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Sarah was a good wife.

Until her husband offered her to another man.

A bigger man. A Black man. A bull.
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First Time Blacked

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

They’re wives. Teachers. 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—Hotwife

Sarah was a good wife.

Until her husband offered her to another man.

A bigger man. A Black man. A bull.

Sarah always fantasized about being taken by a big Black man—while her husband watched. It was supposed to be a one-time thing. A secret itch scratched. Just a dirty game.

But Marcus doesn’t play. He’s not just big—he’s massive, dominant, and ruthless. And once he gets inside her, he breaks everything. Her pride, her marriage, maybe even her mind.

James watches Sarah unravel. Her moans don’t sound like fantasy—they sound like worship. Her body doesn’t resist—not even for a moment. Her body aches for more.

She’s soaked. Stretched. Shaking.

And once Marcus has finished inside her …

She makes James clean her. With his tongue.

What begins as a fantasy ends in total sexual destruction.

No safe word. No mercy. No coming back.

An interracial hotwife cuckold tale. If you crave interracial domination, cuckold degradation, and white wives wrecked by alpha Black bulls, this story will break you in all the right ways.

Molly Pike
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The bedroom lights were dim, a soft bedside glow casting shadows along Sarah’s bare curves. Her skin still carried the flush of her orgasm, but instead of curling up to sleep, she rolled toward me, fingers tracing a slow line down my chest. Her eyes glinted with a flash of something wicked, flipping my stomach.

“James,” she murmured, leaning in close. “You know how we talked about … spicing things up … trying something different?”

My pulse kicked, curiosity tangling with a familiar thrill. She didn’t toss ideas like this out lightly. “Something different?” I echoed, trying to play it cool as her fingers skimmed lower, tracing the line of muscle along my stomach.

“Mm-hmm.” Her hand dipped lower, wrapping around my flaccid cock. “Really different.”

I swallowed hard as her fingers started a slow rhythm, warm and slick with traces of my cum and her pussy juices, but my mind was racing. “You mean … like … we’ve talked about before?” My voice came out as something close to a whisper. I couldn’t help it.

Her grin told me she’d noticed. “You said it first, remember? How it would be … hot as hell to see me with another man.” She gave my cock a slow, teasing squeeze, her eyes bright with mischief. “Did you mean it?”

The way she said it—like a dare—sent a shot of heat straight through me, but it was tinged with something darker. I tried to keep my voice steady. “Who’d you have in mind?”

She didn’t answer right away. She just looked at me, watching me intently, a hint of a teasing smile on her lips. “What about Marcus?” she finally said. “Our very friendly neighbor.”

I froze, the breath catching in my throat. Marcus. Tall, Black, confident. I’d noticed the way he looked at her sometimes, a little too long, with that cocky smile that said he knew he was handsome. That he was dangerous. That he could have her if he tried. And the fact that he was Black … it wasn’t something I’d let myself think about too much. But Sarah knew, oh, she knew. She knew the way it got under my skin, the way it wound me up.

“Marcus?” I managed, straining as she kept up her slow, maddening pace. The image hit me, unbidden: his dark hands on her pale hips, pulling her back onto him. The thought alone made me flush with arousal and something else. Jealousy. Curiosity. God, even as I hated the idea, I wanted to see it more. “You think he’d go for it?”

“He’d go for me in a heartbeat.” Her thumb brushed the head of my cock, drawing a jerk from my hips. “He’s been waiting for an excuse to take me apart.” She squeezed me, voice dropping. “Picture it—his big hands pulling me down onto his lap, filling me like no one else. He’d fucking break me, James. And you’d just watch.”

My gut twisted. My cock jerked in her hand. I was rock hard now. “You think I’d let him?” The words sounded weak even as I said them, but I couldn’t help it. I was caught, too turned on to hide it, my pulse pounding in time with her hand as she stroked me, milking my response with every teasing motion. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“What could you do?” she challenged, arching a brow. “Once he’s got me, what’s stopping him?”

My throat went dry, lust and jealousy clawing at me. “So … you’d really just let him? Just … give in?”

“Give in? Let him?” She leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “I’d beg him. I’d be on my knees, mouth open, ready to take every inch of him.” Her grip tightened and her hand began to move a little faster. “I’d be his little plaything, James. I’d be his fucktoy.”

The vision burned hot in my mind—my wife, down on her knees, lips wrapped around him, his hands in her hair. taking him deep while I was forced to watch My hips bucked, the twisted thrill overwhelming me. “You’d do that with me watching?”

“Whatever he wanted,” she breathed, her grip tightening, relentless. “Bent over, stretched wide, moaning his name while he gave it to me harder than you ever could. You’d hear it, James—every wet, filthy sound as he made me his. As I begged him for more.”

Her words seared me, and now her hand moved with purpose, slick fingers sliding over me in a rhythm that built like a storm. She shifted closer, her breath hot against my neck, her grip unyielding—slow, then fast, then slow again, dragging me to the edge and holding me there. My cock throbbed under her control, every stroke a taunt, every squeeze a reminder of what she was painting: Marcus, towering over her, his dark skin against hers, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust deep.

“Feel that?” she whispered, her voice a throaty hum, her fingers slick with our mess as she pumped me harder. “That’s him in me—stretching me, breaking me open while you watch.” My body tensed, heat coiling tight in my gut, her relentless hand driving me past reason. She slowed just enough to make me ache, then sped up, her palm twisting over the head of my cock, slick and merciless. “He’d fuck me raw, James. Fill me up. And you’d just sit there, dick in hand, watching him take what’s yours.”

I groaned, helpless, my hips jerking into her grip as the pressure built, unbearable. Her fingers tightened, stroking me with a fierce, steady rhythm, her breath ragged now, feeding off my desperation. “Imagine it,” she purred, “his big Black cock splitting me apart, my pussy dripping for him, screaming his name—Marcus, Marcus—while you’re stuck there, useless.”

The image snapped something in me—her thighs spread wide, his huge dark length plunging into her, her gasping his name. My climax surged, unstoppable, a feral, uncontainable force exploding through me. I bucked hard against her hand, a groan tearing from my throat as thick jets of cum erupted into the air, arcing high before spattering across her wrist, her arm, her tits, the sheets—pulse after violent pulse, more than I’d ever unleashed—at least since I was a teen—a hot, relentless gush that sprayed wild and free. She kept stroking, her grip slick and unyielding, milking me through it, her fingers guiding each shuddering burst as my hips jerked, my cock throbbing like it might split. Her breath hitched, thrilled, her lips brushing my ear with a final, wicked “Marcus,” searing the name into me.

I collapsed, chest heaving, her hand still curled around me, sticky and warm, glistening with streaks of cum that hadn’t shot skyward. The air smelled sharp and raw, my body spent, trembling—and then it crashed over me: it wasn’t only her hand that had done this to me. It was him—Marcus— buried deep in her, fucking her senseless in my mind, his thick Black cock stretching my wife wide, her screams for him driving me to that insane, spraying peak. That’s what had made me come harder than ever before. And Sarah knew it, too, her smile curling as she watched me realize, my jealousy and lust knotted tight around the thought of his cock in her.


2.

The air in our hotel room felt charged that night. I’d known this moment was coming—we’d both known—but the reality of it? My nerves were electric, buzzing under my skin as I tried to keep it together, watching her from across the room as if I’d never seen her before.

She’d dressed up for him, in my favorite black dress, the one I bought her when we went to Italy. She cast me a look, her lips curving in a slight, almost shy smile, like she was letting me in on some precious secret. She was going to make him come all over that dress, to ruin it forever, just like he’d ruin her. That thought twisted something deep inside me, a thrill that was half excitement, half gut-wrenching jealousy.

And then he was there. Marcus, leaning in the doorway like he owned the whole fucking hotel, calm and confident, every inch of him radiating power. He didn’t bother with small talk, just shot me a nod as if to say he knew why I was there, and he knew that I’d agreed to this.

Sarah walked up to him slowly, her gaze fixed on his as she let her fingers trail up his arm. She didn’t look back at me, didn’t hesitate. And just like that, she was in his arms, her body pressing against his, her hands exploring his chest with a hunger I’d never seen before. He leaned down, taking her mouth with a kiss that was rough, demanding, and she melted into it, a low moan escaping her as her fingers dug into his shoulders.

I felt my stomach twist, heart pounding as I watched, caught between wanting to look away and not being able to.

His hands were all over her, traveling her body like he’d been waiting for this, like he’d known exactly what he wanted from the second he laid eyes on her. And the way she responded—God, it was like she’d been holding back, like she’d been waiting for Marcus her whole life, her body arching into every touch, her breath coming faster, her face flushed as he trailed kisses down her neck.

He led her to the bed, and I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. All I could do was watch, feeling every second, every touch, as if I were right there with her. She looked over at me finally, her eyes dark, her lips swollen from his kisses, and in that moment, I could see it—the excitement, the hunger. She wanted this. She wanted him.

“Are you watching, James?” she asked. She held my gaze, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she ran her hands down his chest, her fingers tugging at his belt, her movements slow, teasing. “Because it’s about to get very real.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, nodding because I couldn’t trust myself to speak. This was happening—really happening.

She slid his belt free, her hands shaking just slightly, and I knew that beneath her confidence, there was a part of her that was just as overwhelmed as I was. But she didn’t hesitate. She pulled down his zipper, her fingers slipping inside, her eyes widening slightly as she took him in her hand, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

“Oh, James …” she breathed, her eyes meeting mine, and the way she looked at me then—like she was sharing another secret, like she wanted me to know exactly what she was feeling—hit me harder than I’d expected. “He’s even bigger than I thought. He’s going to ruin me.”

Those words sent a jolt through me, equal parts jealousy and excitement, as she wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly, almost reverently, as if savoring every inch of him. He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her as she leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine.

It was surreal, watching her like that, seeing her lips wrapped around him, hearing the soft, wet sounds as she moved, her head bobbing up and down, her hand stroking him with a skill that left me breathless. And he was losing himself in it, his head tipping back, a low groan escaping him as she worked him over, her hands, her mouth, her whole body moving with a purpose I’d never seen before.

Then he pulled her up, kissing her hard, his hands roaming over her body, and she responded with a need that left no doubt in my mind—she was his, completely, if only for this moment. He pushed her back onto the bed, peeling off her dress, leaving her bare beneath him, her body open, exposed, ready for him.

He didn’t hesitate. He spread her legs, positioning himself between her thighs, and I could see her trembling, see she was already soaking wet. Her gaze locked on mine. “James,” she said, a soft plea, a confession, “I want this. I need this.”

And then Marcus was there, forcing himself into her. His big Black cock nudged at her entrance, thick and unyielding, and Sarah’s breath hitched, her lips parting in a sharp, needy gasp that sliced right through me. He pushed forward, slowly, deliberately, the first inch forcing its way in, stretching her tight around him. I saw her eyes widen, a flicker of shock chasing the lust in her gaze, her mouth falling open as a strained, throaty “Oh—” spilled out. Another inch sank in, and her head tipped back, neck arching, a ragged whimper trembling from her lips as her pussy yielded to his girth. I couldn’t look away—her fingers clawed at the sheets, knuckles whitening, her face a flushed mask of surrender and strain, eyelids fluttering, brow creasing. He fed her the third inch, then the fourth, each slow, relentless advance splitting her wider, and her moans grew louder, jagged, a desperate “Fuck—Marcus—” breaking free as he forced himself deeper into her, inch by agonizing inch. When he finally hilted, filling her so completely her whole body shuddered, a slick sheen of sweat glossed her skin, and that low moan she let out hit me like a fist to the chest.

I sat frozen, my chest tight, a sick heat pooling in my gut as her sounds—those raw, pleading noises—stabbed at me. Each one twisted the jealousy and helpless arousal knotting inside me. My cock twitched, hardening against my will, as I stared at his dark shaft disappearing into her, stretching her pale flesh in ways I’d never managed. I hated it—hated how her gasps for him made my breath catch, how my hands clenched into fists even as my erection throbbed, betraying me. Her face, contorted with that mix of pain and ecstasy, burned into my skull, and when he settled deep inside her, that moan of hers had my pulse pounding in my ears, my body screaming to react—to stop it, to join it, to do something, anything.

And then he drew back, his cock sliding out inch by slick inch, glistening with her wetness, leaving her pussy gaping for a split second—an empty, quivering void that made my stomach lurch. Before I could breathe, he thrust back in, a sudden, deep stroke that slammed him to the hilt again. Sarah cried out, a sharp, wild “Yes!” bursting out of her as her hips jolted upward to meet him, and I flinched, my own hips jerking instinctively. Her eyes rolled back, mouth slack, a sheen of drool at the corner as the wet slap of their collision echoed in the room. A groan slipped from me, my cock pulsing harder, and I couldn’t shake it—the sight of him taking her, stretching her open again with that thick, dark cock, dragging me into a haze of rage and need I couldn’t claw my way out of.

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but watch as he took her, his body moving over hers with a power, a rhythm that left no doubt who was in control. She was his, completely, and the look on her face, the sounds she made, left me torn between jealousy and something darker, something deeper—a need I hadn’t realized I had.

She looked at me, her eyes hazy, lips parted as she panted, her body arching beneath him as he drove into her. “Oh God, James,” she moaned, breathless, already wrecked. “It’s … it’s everything we ever imagined.”

And I could only watch, helpless, aching, as she lost herself, writhing beneath him, every gasp, every moan, every whispered plea a reminder of the fantasy we’d shared—and the reality unfolding before my eyes.

He went hard and deeper than she’d ever felt, dragging along nerves that had never been touched before, and she responded to him instinctively. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, her back arching off the bed, a moan spilling from her lips.

“James,” she gasped, a shuddering breath escaping her as Marcus moved faster, his hands gripping her hips with a firmness that showed he wasn’t just fucking her—he was taking ownership. Every inch of her was his, every look, every touch, every sound she made that filled the room.

And I watched. God, I watched.

Each thrust sent a ripple through her body, the kind that had her head tipping back, her lips parted, her breath fast and shallow. I could see the tension in her, the way she was holding on to him, clutching his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as if grounding herself. And her eyes, the way they glazed over, were filled with a kind of bliss I’d only seen in the darkest corners of our fantasies.

She looked at me through heavy-lidded eyes, her gaze smoldering with need. “James … God, it feels …” Her voice trailed off, replaced by a whimper as Marcus angled his hips, hitting a spot that had her body jolting, her hands flying to his shoulders, anchoring herself against the onslaught.

Marcus wasn’t waiting or asking for permission. He wasn’t holding back. He was taking everything we’d both given him. And my wife was his bitch, her body pliant, her moans coming fast and loud, uninhibited, one after another, filling the space between us.

“James, oh fuck …” She was breathless, almost pleading, and I could only nod, the jealousy and arousal warring inside me. This was real. Not a fantasy. She was taking every fucking inch of him, and she was already his in a way she’d never been mine.

Her hips bucked against him, her body meeting his movements with a hunger I’d never seen, her hands clutching his shoulders, pulling him closer, deeper. And every time he filled her, every time he made her gasp, made her shiver, I felt that same thrill, that same rush of excitement.

She gasped as he thrust deeper, her head tilting back, shock and raw pleasure twisting her beautiful face. I could see it in the way her eyes squeezed shut, her lips going full rictus as she let out a trembling, breathless moan that cut straight through my bones

“Oh, God … Marcus,” she whimpered, a blend of bliss and strain, a delicate balance between the pleasure and the undeniable ache. Every movement seemed to push her limits, to take her right to the edge, and she was right there with him, riding every wave, her hips lifting to meet him even as her hands clutched at the sheets, fingers white with tension.

He slowed down for a moment, leaning over her, murmuring something too low for me to catch, a dark deep rumble that had her shivering, a visible tremor that ran down her spine. She nodded, barely, biting her lip as she opened her eyes, glancing over at me with a dazed, heated expression of complete surprise.

“Does it hurt?” I heard myself ask, barely recognizing my own voice, husky and caught between jealousy and a strange, helpless excitement.

She looked at me, her eyes hazy with need, and gave the smallest nod. “Yeah … but I … I want it, James. It’s … so much, but fuck, I want it more than anything.” Her voice was barely a whisper, her breath catching as Marcus started to move again, each slow, deliberate thrust sending a jolt through her, her body responding with a raw urgency that had her biting back a moan.

Marcus stretched her out, pushed her to her limits and beyond. She winced, gasping, her fingers clenching on his shoulders as her body arched off the bed, both inviting him deeper in and struggling to find room. Every movement was a shock of pain and pleasure that sent tremors through her, her lips parting as she gasped.

“Oh—Marcus,” she sobbed, eyes glazed with both surrender and resistance. Her hands were gripping him now as if bracing herself, grounding herself through the intensity, and her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, even as she winced with each new thrust.

“Is it too much for you, Sarah?” he asked. He slowed, grinding into her, filling her completely, letting her feel every inch of him stretching her pussy out. Her gasp was soft, breathless, and her head tipped back, the tendons in her neck straining as she took him in.

“It … it hurts,” she whispered, a half-plea, half-moan that held a hint of challenge, her eyes drifting to me, filled with need and defiance.

"Take it all," I heard myself say, the words slipping out, low and unsteady, almost a plea. It was surreal, watching her surrender, seeing her stretched and overwhelmed, caught between pleasure and obvious pain—and yet choosing it, leaning into it. “Take every fucking inch.”

She met my gaze, eyes wide, as she clung to him, her whole body taut beneath him. She trembled, caught up in the intensity, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she drew him in deeper, her mouth parting in a silent gasp as she felt every inch of him, her expression flickering between desire and strain.

His hands gripped her hips with a kind of fierce control, forcing her to take more, to take everything. His body moved over hers, grounding her as she clutched at him, breathing now in short, desperate little pants.

“It’s … so much …” she sobbed, a shuddering exhale, as she took him fully, her eyes drifting closed, surrendering.
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Her eyes were half-lidded, dark with lust as she looked over at me, that wild smile teasing her lips. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she purred. “To see me take all of him. To see me get … blacked.”

Her words sent a thrill straight through me, setting my nerves alight. She moaned, arching beneath Marcus as his body slammed into hers, stretching her inch by inch, her back lifting off the bed as he filled her again.

“Jesus, he’s so … fuck … I can feel him everywhere …,” she gasped, her voice breaking between breaths. “So much fucking bigger than anything I’ve ever had … You can see it, can’t you, James?” Her nails raked his shoulders, leaving red trails on his skin as she looked right at me, eyes blazing with challenge. “Bet you never thought you’d see me like this.”

Marcus shifted his grip, pulling her even closer, and she winced in pain as he ground deeper, filling her in a way that was both ruthless and perfectly measured, letting her feel every inch. She groaned, a low, needy sound spilling from her as she wrapped her legs tighter around him, clinging to him.

“God, he’s … hurting me,” she whispered, biting her lip as if savoring the sensation, her fingers gripping his shoulders for leverage as she took him, all of him. “But I want it, James … I want all of it, every fucking inch.” Her eyes didn’t leave mine, daring me to look away as she surrendered fully, letting Marcus push her to the edge, taking everything from him, and letting me watch it all.

Marcus's rhythm built as he held her hips in a firm, possessive grip, his body thrusting into hers with a force that had her gasping, clutching at him, her body arching in helpless, wanton acceptance. Her moans turned louder, throaty, filling the room.

“Oh my God—yes,” she choked out. “You … you’re … you’re so fucking big, I can’t … can’t even breathe.” Her eyes fluttered open, locking on me, a spark of challenge mingling with pure, unfiltered need. “Are you happy, James? This is what you wanted, I mean, isn’t it? To see me like this? To see me taking him? Every … fucking … inch?”

Now I could barely breathe, my chest tight, my pulse racing as I watched her unravel. The words, the sounds, her expression—everything about her was raw, untamed, surrendering completely to his big Black cock.

Marcus leaned down, his hand slipping beneath her, angling her hips just enough to drive himself deeper. “I own your fucking cunt now,” he told her. “Does that tight little white cunt want more of this cock?”

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Sarah moaned, her body arching into him, her hands clawing his back, her nails digging in, anchoring herself. “Fuck, yes, God … don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop. Give me every-fucking-thing.” She looked back at me, her gaze wild, filled with both challenge and utter desperation, as if daring me to deny the sheer overwhelming intensity of everything she was feeling now.

I watched, transfixed, as she began to come apart beneath him, her face twisting in raw, almost desperate pleasure. I’d seen her lose control before, sure, but this … this was something else. Her body was trembling, every muscle tight, her hands gripping his shoulders like he was the only thing in her world. Her back bowed again, her head tipping back, mouth open in a silent scream.

Her eyes squeezed shut, but every so often, they’d open just enough to meet mine, glazed and wild, almost as if she wanted me to see every shudder, every gasp. And I did—I couldn’t look away if I’d tried. Watching her like this, fully consumed, with surrender and unbridled desire—I was seeing a side of her I didn’t even know existed at all. Her breath caught, and then she sobbed, a sound so raw, so unrestrained that it shot through me like electricity.

She clawed at Marcus’s back, her nails raking him, as her whole body arched, hips lifting off the bed to meet each thrust, grinding against him, pulling him in. She was gasping now, moaning his name in a way I’d never heard before—almost reverent, like she was on the edge of something powerful, something she couldn’t stop.

And then mercifully, finally it hit her. Her entire body went tense as she let out a broken cry, every inch of her coming alive under him, lost in the heat and intensity of her climax. Her body clenched, every muscle tensing as he drove her over the edge with his big Black cock. Her breaths came in broken, desperate gasps as she took him to the hilt. Her thighs shook. Her fingers clung to him, as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through her, leaving her spent and wrecked, yet glowing with a raw satisfaction that left me completely breathless.

It was mesmerizing, watching her surrender so completely. The animal intensity in her eyes, the way she looked at me afterward, with that quiet, knowing smile—it was like she was letting me in on some secret, inviting me to see her in a way I never had before.

And Marcus didn’t stop. Sarah’s body began to settle, but he didn’t let up. He gripped her hips firmly, drawing her back toward him as he plunged in again, filling her completely. She gasped, a faint whimper slipping from her lips, her body still so sensitive, so alive, and yet she held onto him, bracing herself against his relentless rhythm. Her eyes fluttered, her expression a mixture of raw pleasure and exhaustion as she clung to him, letting him use every last piece of her.

Her body was trapped in the aftershocks of her own orgasm. Her moans of ecstasy turned into ragged cries. Every inch of her body surrendered to the pace he set, her skin flushed, her back arching to meet every fevered urgent thrust. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, even as her expression flickered between helplessness and desire, caught in a whirlwind of pure sensation that seemed to be burning her up from the inside, as if he were determined to make sure she felt him everywhere

Marcus’s movements became more measured, as if savoring every second of her. He let out a low groan, his hands tightening on her hips, his cock slamming into her with a power and intensity that made her gasp, clutching his shoulders for support.

“Yes … oh fuck, Marcus, yes—just like that,” she gasped, her words tumbling out in breathless, desperate pleas. “Fuck me. Fill me. Give me all your cum.” Her voice was low, shaky, dripping with arousal, and I felt a strange pang of longing as I watched her surrender to him completely. The way she cried out, the way her hands clung to him—it was everything we’d imagined and a whole lot more.

Marcus’s hands tightened on her hips as he pulled her closer, his body tense with the effort of holding himself back. He gritted his teeth, his gaze fixed on her, completely absorbed in every response she gave him, every gasp, every tremor that rippled through her body. His breathing grew rougher, his eyes darkening as he pushed deeper, losing himself in her, his hips slamming into hers with a raw, almost desperate intensity.

Then, with one last, shuddering thrust, he buried himself completely, his body going rigid as he held her against him, his grip unyielding. A low, rasping groan escaped him as he reached his own peak and Sarah’s eyes closed, her lips parting in a silent cry as she felt him, her own body trembling, shuddering as he emptied his balls into her.

And I could only watch.

When they finally eased apart, Sarah’s breathing was still uneven, her chest rising and falling as she lay there, looking completely spent but satisfied in a way I’d never seen before. She sat up slowly, her gaze lingering on Marcus, a soft smile touching her lips.

Without a word, she reached out, taking him in her hands. She leaned forward, her hair falling in waves over her shoulder as she kissed his cock, tasting him and herself, her tongue gliding over every inch as if savoring every lingering trace of their fuck.

Her eyes lifted to meet his, then flicked over to me, her expression playful yet filled with a kind of reverence. “Just making sure he’s clean,” she said with a mischievous smile, her tone light, teasing. But there was something deeper there, a quiet intimacy as she continued, her hands soft and gentle, her lips warm and devoted, every movement laced with tenderness.

And then when he was clean, Marcus started again.
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“Don’t stop,” he said. “Get me hard again.”

Sarah’s breath caught in her throat as she glanced up at me. I could see the slight tremble in her hands as she wrapped her hand around his cock, her fingers barely meeting around his girth. She stroked him gently at first. When she leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to the tip of Marcus’s cock, I had to suppress a groan. The sight of her lips on him, the way her tongue darted out to taste him, was almost too much to bear. I could feel the heat of my own desire, the ache in my balls, the throb of my cock. But I didn't look away. I couldn't.

She took him into her mouth, inch by slow inch, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his size. I could see the strain in her jaw, the concentration in her eyes as she relaxed her throat, taking him deeper.

Her head bobbed up and down, her hand working the base of his shaft, her mouth and tongue working in tandem. His hips began to move, subtle thrusts that matched her rhythm.

I reached down, rubbing my cock through my pants, the friction doing little to ease the ache but impossible to resist. Sarah’s eyes flicked to me, and the sight of her, on her knees, her mouth full of cock, her eyes locked onto mine, was almost enough to send me over the edge.

She pulled back, her hand still working his shaft, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I could see Marcus’s cock now, hard and proud, glistening with her saliva. She had done it. She had brought him back to life and now I was going to have to watch it all over again.

Marcus mounted her like a Great Dane taking a poodle. I could see the way he filled her and stretched her. I saw her body rising to meet him as he plunged into her again and again, taking her to a place I’d only glimpsed in our wildest fantasies. The contrast between their skin—her pale thighs framing his dark hips, the way his broad shoulders dwarfed her, his hands gripping her waist as if he were grounding her through the sheer force of his presence—it was almost too much to take in. Every thrust seemed to push her further, deeper, her back arching with each stroke, her mouth falling open in gasping, wordless pleasure.

I was hypnotized, caught up in the raw, primal rhythm he set. I thought I knew her body, knew every inch of her, every face she could ever pull, but seeing her like this, taken fully, completely, her body bending to meet him, was something I’d never seen.

Her face was full of need and bliss, lips parted, eyes unfocused, hands sliding down his back as he took her harder, deeper. She wailed, body quivering as she surrendered again, her legs wrapped tight around him anchoring herself to withstand his every thrust.

Marcus’s big Black cock was pushing her body to the edge again, stretching her in ways that left her gasping, crying, begging for relief. Her hands clutched at the sheets as she tried to keep up with him. His size, his strength—she took it all, body straining, pussy yielding with each relentless stroke. The way he filled her, went deeper than I ever could, was almost mesmerizing in its intensity.

Her breathing turned ragged again, little cries slipping from her gaping lips, her thighs trembling as he took her further, her hips lifting instinctively, as though welcoming everything he could give her.

Sarah was gone—lost in him, lost in this moment where she let go of every inhibition. Her mouth worked between breathless gasps, her words barely coherent as they tumbled out. “Oh fuck, yes,” she panted, her gaze meeting mine for an instant, her eyes wild and daring.

Her cries had that frantic, needy edge as Marcus hammered into her, each thrust coaxing another moan, another shudder that rippled through her entire body. Her hands clawed at his back, her lips brushing over his shoulder as she cried out, “Oh, fuck, yes … you’re ruining me. You’re making me yours.” Then her head tilted, eyes locking on me with that wicked gleam. “My cunt will never be the same again,” she said, the words spilling out in a throaty, taunting tone.

Marcus drove into her harder, and her voice broke on a ragged gasp. “God, yes, yes—just like that. Make me feel every fucking inch of you.” Her body arched, pressing herself to him, almost begging for more, and I could see every tremor, every shock of pleasure that made her hips buck against him, taking everything he gave her.

Sarah’s control slipped, unraveling completely as she surrendered to Marcus’s relentless rhythm. Her head lolled back, eyes half-lidded and wild with desire, her mouth spilling the kind of filthy confessions I’d never imagined I’d hear. “God … yes, do it, ruin me,” she gasped. A raw, desperate plea as she looked up at him, and then back at me, her gaze flickering between us, like she needed both of us to witness just how far she was willing to go.

“Use me, Marcus. Take what you want,” she gasped. “Ruin my little white cunt.” Her hand seized his shoulder as she tried to hold herself steady, trembling against him as he drove himself into her. “Do it to me, Marcus. Make me your little white whore.” She let out a shaky laugh, her eyes glazed, her lips curving into a broken smile as she looked at me. “Bet you never thought you’d see me like this, did you?”

Each thrust pulled more out of her, words tumbling over each other as she gave herself fully to Marcus. “Oh, fuck, I can feel it in my guts,” she croaked. “Shit, Jesus, Marcus, come on, put a baby in me.” Her voice broke, and she moaned, throwing herself into each thrust, her body clinging to him, taken fully, with no restraint, no shame.

I watched Sarah shift beneath him, her hips tilting up, greedy, pulling him deeper as Marcus drove into her. Her body arched to meet each thrust, thighs trembling with the effort, her skin slick with sweat as she forced herself to take every punishing inch. Her breaths came fast, shallow, her voice slurring into a desperate, filthy stream. “Fuck, Marcus—Jesus, you’re splitting me open, so fucking thick I can feel you in my guts. Ruin me, I don’t care—just give me your cock.”

She was gone now—unhinged, lost in him, her body quaking as she chased the edge. Her hands scrabbled at his back, nails raking red lines, her pussy clenching tight around his cock with every thrust, the wet, obscene squelch of it filling the room. I could see her lips stretched taut around him, glistening, her hips bucking like she couldn’t get enough, even as he stretched her past breaking. “God, I’m your filthy little whore,” she gasped, voice cracking, “just a little white hole for that big Black cock—fuck me stupid, Marcus, please.” Her eyes rolled back, half-lidded, drool slicking her chin as she surrendered completely, every thrust jolting her frame, her tits bouncing with the force. I felt my own cock throb, a sick pulse of heat, watching her unravel—watching her want it.

Then it hit—her orgasm building slow at first, a low, keening whine rising in her throat as her body tensed, every muscle locking tight. “Oh fuck—oh fuck—” she panted, her voice climbing, frantic, her legs starting to shake, toes curling hard against the sheets. Marcus didn’t let up, slamming into her deeper, harder, and I saw her stomach clench, her breath hitch, her face twist into something animal—eyes wide, mouth gaping, a sheen of sweat beading on her brow. “I’m—I’m—” she choked, and then it broke, a scream tearing from her, raw and unrestrained, “Marcus—fuck, yes!” Her pussy spasmed around him, a visible ripple as she came, juices gushing slick down her thighs, pooling beneath her as her hips jerked wildly. Her legs thrashed, heels digging into the mattress, her whole body convulsing—once, twice, a third time—as wave after wave ripped through her, each one wrenching out a fresh, rasping cry. She clawed at him, at the sheets, at nothing, her head thrashing side to side, hair plastered to her face, until the last shudder faded, leaving her gasping, wrecked, chest heaving as she fought for air, her body limp and trembling in the aftermath, utterly undone.


5.

Marcus wasn’t done—he didn’t give her a second to breathe. His hips slammed forward, relentless, like his only goal was to pump her full of his cum. I couldn’t tear my eyes away, my body locked tight, every muscle rigid as I stared at Sarah—at my Sarah, unraveling beneath him.

He was fucking her like I’d never seen—savage, unsparing. She’d never looked this way with me: legs splayed wide, trembling, her body a slick, open offering to his every thrust. Her head lolled back, mouth gaping, gasping sharp, broken breaths with each brutal plunge. She didn’t even glance my way anymore, she was too far gone, too lost in him. It was too much—too fucking much—and yet I stayed, pinned by the sight of his big Black cock splitting her wide open, her moans spilling out like she’d die without it.

A knot twisted in my gut, hot and sick. I shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t be watching my wife take him like this, loving it like this. But her eyes flicked to me, just for a second, and I saw a glint of defiance, daring me to feel it all with her. Her lips twitched, almost a smirk, as his next thrust jolted her, her tits bouncing hard, a ragged “Marcus—” choking out.

Her next breath was a sob as she looked at me, and I knew she was waiting. Waiting for me to say something, to acknowledge what was happening here. She didn’t have to say it, but I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to admit it. Wanted me to say that I was okay with this. That I was okay with him destroying her.

My throat burned, dry as ash. How the hell could I say that? But then Marcus growled, low and guttural, driving deeper, and something in me shattered. My cock surged, straining against my jeans, a dull ache pulsing through me as I watched her body mold to him—her hips rocking up, her pussy swallowing every thick inch like it was made for him. Her cries were wild now, unrestrained, a desperate “Fuck—Marcus, don’t stop—” that clawed at my chest. I hated it, hated how it lit me up, how my breath synced to their rhythm.

“You’re mine, Sarah,” he rumbled, pulling out slow—his cock slick, gleaming—then slamming back in, harder, deeper, his hands clamping her hips like he owned her. “My needy white fucktoy.”

“Yes—yours,” she gasped, voice splintering on his name, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Break me with it, Marcus—please.” The words hit me like a slap, jealousy flaring hot, melding with this dark, twisted need to see her wrecked. I could hear it—the wet smack of their bodies, her pussy gripping him tight, the air thick with her musk and his sweat. My own erection throbbed, leaking now, soaking through my jeans as I imagined it—her stretched wide, impaled, loving every second of it.

I caught her eyes again, and there was a fire in them—a challenge. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. She knew I was torn between the need to stop this and the need to see her break. And that fucking look ... she was still daring me to admit it. Daring me to embrace what was happening, and to enjoy it.

My wife begged again, “Harder—give me all of it,” her voice a cracked, frantic plea as her hands clawed at his shoulders, yanking him closer. Marcus shifted, angling deeper, his cock plunging so far in I swore I saw her stomach ripple with each thrust, a faint bulge pulsing under her sweat-slick skin. Her gasps morphed into sobs, wet and broken, her body trembling on the brink. I could see it creeping up—her breaths turning shallow, jagged, a low, animal whine keening from her throat as her thighs started to quake, toes curling tight against the sheets. “Oh God—Marcus—I’m—” she choked out, her face flushing crimson, eyes squeezing shut, veins pulsing at her temples. Her nails raked down his back, leaving red welts, her hips bucking wild as she teetered on the edge.

Then it hit—a scream ripped from her, high and feral, “Yes—fuck, Marcus!” Her pussy clamped down, spasming hard around his cock, and a hot, clear gush sprayed out, splattering his thighs, pooling beneath her ass in a glistening mess. Her hips jolted upward, violent, chasing him as her whole body seized—legs kicking out, heels slamming the mattress, a second wave crashing through her. “Oh—fuck—yes!” she wailed, louder, hoarser, her voice shredding as her eyes flew open, whites flashing, pupils blown wide. Her tits heaved, nipples taut, a sheen of sweat dripping between them as her back arched off the bed, spine bowing like it might snap. Another pulse hit—a third, brutal surge—and her scream broke into a choking sob, drool spilling from her slack mouth, streaking her chin as her head thrashed side to side, hair plastered to her flushed cheeks. Her pussy kept convulsing, her juices pulsing out in rhythmic spurts, drenching the sheets, the air thick with the sharp tang of her release. Her limbs flailed, hands slapping at Marcus, at the bed, fingers twisting in the fabric as the final shudder ripped through her—a long, ragged “Maaar-cus—” trailing into a whimper. She collapsed, chest heaving, ribs straining with each gasping breath, her body a quivering wreck, thighs twitching, a slick trail of cum and sweat streaking down her legs as she lay there, shattered, barely human.

I jolted forward, a groan tearing from my throat, my cock jerking hard in my jeans, the fabric soaked through as the pressure spiked, unbearable. Something deep inside me cracked—rage, lust, shame—splintering apart as I watched her shatter for him, more alive, more broken than she’d ever been with me.


6.

I was trying to hold it together, but every time Sarah moaned for him, every time she said his name, something inside of me cracked. It was like I was watching a part of her slip away, like she was becoming someone else, something else. Somebody who was his.

My cock twitched and leaked in my pants, and I hated myself for it. I hated that I was getting so hard, watching her like this. But I couldn’t stop my body from betraying me. I wasn’t in control anymore. The jealousy—God, the jealousy—it made my chest feel tight, like I was suffocating, but it came with a deep, animalistic craving to see more. To hear more.

I gripped the edge of the couch, my knuckles white, as Marcus pounded into her, pushing her hips back, slamming her down on him. And she was fucking loving it. Every thrust, every deep dive, she was yelling for him. Her body shaking, her tits bouncing, her pussy taking him like it was made for him.

And I couldn’t look away.

I was caught in a trap. My mind was telling me to hate this, to stop it, but my body was telling me something else. My dick was hard in my pants, pressing painfully against the fabric, and I could feel the sweat starting to bead on the back of my neck.

“You’re so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned, and her body responded. She was pushing back against him again now, matching his rhythm, like she couldn’t get enough of him and his big cock. I was watching this, I was watching her surrender herself to him completely, and I felt it—every inch of it.

And then it hit me.

I wasn’t only watching them. I was part of this too. I was complicit in this, in her pleasure. In her submission to him. And I felt it deep in my gut—this strange, electrifying connection to what was happening on the bed.

I clenched my fists, my cock throbbing painfully. I should have been angry. I should have been pissed off. But all I could think about was the sound of her voice, the way she was gasping for air, how she was trembling under him. And that thought—that my wife was trembling for him and his big Black cock—it did something to me.

I tried to swallow, but my throat was dry. I couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. I was frozen in place, watching her surrender to him, and it was making me as hard as I’d ever been.

“Tell me you want it,” Marcus growled, his fingers digging into her hips, controlling her and taking her in a way I never could. “Tell me you want it, baby.”

Sarah gasped for him, rough and desperate, “I want it. I fucking need it, Marcus. Don’t you fucking stop.”

Fuck.

The way she said his name, like it was the only thing that mattered, twisted something inside me. This sick, twisted thrill coursed through me as I watched them together. Watched her fall apart on his cock.

And fuck, I wanted to see more.

It happened again. Sarah’s face twisted in ecstasy, her eyes closed, her hands gripping Marcus’s chest as she came, again. Her body tensed, her pussy tightened around his big Black cock, and I saw it all—the way she broke for him, the way she completely surrendered to the pleasure he was giving her.

I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t stop myself. My cock jerked in my pants, and the pressure was too much. I needed to get off. I needed it.

But I wasn’t the one making my wife scream. I wasn’t the one in complete control.

I swallowed hard, watching them. Marcus fucked her through it, pulling back just enough to make her beg again. She was panting, legs spread wide, and I was watching my wife take it all, hearing her beg for more.

My own body burned with a need I couldn’t ignore anymore. Every sound Sarah made, every desperate cry she made for Marcus, it only made it worse. She was his now. Her body was his.

I didn’t look away. I watched as Marcus pounded into her, saw her shudder and moan, like she couldn’t get enough. Like she was drowning in him. I couldn’t look away.

My hand twitched, like it was acting on its own. Slowly, painfully, I unzipped my pants, my fingers stiff with the kind of tension I had never felt before. It was like I was stepping into a trap I didn’t know how to get out of, but I didn’t care anymore. I was losing myself in it.

Sarah cried out again, her body going rigid, her pussy squeezing around Marcus like it was begging for more. I knew what was coming next. She was getting there again, already. I could see it in her face, in the way her body moved. She was fucking ruined, and the thought of it made my cock pulse in my hand.

“Fuck, baby,” I heard Marcus grunt. “You’re so fucking tight. I’m gonna pump you full of cum.”

And I couldn’t stop now. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from his monster cock, buried in my wife, from the way she was falling apart beneath him. She was his now—and somehow, I was okay with it.

I pulled my cock free, feeling the weight of it in my palm. I wasn’t in control of this anymore. It was like my body was just doing its own thing, like it knew what I needed before I did.

I heard Sarah cry out again, high and desperate, “Yes, Marcus! Yes! Fuck me like that! Oh, my fucking God!”

The words hit me like a punch. They stung, they burned, but they also sent a rush of heat straight to my cock. I started jerking off, slowly at first, but the tension in my body built and built, each stroke matching the rhythm of Marcus’s thrusts. It was like I was inside her, like I was part of what was happening. But I wasn’t. I was just sitting there, watching it happen. Watching her give herself to him.

I hated myself for it. But I couldn’t stop. I was fucking hard as hell, and every time Marcus thrust home, I stroked myself. I wasn’t in control of this, not anymore. It was like the jealousy, the shame, the arousal—it was all tangled up together, and I couldn’t figure out what I was feeling. But I knew one thing: I needed this. I needed to watch. I needed to feel like I was with them, even though I wasn’t. I was on the outside.

Sarah’s body went stiff, her mouth falling open as she screamed. “Marcus! Fuck! Oh God, yes! You’re fucking killing me!”

The sound ripped through me, and my cock twitched in my hand. I was so fucking close, and all I could think about was the way she was screaming for him. The way her pussy was taking him deep. The way my wife was his slut.

I was losing myself.

I didn’t even think. I just came. My cock jerked in my hand, spilling everything out in thick, hot spurts. It was like my body had been waiting for this moment, for the release, for the surrender.

And all I could do was watch as Marcus kept fucking her, as she kept screaming his name, and I knew—deep down—that I had just crossed a line.

I had let go. I had submitted.

And then Marcus came.

I swear to God I could fucking feel his massive cock pulsing inside Sarah, see his balls emptying into her, filling her wrecked cunt, coating her insides.

Sarah’s moans filled the room, desperate gasps of pleasure and pain that sent shivers down my spine. She was utterly lost, convulsing beneath him. I could see the sweat glistening on her skin, the flush of exertion and ecstasy spreading across her cheeks, her breasts heaving with each ragged breath.

His body collapsed against hers, pinning her to the mattress.

He pulled out slowly, his cock still semi-hard, glistening with their combined juices. A thick stream of cum followed, leaking out of her and onto the bed, forming a puddle on the hotel’s sheets. Her pussy was red raw like tenderized meat, swollen and gaping wide. I thought Sarah was right. Marcus had ruined her.


Epilogue.

Marcus was gone, but I couldn’t move, rooted to the spot, heart slamming against my ribs as Sarah’s eyes bore down on me. The room was a furnace, hotter than ever. My skin was slick with sweat. My cock was still hard, aching from everything that had happened, from everything I’d seen—what I had allowed

Sarah shifted, leaning back against the headboard, legs splaying wide, her gaze a blade pinning me in place. Her hands slid over her body, slow and deliberate, tracing her sweat-slick curves until they framed the mess between her thighs—glistening, gaping, swollen, raw.

“Well?” she said, voice low, edged with mockery. “You’re going to fix this mess, aren’t you?” She tilted her hips, baring the sticky chaos of her pussy—her juices mingled with his thick, pearly cum, dripping onto the sheets. My stomach lurched, arousal and shame twisting tight. “Lick it up, James. Clean me.”

Her words knocked the air from me. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think past the dry rasp in my throat. She was rewriting us—shoving me into this new, broken place at her feet. “What’s wrong?” she taunted, softer now, a cruel smile curling her lips. “You begged me to take him. You loved watching him stretch me. Now get down here and taste what you wanted.”

My breath hitched, my cock jerking painfully in my jeans. Those eyes—sharp, unyielding—saw straight through me, stripping me bare. I was nothing to her now, a shadow of the man I’d been, and she knew it, knew how it gutted me, how it set me on fire. My legs moved before my mind caught up, trembling as I crawled to her, drawn like a moth to a flame I couldn’t escape. The air thickened with the musk of sex—her tang, his salt—hitting me hard as I hovered over her, hands shaking on her thighs.

“Do it,” she snapped, fingers snagging my hair, yanking my head down. “Suck it out of me, you pathetic little voyeur. Taste how he fucked me better than you ever could.” Her cruelty sliced deep, and I hesitated, lips brushing her battered, gaping heat—still radiating Marcus’s warmth—and then she shoved me down, forcing my mouth open. The first taste hit my lips—slick, bitter, a flood of her arousal laced with his heavy, musky load. It coated my tongue, thick and warm, sliding down my throat as I gagged, then licked again, driven by her grip and my own dark need.

She moaned, thighs clamping around my head, hips grinding into my face. “That’s it—swallow him down. Every single fucking drop he left in me.” Her voice was a purr now, dripping with control as I worked, tongue plunging deeper, scooping out the mess—his cum pooling in my mouth, her walls twitching against me. I could feel it: the slick stretch of her cunt, still gaped from his girth, the faint pulse of her aftershocks as I lapped at her clit, then lower, chasing the last traces. My jaw ached, my face smeared with their mingled release, but I kept going, drowning in the taste—salty, sweet, wrong—and the way it made my cock throb, leaking into my jeans like I was coming apart too.

“Good boy,” she breathed, fingers tightening in my hair, guiding me like a pet as I lapped at her, tongue chasing the last slick traces of Marcus. “Keep going—make me spotless. You’re mine to use now, aren’t you?” I groaned into her, the sound muffled, pathetic, as her thighs quivered, a fresh trickle of her own slick joining the mix on my tongue. I swallowed it all—his cum, her heat, the shame—my hands digging into her skin, pulling her closer as I surrendered, lost in the fire of it.

I was almost finished when Sarah’s grip shifted, both hands snagging my hair now, yanking my face back just enough to lock eyes with me. “Not done yet,” she purred. “It’s your turn to make me come, James—right here, right now.” Her fingers twisted, pulling hard, dragging my mouth back to her swollen, dripping pussy. She held me there, hips tilting up slightly, and started to work me—using my head like a tool, guiding my lips and tongue exactly where she wanted them. “Don’t,” she told me, “Don’t ever even think that you’ll get to use your cock. You are never putting that inside me again.”

I wasn’t surprised to hear her say it. I couldn’t pull away—her hands were iron, forcing me deeper, her scent choking me, sharp and musky as she ground herself against my face. “Suck it,” she hissed, one hand clamping the back of my neck, the other tugging my hair in sharp, rhythmic pulls. “Fucking do it, James—you’re just my pathetic cleanup bitch now.”

My jaw ached, my tongue darting fast, desperate, sucking at her clit, then plunging lower as she shoved me into her slick heat. Her moans spiked, raw and urgent—“Yes—fuck—harder”—and her thighs tensed, trembling around my ears as she dictated the pace, hips rocking just enough to smear her mess across my lips and chin. I was drowning in her. My face was soaked and slick with her and Marcus.

Her grip tightened, nails digging into my scalp, and she yanked me up to her clit again, voice breaking. “Right there—don’t you dare stop—” Her breath hitched, a low growl building as her hips bucked once, twice, chasing it. I sucked harder, tongue flicking fast, and she snapped—a scream tore from her, wild and jagged, “Fuck—James—yes!” Her pussy clenched, then erupted, a hot, sharp gush flooding my mouth, bitter and overwhelming, spilling over my tongue as I choked, swallowing reflexively.

She didn’t let go—her hands shoved me tighter against her, another spurt jetting out, splattering my lips, my cheeks, streaking hot across my face in messy, dripping arcs. “Take it—fucking take it!” my wife cried, voice shredding as her thighs shook, her whole body convulsing, a third pulse drenching me, running down my chin, pooling at my collar as she rode it out, hips jerking against my soaked mouth. Her scream faded to a ragged whimper, her grip loosening as she slumped back, panting, thighs still twitching around my head.

I pulled back when her hands finally fell away, gasping, my face a sopping wreck—her juices and the last vestiges of Marcus streaking my skin, stinging my eyes, dripping from my jaw onto the sheets.

My cock throbbed—I was coming in my jeans—but I couldn’t move, couldn’t think past the taste of her flooding my throat. I stared up at her, chest heaving, the fire in my gut roaring. And then I went back to work.

I made sure to clean every inch of Sarah, to remove every trace of Marcus from her, just like she told me to. Because now, this was my role. Because this was my place. Because I had been blacked.
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Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

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.

Maybe someone should have told her that all power corrupts, and absolute power will destroy even the best.

But nobody ever did, so she’s finding out for herself.

A story of Hollywood Humiliation and DC Disgrace—This complex psychological erotic novella (12,000 words) is an introduction to both Hollywood Humiliation and DC Disgrace.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon

And The Winner Is ...

Bella was supposed to win the Award. She lost everything

Bella Reed walked the red carpet in a gown that screamed victory. But after losing the award everyone thought was hers, she finds herself invited to a secret afterparty with three industry alpha males—a powerful producer, a legendary director, and a billionaire investor with ties to half the studios in tinsel town. And suddenly, Bella isn’t a star—she’s the entertainment.

Lights, camera, action!

Charlotte's Callback

Charlotte wanted to make it big. She had no idea how small they’d make her feel.

Charlotte Bennett didn't need #MeToo or #TimesUp to tell her how Hollywood worked. She had her two-times Golden Globe-winning mother for that. But even so, it was only once she stepped into Victor and Isabel's production offices that Charlotte learned exactly what was expected of her. Not a monologue. Not a scene. Just obedience. Undress for them. Dance. And beg.

Her Ivy League brain screamed, No. Her body whispered, More. She thought she'd feel powerful. Instead, she ended up exposed, degraded, and soaking wet.

This wasn’t acting. It wasn’t art. It was compliance, and Charlotte nailed it, first time.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon


DC Disgrace

In the corridors of power, they hide their filthy secrets behind closed doors.

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. But the men in charge are playing for keeps and they don’t give a damn about these women's resumes. They care about control. They wield their power in private. And they're quick to teach these women the first lesson of DC. To survive, they must surrender everything.

DC Disgrace is a series of erotic short stories which features age-gap (older man younger woman), female humiliation, embarrassed nude females (ENF), and clothed male nude female (CMNF).

Stories include:

	The Toy in the Mailroom
	Guess Who's Coming at Dinner?
	Bonfire of the Vanity


Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon


Doing Deals

The market is on fire. The properties are stunning. The clients are ruthless. And these women? Women like Kendra, Miranda, and Olivia? They were born to do deals.

Buying? Selling? Owning? A million-dollar listing? A billionaire with an outrageous kink?

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, they 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 nine volumes of 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.

From the brutal lessons of Captain Bob’s iron discipline to the decadent games of Cyrene’s passengers, the Yachties series plunges you into a world where luxury meets depravity, above and below deck.

Yachties Unleashed

When the world’s most exclusive free-use interior crew isn’t serving their own bodies up to the elite, they’re dishing up something else entirely. Off-duty and out of uniform, these free-use stews go wild.

From beachside flings and dirty alley trysts to lavish parties and forbidden fantasies, Between Charters is where your favorite Yachties let loose. No rules. No shame. Just whatever these girls need.

Yachties: Off the clock. Out of uniform. Unleashed.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.


Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Makkuro Neon—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Welcome to the Great Nihongo Necroplex. A sprawling urban nightmare where no one is free.

Where everyone’s for sale.

Where bodies are currency.

Where the hard, black rain washes nothing clean.

Down in the No-Go—beneath the soaring glass towers, between the holo-whores and Gokudō pleasure bars, women like Rei and Saya claw to survive.

Some sell themselves for credits. Some for power. Others in the hope of feeling something real.

But in the end, none of that matters at all. Because only the Necroplex itself decides who wins—and who gets royally fucked.

Discover three volumes of Makkuro Neon at Amazon.


Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of wife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ...

Together, this young couple have turned the holidays into a playground for their fantasies, making each celebration a chance for Hannah to surrender to the thrill of being stripped, shared, and utterly used.

On Halloween, Hannah is the naughty nun on her knees. At Thanksgiving, she’s the one getting stuffed. And come Christmas, she’s the gift everyone gets to unwrap.

With Paul always encouraging Hannah to let loose, this devil-may-care blonde quickly discovers the joy of becoming his slutwife—living to please and be pleased, no matter who’s watching, or joining in.

Perfect for fans of erotic exploration, daring couples, and edge-of-your-seat seduction, these stories are packed with explicit, X-rated scenes, intense emotions, and themes that’ll leave you breathless. Hannah and Paul don’t hold back—and neither should you. The holidays have never been this hot.

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.


Inheritance Island

Lies, Lust, and Murder. What would you do to survive?

In a gilded art deco hotel on a storm-swept island, twelve strangers—the heirs—are playing a dangerous game for a TV audience. Some lie. Some seduce. And some murder.

It seems like every heir has a secret they need to keep, but no secrets are safe from Sophie, your gorgeous host and the undisputed Queen of Voyeurs. She sees everything: the fleeting alliances that can crumble with a single look, the simmering rivalries primed to explode into chaos, and the taboo kinks that emerge behind locked doors.

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

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

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes gather not just to chase gold, but to explore their deepest, most forbidden desires. The legendary hub of athletic prowess and raw sexuality, the Village has always been home to more than just competition—it's been a playground for unrestrained passion.

Since 1992, the hosts have handed out condoms like candy, and the numbers have only skyrocketed—from 150,000 in Sydney 2000 to an eye-popping half a million in Rio 2016. And let's not forget London 2012, where the influx of athletes famously crashed Grindr and Tinder, proving that when the world's best come together, sparks—and plenty of other things—fly.

Each volume of the Gold Medal Diaries dives into the hidden life of a different Olympian, blending the gritty reality of their high-stakes world with dark erotic fantasies. These stories are as intense and captivating as the athletes themselves, peeling back the curtain on what really happens when the cameras aren't rolling. The notorious "anti-intimacy" cardboard beds are about to get more action than they were ever designed for, and trust us, they’re not the only ones getting pounded.

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon
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