parting instinctively, and he shoved his two thick fingers deep into my mouth. The taste was immediate and overwhelming—heavy salt, thick semen, and the sharp, feral musk of my own ruined cunt.

"Suck them clean," he ordered, his voice a low, vibrating threat. "Taste what a real man leaves inside you."

My mind completely reeled as I obeyed, my tongue automatically swirling around his large fingers, dutifully swallowing down the sticky, shameful cocktail of our filth. Mark had never done anything remotely like this. Mark had never even looked at me in the full, unforgiving light of day. Our sex was a fumbling, predictable, pathetic act performed entirely under the cover of darkness and cotton nightgowns. This was something else entirely. This was raw, filthy, and absolutely primal.

He grabbed my bare ankles, his large hands easily circling the delicate bones. He lifted my legs, pushing them aggressively up and back until my knees were pressed tight against either side of my head, my heels resting heavily on his broad shoulders. The position was brutally exposing, utterly degrading. It stretched my dripping cunt impossibly wide open, presenting it to him like an anatomical specimen. My whole world was tilted. All I could see was his dark, powerful chest, his abdomen ridged with thick muscle, and the slow, impossibly thick pulse of his re-hardened cock hovering over my face.

"You're not done yet, Carolyn," he rumbled, his voice a low vibration that I felt in my bones. "I'm not done with you."

He leaned forward, positioning the thick, purple head of his cock right at my stretched, weeping entrance. He looked from his cock to my face, a cruel, arrogant grin playing on his lips. My eyes were wide with a mixture of absolute terror and a desperate, bottomless need. I was already completely ruined. What was a little more sexual destruction between a mother and her son’s best friend?

"This is probably going to hurt," he said, his voice a low, conversational purr. There was absolutely no apology in it. It was a simple statement of intent. A brutal warning that was also a promise.

He didn't wait for a reply. He drove into me.

A single, brutal, pile-driving motion, an act of sheer physical dominance. The pain was immediate and blinding. Because of the extreme angle, he seemed even thicker now, harder than before, and my body, still throbbing and tender from his first assault, screamed in protest. I felt a sharp, tearing sensation deep inside, a searing burn as my over-sensitized flesh was forced to rapidly accommodate his impossible girth from this new, devastating angle.

I shrieked, a raw, high-pitched sound of pure physical agony that had no words, no thought behind it. My entire body went rigid, my hands flying up to push helplessly at his solid chest, a pathetic gesture of resistance against his unyielding mass. "No, please, it hurts—"

"I know it hurts," he grunted. “That’s the fucking point.” The thick muscles in his arms and chest bunched as he held my legs firmly in place, pinning me, giving me absolutely no escape. "I want to hurt you, Carolyn, split you wide open."

He stayed buried impossibly deep inside me, a thick, burning wedge in my core, letting the dull, deep ache radiate through my pelvis. He had bottomed out completely, the blunt head of his cock pressing painfully hard against my cervix. He was giving my body no choice but to accept him, to submit to the violation. He leaned his powerful upper body down, his face inches from mine, his dark eyes boring into me.

"You feel that, Carolyn?" he growled, his breath hot and smelling of my own cunt and his cum. "That's me. All of me. Filling up your empty little life. Filling up your pussy like your weakling husband never fucking could."

Hot tears streamed from my eyes, tracking wet paths through the sweat and ruined makeup on my face. But beneath the agony and the shame, something else was stirring. A dark, coiling knot of filthy pleasure so intense it was indistinguishable from the pain. This new, brutal angle was so deep it was striking a place inside me I didn't even know existed. The immense pressure against my cervix was agonizing, but it sent direct, electrical shocks of pure lust straight to my clit. He was grinding directly against my G-spot with a ruthless, punishing friction.

He began to move. Not the frantic, jackhammer pounding from before, but a slow, grinding, incredibly deliberate rotation of his powerful hips. He was using his full length, his entire massive thickness, to torture me now. Each slow, circular motion sent violent waves of agonizing, ecstatic sensation tearing through me. He was in complete control, watching my face contort, listening to my choked, whimpering sobs, happily feeding on my total surrender.

"You're so fucking wet," he said. "And so fucking tight. Who knew old white pussy could feel so good." He punctuated the filthy sentence with a hard, impossibly deep thrust that made my vision actually swim.

The pain and pleasure became one—a searing, white-hot feedback loop of friction. And again, I was no longer a person. Just a collection of exposed nerve endings, a dripping, aching cunt being used right there in the middle of my own marital bed. My pale legs, still hooked uselessly over his broad shoulders, began to tremble uncontrollably. My orgasm was building again, a terrifying, suffocating rush of sensation. I didn't want it. It was too much, too intense. It was going to break me.

"Please," I sobbed, tears tracking into my hairline, "I'm going to—"

"I know," he grunted, and his slow, torturous grinding suddenly shifted into a hard, fast, utterly brutal pounding. He was driving it home, violently pushing me over the edge, forcing the climax on me whether my body could handle it or not. "Come on, slut. Come for me. Say my fucking name."

His name was a word I didn't dare say, a forbidden, filthy sound that felt like it would bring my perfectly curated life crashing down around us. But as he jackhammered into me, each thrust a perfectly aimed, devastating blow against my G-spot, each crushing impact sending a fresh, violent shockwave of pleasure through me, I completely lost control. The careful walls I had built around my life, around my own heart, were obliterated. There was only this. Only his big black cock.

"Carter!" His name was ripped violently out of me, a raw, ragged shriek that was equal parts agony and ecstasy. "Oh my fucking God, Carter!"

Crying out his name was like throwing gasoline on an open fire. He laughed and his pace became utterly inhuman. He was fucking me with a furious, desperate energy, his hips a blur of motion, the sound of his dark flesh crashing against my pale thighs a wet, percussive beat in the sunlit room. The bed—Mark's and my solid, respectable, heavy king-sized bed—began to slam against the wall with the force of his thrusts.

Crash. Crash. Crash.

Each violent impact of the headboard against the drywall was a deafening echo of my own heartbeat.

My vision whited out completely and I screamed—a raw, endless, animal sound. My body convulsed violently around his massive cock, my inner muscles clenching and unclenching in a frantic, desperate rhythm, trying to wring every last drop of sensation from his incredible thickness. I came so hard I thought my heart might actually stop, my whole body seizing in a pleasure so intense it felt like my pelvic bones were splintering.

But he didn't stop. He didn't even falter. My climax wasn't the finish line for him. It was only fuel.

He fed on my release, going harder, deeper, punishing me. He was fucking me straight through my orgasm, hammering ruthlessly into my clenching, over-sensitized flesh, dragging the pleasure out into an unbearable, razor-sharp edge of pure agony. I was screaming, I thought, but the sounds I was making were just the formless, pathetic noises of a creature being pushed entirely beyond its limits. My vision swam with dark spots. The room dissolved into a pure, violent vortex of sensation: his impossible thickness stretching and ruining me, the impact of his body, the raw friction, and the unending, violent convulsions of my own climax.

Just when the last shudders began to subside, leaving me a trembling, weeping, exhausted wreck, he pulled out of me with a wet, hollow sucking sound that echoed loudly in the silent room. I collapsed entirely onto the mattress, boneless and gasping for air. It was over. It had to be over.

But it wasn't.

Before I could even drag a full breath into my burning lungs, his hands were on me again. He grabbed my arm with bruising force, yanking me up and effortlessly flipping me entirely over onto my stomach again like a cheap ragdoll. My face was shoved forcefully back into Mark's pillow, the expensive fabric now wet with my own tears and saliva, the air thick with the potent smell of raw sex and his aggressive musk. He didn't say a single word. He just wrenched my trembling legs wide apart, knelt between them, and drove his massive cock straight back into me from behind.

It was a fresh wave of blinding pain and shocking pleasure. This angle was different, again. Deeper, somehow. He was making me into an animal. He grabbed a thick fistful of my matted blonde hair, yanking my head back.

"You thought I was done?" he snarled, his hot breath hitting the back of my neck. "I'm not fucking done until I say I'm done. I own your broken old white pussy now."

He began to pound into me again, a brutal rhythm that felt entirely about power, about total possession. I sobbed helplessly into the pillow, my middle-aged body already screaming for mercy, but it was no use. My traitorous, ruined hips automatically rose to meet his driving thrusts, desperately chasing the very thing that was destroying me. He fucked me relentlessly, his punishing pace never slowing, his power never waning. He was a machine built specifically for this, and my soft, forty-one-year-old body was no match for his relentlessness, his elite youthful stamina.

He was right. I was his. The realization was a terrifying kind of freedom.

He pushed and pushed, and I felt that terrible, beautiful pressure building in my core again, another massive climax clawing its way up through my exhausted body. It was too soon. It was too fucking much.

"No, no, please, I can't," I wept, my voice breaking.

"Yes, you can," he grunted, slamming his hips into my ass even harder. "You're going to come for me again, you fucking whore."

And God help me, I did. It was a shattering, fragmenting thing that felt less like pleasure and more like a final, complete nervous breakdown. I let out a high, keening wail as my body convulsed one last, violent time before going completely and utterly limp beneath him.

I was a husk. An empty shell. There was absolutely nothing left of me.

I lay there, face down in the ruins of my marriage, every muscle quivering, every single nerve ending raw and screaming. I was vaguely aware of him finally pulling out of me, aware of the substantial mattress shifting as he moved, but my mind was a thick, exhausted fog. It was finally, truly over. He had taken everything.

And yet, then I was moving again. He lifted me from the bed as if I weighed absolutely nothing, his arms like steel bands around my torso. He sat heavily on the edge of the mattress and draped me, stomach-down, across his powerful thighs. I was completely limp, a rag doll, my head and arms hanging uselessly down one side, my legs down the other. My ass was pushed up, elevated, presented to him in the most humiliating position imaginable. The late afternoon light fell across the reddened, bruised cheeks of my ass, illuminating my complete and utter shame.

I felt the cool air on my raw, swollen, weeping cunt. And then I felt a new, alien pressure. A firm, deliberate touch. Not where I expected it. It was higher. A single, insistent point of pressure right at the tight, puckered ring of my asshole.

My entire body flinched, a jolt of pure, instinctual panic. I tried to clench, to pull away, to desperately preserve this one last, untouched part of myself.

"Don't you fucking move," he said, his voice a low, absolute threat right next to my ear. His free hand came down hard on the small of my back, an unmovable weight that pinned me in place. There was absolutely no escape.

I felt him slick his thumb with the juices that were running out of my cunt. The slick, warm wetness was a terrifying sign of what was to come. Then, he began to press. It was a slow, steady, insistent pressure against my virgin hole. A violation of an entirely different order. He was testing my final defenses, brutally stretching the tight, unyielding ring of muscle. He was taking what he wanted from me. He was opening me up, relentlessly, methodically, preparing to conquer the last territory he had not yet claimed.

The pressure of his thumb was a slow, methodical invasion. It was a violation of a place that had never been touched, not by anyone, ever in my life. It would be the final, absolute humiliation. The tight ring of muscle fought against him, a desperate, instinctual defense, but the battle was lost before it had begun. He was stronger. He was patient. He kept the pressure steady, a slow, relentless stretching that sent waves of sharp, burning pain and fear through me.

"Relax," he said. "Just let it happen."

My mind, which had been a thick fog of sensation, suddenly snapped into sharp, terrifying focus.

The clock. Oh, God, Jesus fuck, what fucking time was it? How long had we been up here? The afternoon sun was so much lower in the sky, casting long, golden, accusing shadows across the bedroom floor. Mark and Kevin. They could be finishing their round of golf. They could be in the clubhouse right fucking now, enjoying their traditional father and son beer. They could be getting in the fucking car. Could be on their way home.

Panic, cold and sharp, pierced through the haze of lust and pain. They could walk in. They could walk in right now. They could open the front door and hear this happening. They could walk up the stairs and find me like this: naked, spent, draped over the lap of this massive man-boy, his thick thumb buried deep inside my ass. The image was so horrifying, so utterly catastrophic, it almost made me laugh. My perfectly curated, beige little life was balanced on the absolute edge of a razor.

"Please," I whispered, the word a dry, pathetic crackle in my throat. "Please, they'll be home soon. We have to stop."

He chuckled, a low, dark, arrogant sound. "Yeah, I know," he said, “but we’re not stopping.” The calm certainty in his voice was far more terrifying than any threat. He knew, and he didn't give even a single fuck. The risk was just part of the thrill for him. He was quite prepared to tear my whole life down. He rotated his thumb, a small, deliberate movement that sent a fresh spike of agony through me. "I guess you don't have a lot of time, do you?"

He leaned forward, his free hand sliding down my stomach, his long, thick fingers threading through my pubic hair to find my clit. It was still swollen and excruciatingly sensitive from my last two orgasms. He began to rub it, a slow, hypnotic circle that was a perfect, torturous counterpoint to the insistent, burning pressure at my ass.

My body completely betrayed me. Again. Despite the pain, despite the humiliation, despite the ice-water dread of being discovered, I let out a low, traitorous moan and my hips gave a small, involuntary twitch. The slick wetness, which had started to dry, began to flow again, dripping onto his sweatpants.

"That's it," he purred, his voice thick with satisfaction. He could feel my pathetic surrender. "You want this, don't you? You want me to fuck you in the ass before your husband gets home."

He pushed his thumb deeper. A sharp, tearing sensation made me cry out, a high, thin wail of protest. I was being opened. Forced. The tight muscle finally gave way with a final, searing burn, and his thick thumb slid all the way inside me. The feeling was so alien, so profoundly, deeply wrong, that my entire body went rigid with shock.

He didn't stop there. He began to move his thumb, a slow, deliberate in-and-out motion, stretching me, forcing my body to accustom itself to the violation. All the while, his other hand continued its relentless, expert work on my clit. One hand was creating a sharp, tearing pain that screamed STOP, while the other was sending waves of shameful, desperate pleasure that begged for MORE. The conflicting signals were a war inside my nervous system, a short-circuiting of every instinct I had.

"You're so fucking tight back here, Carolyn," he grunted, his own breathing becoming heavier. "Tighter than your pussy was. No one's ever been here before, have they?"

I couldn't answer. I could only sob, my face buried in the thick fabric of his sweatpants, the scent of him—clean and musky and male—filling my senses.

"I'm going to be the first," he whispered. "And Carolyn? I'm going to fucking ruin you."

He eased his thumb out, and for a glorious, fleeting second, I thought it was over. My exhausted body sagged heavily against his thick thighs, a wave of intense relief washing over me. It was done. I had survived.

But then I was moving, yet a-fucking-gain. He shifted his weight, and before I could even process what was happening, he stood up, lifting me with him. He cradled me effortlessly against his hard chest as if I were a child, my legs wrapped limply around his waist, my arms dangling uselessly at my sides. I was too spent to fight, too broken to protest. He held me there for a moment, my head lolling against his shoulder, and carried me out of the bedroom.

My mind, slow and sluggish, registered the change in flooring—the plush bedroom carpet giving way to the cool, smooth tiles of the master bathroom. The air here smelled different—of my expensive soaps, of Mark's shaving cream, of a sterile, domestic cleanliness that was about to be utterly desecrated.

He didn't put me down. He spun me around and walked straight to the long marble vanity with its matching his-and-hers sinks and neatly arranged toiletries. He bent me forward and braced my hands down hard on the cold, unforgiving edge of the counter. I stared at my own reflection in the vast, gilt-edged mirror.

The woman looking back was a complete ghost. Her hair was a matted, sweaty mess, her face was blotchy and tear-streaked, her eyes were vacant and ringed with smeared, black mascara. My mouth was bruised and swollen. Below my own horrifying reflection, I could see his dark, powerful arms holding me captive, and my pale, trembling ass—red, abused, and visibly leaking his cum—pushed up and presented to him.

"Hold on," he commanded, as if I could move. I was fucking trapped. He had one massive hand pressed firmly on the small of my back, pinning me to the vanity.

I heard him rummaging through my drawers, the clatter of jars and bottles, the sound of my organized, curated life being pawed through by this huge intruder. It was another small, intimate violation. He was searching my private spaces, places Mark would never think to disturb.

He made a quiet sound of satisfaction. "Oh, yeah, this'll work."

He came back to stand directly behind me. In his hand, he held a bottle of my favorite body lotion—a ridiculously expensive French brand, scented with lavender and chamomile, a scent I associated with calm, with peace, with the quiet, sexless moments after a bath. He squeezed a generous, obscene dollop into his palm and I watched in the mirror, a horrified, observer, as he reached between my legs from behind. He didn't just lube his cock. He was completely methodical. He worked the cool, slick lotion all around my puckered, abused asshole, then pushed a thick, lotion-coated finger into me.

His finger slid in with a sickening, invasive ease. A fresh wave of shame and violation washed over me. He worked it in and out, slowly, deliberately. He was preparing me, conditioning me, breaking down my body's last physical defense.

Then he added a second finger, forcing them both inside, stretching me impossibly wider. I cried out, raw pain and protest, my knuckles going white as I gripped the edge of the vanity. My own horrifying face stared back at me from the mirror. I was being forced to watch my own destruction.

"See?" he whispered, his voice a hot breath against my ear, his other hand coming up to roughly cup my breast, his thumb tormenting my nipple. "Your body knows what it wants. It's just your mind that's been lying to you all these years."

He pulled his fingers out with a soft, wet pop, and I knew what was coming next. I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to watch in the mirror any longer. I braced myself against the cold marble. The heavy scent of lavender and chamomile was thick in the air. It would never smell like peace again. It would forever be the scent of my own complete and utter ruin. He positioned himself behind me, and I felt the thick, blunt, lotion-slick head of his cock press hard against my tight, ravaged hole. He was about to take the very last thing I had left to give.

He simply took it.

There was a moment of impossible, searing pressure and pain, and then he was inside.

I screamed. A violent, ragged sound of pure agony as his big black cock split my ass in two. The pain was a blinding, white-hot tearing sensation that radiated from the depths of my bowels, so intense it stole my breath and made my vision swim with black spots. My fingers scrabbled uselessly against the cold marble of the vanity, seeking a purchase that wasn't there. My legs trembled uncontrollably, threatening to give out completely.

He drove himself in all the way—a single, brutal, conquering thrust that buried him to the absolute hilt inside my ruined ass. He was a solid wedge of hot, rigid muscle inside my body, stretching me, tearing me, filling a space that was never meant to be filled. It felt like he was breaking my bones from the inside out.

He stayed there for a long, torturous moment, completely motionless, letting the pain sear itself into my memory. I opened my eyes and looked up at him in the mirror. He was breathing heavily, his own body trembling with the strain and the sheer, overwhelming sensation of being buried deep inside my virgin ass.

"Fuck," he breathed. Just that.

I couldn't speak at all. I could only sob, my body wracked with silent, shuddering convulsions of pain and pure shock. Tears streamed down my face, splashing onto the pristine marble counter, mingling with a stray, greasy drop of my expensive lotion.

Then, with an agonizing slowness, he pulled back. The friction of his withdrawal was a fresh wave of raw fire, and I cried out again, a low, wounded sound. He didn't pull out completely. He left the thick, flared head of his cock just inside me, a constant, unbearable pressure, a vicious reminder of his presence, before he began to push his way slowly back in.

He was deliberate. Each inch of his massive length was a new kind of pain. He established a slow, grinding rhythm, a deep, punishing slide in and out of my ass that was pure, methodical torture. With every thrust, I could feel my own internal muscles clenching and unclenching around him in a desperate, futile attempt to expel him.

And then, the impossible happened.

Deep beneath the searing, tearing agony, a new sensation began to flicker. A low, dark thrum of incredible pleasure. It was coming from a place I didn't recognize, a deep, hidden nerve that his incredible length and thickness were striking with every slow, deliberate thrust. It was shameful. It was wrong. And it was absolutely undeniable.

He must have felt the change in me, felt the subtle, traitorous shift in the way my body was receiving him. A low, triumphant chuckle rumbled deep in his chest.

"There it is," he murmured, his voice thick with raw satisfaction. "I knew you'd like it. Knew you were just a dirty fucking slut waiting for a real man to show you what you really were."

The filthy words, the sheer, brutal degradation of it all, should have horrified me. Instead, they lit a raging fire in my belly. He was right. He was giving me exactly what I needed, what I’d never known I wanted, what I didn't even know how to ask anyone for. He increased his pace, the slow, torturous grind giving way to a harder, faster rhythm. The pain was still there—a constant, burning ring of fire—but now it was just the price of admission for a pleasure so intense, so forbidden, it was completely overwhelming.

I was being fucked in the ass, bent over my own bathroom sink. And the husband who shared this bathroom with me could be walking through the front door at any second. Oh god, he has to finish. Hurry up and finish. And as my body, my traitorous, whore's body, began to arch back into each thrust, my ass clenching tightly around his massive cock, I realized the panic and the pleasure were the same thing. I was chasing the high of my own destruction. My reflection in the mirror was a stranger—a wild-eyed, panting animal, her face a perfect mask of agony and ecstasy. This was who I was. This was the real me.

I sobbed. Or maybe I gasped. A broken, choked sound that formed itself into a word, a word I had no right to say, a word that sealed my fate.

"Harder," I whispered, my voice a raw, unrecognizable rasp.

He stopped. The sudden stillness was more shocking than the violent motion. The thick, searing pressure of him remained buried deep inside my ass, a hot, violating presence, but the rhythmic pounding ceased.

"The fuck did you just say?" He pulled back an inch, forcing me to look up, to meet his dark eyes in the mirror. His face was a mask of savage, predatory focus, beaded with sweat. He was looking at my reflection, demanding I acknowledge the word that had just tumbled from my ruined mouth.

My reflection was a horror show. A forty-one-year-old woman, broken and corrupted, bent over her own vanity. But her eyes... her eyes were alight with a terrifying, feral fire. I fucking owned this. This was me.

"Harder," I said again, my voice stronger this time, laced with a desperate, frantic need. "Please... fuck me harder before they get home."

A slow, savage grin spread across his face in the mirror. It was a look of pure, unholy triumph. This was what he had wanted all along. Not just my submission, but my willing, begging, panicked participation.

"You got it, Carolyn," he snarled.

And then he began to destroy me.

The slow, methodical torture was gone, replaced by a savage, unrestrained brutality. He gripped my hips with bruising force, lifting me slightly onto my toes, and began to pound into my ass with a furious, animalistic rhythm. The sound was obscene—a wet, percussive slapping of his muscle and flesh against my ass that echoed loudly off the tiled walls. The items on the vanity began to rattle violently. A glass bottle of Mark's expensive cologne shivered its way to the edge and crashed to the floor, the sound of the shattering glass completely lost in the storm of our fucking.

I watched it all happen in the mirror, my body a complete ragdoll in his powerful grip. I watched my pale, reddened ass get relentlessly hammered by this dark, powerful boy. I watched my own face, my mouth open in a silent scream, my eyes wide with a mixture of absolute terror and ecstatic bliss. The pain was a constant, raging fire, but it was just the gate. And through that gate, a flood of the most intense, forbidden pleasure I had ever known was pouring through, completely drowning me. Each brutal, pile-driving thrust sent a shockwave of pure sensation straight to the base of my spine. I was coming apart.

He was moaning and groaning now, wordless sounds from the final throes of a hunt. I could feel the climax building in his powerful body, a tightening in the muscles that held me down, a frantic, desperate energy in his hips. He was close, and he was getting closer with every thrust. He drove himself into me again and again, each thrust deeper and more punishing than the last, his balls slapping hard against my ravaged, dripping flesh.

"I'm gonna come in your ass, Carolyn, right fucking now" he said. "I'm gonna fill you. Your tight white ass is mine!"

He gave one final, soul-shattering thrust, burying himself so deep I felt the pressure in my stomach and my lungs. His entire massive body went rigid, pulled to its absolute breaking point. And then he came off deep inside my ass. The first hot pulse was a searing jet of seed that felt like it was branding my insides. He groaned and kept pumping, flooding my virgin hole with his climax, claiming this territory, planting his flag in the deepest, most forbidden part of me.

When he was done, he collapsed against me, shuddering, his cock still buried to the hilt deep inside my ass. We stayed there for a long, silent moment, locked together, panting in the sex-steamed room, the air thick with the scent of lavender, cum, and sweat.

Then, slowly, deliberately, he pulled out of me. I sagged against the vanity, my legs trembling too hard to hold me. My mind was a blank. I was a fucking wreck. I looked at my reflection one last time—at the woman with the dead eyes and the feral, satisfied smile.

And from downstairs, clear as a bell in the sudden, ringing silence, came the distinct, metallic sound of a key turning in the front door lock.


Exclusive Free Book

First Time Blacked—Waitress

Three big Black men walk into Lucy's diner in the middle of the night—a father and his sons.

When they leave, she knows she'll never be the same again.

Sign up for my newsletter, The Mollyverse, and get your free copy of Waitress as a welcome gift.

You'll receive exclusive deals and special offers, and be the first to know about my new releases. And of course, you can unsubscribe at any time.

An 18,000-word First Time Blacked novella, Waitress will never be published anywhere else. It will remain exclusive to subscribed members of The Mollyverse.

Get Your Free Book Now



Introducing Celebrity Skin

Fame has a price. And girls like Emily pay it on their knees. With no guarantees. It's always been that way.

New series Celebrity Skin is a raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star, this series is a soul-crushing journey through the darkest corners of the entertainment industry.

Available Now—Part One—Beautiful Garbage

Emily came to Hollywood with stars in her eyes. The first lesson she learned was the cost of ambition.

A Brief Excerpt

The motel is a two-story dive that looks like it hasn’t been painted since the eighties. The neon sign flickers, buzzing like an angry hornet. I pay the driver—too much—and drag my bag to the front desk. The clerk is a heavy guy with skin like pizza dough and eyes that drop immediately to my chest.

"Forty a night," he grunts. "Six days’ll get your seven if you pay cash upfront. No refunds."

"I'll take the week." It hurts to hand over the money. It leaves me with almost nothing. But I need a base. I need a door that locks.

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

I unlock the door and the smell hits me—stale cigarettes, mildew, and bleach that tries and fails to cover up the scent of sex. The carpet is sticky. I won’t think about that. The bedspread is a floral nightmare that looks stiff with fluids I don't want to identify.

I drop my bag, peel off my hoodie, and sit on the edge of the mattress. It groans under me. I catch my reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. I look wrecked. Mascara smudged, blonde hair frizzed out, face pale except for the freckles dusting my nose. My tits look defiant in my little tank top, my nipples still standing at attention.

I need a shower. I need to scrub the bus off me.

But before I can stand, a sound comes through the wall behind the headboard. It’s thin drywall, basically paper.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck! Right there!"

A woman’s voice. Loud. Unashamed. Followed by the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin. It’s ugly and raw.

My breath hitches. I freeze. I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. This is a whorehouse. I’m living in a whorehouse. But the sound—the sheer animal intensity of it—hooks into something deep in my belly. My pussy gives a little involuntary clench, leaking a drop of moisture into my panties.

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.



Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon


Coming Soon

First Time Blacked—Install

When her globetrotting husband orders the ultimate SmartHome, neglected suburban wife Bella Hawkins finds herself unable to resist the installer.

Malibu

A young Korean idol allow an older woman to remake her into the perfect doll, the perfect pet, and the perfect potential star

Filthy Little Secrets—Subway Girl

A good girl dresses like a little slut and rides the rush hour subway trains.

New Series Coming in 2026

Celebrity Skin

A hot young blonde's struggle to succeed in Hollywood.

Around the World in 80 Lays

The further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Now a fully formed hotwife slut, Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Backdoor Confessions

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

Celebrity Skin

A raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star in Hollywood.

Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon

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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