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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



RM 1204

Her husband gives Sloane an impossible dare. She gives him a night they’ll never forget.

Sloane and Richard's marriage has evolved into a dangerous, intoxicating game.

Tonight, their playing field is a luxury hotel.

Dressed to turn heads and wearing no safety net at all beneath her designer gown, Sloane is sent to the crowded hotel bar as bait.

Her mission is to find a man arrogant enough to take whatever he wants.

Guided by Richard whispering in her ear, she targets a commanding, big Black bull at the bar

And offers him a scandalous proposition.

He can do whatever he wants to her, but only if Richard gets to watch it all.

RM 1204 (8,500 words) is a steamy, pulse-pounding exploration of exhibitionism, marital taboo, and the intoxicating thrill of surrender, of giving up all control.

Expect intense psychological heat, high-stakes public play, and a boundary-pushing look into the ultimate wife-sharing fantasy.

Molly Pike
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RM 1204

The air conditioning in our Beverly Wilshire suite was set to a crisp sixty-eight degrees, but a bead of sweat was already tracing its way down my spine.

Richard stood behind me in front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror. His hands were moving moved with the cold, clinical precision of a technician arming a bomb.

"Hold still," he murmured and his breath brushed the nape of my neck.

He fastened a thin platinum chain around my throat. At the center rested a heavy, teardrop diamond. It looked like an anniversary gift, a piece of obscenely expensive jewelry meant to signal my status to everyone who came close enough to see it. But there was a little more to it than that. Hidden inside the intricate metal casing behind the stone was a military-grade micro-transmitter.

"Perfect," Richard whispered. He tapped the diamond lightly with his manicured fingernail. "It’ll pick up every word you say."

I shivered and checked out my dress again. It was a masterpiece of engineered sluttiness. It was cut on the bias, clinging to every curve like liquid glass, with a neckline that plunged dangerously low and a slit that ran all the way up my left thigh to the hip bone.

And underneath it, I was completely bare.

No bra. No panties. Just shaved, aching skin rubbing against expensive silk.

Richard stepped back, admiring his handiwork in the mirror. He was fully dressed in a tailored charcoal suit, looking every inch the powerful venture capitalist. But his eyes were dark with a twisted, voyeuristic hunger.

He reached up and brushed a strand of my hair behind my right ear. He pressed a tiny, flesh-colored earpiece deep into the canal. It felt cold and invasive.

He took two steps back, pulling his iPhone out of his pocket. He tapped the screen.

"Can you hear me, Sloane?"

His voice didn't come from the room; it vibrated directly inside my skull. It made my knees weak. I nodded, meeting his eyes in the mirror.

"Speak out loud," he commanded normally, lowering the phone. "I need to test the mic."

"I can hear you, Richard," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

"Loud and clear," the voice in my ear responded. "You sound like a nervous little whore. Good. A lot of men like that."

My pussy gave a violent clench. I was a puppet tonight, and my husband was holding the strings. The thrill was blinding. I wasn't just going down to a hotel bar to cheat; I was going to work for him. I was fetching his entertainment.

"Remember the profile," Richard said, slipping the phone into his breast pocket and walking over to pour himself two fingers of Macallan. "No boys. No nervous businessmen. I want a predator. Find a man who looks arrogant. Someone who looks like he takes exactly what he wants without apologizing."

"And when I find him?" I asked, turning around to face my husband.

"You reel him in," Richard said, taking a sip of the scotch. "Let him think he's picking up a bored, rich housewife. Let him buy you a drink. Let him put his hand on your thigh. But when he suggests leaving... you drop the hook."

Richard walked over and grabbed my chin, tilting my face up. His grip was firm.

"You tell him exactly what the deal is, Sloane. You look him in the eye, and you tell him you want his cock, but he has to fuck you right in front of your husband. You don't sugarcoat it. If he blinks, if he hesitates, you walk away. I only want a man who gets hard at the thought of degrading another man's property. Understand?"

"Yes," I breathed, my heart hammering against my ribs. The sheer audacity of the pitch terrified me. Saying those words to a stranger in a crowded, high-end bar? It was social suicide. Absolute ruin.

"Good girl," Richard smiled. He let go of my chin and gave my bare ass a hard smack through the thin silk. "Now get out there. The cameras are ready to roll. Don't come back to this room until you have a bull on a leash."

I turned and walked to the heavy mahogany door of the suite. My black stilettos sank into the plush carpet. With every step, the slit in my dress fell open, exposing my bare hip and the complete lack of underwear. I was terrified. I was dripping wet.

I walked toward the elevator, the diamond resting heavy against my chest, waiting for the voice in my ear to tell me how to destroy my dignity.

The hallway outside our suite was a long, silent corridor of thick carpets and muted gold wallpaper. I walked toward the elevator banks, every step a deliberate, hyper-aware motion.

The silk of my dress slid against my skin like cool water. Without the barrier of a bra, the friction against my nipples was constant and abrasive. They were tight, aching little peaks, visibly pressing against the thin fabric. And below that, the sheer vulnerability of being completely bare underneath was dizzying.

I pressed the call button. The metal was cold against my fingertip.

"I can hear you breathing, Sloane."

Richard’s voice crackled to life in my right ear. It was so intimate, so directly inside my head, that I physically jumped.

"Sorry," I whispered to the empty hallway, instinctively touching the teardrop diamond resting against my sternum.

"Don't apologize. It turns me on," he murmured. "Your heart rate is up. I can hear the fabric of your new dress rustling. Tell me how it feels."

I watched the digital numbers above the elevator doors slowly ascending. 6… 8…10... 12...

"It feels... dangerous," I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. "The air conditioning is blowing right up the slit of my dress. My pussy is so cold, Richard. But it's wet. I'm already leaking."

"Good. Let it run down your leg," he commanded, his tone thick with arousal. "Let them smell it when you walk into the bar. Remember, honey, you're bait."

The elevator arrived with a soft ding. The polished brass doors slid open. Thankfully, it was empty. I stepped inside and turned around, watching the doors close, sealing me in the mirrored box. I looked at my reflection. The blonde bob, the flawless makeup, the posture drilled into me by years of country club etiquette. I looked like money. I looked untouchable.

But I knew the truth. I was a walking contradiction, wrapped in silk and completely hollowed out by both my husband's depravity and my willingness to collaborate with him.

The elevator dropped. My stomach dropped with it.

When the doors opened at the lobby level, the atmosphere hit me like an almost physical wave. The lobby was a sensory overload of wealth—massive floral arrangements, the gleam of polished marble, the low hum of deals being made and affairs being hidden.

I stepped out. I kept my chin up, my shoulders back. I walked past a group of Japanese businessmen and a wealthy older couple waiting for the valet. I felt their eyes slide over me. The women looked at the cut of my dress with sharp, calculating judgment. The men just looked at my tits.

"Walk slower," Richard ordered in my ear. "Let them look at you. Feel them undressing you."

I slowed my pace. I forced myself to sway my hips a fraction more, letting the slit of the dress flutter open and closed with my stride. A man in a tailored navy suit actually stopped his conversation on his cell phone as I passed, his eyes tracking the long, bare line of my leg.

My breath hitched. The diamond on my chest caught the light from the chandeliers. I turned the corner and walked into The Blvd Lounge.

It was dark, lit mostly by the amber glow of the backlit bar and the small candles on the low tables. The air smelled of expensive gin, citrus peels, and melting wax. A low, thrumming baseline of jazz played over the speakers, blending with the clink of ice against crystal.

I paused at the entrance, letting my eyes adjust to the dim light. The bar was busy but not packed. Mostly men. High-end predators unwinding after closing deals or hunting for a distraction before their morning flights.

"Scan the room," Richard said. He was right there with me, a ghost riding in my skull. "Don't sit yet. Let's find our bull."

I stood near the hostess stand, pretending to look for a friend. My eyes swept over the leather booths.

There was a group of guys in their late twenties, laughing too loud, drinking craft beers. Too young. Too sloppy.

There was an older man, silver hair, nursing a scotch alone in a corner booth. He looked wealthy, but tired. Probably took pills to get his cock up. Richard wanted aggression. He wanted a bull.

I shifted my gaze to the long, curved mahogany bar.

And then I saw him.

He was sitting three stools from the end, angled slightly outward so he could watch the room. He was in his mid-thirties, black as the ace of spades, and maybe a few years older than me. He wore a dark, charcoal suit, no tie, the top two buttons of his crisp white shirt undone. His jawline looked like it could cut glass.

But it wasn't his looks that caught me. It was his posture. He wasn't hunched over his drink. He was leaning back, one arm resting casually on the bar, a heavy silver watch catching the dim light. He looked utterly relaxed, but his eyes were sharp, tracking the movements in the room with a cold, analytical precision. He didn't look like he was hoping to get lucky. He looked like a man deciding what he was going to take.

My pussy gave a sharp, involuntary throb. A fresh wave of wetness slicked my inner lips.

"Found him at the bar," I murmured, my voice shaking. "Definitely a bull."

There was a pause on the line. I could hear Richard breathing.

"I can hear your voice shaking," Richard finally said. "He scares you."

"He looks... mean," I admitted.

"Perfect," Richard said. "Go to the bar. Sit exactly one empty stool away from him. Order a dirty martini. And Sloane... make sure he sees your legs when you sit down."

I took a slow, steadying breath, letting the cool, gin-scented air of the lounge fill my lungs. I squeezed my thighs together for a split second, feeling the slick, hot mess of my own arousal lubricating my bare lips, before forcing myself to step forward.

Every click of my stilettos on the polished hardwood felt like a gunshot.

I kept my eyes fixed on the empty stool next to him. To anyone else in the room, I was just a wealthy, elegant woman looking for a drink. But the reality was so much darker. I was a hunting dog, slipped off the leash by my master, sent out to retrieve a piece of meat. The teardrop diamond resting against my sternum felt as heavy as an anchor, a constant reminder that my husband was experiencing every second of this with me.

"Slow it down," Richard hissed in my ear, his voice tight with anticipation. "You’re walking too quickly. Don't rush it. Or him. Let the dress do the work."

I forced my stride to half-speed, exaggerating the sway of my hips. The silk hissed as it slid over my skin. With every step, the high slit parted, flashing a long, pale length of bare leg to the room.

I reached the bar. The man in the dark suit didn't immediately turn his head, but I saw his posture change. He went utterly still. The casual way he was holding his scotch glass tightened. He was a predator, and he had just sensed movement in his territory.

I reached out and grabbed the edge of the heavy leather barstool next to him.

Sitting down gracefully in heels and no underwear is a calculated risk. I put one foot on the brass rail and hoisted myself up. I let the right side of the dress drape politely over my knee, shielding me from the rest of the bar.

But on the left side—the side facing him—I deliberately didn't adjust the fabric.

I crossed my left leg over my right. The silk fell away completely. The slit parted right up to my hip bone, exposing the entire length of my thigh and the dangerous, shadowed curve where my leg met my torso. There was no lace, no cotton, no barrier. If I moved my dress just an inch, he would see the smooth, shaved swell of my bare pussy.

My heart hammered in my throat. I felt a cool draft of air conditioning brush directly against my wet slit. I was almost completely exposed. One wrong move and I was flashing the bartender.

The bartender, a young guy in a crisp vest, stepped up to me. "Good evening, ma’am. What can I get you?"

"A martini," I said, forcing my voice to drop an octave, trying to sound bored and sophisticated. "Grey Goose. Extra dirty. Three olives."

"Right away."

As the bartender turned to grab a shaker, I finally let myself look to my left.

The man was already looking at me.

He hadn't turned his whole body, just his head. Up close, he was even more intimidating. He had dark, almost black eyes, and a sharp, cynical set to his jaw. He smelled incredible—a mix of expensive vetiver cologne, sharp alcohol, and a natural, musky heat that radiated off his skin.

He looked down at my leg. Pointedly. His eyes tracked the long, bare expanse of pale skin exposed by the slit. He studied the curve of my thigh. His gaze lingered dangerously high on my hip, right where the shadow of my sex began. He was looking for the panty line, and I watched the exact moment his brain registered that there wasn't one.

A slow, predatory grin touched the corner of his mouth.

Then, he dragged his eyes up. Over my stomach, lingering on the heavy swell of my breasts and the hard, aching points of my nipples pushing desperately against the thin silk. Finally, he met my eyes.

"Extra dirty," the stranger said. His voice was a smooth, resonant baritone that bypassed my ears and went straight to my groin. It was confident, arrogant.

"Excuse me?" I asked, playing dumb, my heart doing a frantic double-beat.

"Hook him," Richard commanded in my ear, his voice dark and urgent. "Look him dead in the eye."

"The martini," the man clarified, taking a slow sip of his scotch, his dark eyes never leaving mine. "Extra dirty. It’s an ambitious choice for a Tuesday night."

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the bar. The movement caused the neckline of my dress to sag slightly, offering him a clear view of the pale, heavy tops of my tits and the deep cleavage between them.

"I've always found that if you want something dirty," I said, holding his gaze, letting a slow, wicked smile spread across my face, "you shouldn't half-ass it."

The man paused, his glass hovering an inch from his lips. His eyes narrowed slightly, reassessing me. I wasn't just a bored housewife anymore; I was a game.

"Oh, fuck yes," Richard groaned in my earpiece. "He’ll fucking love that. Keep pushing him, Sloane. Let him think he's reeling you in."

The bartender set my martini down with a sharp clink, breaking the tension for a fraction of a second. I reached for the delicate stem of the glass. My hand was trembling slightly, fueled by the adrenaline of the performance, the terror of the pitch, and the sheer, filthy reality that my husband was sitting in a suite upstairs, jacking off to the sound of me flirting with a man who looked like he could break me in half.

I took a slow sip of the martini. The freezing vodka and the sharp, salty brine coated my tongue, but my mouth was completely dry. My hand was shaking just enough that a microscopic ripple disturbed the surface of the drink.

"Bite one of those olives," Richard said, a low, commanding purr in my right ear. "Slowly. Look right at him while you do it."

I obeyed. I pulled the thin wooden toothpick from the glass. I parted my lips, slick with the chill of the liquor, and closed my teeth around the first green olive. I pulled it off the wood, chewing slowly, letting my eyes lock onto the stranger’s.

He didn't blink. He was watching my mouth with an intensity that made the breath catch in my throat. He took another sip of his scotch, the ice clinking softly, and shifted his weight on the barstool. He turned his body fully toward me.

He was close now. I could feel the heat radiating off his dark suit.

"You're shaking," he observed. His voice was calm, analytical, and entirely too perceptive. He glanced down at my left hand resting on the marble bar top. "And you're wearing a very expensive wedding band. Which begs the question: What is a married woman doing at a hotel bar at nine o'clock, drinking extra dirty martinis like she's trying to build up some liquid courage?"

He was tearing right through the polite social script. He wasn't playing the gentleman. He was backing me into a corner to see how I'd react.

"He's good," Richard hissed in my ear, a dark, thrilled laugh accompanying the words. "He smells the blood in the water. Tell him your husband is busy. Give him an opening."

I swallowed the olive, forcing my throat to work.

"My husband is... occupied," I said, leaning just a fraction of an inch closer to him. The movement caused the heavy diamond on my chest to swing slightly, catching the amber light. "He works a lot. Sometimes a girl has to entertain herself."

The stranger’s eyes dropped to the diamond, right where the microphone was hidden. He had no idea he was speaking directly to the man he was currently insulting.

"Occupied," the stranger repeated, tasting the word with obvious disdain. He shifted his leg.

His knee, clad in fine wool, brushed against my bare, exposed thigh.

The contact was electric. It sent a jolt of pure fire shooting straight up into my wet, swollen cunt. I gasped softly, my lips parting. I didn't pull away. I let my leg rest there, allowing the heat of a total stranger to press against my naked skin in a public place.

"A man who leaves a woman dressed like that alone in a bar," the stranger murmured, leaning in so close I could feel his breath on my cheek, "is a fool. If you were mine, you wouldn't be sitting out here. You'd be upstairs. On your back." He grinned. “Or on your knees.”

The sheer arrogance of it made my head spin. He was bypassing the flirtation and going straight for the throat. My pussy gave a violent throb, leaking a fresh, hot wave of slickness onto the leather stool.

"Is that right?" I challenged in a husky, trembling whisper.

"That's exactly right," he said.

He reached out with his big black hand. His large, warm fingers closed over my bare knee, resting right at the edge of the silk slit. His thumb slowly stroked the smooth skin of my lower thigh.

I was burning up. I was an ostensibly respectable married woman, sitting alone in the bar of the Beverly Wilshire hotel, letting a man I didn't know stroke my bare leg while my husband listened to every second of it. The degradation was absolute. I felt like a piece of fruit being squeezed at the market to see if it was ripe.

Richard groaned in my ear, the sound of his own frantic masturbation faintly audible over the connection. "He thinks he's so smooth. He thinks he owns you already. Bring him in, Sloane. It's time."

The stranger leaned back slightly, his hand sliding an inch higher up my thigh, dangerously close to the absolute lack of underwear beneath my dress.

"I have a suite on the seventh floor," the stranger said, his voice dropping to a gravelly, commanding register. "Finish your drink. We're going upstairs."

He had swallowed the bait whole. He was pulling on the line.

My heart felt like it was going to beat its way out of my ribcage. This was the moment. The precipice. There was no going back after I said these words. I would either be thrown out of the bar as a lunatic, or I would be walking into a hotel room to be used as a prop in my husband's fantasy.

I took a deep, shuddering breath. I reached out and placed my hand over his, stopping his fingers from sliding any higher up my thigh.

I looked him dead in his dark, predatory eyes.

"I'm not going to your room," I said, my voice eerily calm despite the storm raging inside me.

The stranger's jaw tightened. A flash of annoyance crossed his face. He thought I was backing out. He thought I was just a tease.

"I have a suite on the twelfth floor," I continued, not letting go of his hand, pressing his fingers deliberately against the bare, hot skin of my leg. "And I want you to take me up there. I want you to bend me over the desk and fuck me until I can't walk."

His eyes widened slightly, the annoyance vanishing, replaced by a sudden, intense heat. But I wasn't done.

"But there's a catch," I whispered, leaning in so close my lips almost brushed his ear. "My husband isn't 'occupied.' He's upstairs in that suite. Waiting for us. And he wants to sit in the corner, drink his scotch, and watch you do it to me."

The silence that fell between us was heavier than the crystal tumbler in his hand.

For a span of three heartbeats, the ambient noise of the lounge—the clinking ice, the low jazz, the murmur of the Beverly Wilshire elite—completely vanished. I was trapped in the gravitational pull of his dark eyes.

He didn't pull his hand away from my thigh. He didn't laugh. He didn't call me crazy. He just stared at me, processing the absolute, shameless filth of what I had just offered him. I watched the realization click into place behind his eyes. He wasn't just picking up a cheating wife. He was being handed a free pass to completely humiliate another man, using my body as his weapon.

His hand, still resting on my bare skin at the edge of the silk slit, suddenly tightened. His fingers dug into my flesh with a bruising, possessive force.

A slow, cruel smile spread across his face. It wasn't a smile of seduction; it was the smile of a wolf that had just found the gate to the sheep pen unlocked.

"He wants to watch," the stranger repeated, his voice a low, gravelly rasp that vibrated right through my center.

"Every second of it," I whispered, unable to look away, my breathing shallow and fast.

"Fuck yes, Sloane," Richard groaned in my earpiece, the sound wet and frantic. "You got him. Just listen to him. He wants to destroy you just to prove a point to me. Bring him up. Bring the bull to the slaughterhouse."

The stranger didn't say another word. He reached inside his tailored suit jacket, pulled out a crisp hundred-dollar bill, and tossed it onto the marble bar next to his half-finished scotch.

He stood up. He was even taller than I realized, looming over me with an effortless, terrifying authority.

"Let's go," he ordered.

I slid off the barstool, my legs instantly turning to jelly. I had to grab the edge of the bar for a second just to steady myself on my heels.

He didn't offer his arm. He stepped behind me and placed a heavy, broad hand flat against the small of my back. The heat of his palm seared through the thin silk. He was claiming me. Steering me. I was his property now.

We walked out of the lounge and back into the bright, opulent lobby. The walk felt completely different this time. Before, I was the hunter. Now, I was the captured prey being marched to the executioner's block. I kept my head down, my face burning, hyper-aware of the fact that every step made the slit in my dress flutter, exposing my bare leg to anyone who cared to look.

"Room 1204," Richard commanded in my ear. "Don't speak to him in the elevator. Let the tension build. Let him wonder what he's walking into."

We reached the elevator banks. The stranger hit the call button. We stood side-by-side in silence. I could feel his eyes on me, heavy and hot, scanning my profile, dropping to my cleavage, tracing the line of my neck. He was sizing up the meat.

The brass doors slid open. We stepped inside the mirrored car, and the doors glided shut, sealing us in.

As soon as the elevator started to rise, the pretense of public decency vanished.

He didn't wait for the suite. He grabbed my shoulders and shoved me hard against the mirrored wall of the elevator. My back hit the glass with a dull thud. Before I could even gasp, he stepped into my space, pinning me there with his massive frame.

His hands didn't go for my breasts or my face. He went straight for the slit in the dress.

He shoved the silk aside, exposing my entire left thigh, and slid his rough, warm hand straight up my leg.

He hit the juncture of my thighs. His fingers brushed against my shaved, swollen pussy.

He froze.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed, his dark eyes snapping up to meet mine, wide with shock and instant, raging lust.

I whimpered, a pathetic, needy sound, as his thick fingers explored the soaking wet reality of my condition. I was dripping. The slick, hot mess of my arousal coated his fingertips instantly.

"You're a fucking slut," he growled, stepping even closer, grinding his clothed groin against my bare thigh. Through his slacks, I could feel the hard, thick ridge of his erection pressing into me. It was massive. "Walking around a hotel lobby with a bald, soaking wet cunt, just begging for it."

He didn't ask permission. He shoved two thick fingers straight up inside me.

"Ah!" I cried out, my head thumping back against the mirror.

He was rough. He pumped his fingers in and out of my dripping hole with a jagged, punishing rhythm, completely ignoring the security camera in the ceiling of the elevator. He was establishing dominance before we even hit the twelfth floor.

"Oh my god," Richard panted in my ear, hearing the wet, slapping sounds of the stranger fingering me. "Take it, Sloane. Be a good little slut for him."

"You're so fucking wet," the stranger sneered, pulling his fingers out and holding them up to the elevator light. They were shining with my juices. He wiped them deliberately on the expensive silk of my dress, leaving a dark, wet stain right across my stomach. "Your husband is a sick fuck for setting this up. And you're a filthy little whore for doing it."

"Yes," I sobbed, the degradation hitting my bloodstream like pure heroin.

The elevator chimed. Floor 12.

He grabbed me by the back of the neck, his fingers tangling painfully in my blonde hair, and hauled me away from the mirror.

"Which room?" he demanded.

"Twelve... twelve zero four," I stammered.

He pushed me out into the hallway. "Walk. And don't you dare try to fix that dress."

I walked down the quiet, carpeted corridor, my dress bunched up, my bare ass practically exposed with every step, the juices he had stirred up leaking out of me. I reached the heavy double doors of 1204.

I pulled the keycard from my small clutch with a shaking hand. I tapped it against the lock. The green light flashed. The lock clicked.

I pushed the door open, and the stranger shoved me inside.

I stumbled forward into the suite, my heels sinking into the thick, soundproofed carpet. I barely caught my balance before the heavy mahogany door clicked shut behind us, the deadbolt engaging with a sharp, final thwack.

The room was bathed in the warm, low light of a single corner lamp. It smelled of expensive cedar, fresh linens, and the sharp, peaty tang of aged scotch.

And sitting in the high-backed leather armchair in the far corner, looking like a king on a throne of depravity, was Richard.

He was perfectly composed. His charcoal suit jacket was unbuttoned, his legs crossed, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid resting on his knee. But his eyes… his eyes were wild, blown wide and dark with a manic, starving energy. He looked right past me and locked eyes with the man who had just shoved his fingers inside his wife.

The stranger stopped dead in his tracks.

I held my breath, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I thought it might bruise the bone. This was the razor's edge. This was where normal men backed out, disgusted or terrified by the reality of the situation.

The stranger stared at Richard for three long, agonizing seconds. He took in the tailored suit, the casual posture, the absolute lack of outrage. He looked at the heavy oak desk in the center of the room. He looked at me, standing trembling in a ruined, bunched-up silk dress, dripping my own juices onto the carpet.

A slow, dark chuckle rumbled in the stranger's chest.

"I'll be damned," the stranger said, his voice dripping with arrogant amusement. "You really weren't kidding."

"We never joke about my wife's appetites," Richard replied smoothly, taking a slow sip of his scotch. He didn't blink. He didn't flinch. "I told her to find a man who wouldn't apologize for taking what he wants. Did she choose well?"

"We're about to find out," the stranger growled.

He didn't ask for a drink. He didn't introduce himself. He stepped up behind me and grabbed the thin spaghetti straps of the emerald dress. With one sharp, violent yank, he pulled them down, pinning my arms to my sides.

The cold air of the suite hit my bare breasts. My nipples were screaming, hard as diamonds.

"Jesus," the stranger breathed, looking over my shoulder at our reflection in the wall mirror, then looking directly at Richard. "You paid for these, didn't you? They're heavy. Perfect."

He grabbed my tits, kneading the soft flesh with rough, unforgiving hands, his thumbs aggressively flicking my nipples.

"Tell him yes," Richard's voice buzzed in my earpiece, the sound mixing with the stranger's heavy breathing right next to my ear. "Tell him your husband bought them so other men would have something to hold onto while they fuck you."

"He... he bought them for this," I stammered, my voice trembling, the diamond microphone on my chest picking up every pathetic quiver. "So men like you have something to grab."

"Is that right?" the stranger sneered. He pushed my dress down over my hips. It pooled in a puddle at my ankles.

I was completely naked, save for the stilettos and my necklace.

I felt utterly exposed, stripped of every defense, standing in the middle of a hotel room with two men who were negotiating my destruction. The shame was a physical weight, pressing down on my shoulders, but the arousal was a blinding white light in my brain. I was Richard's toy, and he had just handed the remote control to a monster.

The stranger didn't hesitate. He grabbed me by the back of the neck and marched me toward the heavy oak desk. I stumbled on my heels, gasping as he shoved me face-forward.

My stomach hit the cold, polished wood. He swept a leather-bound hotel compendium and a pen holder out of the way, the items crashing to the floor, and forced my upper body flat against the surface.

"Ass up," the stranger ordered, grabbing my hips and pulling me back toward the edge of the desk.

I arched my back, presenting myself. My legs were spread wide, my stilettos planted on the carpet. My pussy was completely displayed to the room, to the hidden cameras I knew were rolling, to Richard sitting in his chair, and to the stranger standing right behind me. A thick string of clear slickness hung from my swollen pink lips, trembling with every erratic beat of my heart.

I heard the sharp zzzzip of the stranger's trousers. The rustle of expensive wool.

I looked over my shoulder. He was pulling his cock out.

It was a weapon. Thick, black, circumcised, and veiny, with a broad, blunt head that looked angry and eager. It bobbed heavily as he stroked it once, spreading a drop of pre-cum over the tip.

"Oh, fuck," Richard moaned in my ear. I could see him out of the corner of my eye, putting his drink down and gripping his own crotch through his slacks. I knew what I had to do.

"Please," I sobbed, my voice catching in my throat, my nails digging into the polished oak of the desk. "Please, just put it in. Ruin me for him."

"Gladly," the stranger grunted. He stepped between my spread legs, grabbed my hips with a vice-like grip, and lined the blunt head of his big black cock up with my soaking wet cunt.

He looked right past my shoulder, locking eyes with Richard in the mirror.

"Watch me stretch your little blonde bitch out."

He thrust forward with a brutal, uninterrupted shove.

I screamed. He was impossibly thick. My pussy walls burned, no matter how wet I was, and he forced himself past my resistance, driving his heavy, blunt head deep into my cunt, burying himself to the hilt in one agonizing, breathtaking stroke.

My stomach hit the desk hard as the force of his thrust knocked the wind out of me. I was completely impaled. Stuffed full of a total stranger while my husband sat ten feet away, watching.

"Fuck," the stranger groaned, his hips pinned against my bare ass cheeks. "She grips like a vise. She's never had kids?"

"Never," Richard said, his voice thick with lust. He was standing up now, unzipping his pants. "She's just tight. But you're going to fix that, aren't you?"

"I'm gonna fucking ruin her," the stranger promised.

He pulled back, sliding almost entirely out of me, leaving me feeling hollow and desperate for a fraction of a second, before slamming his hips forward again.

The sound of his pelvis hitting my ass echoed like a gunshot in the suite.

I grunted, thrashing against the cool wood of the desk.

He established a punishing, relentless rhythm. It was an assault. He was using my body, my pussy, my cunt to assert his dominance over Richard, pounding his claim into my flesh. Every thrust seemed to drive him deeper, sending shockwaves of sharp, electric pleasure shooting up my spine and down to my toes.

"Yeah, take it, you dirty bitch," the stranger hissed, leaning over my back, his chest pressing against my spine. He reached around and grabbed my throat with one hand, squeezing just enough to restrict my air, while his other hand clamped onto my breast, his fingers digging into my flesh.

I couldn't breathe. I could only feel.

"He’s using you," Richard panted in my ear, his voice syncing with the brutal rhythm of the stranger's thrusts. "And he doesn’t give a shit how it feels for you. You're just a hole to him, Sloane. A fucking dirty cumdumpster. You know it and you love it."

"I love it!" I wailed, the diamond microphone transmitting my pathetic, broken submission to my husband. "I'm a slut! I'm your slut!"

I watched Richard pull his cock out of his pants. It was purple, throbbing, completely rigid. He started stroking himself furiously, his eyes wide and unblinking, locked on the sight of my pale ass getting battered by the stranger.

The degradation was an absolute free-fall, and the gravity of it was pulling me apart.

I was a wealthy, educated woman from Calabasas, bent over a hotel desk, getting choked and hate-fucked by a big black bull whose name I didn't even know, all while my husband masturbated in the corner, broadcasting his commands directly into my brain

The bastard wasn't making love to me. Fuck, he wasn't even looking at me. His eyes were locked on my husband in the mirror, his jaw set with pure, arrogant contempt. He was using me as a weapon to humiliate Richard, pounding his heavy, thick cock into my cunt just to prove he could.

And that absolute, visceral contempt was one of the hottest things I had ever felt.

He didn't care about my pleasure. He was treating my expensive, country-club body like a public toilet, mashing my breasts flat against the cold oak desk, his fingers bruising my throat. I was nothing to him but a wet, tight hole.

And the sheer reality of that—of being reduced to a nameless hole for a brutal stranger while my husband watched and masturbated—fried my brain.

I was disintegrating. The friction, the stretching, this nameless stranger’s contempt—it was all pushing me rapidly towards the edge. The tension coiled in my belly, winding tighter and tighter with every jarring slam of his pelvis against my ass. My pussy started to clench and spasm around his thick shaft, involuntarily milking him, begging for the filth he was about to give me.

"Your little slut is cumming," the stranger sneered, feeling my cunt contracting around him. He sped up, his thrusts becoming shorter, choppier, frantic.

"Oh God, oh fuck, Richard, he’s right. I'm cumming!" My cunt clamped down like a vise, crushing his thick black meat, and I was blinded by my orgasm, a brilliant, tearing flash of white-hot pleasure that radiated from my ruined pussy straight up my spine. My toes curled so hard in my stilettoes that I thought my arches would snap. I sobbed into the polished wood, my body shaking violently, utterly destroyed by the realization that I was climaxing purely because a stranger was treating me like trash.

The stranger grunted and drove his hips forward one last time. He bottomed out so hard in me he must have bruised my spine, and he held himself there, buried to the hilt, his groin plastered against my sweaty ass cheeks.

"Watch your bitch take it," he snarled, his words vibrating up and down my spine.

Then, he erupted.

"Fuuuck," he hissed through his teeth.

The first jet of his cum hit the deepest part of my pussy like a bullet of boiling water. It was shocking. The sheer heat of it made my eyes roll back in my head. I gasped, a desperate, greedy sound, as my body eagerly accepted the filth of a man whose name I didn't even know.

Another pulse. Then another.

He was flooding me, pumping a massive, heavy load of cum deep into my cunt. I imagined I could feel my belly expanding, the pressure building as he emptied his balls into me. As he turned my expensive country-club body into nothing more than his own personal human trash can, while my husband sat only ten feet away and watched his property get vandalized.

The degradation was absolute. It fueled my climax, stretching my orgasm out into a long, shuddering continuous wave. I sobbed into the polished wood of the desk, drool leaking from the corner of my mouth, my hips bucking uselessly against the heavy weight pinning me down.

The stranger seemed to stay buried inside me for an eternity, letting the last few spasms of his monster cock twitch and leak the dregs of his load deep into my pussy. The smell of our sex hung heavy in the air-conditioned suite—musk, sweat, and the sharp, metallic tang of fresh semen.

Finally, he pushed off the desk.

He pulled his softening cock out of me.

The sound it made was obscene. The wet, sloppy noise of a hole that had been completely, thoroughly stretched and filled.

The moment he withdrew, gravity took control. A thick, pearly white string of his cum dripped from my swollen, gaping cunt, trailing down the back of my thigh.

The stranger stood behind me, tucking his dick away and zipping up his tailored trousers. He looked down at the mess he had made of me, then looked at Richard who still sitting there, stroking his meat.

"You're a sick fuck," he said, his voice dripping with absolute disgust. "But your whore wife is a spectacular piece of ass."

He didn't wait for a response. He turned and walked out of the suite. The heavy mahogany door clicked shut behind him.

The silence that rushed into the room was deafening. I lay there, utterly spent, my cheek pressed against the wood, my ass still thrust up in the air, leaking the stranger's seed for my husband's cameras.

After I drew a deep breath, I turned my head against the desk, fighting through the haze left by my climax, and looked across the room.

Richard wasn't sitting in his chair anymore.

He was walking toward me, his eyes wide, glassy, and manic. His pants were pooled around his ankles, and he was gripping his own purple, throbbing cock, stroking it furiously as he approached the desk.

He stopped right next to my head. He looked down at my face—sweaty, flushed, mascara smeared, a string of drool hanging from my lips. "Look at you, Sloane" he gasped, stepping closer, his thighs brushing against my shoulder. "Look at my beautiful dirty little whore."

I turned my head to look up at him. His cock was inches from my face, jerking and angry. He was stroking it, edging himself, I thought.

I knew what he wanted to hear. He wanted to hear the truth. "He wrecked me, Richard," I sobbed, tears cutting tracks through my ruined makeup. "He destroyed my pussy with his big black cock. I’m so full of him. It's dripping out of me."

The truth did the trick. Richard pumped his fist three times, fast and hard, and came all over me.

Thick, hot ropes of semen shot through the air. The first blast hit me right in the eye, blinding me, stinging and hot. The next rope splattered across my cheek and the bridge of my nose. He groaned, a pathetic, desperate sound, stepping sideways to aim the rest of his load down the length of my body.

His cum rained down on my back, splashing over my shoulder blades and pooling in the curve of my spine. He squeezed out the last few drops, letting them fall directly onto my bare, quivering ass cheeks, mixing his seed with the puddle of the stranger's load that was still slowly leaking from my gaping cunt.

The sensation of my husband's hot cum hitting my skin right after another man had pumped my womb full of his own seed triggered a violent aftershock. My body convulsed. I moaned, a long, broken sound, my hips bucking weakly against the desk as a secondary, exhausting climax washed over me.

I was completely painted. Inside and out.

**

The silence in Room 1204 was heavy, thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and the sharp, alkaline tang of freshly spilled semen.

I lay draped over the polished oak desk, my chest heaving, the wood cooling against my overheated skin. My vision was blurry, partly from the sheer exhaustion of the back-to-back orgasms, and partly from the thick splatter of Richard’s load that had caught me right across the eye and cheek.

I didn't move to wipe it away. I didn't dare.

Richard’s breathing was ragged, a harsh rasp in the quiet suite. I heard the rustle of his clothing as he pulled his trousers up and zipped them. Then, the soft pad of his footsteps on the thick carpet as he stepped around the desk to stand right in front of my face. He reached out and gently took my chin in his hand, tilting my face up to look at him.

"You're a fucking masterpiece," he said. The manic, starving energy in his eyes had melted into something far more dangerous: total, possessive adoration.

He dragged his thumb across my cheek, smearing his own hot, sticky cum over my skin, mixing it with my ruined foundation and the salt of my tears.

"I've never loved you more than I do right now," he confessed, his voice thick with emotion.

The words hit me harder than the stranger's cock had. Tears welled up in my eyes all over again. In any other marriage, what I had just done would be the end. The ultimate betrayal. But for us, it was the ultimate vow. I had let a hostile, arrogant stranger use my body as a public toilet just to give my husband a thrill. I had taken a massive load of anonymous cum because Richard wanted me to. Because it was who I was.

"I'm yours," I sobbed, leaning into his touch, the wet mess on my face adhering to his palm. "I'm your slut, Richard. Whatever you want. Whoever you want."

He smiled, a dark, brilliant curve of his lips. He moved his hand down, tracing the line of my throat, over my collarbone, down to my breasts. My nipples were still aching, red and slightly bruised from the stranger's rough handling. Richard cupped my left tit, squeezing the abused flesh, and then his hand kept traveling south.

He reached the puddle pooling on the desk beneath my hips.

I shuddered as his fingers dipped into the cooling, viscous mixture of my own slick arousal and the heavy, thick load the stranger had pumped into me. He scooped up a generous amount of it on his index and middle fingers.

He brought his hand back up to my face.

"Open," he commanded softly.

I parted my lips instantly and Richard slid his fingers into my mouth. I closed my lips around them, tasting the bitter, salty, distinct flavor of the man who had just hate-fucked me, mixed perfectly with the musky flavor of my own cunt. I sucked his fingers clean, swirling my tongue around his knuckles, staring up into his eyes with absolute devotion.

"Good girl," he praised, pulling his fingers free with a wet pop. "Now, rest if you need to while I take down the cameras. Then, we're going home to watch the dailies."

When he was done, I pushed myself off the desk. My arms trembled violently, and my legs felt like they were made of water. When I stood upright, gravity hit me with a vengeance.

A thick, heavy glob of the stranger's semen slipped out of my gaping pussy and ran straight down my inner thigh, cold and slimy against my heated skin. I instinctively clamped my legs together, a useless reflex.

"Leave it," Richard said, watching the trail of white slide toward my knee. "Let it drip. Get dressed."

I walked over to where my silk dress lay in a crumpled heap on the floor. Every step was an agonizing reminder of how thoroughly I had been stretched. My cunt felt loose, heavy, and overstuffed.

I picked up the dress. It was stained, wrinkled, and smelled faintly of the stranger's cologne where he had grabbed me. I pulled it over my head. The cold silk clung to the drying patches of Richard's cum on my back and shoulders, pasting the fabric to my skin.

Without panties, the dress did nothing to stop the steady leak between my legs.

I picked up my clutch. I didn't bother looking in the mirror to fix my hair or wipe my face. Richard wanted me to look exactly like what I was: a used, filthy whore leaving a hotel room.

"Let's go," Richard said, offering me his arm like we were leaving a charity gala.

I took it. I clung to him.

We walked out of Room 1204 and back down the long, silent corridor. The walk to the elevator was an exercise in pure exhibitionist terror. Every time my left leg stepped forward, the slit in the dress parted, exposing the shiny, wet trail of the stranger's semen glistening on my thigh.

We stepped into the elevator. The mirrored box reflected my ruin from every angle. My hair was a disaster. My makeup was destroyed. A dried, crusty flake of Richard's cum was stuck to my eyelash.

"Smile, darling," Richard murmured as the elevator began its descent to the lobby. "You just earned your keep."

When the brass doors opened onto the opulent Beverly Wilshire lobby, I felt a rush of adrenaline so sharp it made my head spin. The lobby was still bustling. Wealthy couples, bellhops, businessmen.

I walked through them on my husband's arm. I kept my head high, but I knew exactly what they were seeing. I felt a drop of the stranger's load reach my knee, threatening to drip down my calf. A woman in Chanel looked at me, her eyes widening in sheer horror as she took in my disheveled state and the distinct, unavoidable smell of sex radiating off me.

I didn't cower. I let a slow, dirty smile inch across my face. I was Richard Davies' wife, and I was full of another man's cum.

We reached the valet stand. Richard handed his ticket to the attendant. We stood on the curb, waiting for the Bentley. I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the wet, slippery mess of my ruined pussy grinding against itself.

Richard leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear, his hand sliding to the small of my back, resting right where the stranger's chest had been pressing me down ten minutes ago.

"As soon as we get home," Richard whispered, his voice vibrating with dark promise, "we're going to cast this entire video to the eighty-five-inch screen in the media room. You're going to sit on the floor, naked, and you're going to edge yourself while we listen to you beg that man to ruin you. And you’re not going to cum until I tell you to."

I squeezed my eyes shut, a fresh wave of slickness flooding my already leaking cunt.

"Yes, Richard," I breathed, feeling the heavy, undeniable truth settle deep in my bones. "Whatever you want."
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Introducing Celebrity Skin

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

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

Available Now—Part One—Beautiful Garbage

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

A Brief Excerpt

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

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

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

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

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

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

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

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

Thump. Thump. Thump.

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

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

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

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.
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A raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star in Hollywood.

Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon

Filthy Little Secrets

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

Discover Filthy Little Secrets at Amazon

First Time Blacked

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

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

The Fertility Games

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

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

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

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

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

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

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

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

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

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

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

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

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

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

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

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

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

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

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

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

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

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon
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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.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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