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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



Oral Exam

Julia is a tenured professor, but tonight her TA Aubrey is setting the test.

To her students, Julia is Professor H—a woman of intellect and authority.

But one night with her TA and her big black linebacker boyfriend changed absolutely everything for Julia.

And now, they're coming back, not asking, but telling.

Julia is about to face an oral exam unlike any she has ever administered ... one where the only passing grade is total and unconditional surrender.

Oral Exam (8,000 words) is the continuation of Prof, the dark and intense story of a tenured professor's stunning descent into her deepest desires. See her TA take charge. See a bored and lonely, newly-divorced mom spanked and stretched beyond her limits in an exhausting threesome that leaves her utterly wrecked and owned.

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

. 
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Oral Exam

By Wednesday, the smell of bleach in the house was enough to make Julia’s eyes water.

She had scrubbed the granite top of her kitchen island over and over again. Spray. Wipe. Scrub. Working with a manic, mechanical rhythm. But no matter how much chemical citrus she inhaled, she couldn't lose the phantom scent trapped in her sinuses—the heavy, earthy musk of Marcel’s sweat mixed with cold olive oil and the tang of her own pussy.

The entire week had been a waking purgatory. Julia had been a ghost, a shadow haunting her own suburban life. She packed Leo’s lunches. She answered emails. She smiled at the barista at Starbucks. But underneath her tailored slacks and silk blouses, her nipples were in a state of constant, chafing arousal and her cunt throbbed with a hollow, hungry ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

Every night, she took the detachable showerhead to her clit, turning the water pressure to the highest setting. She came, hard and fast, sobbing into the steam, but those orgasms weren’t enough for her. They felt thin. Useless. Just water and friction. They didn't stretch her pussy out. They didn't hurt her. They didn't look at her with dark, possessive eyes and call her a slut.

She dreaded Saturday. She was terrified of what she had let them do to her, of what they might do next—Aubrey, her Teaching Assistant and occasional sitter, and her big Black linebacker boyfriend Marcel.

Yes, she was terrified, but she was also counting the hours until they came back.

Her breaking point came on Friday night. She was sitting on the edge of her perfectly made bed, staring blankly at the wall, when her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

The screen lit up the dark room. A text from Aubrey.

Julia’s stomach dropped into her shoes. Her hand shook as she picked up the phone. It wasn't a question asking if she still needed a sitter. It was a directive.

Hey Julia. We’re coming over tomorrow at 7. Have Leo fed and ready for bed. And wear that red dress for us. The one from last week. No underwear.

Julia stared at the glowing letters. She read the message three times. Her lungs seemed to seize in her chest, refusing to draw air. Julia. Not Professor H. The sheer, casual entitlement of it flipped something deep inside.

No underwear.

Her thighs clamped together involuntarily. A slick, hot rush of wetness flooded her panties instantly, soaking the cotton before she even set the phone down. Yes, she was terrified. And humiliated.

She typed back two words.

Yes, Aubrey.

**

Saturday, 6:55 PM.

Julia stood in the center of her living room, a prisoner in her own home, every nerve ending screaming with a frantic, buzzing cocktail of terror and desperate anticipation.

She was wearing the red dress. The fabric felt entirely different today. Last week, it had been a shield, a carefully chosen outfit to project confidence on a date. Tonight, it was a costume of her own degradation.

She wasn't wearing a bra. The silk lining rubbed directly against her bare, pebbled nipples with every breath she took, sending sharp little zaps of electricity straight down to her clit. And lower down... she was completely bare. Without panties, she felt every draft in the house, every gust from the air-conditioning. And every time she shifted her weight, the fabric brushed against her swollen, dripping slit.

6:58 PM.

She paced the carpet, her bare feet silent. Her heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs. Leo was in the den, happily eating the last of his macaroni and cheese, completely oblivious to the fact that his mother was waiting for his babysitter and her boyfriend to come and destroy her.

Ding-dong.

The chime echoed through the quiet house like a starter pistol.

Julia bit back a gasp. Her hands flew to her stomach, smoothing the red fabric, trying to steady the violent shaking in her fingers. She walked to the front door, the friction of her thighs rubbing her wet pussy lips together, and turned the deadbolt.

She pulled the door open.

They stood on her porch, framed by the fading suburban twilight. Marcel looked like a mountain, dressed in dark jeans and a tight black henley that clung to his massive chest. Aubrey stood beside him in ripped denim shorts and a tiny white crop top, popping a piece of pink bubblegum. Snap.

They looked like they owned the place.

Aubrey didn't say hello. Didn't smile. Her eyes immediately dropped to the hem of Julia’s red dress, then dragged slowly up her body, noting the sharp points of her nipples pressing through the fabric.

Aubrey smirked. She turned her head to look up at Marcel.

"See?" Aubrey said, her voice dripping with smug satisfaction. "I told you she'd dress up for us."

Marcel’s dark eyes locked onto Julia’s. He didn't speak, but his gaze stripped the red dress right off her. Julia swallowed hard, her mouth bone dry, a fresh wave of slickness pooling between her legs.

"Aubrey!"

Leo’s voice cut through the heavy, sex-drenched tension. He came running around the corner, a plastic dinosaur in his hand, beaming at her.

Aubrey stepped inside, brushing right past Julia without asking permission, forcing Julia to step back. Marcel followed, his massive frame eating up the space in the foyer.

"Hey, little man," Aubrey said, her tone instantly shifting to the bright, cool babysitter voice. She reached out and ruffled Leo’s hair. "You ready for movie night?"

"Yeah!" Leo cheered.

"Awesome. Head on upstairs to your room. Watch with your headphones on, and don't come down until the movie is totally over, okay? We've got adult stuff to talk about down here."

"Okay!" Leo didn't even question it. He turned and sprinted up the carpeted stairs, disappearing down the hall. A second later, the heavy thud of his bedroom door closing echoed through the house.

The silence that rushed in to fill the void was deafening.

Julia stood frozen by the open front door.

Marcel reached out, his huge, calloused hand wrapping around the edge of the door. He pushed it shut. The deadbolt clicked into place. The trap was sprung.

Aubrey slowly turned around to face Julia. The bright, friendly babysitter mask was gone. In its place was the cold, calculating architect of her ruin.

"Kitchen," Aubrey ordered, jerking her head toward the hallway. "Now."

The short walk from the foyer to her kitchen felt like a march to the gallows. Julia walked into the bright, recessed lighting of the family kitchen and stopped.

Aubrey didn't hesitate. She walked right past the stools, grabbed the edge of the kitchen island, and hoisted herself up. She sat on the expensive granite, her ripped denim shorts riding high on her thighs, her sneakers dangling casually. It was a blatant, deliberate desecration of Julia’s space.

Marcel followed Julia in. He didn't sit. He stopped right behind her, standing so close she could feel the heat radiating off his massive chest. She didn't dare turn around, but she could smell him—that dark, intoxicating musk of leather, cologne, and raw male dominance. He was a wall trapping her in place.

"So, Julia," Aubrey started, popping her gum. The loud smack echoed off the stainless steel appliances.

Julia flinched. Hearing her first name in the teenager’s mouth felt like a slap.

"Last week was fun, right?" Aubrey asked, tilting her head. "A little messy, a little crazy, but fun. Marcel and I talked about it, and we think we're going to make this a regular thing."

Julia felt a sudden, dizzying rush of blood to her head. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She was terrified, but beneath the fear, a sick, heavy pool of relief settled low in her belly. They weren't leaving. They were keeping her.

"But," Aubrey continued, leaning forward, resting her hands on her knees. Her eyes went flat and serious. "If we're going to do this, there are going to be some changes. Think of it as our private little club. And clubs have rules."

Julia nodded mutely, her hands clasping together in front of her to hide their trembling.

"First," Aubrey said, pointing a manicured finger at Julia’s chest. "We loved the dress. It’s perfect. Every Saturday, when we get here, you will have an outfit ready for us. Something sexy. Something slutty. Something tight. Something that reminds you exactly what you are. And you will never, ever wear underwear for us. We shouldn't have to waste time stripping you when we want to use you. Understand?"

"Yes," Julia whispered.

"Good. Second rule: this house? When we step through that front door, it's our playground. The rules of your boring suburban life don't apply anymore. And your master bedroom? That's our playroom now. You do not go in there unless we invite you. You don't sit on the bed. You don't even touch the doorknob until we say so."

Julia swallowed hard. They were taking her sanctuary. They were taking everything.

"And finally," Aubrey said, a cruel little smile curving her lips. "The etiquette. The whole 'Mrs. H' bullshit is done. You don't deserve that title anymore. You’re Julia. To me, anyway. To him?" Aubrey looked past Julia’s shoulder to Marcel. "You're whatever he decides to call you. And from now on, you're going to use your manners. A little 'please' and 'thank you' goes a long way when you're begging for cock. Got it?"

Julia opened her mouth, her vocal cords tight. "Yes."

Aubrey arched an eyebrow, waiting.

Julia flushed, the heat creeping all the way up to her hairline. She lowered her eyes to the floor. "Yes, Aubrey. Thank you."

"Good girl," Aubrey purred. She leaned back, bracing her hands behind her on the granite. "Now. Let's see if you followed instructions today."

Aubrey nodded to Marcel.

Julia gasped as two massive, calloused hands clamped down on her hips from behind. Marcel’s grip was bruising, absolute. He didn't pull her back against him; he just held her in place, establishing his total physical control.

"Let's see," Marcel rumbled, his voice vibrating right against the nape of her neck.

His right hand left her hip. Julia felt the rough pads of his fingers graze the side of her bare knee. She shivered violently. His hand slid higher, tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. The contrast was shocking—his dark, rough skin against her pale, soft flesh.

He didn't bother checking if there was a panty line. He knew.

His fingers slid right under the hem of the red silk, pushing the fabric up her thigh. He reached the apex of her legs, his hand cupping her completely bare mound.

Julia let out a sharp, choked whimper. Her knees buckled slightly, but Marcel’s other hand on her hip held her upright.

He made no effort to pleasure her. Ignoring her clit, he simply parted her slick, swollen lips with two thick fingers, driving them into the shallow opening of her cunt.

The sound was obscene. A wet, sloppy squelch in the dead quiet of the kitchen.

She was soaked. Dripping. The evidence of her pathetic, eager submission was undeniable. Marcel dragged his wet fingers out of her slit and wiped her own juices slowly across her bare thigh, marking her.

Aubrey laughed. It was a bright, delighted sound.

"Look at that," Aubrey said, eyes fixed on the glistening trail on Julia’s leg. "Didn't even have to touch her, and she's already melting. She's a total slut for you."

"Yeah, she is," Marcel agreed, his voice thick and dark. He slapped her bare ass through the silk of the dress, a sharp crack that made Julia jolt. "Let's take our slut to bed."

He didn't let go of her hip. He steered her out of the kitchen and toward the primary bedroom like she was a piece of livestock being led to the barn, walking up to be slaughtered.

Marcel pushed her through the open door of her own bedroom. The scent of lavender linen spray hit her, a punch of domestic normalcy that made her want to vomit. Her king-sized bed sat in the center of the room, perfectly made, the white duvet smoothed flat.

Aubrey walked in behind them, shutting the door with a soft click that sealed Julia's fate.

"On the bed," Aubrey ordered, her voice sharp in the quiet room. "Face down. Ass up. Let's start with the basics."

Julia didn't hesitate. Fear and a dark, twisted obedience hijacked her nervous system. She crawled onto the edge of the mattress. Her knees sank into the plush memory foam. She crawled forward, leaving the safety of the floor, and lowered her upper body until her cheek pressed into the pristine white pillow. She hiked her hips high into the air.

The red dress rode up, bunching around her waist, leaving her pale, bare ass exposed. She was completely vulnerable. Spread. Waiting.

She heard the sound of a zipper sliding down, the heavy clink of Marcel’s belt buckle hitting the floor.

The mattress dipped violently behind her. Marcel’s heavy knees settled on either side of her calves. He had no time for foreplay. He simply grabbed her hips, his huge thumbs digging into her hip bones, and dragged her backward against his groin.

The broad, blunt head of his cock slid right into the slick groove between her ass cheeks, seeking her dripping pussy. He lined it up and shoved his hips forward.

Julia screamed into the pillow.

It was a slow, deliberate impalement, not the frenzied, adrenaline-fueled fucking of last week. Julia felt her pussy fighting him, burning as they stretched past their breaking point to accommodate his massive girth. Resistance was useless. He pushed in anyway, inch by brutal inch, separating her, tearing her open from the inside out, until finally, he bottomed out.

Julia’s entire body shuddered. She squeezed her eyes shut, crying into the cotton pillowcase. This was more cock than she had been designed to take. She was completely full and it fucking hurt. She was stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey on her own bed. The feeling was a terrifying mix of physical pain, overwhelming fullness, and a sick, deep-seated pleasure that she couldn't deny.

"Good girl," Aubrey said.

Julia opened one eye. Aubrey was slowly circling the bed, walking around them like a trainer inspecting a racehorse.

Marcel started to pull back. Julia whined. Her pussy grasped at him, trying to hold on to the thick meat, but he pulled almost all the way out before driving his hips forward again.

His dark thighs slammed against her pale ass cheeks. The sound cracked like a whip in the quiet bedroom.

He set his pace. Deep, punishing, and relentless. Every time he thrust forward, he pushed Julia an inch across the mattress. Every time he pulled back, he dragged her with him. She was nothing but a fucktoy for his cock.

"Arch that back, Julia," Aubrey commanded from the side of the bed.

Julia tried to obey, pushing her chest deeper into the mattress and sticking her ass higher in the air, but her abs were trembling.

Aubrey’s hand connected with Julia’s right ass cheek, leaving a stinging, bright red handprint on her pale skin.

"I said arch it!" Aubrey snapped. "Present your hole to him. Don't make him do all the work, you lazy slut. Push back on his cock."

Tears of pain and humiliation streamed down Julia’s face, soaking the pillow. She pushed her hips backward, forcing her aching, stretched cunt deeper onto Marcel’s descending shaft. The impact jarred her spine. It was intensely shameful. She was a thirty-four-year-old mother, a professional, her son was watching a Disney movie upstairs, and there she was getting her ass spanked by her own TA while the TA’s boyfriend fucked her doggystyle.

She felt herself dissolving with every thrust. She was becoming just another wet, throbbing hole. Her breath started to come in ragged, broken hitches. Despite the pain, despite the crushing degradation, her body was adapting. The burn was turning into a terrible, localized heat. The friction was waking up nerves that had been dormant for years. Until last weekend.

Julia started to chase that feeling. She couldn't help herself. She was pushing back harder, taking him deeper, her pussy clamping around his shaft like a vice, trying to wring every drop of sensation out of him.

"That's it," Aubrey purred, walking to the head of the bed. She leaned over, her face inches from Julia’s ear. "Take it like the filthy little cum-dumpster you are. Fucking take it, slut."

Julia sobbed into the pillow, her hips rocking back into Marcel’s brutal rhythm, completely surrendered to her own ruin.

"Stop. Pull out."

Aubrey’s voice cut through the heavy, wet sounds of the fucking like a scalpel.

Marcel didn't hesitate. He yanked his hips back, pulling his massive cock out of Julia in one swift, brutal motion. The sudden emptiness was a physical shock. Her swollen cunt made a loud, hollow pop, weeping a mixture of Marcel’s pre-cum and her own slick juices onto the white sheets.

Julia gasped, her hips involuntarily bucking upward, trying to chase the meat that had just abandoned her.

"Flip her," Aubrey commanded.

Large, rough hands grabbed Julia by the shoulders and hoisted her up. She was manhandled, rolled over onto her back like a ragdoll. The overhead bedroom light blinded her for a second. She threw a hand up to shield her eyes, her chest heaving, her red silk dress bunched all the way up under her armpits.

"Look at you," Aubrey sneered, stepping up to the side of the bed. "What a mess."

Aubrey reached down and grabbed Julia’s ankles. With zero gentleness, she shoved Julia’s knees back toward her chest, forcing her legs wide apart.

"Grab them," Aubrey ordered.

Julia blinked, dazed and panting.

"Grab your own ankles, Julia. Pull your knees back. Show him everything."

Humiliation burned hot and bright in Julia’s throat, but the dark, twisted obedience that had taken root in her brain forced her arms to move. She reached down, her trembling fingers wrapping around her own ankles. She pulled her knees back toward her shoulders, completely exposing herself.

She felt a draft of cool air hit her soaking wet pussy. She was spread-eagle under the bright lights, her swollen, pink slit glistening with slickness, gaping slightly from the abuse it had just taken.

Marcel stepped right into the V of her spread legs.

From this angle, he looked like a titan. Julia stared up at his chest, slick with sweat, and then her eyes traveled downward. To his cock. It hovered between her thighs—thick, veiny, and dripping.

"Watch him," Aubrey whispered, her face hovering just inches from Julia’s. "Watch what he does to you."

Marcel gripped his heavy shaft, lined the broad head up with her dripping slit, and slowly sank his weight forward.

Julia couldn't look away. The visual feedback was devastating. She watched the thick, dark meat part her swollen, red lips. She watched her own pale flesh stretch to an impossible circumference, the skin pulling taut as he buried himself to the root.

The feeling was entirely different on her back. He wasn't just hitting her cervix now; the angle drove his thick shaft right up against her G-spot. It was a deep, paralyzing friction that sent a shockwave of pure electricity straight to her brain.

Julia let out a long, high-pitched moan, her head throwing back against the mattress.

Marcel began to pump.

He didn't need to hold her hips; Julia was holding herself open for him, her arms shaking with the effort of keeping her legs pinned back. Every thrust drove him deep into her belly.

"See our little slut take it," Aubrey narrated, trailing a manicured fingernail lightly over Julia’s flushed stomach, just above her clit. "Look how stretched out her little cunt is getting. You're ruining her, Marcel."

"Fucking wrecking her," Marcel rasped. And then he sped up.

Julia was losing her mind. The visual of his huge black cock hammering in and out of her pale, wet body... the sharp sting of Aubrey’s fingernails on her skin... the deep, relentless pounding against her G-spot. She was panting like an animal. Her toes curled tightly. A deep, heavy coil of pressure was winding tighter and tighter in her pelvis. The burn was transforming into a desperate, frantic need.

She started to chase it. Her hips bucked up to meet his downward thrusts, her internal muscles clamping down on his thick shaft in rapid, fluttering spasms. She wanted it. She needed it. She was seconds away from a massive, shattering release.

"Please," she sobbed, her voice wrecked and pathetic. "Please, I'm gonna—"

"Stop."

Aubrey’s voice was ice.

Marcel froze instantly, buried deep inside her.

Julia’s body rigid with anticipation, hovered on the absolute precipice of the orgasm. Her cunt throbbed around him. "Please," she whimpered, her eyes pleading with Aubrey. "Don't stop, please—"

"Pull out," Aubrey ordered, ignoring Julia completely.

Marcel dragged his cock out of her. Slow. Deliberate. Agonizing.

When the head of his cock finally popped free, the loss of pressure was devastating. The orgasm that had been rushing up to meet her slammed into a brick wall and shattered into a million pieces of dull, throbbing frustration.

"No," Julia whined, a pathetic, broken sound. Her hands fell away from her ankles, her legs dropping to the mattress. She writhed on the bed, her pussy pulsing with a painful, hollow ache that felt like physical torture.

Aubrey leaned over her, a cruel, mocking smile playing on her lips.

"Did I say you could cum?" Aubrey whispered, trailing her finger down Julia’s cheek.

"N-no," Julia sobbed, shivering with unmet need.

"That's right. You don't get to cum. You haven't earned it. Your pleasure isn't the point of this." Aubrey grabbed a fistful of Julia’s hair and yanked her head up off the pillow. "You're here for him."

Aubrey yanked Julia forward, dragging her up toward the edge of the bed.

"Your pussy is in timeout," Aubrey sneered, shoving Julia until she was kneeling on the floor. "But he still needs to finish. Earn your fucking keep."

Julia hit the floor hard. Her bare knees slammed into the carpet beside her own king-sized bed. She knelt there, chest heaving, the ruined silk of the red dress pooled around her hips. Her cunt was throbbing, a deep, hollow, agonizing pulse of denied release that radiated all the way up to her stomach.

Marcel stepped to the edge of the mattress, towering over her.

At eye level, his cock was a terrifying piece of anatomy. It jutted out from his dark, muscular thighs, heavy and rigid, the thick veins standing out like ropes beneath the skin. The broad, purple head was weeping pre-cum, slick and shiny with the leftover glaze of Julia’s own pussy juices. It smelled of sweat, musk, and the sharp, undeniable tang of her own arousal.

"Suck it," Aubrey commanded from above, crossing her arms. "Clean your mess off him."

Julia trembled. She had sucked David's average, polite little cock earlier this year, but this? This was a weapon.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. She pressed her mouth to the broad, weeping tip.

The taste hit her tongue instantly—salty, musky, and distinctly hers. She was tasting her own cunt on his big black dick. A fresh sob caught in her chest, but she opened wider and tried to slide her mouth down the shaft.

She didn't make it two inches.

The sheer girth of him stretched her lips taut, pulling the corners of her mouth until they burned. She tried to take him deeper, but her gag reflex fired instantly. Her stomach lurched. She jerked back, coughing violently, a thick string of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his shaft before it snapped. She spat onto the carpet, gasping for air, her eyes watering profusely.

"Pathetic," Aubrey sneered, stepping closer. "Look at her. A fucking college professor who can't even take a dick. What a useless fucking cumdumpster."

Shame burned hot and bright in Julia's chest. She wiped her chin with the back of a shaking hand.

"Try again," Marcel rumbled, his voice cold. He stepped half an inch closer, his cock twitching right in front of her nose.

Julia forced herself forward. She wrapped one hand around the thick base of his shaft, trying to anchor him, and opened her mouth as wide as her jaw would physically allow. Her jaw actually popped as she took him in. She flattened her tongue, trying to clear a path, and pushed herself forward.

Ghhhk.

She gagged again, choking on the hot, suffocating mass of meat. Her throat convulsed, trying to reject the foreign object, but this time, Aubrey’s hand clamped down on the back of her head, her fingers tangling ruthlessly in Julia’s hair.

"Don't you dare spit him out," Aubrey hissed, holding Julia's face firmly against Marcel’s groin. "Breathe through your nose, you stupid bitch. Relax your throat. Take it."

Julia was suffocating. Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks, ruining whatever was left of her makeup. Her mascara ran in dark, ugly streaks. She was a gagging, drooling, snot-nosed mess, kneeling on the floor of her own bedroom while her TA held her head down on a massive black cock.

It was the absolute bottom. The ultimate disgrace.

But as the seconds ticked by, the panic started to shift. Her lungs burned, but she forced herself to inhale sharply through her nostrils. In. Out.

She stopped fighting the size of him. She let her jaw go slack. She stopped trying to swallow him whole and started using her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the thick ridge of the head, tasting the salty pre-cum. She pumped her hand up and down the base, making up for the inches she couldn't fit in her mouth.

Schlurp.

The sound was wet and sloppy in the quiet room.

"There you go," Aubrey murmured, her grip on Julia's hair loosening just a fraction, turning from a restraint into a guide. "Wet it up. Make it sloppy for him."

Julia pulled back, letting the head pop out of her mouth with a slick smack, taking a desperate, greedy breath of air, before diving right back down.

She tilted her head to the side, changing the angle, finding a way to slide him just a little bit further past the arch of her tongue without triggering the gag. Spit pooled in her cheeks, overflowing and dripping down her chin in thick, pearlescent globs, landing on the red silk of her dress.

She didn't care about the mess. A sick, degrading realization was blooming in her mind: she wanted to be good at this. She needed to be.

She wanted to hear Marcel groan. She wanted Aubrey to call her a good girl again. Her cunt was still throbbing with agonizing, unmet need, and the only outlet she had left was her mouth. If she couldn't cum, she was going to suck this cock like her life depended on it.

She fell into a rhythm.

Her head bobbed steadily, her hand matching the pace. The sounds grew obscenely loud. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked hard on the upstroke, drawing the blood to the surface of his heavy shaft, before opening wide to slide back down.

She was doing it. The respectable, divorced mother of one was gone, replaced completely by a drooling, dedicated cocksucker. She moaned around his thick dick, the vibration humming against his skin, her eyes fluttering shut as she fully embraced her own disgusting, beautiful ruin.

Julia lost herself in the wet, sloppy rhythm. She wasn't thinking about her son upstairs. She wasn't thinking about her career or her spotless kitchen. Her entire universe had been reduced to the heavy, throbbing meat sliding in and out of her stretched lips. She hummed around it, her tongue swirling the underside of the shaft, spit and pre-cum lubricating the frantic up-and-down motion of her hand.

Above her, Marcel’s breathing grew ragged. The thick muscles of his thighs tensed. He started to thrust his hips forward, meeting her head halfway, taking control of the pace.

"Yeah," he growled, his voice a deep, vibrating rumble that she felt against her nose. "Suck that dick, slut."

"She’s a good little cocksucker," Aubrey praised, but her tone was sharp, calculating. "But she’s overdressed."

Suddenly, hands grabbed the neckline of Julia’s red silk dress.

With a harsh, violent tug, Aubrey ripped the fabric downward. The thin straps snapped instantly. The silk peeled away from Julia’s chest, bunching tight around her waist, completely exposing her pale, heavy breasts. Her nipples were tight, dark, and pebble-hard, aching with the agonizing arousal of her denied pussy. As her head bobbed on Marcel’s cock, her heavy tits bounced helplessly with the violent, jarring motion.

"Look at those," Aubrey purred, reaching out to pinch a hard nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She twisted it cruelly, making Julia whine around the mouthful of cock. "Heavy. Desperate. You should paint them, Marcel."

Marcel didn't need to be told twice.

His hands clamped down on either side of Julia’s head, his thick fingers tangling in her messy hair. He locked her in place and started to fuck her face.

It was brutal. He drove his cock deep into her throat, ignoring her muffled gags, using her mouth like it was just another cunt. Her nose smashed against his pubic bone. Spit flew from her lips. Her jaw ached, her neck strained, and her bare tits jiggled wildly under Aubrey’s cruel, pinching fingers.

"I'm close," Marcel snarled, his hips snapping forward with piston-like speed.

Julia squeezed her eyes shut, her throat raw, taking every brutal inch.

With a groan, Marcel yanked his cock out of her mouth.

Julia gasped for air, her mouth falling open, spit trailing down her chin. She looked up just in time to see the swollen purple head pulsing directly over her face.

The first thick, boiling-hot rope of cum hit her right on the collarbone. It splashed up, coating her neck in a thick, pearlescent white streak. Julia gasped and stared up at the massive, twitching cock raining down on her, and in that split second, her entire reality fractured and realigned.

He unloaded on her. A heavy shot splattered across her left breast, dripping down the pale, heaving curve to hang off her tight, aching nipple. Another hit her right on the chin, the hot fluid splashing up onto her lower lip.

Julia stayed perfectly still on her knees, eyes wide, chest heaving. With every thick rope that struck her, a piece of her old life was violently washed away.

She thought of her pristine, beige living room. She thought of David’s dry, polite kiss at the end of a boring, sterile date. Of Leo, her pride and joy, upstairs in his room. She thought of the careful, tailored suits she wore to the office to project respectability and control. It was all a lie. A brittle, exhausting shell she had built to hide the starving, hollow void inside her.

This was the truth.

Kneeling on the floor in a ruined silk dress, her big tits exposed, her pussy throbbing with an agonizing, denied ache, taking a load to the face while her TA watched. She wasn't a victim, she told herself. This wasn't a tragedy. This was only the truth. She was exactly what Aubrey had called her: a cum-dumpster. A slut. A fucktoy.

The most terrifying yet liberating thought of all echoed through her mind as another hot jet hit her throat: I belong to them now.

She offered herself to the mess. Her chest hitched, pushing her heavy breasts upward, actively catching the dripping seed. It felt like a baptism in filth. The liquid heat on her skin was a branding iron, marking her as their property.

Marcel pumped and pumped, his hips stuttering as he wrung every last, thick drop onto her bare chest, her chin, her throat.

When the final, weak spurt landed on her cheek, the silence of the bedroom rushed back in. Marcel stood there, panting, his softened dick hanging heavy and slick.

Julia stayed perfectly still. She was a ruin, but she had never felt more authentic. Cum dripped from her chin, pooled in the hollow of her throat, and smeared across her bare, heaving tits. Her red dress was ruined. Her makeup was a disaster. Her pussy was still throbbing with an unbearable, aching need that she knew wasn't going to be answered tonight.

Her skin was flushed, her breathing uneven, her eyes wide and dark with total, unconditional surrender. The respectable mother was dead. Long live the slut.

"Swallow that," Aubrey said, standing over her with crossed arms, breaking the spell and staring down at Julia’s mouth.

Julia blinked up at her. She didn't hesitate. She stuck her tongue out, gathering the hot, thick cum that had landed on her bottom lip. She dragged it into her mouth. It was salty, musky, and overwhelmingly potent—the taste of her own submission. She swallowed audibly, her throat working the heavy fluid down, cementing the pact.

"Good girl," Aubrey said, a vicious little smile playing on her lips. "You look so much better like this. Covered in his mess. Wear it like a badge, slut."

Julia nodded mutely. She stayed on her knees, her bare chest sticky and cooling in the air conditioning, looking up at her TA with wide, obedient, broken eyes.

And right then, the heavy, unmistakable sound of something falling on the floor upstairs cut through the thick, sex-scented air of the bedroom. It was followed by the faint, muffled sound of Leo's voice.

Julia’s heart seized. Maternal instinct, buried deep beneath layers of filth and submission, flared to life. She gasped, her hands flying up to cover her bare, cum-smeared tits, her eyes darting toward the door.

"Leo," she whispered, her voice a panicky rasp. "I have to—"

Aubrey didn't panic. Didn't flinch. In the span of a single heartbeat, the sadistic, foul-mouthed predator vanished. She smoothed her hair, straightened her crop top, and slipped effortlessly into responsible babysitter mode.

"You're in no state, Julia," Aubrey said, her voice calm, maternal, and completely in control. "Leave it to me."

Aubrey looked at Julia’s wild hair, her ruined dress bunched at her waist, and the pearlescent streaks of Marcel’s cum drying on her neck and breasts. Julia was completely incapacitated by her own depravity.

Aubrey turned her head to Marcel, who was leaning against the bedpost, lazily holding his softening cock.

"I had been planning on spanking her tight little ass," Aubrey said to him, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial purr. "But since I have to go deal with Leo, maybe you could do that for me? Not too hard, okay? Just warm her up so that when I get back, our little slut’s ready to go down on me."

Julia’s brain short-circuited.

Go down on Aubrey. Her TA.

The image of Aubrey’s smooth, tan thighs and the tiny white cotton panties flashed in Julia’s mind. A fresh, violent wave of wetness flooded her already soaked pussy. She was going to have to eat her babysitter's cunt while still covered in Marcel's cum.

Marcel’s slow, white-toothed grin was terrifying. "Yeah," he rumbled. "I can do that."

"Good boy," Aubrey said, patting Marcel’s cheek. She turned to Julia, gave her a wink that promised absolute disgrace, and walked out of the bedroom, closing the door softly behind her.

Julia was left kneeling on the floor, naked from the waist up, covered in cum, alone with Marcel.

"You heard the lady," Marcel said. He didn't sound tired anymore.

He grabbed Julia by the arm and hauled her to her feet, spinning her around so she was facing the full-length mirror on her closet door. He forced her to bend over, hands braced on her own thighs, pushing her bare, trembling ass out.

"Look at yourself," Marcel ordered, stepping up behind her.

Julia looked. In the reflection, she saw a ruined woman. Her tits were bared, smeared with wet, white streaks. Her mascara was a disaster. And her ass was stuck out, pale and quivering.

Marcel’s massive palm connected with her left butt cheek.

The sound was like a gunshot in the room. Julia shrieked, a high, sharp sound that was cut short as she bit her lip. A bright, blinding flash of stinging pain radiated across her flesh.

"Don't make a sound, little slut," Marcel growled in her ear. "You don't want your son coming in here."

Julia nodded frantically, tears springing to her eyes.

He alternated cheeks. He didn't use anything even approaching full force—he wasn't trying to damage her—but he used just enough of his strength to make it really sting, to make her flesh burn. The rhythm was steady, relentless, and agonizingly sensual.

Every slap sent a shockwave straight to her dripping, unsatisfied cunt. She was being punished, branded, and readied. Her skin turned a deep, angry pink, the heat of the spanking clashing violently with the cold, drying cum on her chest.

She looked at herself in the mirror. Watched Marcel's large hand rising and falling, turning her respectable suburban ass into raw, red submission. She was whimpering into her hand, trying to be quiet, her hips bucking forward with every blow as she grew wetter and more desperate by the second.

She was being primed.

Conditioned.

And by the time she heard Aubrey's soft footsteps returning down the hallway, Julia was vibrating with a need so intense it was making her vision blur. She was ready. She would do anything Aubrey asked.

The soft click of the bedroom door closing again was the only warning Julia got.

She was still bent over, hands braced on her thighs, her ass a canvas of stinging, red handprints. She was a wreck of conflicting sensations: the burning heat on her skin, the cold, sticky cum drying on her chest, and the deep, throbbing, unsatisfied ache in her cunt that was now a relentless, driving force, a gaping void demanding to be filled.

She heard Aubrey’s soft footsteps on the carpet. She didn't dare turn around.

"All tucked in," Aubrey said, her voice once again the low, velvety purr of a predator. "He's almost asleep. He won't bother us again."

Julia watched in the mirror as Aubrey walked up behind Marcel, wrapping her arms around his waist and pressing a kiss to his massive bicep. Then, Aubrey’s eyes met Julia’s in the reflection.

"You look good like that," Aubrey said, her voice dripping with possessive satisfaction. "Warmed up. Ready."

Aubrey let go of Marcel and walked to the center of the room. She stood there for a moment, a queen surveying her domain. Then, very slowly, she began to strip.

She reached down and grabbed the hem of her tiny white crop top. With a slow, deliberate motion, she pulled it up over her head. Julia’s breath hitched in a sharp, audible gasp she couldn't suppress. Aubrey wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were small, high, and perfect, with pale pink nipples that were already hard in the cool air of the room.

Aubrey tossed the shirt onto a chair. Then, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her ripped denim shorts. The sound of the button popping open was obscenely loud. The harsh rasp of the zipper sliding down was a promise. She pushed the shorts down over her slim hips, her tan legs, and kicked them away.

She stood there in nothing but a pair of simple, low-slung white cotton panties.

They were damp.

A small, dark patch had blossomed on the white cotton, right between her legs.

"You know, Julia," Aubrey said, her voice casual as she walked toward the bed, "it's funny. On Tuesday, when you were standing at the front of that lecture hall, going on and on about post-structuralist theory, you seemed so fucking smart. And so in control. But look at you now."

Julia’s mind reeled. Her TA. Aubrey wasn't only Leo’s favorite babysitter; she was her fucking teaching assistant. The shame was physical. A wave of nausea churned hot and acidic in the pit of her stomach.

Aubrey sat on the edge of the bed, facing Julia. Very slowly, she spread her legs.

The damp patch on her panties stared at Julia like a bullseye.

"On your knees," Aubrey told her softly. "Time for you to eat."

Every synapse in Julia’s brain screamed no. This was her TA. Her son’s sitter. This was a line she could never uncross.

But her body was already moving. She’s already crossed all the fucking lines, and her spanking had done its work. The throbbing ache in her cunt was a relentless, driving force. She crawled across the carpet, no longer just obeying, but craving. Craving a release of any kind, even if it wasn't her own.

She knelt between Aubrey’s spread thighs. The air was thick with the clean, sharp scent of female arousal. But as she leaned forward, another, heavier scent rose up to meet it—the musky, unmistakable smell of Marcel’s cum still drying on her own chin and throat. The two smells, one clean and feminine, the other raw and male, clashed violently right beneath her nose.

"Use your mouth," Aubrey whispered.

Julia leaned forward. She pressed her nose into the damp cotton, inhaling deeply. She could taste the clean salt of Aubrey’s cunt on her tongue, even as the thick, cloying film of Marcel's load coated the back of her throat. It was a suffocating, schizophrenic experience—the before and after, all happening at once.

Aubrey’s hips twitched. "Take them off."

Julia’s trembling hands obeyed. With excruciating care, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband and began to peel the panties down Aubrey’s smooth, tan thighs.

With every inch of pale skin she revealed, a fresh wave of shame and desperate arousal washed over her. She saw the perfect, flat plane of Aubrey's stomach, the dark thatch of hair at the top of her mound, and then, finally, the full, breathtaking sight of her glistening pink lips.

Aubrey’s cunt was perfect. Neat, dewy, and untouched. A stark and humiliating contrast to her own abused, gaping slit that was still leaking a mixture of her own juices and Marcel's leftover cum.

Aubrey’s cunt was now fully exposed, glistening under the bedroom light. It was perfect. Neat, with soft, pink lips that were dewy with slickness. A tiny, perfect clit peeked out from its hood. It was an altar, Julia thought and she knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her aching bones, that she was expected to worship.

This time, there was no hesitation at all.

Julia’s tongue swept across Aubrey’s clit, and the girl let out a sharp, surprised hiss. Julia lapped at her, tasting the clean, salty slickness, her own denied orgasm channeling itself into a desperate, frantic need to make Aubrey come. She wanted to be good at this. She needed to earn at least a crumb of praise.

She parted Aubrey’s inner lips with her tongue, delving deeper, tasting the hotter, saltier slickness inside. She hummed, a low vibration of pure focus, letting Aubrey feel the sound against her most sensitive flesh. This wasn't the clumsy, gagging struggle she’d had with Marcel. This felt… intuitive. Natural. Her mouth fit perfectly here.

Aubrey’s hands came down, not to push her away, but to tangle in her hair, gripping her scalp with a surprising strength.

"Oh, fuck, Julia," Aubrey breathed, her head falling back against the mattress. "Who knew you had a tongue like that?"

The praise was a drug. Julia worked harder, her tongue a relentless, flicking, lapping machine. She circled Aubrey’s clit, then sucked it gently between her lips, pulling on it until Aubrey’s hips began to buck against her mouth.

Marcel was still in the room. Julia could feel his presence, a heavy, silent shadow watching them. The thought of him witnessing this—watching her go down on her own TA—was a layer of humiliation so profound it tipped over into pure, mind-numbing ecstasy.

She was kneeling on the floor of her own bedroom, her ass a mess of red handprints, her chest still sticky with cum, and she was eating out the twenty-one-year-old girl who graded her term papers. Her life had become a porn scene.

Aubrey’s breathing became irregular, her moans growing louder, less controlled. "I'm close," she gasped, her fingers tightening in Julia’s hair, holding her face firmly in place. "Don't you fucking stop. Lick me until I scream, Julia."

Julia obeyed. She focused all her pent-up frustration, all her agonizing need, into her tongue. She lapped at Aubrey’s clit with a speed and ferocity that surprised even herself, her own pathetic, denied cunt clenching and pulsing with every flick.

Aubrey shattered.

She threw her head back and screamed, a raw, high-pitched sound of pure release. Her whole body went rigid, her inner thighs clamping down on either side of Julia’s head as she convulsed, her pussy flooding Julia’s mouth with a hot, sweet torrent of her pussy juice.

Julia forced herself not to pull away. Instead, she stuck to her task, swallowing every last drop, lapping Aubrey clean like a starving animal, determined not to waste a single taste of the praise she had so desperately earned.

When the last tremor faded, Aubrey slumped back onto the bed, panting, her legs falling open weakly. She looked down at Julia, her eyes glazed and heavy-lidded.

"Good girl," Aubrey whispered, her voice a wrecked, satisfied purr. "Very good girl."

Julia stayed on her knees, her chin wet, her lips tingling. She looked up at her TA, her heart pounding with a twisted sense of accomplishment.

If this had been a test, she had passed. She had blown Marcel and taken his load. She had eaten Aubrey out. She had made her squirt. She had passed her oral exam.
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