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The Series

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.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore wants to live forever. Of course, he does.

But he needs somewhere to test his experimental drugs. Welcome to the Green Acres Senior Care Home.

When hot young nurse Carolina sets out to steal a new arthritis drug for three old Black men, she makes a mistake. She takes a miracle virility drug instead.

The results are bigger, harder, and more overwhelming than she could ever have imagined them to be ... and once it begins, there’s no going back.

Pinned in closets and bent over beds, she becomes the old men's free-use toy.

And that's only the start.

Because when Whitmore discovers the theft of his drug, he comes to investigate, personally.

From her secret shame in the nursing home to a secret clinic on a billionaire's private island, Carolina's life is no longer her own.

Series Themes include:

	Interracial Power Dynamics: White female submission to dominant Black men
	Age Gap: Older Men / Younger Woman
	Billionaire Domination
	Free Use
	Nurse Patient Fantasy
	Medical Clinical Fetish
	Breeding Impregnation Fantasy
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	No return to “normal”. Not ever


The Fertility Games is a continuation of two stories in the First Time Blacked series—Nurse and Triage. You should probably read them first.


Onboarding Jessica

Welcome to the Island. Get down on your knees.

Jessica Taylor used to be a shark. Now, she’s only bait.

When billionaire Grant Whitmore's second best private jet flies her from Green Acres to his top secret Miracle Island facility, Jessica is stripped of her designer suits, her corporate ID, and her name.

Now simply the New Girl, his former would-be Senior Counsel is processed like livestock.

There is no negotiating here. And no plea deals.

Only the cold steel humiliation of a medical examination that leaves her shaking and soaked.

Only the sickening realization that her new boss is the nurse she once looked down on—Carolina Brooks.

And the understanding that Miracle Island's ageing billionaires are all fueled by the same experimental drugs that Carolina gave to the old Black men who destroyed her mind and body back at Green Acres.

Onboarding Jessica (10,000 words) bridges the gap between the First Time Blacked series and The Fertility Games, reuniting Jessica with Nurse Carolina. But now, the rules have changed. The Shark has been hooked, caught, landed, and released, and now she's being broken down by clinical protocols and rebuilt as a high-end toy for the super-rich.

If you crave cold medical fetishism, the humiliation of a young and sexy career woman reduced to inventory, forced clinical orgasms, and the brutal, drug-fueled pounding of a billionaire Alpha, this is the next step in the evolution of Jessica. Her new job description? Available.

Molly Pike
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Onboarding Jessica

The hum of the Gulfstream’s engines was different today.

On the flight out to Green Acres, it had sounded like money and ambition conquering distance. It had been the soundtrack to my ascent. Now, it was the steady, rhythmic breathing of some mythic beast carrying me into the belly of Grant Whitmore’s underworld.

I sat alone in the cabin, curled into the corner of a cream leather seat that cost more than my father made in a year. I wasn't reading a brief. I wasn't checking stock prices. My laptop was in my bag, a dead weight I had no intention of opening. My hands were folded in my lap, resting on the cheap, rough fabric of my black pants.

I was cargo. High-value, fragile, potentially volatile cargo.

I shifted my weight, and a sharp, stinging reminder of Marcus shot through my hips and lower back. I winced, but I didn't call the flight attendant for a painkiller. I let the sensation settle, a dull, throbbing bassline to the hum of the jet. I wanted to feel it. It was proof.

Marcus had used me. He had stripped me, humiliated me, and discarded me. And I had accepted it. Maybe I'd loved it. The memory of my own voice screaming that I was a slut, the memory of my body convulsing around his latex-sheathed cock while he slapped my ass... it washed over me now, not with a sense of shame, but with a cold, terrifying clarity.

I looked out the window at the endless expanse of blue ocean below. The mainland was gone. The law firm, the apartment with the view, the spin classes, the networking dinners—all of that was gone. It felt like a movie I had seen once or twice, many years ago. A story about someone else.

The star of that movie was dead. Jessica Taylor, Senior Counsel? She was dead and gone. She had died by degrees. A piece of her spilled on a bathroom floor. A piece of her smeared onto a designer silk blouse. A piece of her swallowed like an old man's gratitude. And the final, stubborn remnant of her pride had been fucked out of her, relentlessly, by a rival in a hotel room.

So, now what was left?

I looked at my reflection in the darkened window. The woman staring back looked tired. Her hair was messy, her lips swollen and bitten. Her eyes were dark, devoid of the sharp, predatory gleam they used to hold. They were the eyes of a prey animal that has stopped running.

An amenity.

That was the word Marcus had used. A feature. A luxury. Like a high-thread-count sheet or a heated pool. Something to be used, enjoyed, and soiled by the people who mattered.

I thought about the Island. Whitmore’s private kingdom. I imagined his clients. Pictured them. Men like Whitmore, and worse. Old men with more money than god and appetites that had grown twisted with age and excess. The thought made my stomach clench with fear—a cold, watery dread.

But there was still an upside, I thought. There was no more noise inside my head. No more raging ambition. No more violent need to prove myself, prove I was the smartest in the room. No more fires to feed. All I had to do was simply be. All I needed to do was whatever I was told and enjoy the sweet silence between my ears. With luck, I'd finally be able to sleep through the night.

Because I was going to a place where my only job would be to let myself be used. Where I wouldn't need to think, or plan, or fight for myself. I'd only need to kneel. Only have to spread my legs or bend over for them. Be a very good girl.

But then there was Carolina, too.

Carolina Brooks. The nurse. The "asset." The woman I had watched on the tapes with such sneering, superior contempt. I had judged her for breaking. I had despised her for her weakness.

Now, I was going to be working for her.

The irony was so sharp it felt like a physical cut. The shark was going to be the minnow's servant. I tried to summon a spark of indignation, of the old lawyer's rage. I went to Harvard Law. I was top of my class. I am better than her.

But the spark wouldn't catch. The fuel was gone.

Instead, I felt a strange, dark thrill at the prospect.

The intercom chimed, soft and polite. "Ms. Taylor, we are beginning our descent. Please fasten your seatbelt."

I clicked the buckle into place. The sound was loud in the quiet cabin. A lock snapping shut.

I looked out the window one last time. An island appeared in the distance, a jewel of green and white sand set in the turquoise water. It looked like paradise.

**

The jet touched down smoothly, the reverse thrusters a roar of power that pushed me back into my seat. We taxied past a row of sleek, private hangars, but we didn't stop there. The plane continued to the far end of the airfield, coming to a halt on a secluded strip of tarmac near a high chain-link fence topped with razor wire.

The stairs lowered. The heat hit me the moment the door opened—a thick, humid wall of tropical air that smelled of salt, jet fuel, and lush vegetation.

I picked up my bag. It was light. Just the costumes, the cheap clothes, and the empty space where my life used to be. I walked down the stairs, my legs stiff.

There was no black town car waiting. No driver in a cap holding a sign with my name.

There was a white transport van. Unmarked. The windows tinted so dark they looked like black paint. A man stood by the sliding door. He wore a gray polo shirt with a small, discreet logo I didn't recognize, and cargo pants. He was big, silent, and radiated the bored, dangerous energy of private security.

"Taylor?" he asked, not looking at my face, but reading from a clipboard.

"Yes," I said.

He jerked his thumb toward the open door of the van. "Get in. Stow your bag in the back."

I tossed my bag onto the metal floor of the cargo area and climbed into the passenger cabin. It was utilitarian at best. Bench seats covered in durable vinyl. A metal grate separating the driver from the passengers.

Passenger.

Or maybe livestock being transported to market.

The door slammed shut, sealing me in the dim, air-conditioned box. The van lurched forward.

We drove for five minutes, no more. I couldn't see much through the tinted windows, just flashes of green jungle and glimpses of a winding, paved road.

Then, we stopped. A gate buzzed. The van moved forward again, slower this time.

The door slid open. "Out," the security guard said. "Leave your bags. They'll be processed."

I stepped out to discover we were at a private helicopter pad. The giveaway was the copter whirring its engines up.

Apparently, we were not there yet.

Before we took off, the guard put a dense velvet bag over my head. Grant Whitmore has always been fucking paranoid.

**

Roughly thirty minutes later, we landed again. The door slid open and strong hands lifted me out of the cabin and carried me away from the rotating blades before they deposited me on the ground. Then, someone took me by the wrist and led me away.

I counted my steps. One hundred and nineteen.

When the bag was finally lifted away, I understood my new status perfectly. Somebody was making it very clear I wasn’t a guest here. I wasn’t standing outside any kind of grand entrance with fountains and marble columns, liveried staff, and cucumber-infused water to welcome me. Oh, no. I had been delivered around the back of a nondescript building, like laundry or the overnight cleaning crew. Concrete walls. A covered loading dock. Service doors. The hum of industrial air conditioners. The air smelled of detergent and ozone.

A woman was waiting for me. She wasn't Carolina. She was older, severe, wearing a crisp white lab coat over gray scrubs. She held a tablet.

"ID, please," she said, devoid of all human warmth.

I fumbled in my pocket for my driver's license. I handed it to her. She scanned it, checked something on her tablet, and nodded. She didn’t give it back. It went into a padded envelope.

"Taylor, Jessica. Processing code Alpha-Nine." She looked at me, her eyes lingering on my disheveled appearance, the cheap clothes. A flicker of distaste crossed her face. "You're late. Dr. Albrecht has been waiting for you."

Dr. Albrecht. The name meant nothing to me, but the way she said it—with a mix of reverence and fear—sent a chill down my spine. And suddenly, the name was giving Nazi war criminal vibes.

"Follow me," she commanded.

Jawohl, mein Führer.

She led me through a set of double doors into a long, brightly lit corridor. The floor was white tile, polished to a mirror shine. The walls were white. The ceiling was white. It felt like walking inside a fluorescent tube.

We passed doors labeled "Laundry," "Supply," " Sterilization." This was the guts of the facility. The machinery that kept the paradise running.

She stopped at a door marked "Medical Intake." She swiped a keycard.

"Inside," she said. "Strip. Everything. Clothes in the bin. Jewelry in the tray. You will be issued a gown."

I walked into the room. It was cold. Freezing. A row of doors lined one wall.

I began to undress. The cheap t-shirt. The pants. The black cotton panties that Marcus had sneered at. I put them in the bin. I took off my watch, the last expensive thing I owned, and placed it in the tray.

I put on the paper gown. It was thin, open at the back, crinkling with every movement. It offered no warmth and no dignity.

"Taylor," a voice came over the intercom. "Room Three."

I walked toward the door. I took a deep breath, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

The room was small, dominated by a gynecological exam table with stirrups. A stainless steel counter held a terrifying array of instruments.

Standing by the counter was a woman with severe gray hair and a face carved from granite. She wore a pristine lab coat.

And standing behind her, looking like he wanted to be anywhere else on earth, was a young man. A boy, really. With a clean-cut jaw and nervous eyes.

"I am Dr. Albrecht," the woman said, not looking up from her file. "This is Daniel. He will be observing." She turned to me, her eyes sweeping over my shivering form in the paper gown with a cold, clinical indifference. "Get on the table. Feet in the stirrups. Let's see what we have to work with."

I did as I was told. The paper gown crinkled loudly as I climbed onto the table. The vinyl pad was cold against my bare skin. I lay back, staring up at the acoustic tiles of the ceiling, finding patterns in the little holes to keep from screaming.

"Feet up," Albrecht commanded.

I lifted my legs and placed my heels in the metal stirrups. They were cold, hard, and unpadded. I let my knees fall open. The gown gaped, exposing everything. The draft from the air conditioning hit my most tender and vulnerable flesh.

I squeezed my eyes shut. I didn't want to see Daniel. I didn't want to see the boy who looked like he should be studying for a chemistry exam staring into the ruined heart of me.

"Open your eyes, Ms. Taylor," Albrecht said, her voice sharp. "This is a medical examination, not a nap. I need you present."

I opened my eyes. Albrecht was pulling on black latex gloves. Daniel was standing at the foot of the table, holding a tablet, his face a study in forced neutrality. He was trying so hard not to look, but his eyes kept darting down, drawn to the open V of my legs.

Albrecht began by drawing blood samples and running down a brief questionnaire. Any STIs? Most recent menstruation?

She moved between my legs. She didn't offer a single word of comfort. She simply began.

Her fingers were efficient and brutal. She separated my labia, inspecting the tissue with a critical eye.

"Significant erythema," she dictated. "Signs of recent, heavy friction. Bruising on the inner thighs consistent with forceful intercourse. Similar marks on the hip indicate gripping."

Daniel tapped on the tablet.

"Subject appears... used," she added, a note of distaste in her voice. "We’ll need to check for internal tears."

She picked up a speculum. I flinched as the cold metal touched me.

"Relax," she ordered. "You're clamping down."

I tried to force my muscles to release. It's just a doctor, I told myself. Just an exam. But my body remembered Green Acres, the three old Black men, and then Marcus himself. It remembered being pried open, filled, and stretched.

She pushed the speculum inside. It felt huge. Unforgiving. She cranked it open with a series of metallic clicks. I gasped, gripping the edges of the table.

"Cervix is inflamed," she noted, peering inside with a small light. "Mucus is thick. Evidence of recent seminal deposit."

She looked up at me over the instrument. "You didn't clean yourself out properly before arrival?"

"I... I didn't have time," I whispered, the shame burning my cheeks.

"Unacceptable," she clipped. "Hygiene is paramount here. Daniel, note that, please. Subject requires thorough decontamination."

She withdrew the speculum. I let out a shaky breath.

"Now for the manual exam," she said.

She reapplied lubricant to her gloved fingers. She pushed two fingers deep inside me. Her other hand pressed down on my lower abdomen. She palpated my uterus, her touch firm, probing.

Then, she hit something. A spot deep inside, high up.

My hips jerked off the table and I gasped.

Albrecht smiled and paused. She pressed the spot again. My body reacted instantly, a wave of heat flooding my belly, my inner muscles clenching around her fingers.

"Interesting," she murmured. "High sensitivity in the anterior wall. Very responsive."

She looked at Daniel. "Note that. G-spot responsiveness is in the ninety-ninth percentile. This one is a squirter if stimulated correctly."

Daniel's face went crimson. He stared at the tablet as if it contained the secrets of the universe, his fingers frozen over the screen.

Albrecht withdrew her fingers, slick with my fluids. She looked from her hand to Daniel, a thoughtful, cruel glint in her eyes.

"Textbook learning is insufficient, Daniel," she said. "I need you to understand the tactile reality of the female response mechanism. Especially with an asset of this... caliber."

She stepped back from the table and gestured for him to take her place.

"Complete the assessment," she ordered. "Verify the G-spot sensitivity. I want to confirm the ejaculation reflex."

The air left the room. Daniel looked at her, his eyes wide with panic. "Dr. Albrecht, I... are you sure?"

"Don’t you dare question me," she snapped. "Put on your gloves."

I lay frozen on the table, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. No. Please, no. Not this boy. Not here.

Daniel moved with the stiff, jerky motions of a marionette. He pulled a pair of black gloves from the box, snapping them onto his hands. He walked to the side of the table, his face a mask of terrified concentration. He wouldn't look me in the eye. He stared fixedly at the V of my legs.

"Proceed," Albrecht commanded. "Insert two fingers. Anterior wall. Firm pressure. Curling motion."

He reached out. His touch was tentative, clumsy. He pushed two fingers inside me. I flinched, my muscles clamping down.

"Relax, Ms. Taylor," Albrecht said sharply. "Don’t you make this difficult for him. That’s not what you’re here for."

I forced myself to breathe. To open up. Daniel took advantage and pushed deeper. He found the spot—or near it—and he pressed.

A fresh jolt of pure sensation shot through me, but it wasn't the clean, electric spark Albrecht had elicited. It was duller, confusing. He was fumbling.

"Higher," Albrecht corrected. "More pressure. Curl your fingers. like you're beckoning someone."

He adjusted. He pressed harder. And there it was. The wire connected.

My hips bucked involuntarily. I gasped again. The shame was a hot, burning liquid in my gut. I was lying spread-eagle for a college boy, and my body was responding to his clumsy touch.

"Good," Albrecht said. "Now, rhythm. Maintain the pressure. Increase speed."

Daniel began to pump his fingers. He was awkward at first, but he found a rhythm. A steady, insistent in-and-out, curl-and-press. He was following her instructions perfectly.

And my pussy loved it. The heat began to build. The familiar, sickening, wonderful coil of tension deep in my belly. I tried to fight it. I bit my lip. I stared at the ceiling tile, counting the holes. One, two, three...

But the sensation was overwhelming. His awkwardness somehow made it worse, rawer, and more humiliating for me. He was exploring me, learning my cunt, and every mistake he made, every correction, was a fresh spike of stimulation and degradation.

"She's getting wet," Daniel whispered, his words thick with awe. "I mean, really wet."

"Keep going," Albrecht said. "Don't stop until she breaks."

I couldn't hold it back. The pleasure was a tidal wave. I started to pant, short, sharp breaths that echoed in the silent room. My hips began to move, grinding back against his hand, chasing the release I hated myself for wanting.

"Please," I whimpered.

"Almost there," Albrecht observed. "Daniel, harder. Hit that spot hard now. Bruise this little slut. You won’t be the first. Hurt her so she feels you in the middle of next week."

And he did. He drove his fingers into me, hitting the swollen, sensitive bundle of nerves with a newfound confidence. That and Albrecht’s words … bruise this little slut … were all it took to take me somewhere I didn’t want to go.

I shattered and screamed. My back arched off the table, my legs trembling violently in the stirrups. And then, the final, terrible humiliation.

I felt the pressure build, an unstoppable hydraulic force. And just as Dr. Albrecht had predicted, I squirted for them.

A clear, hot stream of fluid erupted from me, splashing over Daniel's gloved hand, soaking the paper sheet beneath me.

Daniel jumped back, startled, watching closely as my cunt convulsed, as my body emptied itself of everything it had.

When the last spasm faded, I collapsed back onto the table, sobbing. I was a wet, shivering mess. I had squirted for a clumsy fucking intern. I really was a slut, nothing more than some soulless biological machine that responded to inputs, predictably.

"Excellent," Albrecht said, marking something on her chart. "High volume. rapid trigger. She's fully functional. Likely to be popular with our clientele."

She looked at Daniel, who was staring at his wet, glistening hand with a look of pure wonder.

"Good work, Daniel. You're learning."

She turned to me. "Clean yourself up, Ms. Taylor. You have an appointment with the Head of Staff."

She walked out, her heels clicking on the tile.

Daniel stood there for a moment longer. He looked at me, then at his hand. He slowly, deliberately, brought his fingers to his nose and inhaled deeply.

The look he gave me then wasn't clinical. It wasn't shy. It was the look of a man who had just discovered a new favorite toy.

He stripped off the gloves, dropped them in the bin, and followed the doctor out.

I sat up, pulling the paper gown around me. I was alone. Wet. Broken. My legs were shaking. I felt raw. Exposed. Used. Fucking cataloged.

And ready for whatever else this island had planned for me.

**

An hour later, I stood outside the double doors labeled "Management." I was wearing the uniform they had issued me after decontamination. It was a simple, white tunic and matching pants, made of a thin, cheap cotton that was almost translucent under the bright lights. It felt like hospital scrubs but tailored to be revealing. Tight across the chest. Low on the hips. No underwear allowed.

I clutched my small bag of issued personal items—a dental care kit, a comb, a hairbrush—like a lifeline. My body still hummed with the aftershocks of Daniel's clumsy, forceful exam, but more than anything else, I felt deeply, terrifyingly curious.

The doors slid open with a soft hiss.

The office inside was a shock. It wasn't the clinical white space I had expected. It was warm, appointed with dark wood, leather furniture, and soft lighting. It smelled of expensive candles and fresh flowers. It looked like the office of a high-end spa director. Or a very exclusive madam.

Behind the large, mahogany desk sat a blonde woman.

She was reviewing a file on a sleek, transparent tablet. She didn't look up immediately. She let me stand there, shifting my weight, absorbing the silence.

When she finally raised her head, the breath caught in my throat.

It was Carolina Brooks.

And it wasn't.

The woman on the tapes had been a ghost. Fragile. Haunted. Her eyes had been wide with terror, her posture a constant flinch.

This woman was steel.

Her hair was pulled back in a sleek, severe chignon. Her face was perfectly made up—not too much, just enough to highlight the sharp angles of her cheekbones and the depth of her eyes. She wore a uniform, but it was nothing like mine. It was white, yes, but it was structured, expensive fabric. A high collar. Tailored shoulders. It projected authority.

She looked at me. Her gaze was cool, assessing, and utterly devoid of fear. It was the look of a manager inspecting a shipment of damaged goods.

"Jessica Taylor," she said. Her voice was calm, modulated. A professional instrument. "Processing Code Alpha-Nine."

"Carolina," I breathed, the name slipping out before I could stop it.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. "Ms. Brooks," she corrected, her tone sharp enough to draw blood. "Here, I am Ms. Brooks. You are..." She glanced at her tablet. "You are simply Jessica. Or 'The New Girl.' Depending on the client's preferences."

She stood up and walked around the desk. She moved with a fluid, confident grace that was miles away from the shuffling victim I remembered. She circled me, her eyes sweeping over my cheap tunic, my bare feet, my trembling hands.

"You look terrible," she said, stating it as a simple fact. "Your posture is collapsed. Your skin is sallow. You look like a victim. That won’t do at all."

She stopped in front of me, crossing her arms.

"We don't do victims here, Jessica. The clients don't pay for victims. They pay for enthusiasm. For vitality. For... amenities."

There was that word again. And now I knew it came from Grant Whitmore. That was how he saw me. How he saw women.

She reached out and touched my chin, tilting my head up. Her fingers were cool and firm.

"I know you saw my tapes," she said softly. "From Green Acres. But I’ve watched your tapes too. I’ve seen you with Coleman and the other guys. I’ve seen you break and beg. You made for a passable cheerleader."

A flush of hot shame burned my neck. She had seen. She knew.

"But you were sloppy," she continued, her thumb brushing my lower lip. "Emotional. Desperate. You treated submission like it was a tragedy. Here, it’s a profession. It will be your craft."

She dropped her hand and stepped back.

"Grant thinks you have potential. He thinks your... legal background... gives you a unique perspective on obedience. I think that’s just … you know, his bullshit. He just thinks you’re hot. But we'll see."

She walked back to her desk and tapped the screen.

"You're not ready to see a client, not yet. You need training. And conditioning."

She looked at me, a small, cold smile playing on her lips.

"You'll shadow me today. You'll watch. You'll learn. And you'll assist. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

"Good." She gestured to the door. "Follow me. We have a client waiting. And Jessica?"

I paused.

"Do try to keep up."

I followed her. I kept my head down, my eyes fixed on the sharp, white heels of her shoes clicking rhythmically on the polished floor. We moved deeper into the facility, away from the administrative warmth and back into the clinical white corridors.

We stopped outside a door marked "Suite 4." Carolina paused, her hand hovering over the bio-scanner. She turned to me, her expression serious.

"This client is Mr. Crane. He is eighty-nine years old. He is worth four billion dollars and change. And he is terrified. He has finally realized that death comes for us all."

She looked at me, making sure I was listening.

“But here at Miracle Island, we can help with that. You saw Coleman and the others. You know what our drugs can do. Whitmore won’t stop until he’s solved immortality.” She smiled. “Or he dies trying.

"Anyhoo, Mr Crane. Eighty-nine years old. He hasn't started the first course of treatment yet. He is here for the baseline assessment. He’s weak. Incontinent. He smells of old age and fear. And today, your job is not to service him. Your job is to facilitate my service of him. You hold the towels. The basin. You do whatever you’re told. And you do not speak unless spoken to. And whatever happens, you do not fucking flinch. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

She scanned her hand. The door slid open.

The room smelled of antiseptic and lavender, but underneath, there was the faint, unmistakable odor of decay. In the center of the room, on a medical bed that looked more like a throne, lay a man with four billion dollars and change. Mr. Crane.

He was a husk. A collection of bones wrapped in papery, spotted skin. His eyes were milky, darting around the room with a frantic, bird-like energy. He was hooked up to monitors that beeped softly in the background.

"Mr. Crane," Carolina said, her voice transforming instantly. It became warm, soothing, and maternal. "It's time for your assessment."

She walked to the bed, her movements gentle and efficient. I trailed behind her, feeling like an intruder.

"Who's that?" the old man wheezed, his bony finger pointing a trembling accusation at me.

"That's Jessica," Carolina said smoothly. "She's my assistant. She's here to help make you comfortable."

She gestured to me. "Jessica, the basin."

I scrambled to a side table and grabbed a stainless steel kidney basin. I brought it to the bedside.

"Hold it here," she instructed, pointing to a spot just under his chin. “In case of vomit or drool.”

I held it. My hands shook.

Carolina began to work. She checked his vitals. She adjusted his pillows. She spoke to him in low, comforting tones. Then, she pulled back the sheet.

He was naked. His body was a map of frailty. His genitals were shriveled, resting on a blue absorbent pad.

"We need a sample, Mr. Crane," she said gently. "Just like we discussed. To set the fertility baseline."

"I can't," he whimpered. "It doesn't work. It's dead."

"We'll see," she said. “That’s all part of establishing your baseline.” She gave him a smile and pulled on a pair of gloves. "Jessica, the lubricant."

I fumbled for the bottle on the tray and handed it to her.

She poured a generous amount onto her gloved hand. Then, she began to manipulate him.

It wasn't sexual. Not in the least. It was medical. Maybe mechanical. She stroked him with a rhythmic, efficient motion, her face a mask of concentration. There was no passion, no disgust. Just a job being done.

I watched, mesmerized and horrified. This was the reality. Not the high-stakes drama of Green Acres. Just the slow, sad friction of trying to coax life out of a dying thing.

"It takes time," Carolina murmured to me, not breaking her rhythm. "Patience is the primary asset here. You can't force anything."

Minutes ticked by. The only sounds were the beep of the monitor and the wet, squelching noise of the lube. My arms ached from holding the basin.

The rhythmic squelching sound was both hypnotic and nauseating. Mr. Crane’s eyes were squeezed shut, his face a mask of concentrated effort, but nothing was happening. He remained stubbornly, frustratingly flaccid.

Carolina sighed. A short, sharp exhale of professional impatience.

"He's not responding," she stated, her hand not stopping its mechanical work. "He needs visual stimulation. Biological engagement."

She turned her head slightly, locking eyes with me.

"Jessica, take off your tunic."

I froze. "Ms. Brooks?"

"Take it off," she said again. "He needs to see youth. He needs to see vitality. He needs to see tits."

I looked at the old man. At the monitors. At the door. There was no argument. This was the job.

I set the basin down on the tray with a clatter. My hands went to the hem of my thin white tunic. I pulled it up and over my head, letting it fall to the floor. I stood there, bare-chested in the cool air of the medical suite, my nipples hardening instantly.

"Closer," Carolina ordered. "Give him something to focus on."

I stepped up to the side of the bed.

"Mr. Crane," Carolina cooed. "Look what we have for you. Look at Jessica."

The old man opened his eyes. They were milky, unfocused at first, but then they locked onto my chest. A spark of life, of ancient, lizard-brain hunger, lit up his face. His breathing hitched.

"Oh," he wheezed. "Oh my."

His hand, a claw of bone and age spots, lifted from the sheet. It wavered in the air, reaching out.

"Let him touch," Carolina said.

I leaned forward. I had to brace my hands on the mattress to get close enough. I offered my breasts to him like fruit on a platter.

His dry, papery fingers made contact. He didn't caress; he grasped. He pinched. His nails were sharp. He kneaded my flesh with a surprising, desperate strength, as if trying to squeeze the youth out of me and into himself.

I winced and let out a small sound of pain.

"That’s good," Carolina said, watching his vitals spike on the monitor. "Keep going, Mr. Crane. Use her, that’s what she’s for."

She increased her pace. "Jessica, make noise. Encourage him."

"Yes," I gasped, the old man's fingers twisting my nipple. "Yes, Mr. Crane. You're so strong. Please. Touch me."

It was a lie. A grotesque pantomime. But it worked. The combination of my exposed flesh, his pain-inducing grip, and my forced whimpers triggered something deep in his wiring. He began to stiffen.

"There we go," Carolina encouraged.

And then, fifteen minutes later, "Almost there. Jessica, now, the cup."

I grabbed the sterile cup with one hand, while the old man still clung to my breast with the other. I held it out, hovering it near Carolina's busy hand.

With a final, ragged gasp, Mr. Crane ejaculated. If you could call it that. It was a dribble at best. A few cloudy drops that oozed out reluctantly.

Carolina snatched the cup out of my hand and caught them expertly.

"Perfect," she said, sealing the lid. She stripped off her gloves. "Clean him up, Jessica."

She walked to the table to label the sample.

Mr. Crane’s hand fell away from my breast, exhausted. I stood up, my skin red and marked where he had gripped me. I felt dirty. Used.

"Clean him," Carolina repeated, not looking back. "Use the wipes. Be gentle."

I grabbed the package of wipes. I touched him. His skin was cold. I wiped away the mess, my stomach turning. I was wiping an old man's crotch while his nurse labeled his semen, and my own breasts were still throbbing from his assault.

This was my life now.

"Done?" Carolina asked.

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

"Put your shirt back on. We’re done for today.”

I grabbed my tunic from the floor and pulled it on, the fabric rasping against my sensitized nipples.

"Tomorrow," Carolina said, turning to face me, "will be different. This was just a baseline test. Tomorrow, you get a graduate of our full program."

She walked closer, invading my personal space.

"Mr. Snow. Eighty-two. Ten billion, mostly in commercial real estate. And he's had the full course of Compound V. He is... vigorous. Aggressive. I’m afraid unpleasantness can be a side effect. I don’t think it’s strictly caused by the compound. Most likely, it’s psychological."

She tapped her tablet against her palm.

"I’ll be there with. Observing. Grading. Supervising you. But you will be doing all the work. Everything. Alone. Mr. Snow wants to see what our new girl can do. He wants to be your first."

She checked her watch. "But yeah, that's enough for today. Go to your quarters. Staff Suite B. Get as much rest as you can because you're going to need your strength."

I walked out of the medical wing, following the signs. The corridors changed as I moved away from the clinical center. The white tile gave way to plush carpet. The walls were paneled in warm wood. It felt like a hotel.

I found Staff Suite B. I swiped my keycard.

The room was stunning. It was spacious, decorated in soft creams and blues. A king-sized bed dominated the center. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over a private terrace, beyond which lay a stretch of pristine white sand and the turquoise sea.

It was paradise.

It was a prison cell designed by Architectural Digest.

I walked to the window. The glass was thick, undoubtedly shatterproof. The view was breathtaking, but it felt distant, like a picture on a screen. I was separated from the world by layers of luxury and control.

I turned back to the room. A large wardrobe stood against one wall. I opened it. Inside hung a row of identical white tunics and pants. No civilian clothes. No escape from my role.

On the dresser sat a tray with a bottle of water and a chicken salad. Dinner, I supposed.

I sat on the edge of the massive bed. It was too soft. Too comfortable.

I was alone. Completely alone. I thought about Mr. Crane. The way his claw-like hand had gripped my breast. The way Carolina had milked him like livestock.

And tomorrow... Mr. Snow. "Vigorous." "Aggressive."

I touched my chest, wincing at the tenderness. I thought the clients were using aliases. I thought I had recognized Mr. Crane.

I stripped off the tunic and walked into the bathroom. It was marble and glass, with a rain shower the size of a small car. I turned on the water and stood under it, letting the heat soak into my bones.

But I couldn't wash away the knowledge that I was just waiting to be called to serve. That I was just inventory on a shelf.

I dried off and crawled into the big, empty bed. The sheets were silk. They felt cool against my skin.

I stared at the ceiling.

I was only the second girl Grant Whitmore had chosen for this … for this what? This clinic? Installation? Facility?

And tomorrow, I had to prove I was worth his investment.

I closed my eyes, trying to shut out the sound of the ocean, trying to find oblivion before the morning came.

**

It came far too quickly. The sun woke me. It streamed through the sheer curtains, a brilliant, mocking reminder of the paradise outside.

I lay still for a moment, the disorientation of waking up in a strange bed warring with the heavy dread in my stomach. Then memory crashed in. The Island. Carolina. Mr. Crane.

And today... Mr. Snow.

I got up. My body felt rested. The luxury of the bed had done its job. I could already see how this life might turn me into a well-maintained machine.

I showered, dressed in a fresh white tunic and pants, and drank a glass of sparkling water, wondering where breakfast was.

A chime sounded at the door.

"Enter," I said, sounding far too small in the large room.

The door slid open. Carolina stood there. She looked immaculate, her uniform crisp, her hair pulled back so tight it looked painful. She held a tablet. As per usual.

"Good morning, Jessica," she said, her tone brisk. "Did you sleep?"

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

"Good. Mr. Snow is scheduled for 0900. We have time for a quick breakfast first."

She turned on her heel, and I followed. We went to a small staff dining area. It was deserted, silent except for the hum of a refrigerator. Carolina served us both from a buffet of fruit, yogurt, and granola. Simple, healthy fuel.

She sat opposite me. She ate with precision. I picked at a melon slice, my stomach tight.

"Mr. Snow," Carolina began, not looking up from her bowl, "is a different animal than Mr. Crane. Crane needed coaxing. Snow needs... management."

She looked at me then, her blue eyes intense.

"He has had the full course. His libido is aggressive. He likes control. He likes resistance, but only so he can crush it. Do not fight him, Jessica. But do not be a rag doll. He wants a reaction. He wants to feel your... vitality."

She took a sip of water.

"Your job is to obey and absorb him. To take whatever he dishes out and transmute it into his pleasure. If he hurts you, you make a noise. A good noise. A noise to excite him. And if he degrades you, the same. Your role is to arouse and satisfy him. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

"And Jessica?" She leaned forward. "I will be in the room. I will be watching. If you falter, if you break character, I will step in. And you do not want me to have to step in. Because if I do, it means you failed. And failures on the Island... they don't last too long, and I don’t think you have anywhere else to go."

The threat was clear.

"Eat," she commanded. "You'll need the energy."

I forced down the yogurt. It tasted like ash.

**

At 0855, we stood outside the double doors of the South Wing suite. Carolina checked my appearance one last time, smoothing a wrinkle in my tunic.

"Ready?"

"Ready," I whispered.

She scanned her hand. The doors hissed open.

The room was opulent. Dark wood, leather, heavy drapes. It smelled of musk and power.

Standing in the center, wearing a silk robe open to the waist, was Mr. Snow.

He was a titan. Tall, broad, with a shock of white hair and a face carved from granite. His skin flushed with the unnatural health of the drug. He moved with the same heavy, predatory grace that Harris had back at Green Acres. My pussy clenched at the memory.

"Ah," he boomed. "At last. The brand-new girl."

He strode toward us. He stopped in front of me, towering. He reached out a large, heavy hand and grabbed my chin, tilting my head back.

"Pretty," he grunted. "A little skinny. But pretty. And those are nice tits."

He let go of my chin and looked at Carolina.

"She knows the drill?"

"She has been briefed, sir," Carolina said.

"Good." He untied his robe and let it drop.

He was naked. And he was massive. His body was thick with muscle and age, hair silver on his chest. And his cock... it was heavy, thick, and already semi-hard, hanging heavily against his thigh.

"Well?" he growled at me. "Don't just stand there, girl. Get on your fucking knees."

I dropped to my knees and peered up at him. At the wall of flesh that the drugs had made of him. He was imposing, a monument to wealth and chemically-induced virility. His cock twitched as I stared at it, thickening, lengthening.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

I opened.

He didn't wait. He stepped forward and pushed himself into my mouth. He was thick, blunt, and salty. He didn't taste like the old men at Green Acres. He tasted like power. And like aggression.

He grabbed my hair, his grip tight, controlling. He began to fuck my face. Hard. Fast. Almost brutal. He used my throat like a sleeve.

I gagged, my eyes watering, but I didn't pull away. I remembered Carolina's words. Absorb him.

I forced my throat to relax. I made the noises he wanted—wet, desperate sounds of struggle and submission. I wrapped my hands around his thighs, anchoring myself.

Carolina was a silent presence in the corner. I could feel her eyes on me, grading my performance. Was I enthusiastic enough? Was I taking it deep enough?

"That's it," Snow grunted, slapping the top of my head. "Take it, you little bitch. Take all of it."

He pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping for air.

"Stand up," he barked.

I scrambled to my feet, wiping my mouth.

"Turn around. Bend over the chair."

The command was a physical shove. I stumbled toward the heavy leather armchair he indicated. It looked like a piece of furniture from a gentlemen's club, smelling of cigar smoke and old scotch.

I bent over the armrest. The leather was cool and smooth against my stomach. I planted my feet, bracing myself. I knew what was coming. I could hear him behind me, the heavy, rhythmic breathing of a bull about to charge.

He didn't use lube. He didn't bother to prepare me. He just grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh until I knew they would leave bruises and shoved himself inside.

The pain was a white-hot flare that blinded me for a second. I cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound that felt like it had been ripped from my throat. My pussy like I was being torn open. He was far too big, too dry, and too rough.

"Yes," he said to Carolina, driving deeper into me, ignoring my resistance, forcing my body to yield to his sheer, blunt force. "This bitch is as tight as you are. I’ll soon loosen her up."

He began to move. It was an assault. He slammed into me, his hips hitting my ass with a heavy slap that echoed around the room. Each thrust felt like a punishment. I was the helpless object. He was the irresistible force. He was my better putting me in my place.

I stared at the wall, trying to focus on the pattern of the wallpaper, trying to go away. But the sensation was too intense. The friction burned. The stretch was agonizing. And beneath the pain, that traitorous, sickening spark of arousal began to flicker in me. My pussy, conditioned by trauma, was trying to interpret his violence as pleasure.

He must have sensed my attempt to detach, because his heavy hand connected with my ass, a stinging blow that shocked me back into the room.

"Make some fucking noise," he said, driving into me so hard that my teeth rattled. "Tell me whose pussy this is!"

"Yours!" I moaned, doing my job the best that I could. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears leaking out. "It's yours! My pussy’s yours. Oh God! Oh please!"

"Whose little whore are you?" he demanded, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back, forcing my spine into a painful arch.

"Yours! I'm your whore! I'm your little slut!"

The words tasted like bile—why do they always need their sluts to be little—but saying them unlocked something inside me anyway. The degradation was the key. That was what got me wet. And admitting what I was—his pussy, his whore, his property—allowed my body to surrender to him, naturally. My hips began to move, pushing back against him, meeting his brutality with a desperate, needy compliance.

Carolina watched from the corner, missing nothing, her eyes on my exposed, reddening skin. She was witnessing my total abasement, and that knowledge was a fresh, hot coal in my gut.

He drove into me one last time, a final, bone-jarring thrust that buried him to the hilt. He froze, his entire massive body going rigid, and he erupted. A thoroughly selfish release.

And, of course, I took it. I took all of it. A thick, hot, high-pressure jet of semen shooting deep inside me. A heavy, internal pulse that made my whole body jerk. He poured himself into me, a seemingly endless flood of heat and fluid. I could feel his cock twitching, throbbing, emptying his balls into my pussy.

My own climax hit me then, triggered by that thought. An 80-something man dumping his load in me. It was a shuddering, convulsive collapse. My cunt clenched around him, holding him in, my body betraying me one final time by prolonging his invasion. I sobbed into the leather chair, my body shaking as the orgasm ripped through me, a dark, shattering release that left me feeling hollowed out and completely full at one and the same time. I felt like such a slut. Such a fucking whore. And I wore it well.

He stayed there for a long moment, his heavy weight pressing me down into the chair, his breath hot on my neck. I could feel the slow, steady pulse of his cock as it began to soften inside me.

Then, he pulled out.

I collapsed, my legs giving out. I slid down until I was a heap on the floor. I could feel his seed leaking out of me, running down my thigh, a warm, sticky reminder of what had just happened to me.

"Not bad," Snow said, as he pulled his robe back on. He looked at Carolina, a satisfied smile on his face. "Clean her up for me. I want to try her again."

Carolina walked over to me. She didn't offer a hand. She stood over me, looking down at the wreckage.

"Up," she said.

I forced my trembling limbs to obey. I stood up, swaying slightly. I was a mess. Leaking. Bruised. Used.

"Did I pass the audition?" I asked in a broken croak.

Carolina looked at me. "You survived," she said. "Now, go to the bathroom. Clean yourself out. You still have work to do."

**

I went to the en-suite bathroom. It was opulent, marble and gold fixtures. I washed myself with trembling hands, using a warm cloth to wipe away the sticky evidence from my thighs. I stared at myself in the mirror. My eyes were red-rimmed, my lips swollen. But underneath the trauma, there was a dull, flat acceptance.

I was an amenity. And amenities get cleaned and put back into service all the time.

I walked back into the bedroom. The air was still thick with the scent of sex and musk.

Snow was sitting in the armchair where he had just bent me over. He was wearing his robe again, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. He looked relaxed, sated, the master of his domain.

Carolina was standing by the window, her tablet in hand. She looked up as I entered. Her expression was neutral, but her eyes held a warning.

"Mr. Snow isn't finished with you, Jessica," she said, her voice smooth and professional. "He finds you... promising."

My stomach clenched. "Ms. Brooks?"

"He wants a dance now," she said. "A lap dance. He wants to see you move. He wants to feel that ass grinding on his cock."

I looked at Snow. He grinned, swirling the ice in his glass.

"That's right, sweetheart," he rumbled. "You took a pounding like a champ. Now show me what you can do."

The absurdity of it almost made me laugh. Five minutes ago, he was treating me like livestock. Now he wanted a showgirl.

"But... there's no music," I whispered, grasping at straws.

"Yeah, there is," Carolina said. She walked to a small sound system on the shelf and tapped her tablet. A slow, heavy beat began to thrum through the room. It was bass-heavy, seductive, a rhythm designed for strip clubs.

"Go on," she ordered.

I walked to him. My legs felt heavy, but the music seeped into my bones. The conditioning kicked in. The part of me that had learned to perform for Coleman, to be the Cheerleader for Wallace, woke up.

I stood in front of him. I was wearing only the thin white tunic, having discarded the pants in the bathroom.

I started to move. Slowly at first. Swaying my hips to the beat. I ran my hands up my own body, tracing the curves, offering myself to his gaze. I let my head fall back, closing my eyes, finding the rhythm.

I stepped closer, stepping between his spread legs. I turned around, presenting my back to him. I lowered myself, grinding my ass against his crotch, feeling him stir beneath the silk robe.

I looked over my shoulder at him, giving him a sultry, heavy-lidded look. I saw his eyes darken. I saw his hand tighten on the glass.

I let the music guide me, finding a rhythm in the bass that matched the slow, heavy beat of my own terrified heart. I was no longer just dancing for him; I was undulating. My hips rolled in slow, hypnotic circles, brushing against his knees, teasing the space between his legs.

I turned to face him. I let my hands drift up my thighs, hitching the hem of the tunic higher, exposing the curve of my hip, the darkness between my legs. I caught Carolina’s eye across the room. Her expression was unreadable, a mask of professional scrutiny, but for a flicker of a second, our gazes locked. A silent communication. Do it. Make him hard. Survive.

I stepped closer, straddling his legs without touching him. I lowered myself into a squat, my thighs burning with the effort, until my face was level with his. I could smell the scotch on his breath, the musk of his earlier exertion.

"Do you like what you see, Mr. Snow?" I purred, a trick I dredged up from some movie or somewhere.

He grunted, his eyes fixated on my chest, where my nipples pressed against the thin fabric.

I took his hand—the large, heavy hand that had bruised me moments ago—and guided it. I placed it on my breast. "It’s yours," I whispered. "I belong to you."

His fingers curled, kneading my flesh. I leaned into it, arching my back, letting a moan escape my swollen lips. It was a performance, yes, but my body, treacherous and rewired by my time at Green Acres, responded to it. My nipples hardened. A slick heat bloomed between my legs.

I moved his other hand down, guiding it between my thighs. "Here," I breathed. "Feel how wet I am for you."

He touched me. His fingers found the slickness, and a growl rumbled in his chest. He was waking up. I could see the tent in his robe rising, a thick, insistent pressure.

I stood up slowly, dragging his hands up my body as I rose. I stepped back, just out of reach, teasing him. I turned around again, bending at the waist, looking back at him through my legs. I shook my ass, a vulgar, desperate display.

"Come on, big boy," I taunted. "Show me what you've got."

He laughed and threw his glass away, opening his robe. He was rock hard now. Huge and veined and angry and much more than ready.

I didn't wait. I turned, climbed onto his lap, and straddled him. The heat of his skin against my bare thighs was a shock. I reached down, guiding his massive, throbbing cock between my pussy lips.

I looked at Carolina one last time. She gave a microscopic nod. Go.

I impaled myself.

In slow motion.

I sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch. He was enormous. Stretching me, filling me, claiming me. I gasped, my head falling onto his shoulder.

"Yes," he hissed. "Ride it. Ride it, little slut."

I began to move. Up and down. Grinding. Bouncing. I used every trick. I clenched my muscles. I rolled my hips. I grabbed his shoulders for leverage and drove myself down onto him, harder, faster.

I was riding the monster. And in the strange, twisted logic of this room, I was winning now. I was making him moan. Making him lose control.

But I was also losing myself. The friction, the fullness, the sheer, overwhelming sensation of being used... it was pulling me under again. I was becoming the act. I was becoming the whore.

It wasn't a role anymore. It was a state of being. The rhythm of my hips was no longer a performance; it was a compulsion. I needed the friction. I needed the fullness. I needed the brutal, grounding reality of his cock deep inside me to anchor me to the earth.

Snow’s hands were everywhere. Rough, calloused paws that claimed and hurt me. One hand clamped onto my breast, squeezing so hard I gasped, his thumb digging into the sensitive flesh, treating my nipple like a button to be mashed. Twisted, squeezed, and pulled. The other hand gripped my ass cheek, spreading me apart, forcing me wider for him, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, leaving marks that would bloom into bruises by morning.

"Yeah," he grunted, his breath hot and damp against my neck. "Take it, you little bitch. Take every fucking inch."

He shifted, thrusting upward to meet my downward slam. The collision was jarring, a bone-deep impact that sent shockwaves through my spine. It hurt. It felt good. It felt like erasure.

Then, his hand left my breast and shot up. He grabbed my jaw, forcing my mouth open. He shoved his thumb inside. It tasted of salt and scotch and my own perspiration. He hooked it over my tongue, pressing down, gagging me slightly, using my mouth as a leverage point to control my head.

I sucked on his thumb instinctively, my eyes rolling back. The dual penetration—his thumb in my mouth, his cock in my cunt—closed a circuit in me.

I peered through the haze of my own hair and saw Carolina move. She stepped away from the wall, her heels clicking softly on the plush carpet. She came closer, her expression clinical, observant. She stopped just a few feet away, crossing her arms, getting a better angle. She was watching the junction of our bodies, watching my flesh swallow his, watching my face contort.

Her gaze wasn't judgment. It was validation. If she was watching this, then it was real. If she was watching me, I was doing it right.

The pressure inside me began to coil. That familiar, treacherous serpent of pleasure waking up in the darkness of my belly. It fed on the pain of his grip, on the gagging fullness of his thumb, on the cold, steady gaze of the woman watching me.

"Please," I moaned around his thumb, the word garbled. "Please."

He felt it. He felt my inner walls tightening, rippling around him. He laughed, a low, cruel sound.

"You like that?" he taunted. "You like being my dirty little slut?"

"Yes!" I tried to scream, but it came out as a strangled cry. I drove my hips down, slamming myself onto him, desperate for the release, for the oblivion.

This time, my orgasm seemed to start at the base of my spine, lighting a white-hot spark that exploded into a roaring fire. My back arched violently, my body going rigid. My cunt clamped down on his cock with a strength I didn't know I possessed, milking him, wringing him out.

And then I fucking screamed. A real honest scream. A raw, open-throated sound of pure, unadulterated overwhelming sensation. It was too much for me. It was everything. My vision blurred. All I could feel was him. The burning stretch. The fullness. And the terrifying, beautiful annihilation of my own pitiful self. I wasn't Jessica. I wasn't a lawyer. I was just this moment. Only this feeling. I was just a cunt, owned by a monster cock.

I rode the wave, shuddering and weeping, my nails digging deep into his shoulders, my mouth sucking on his thumb, completely and utterly lost in the blinding light of my own degradation.

I was still shaking, broken and open and weeping, drifting in the aftermath of my own shattering, when Snow made a move.

He grabbed my hips and lifted me off him like I weighed nothing. The separation was a sudden, arctic loss. I whimpered, reaching for him, but he pushed me away.

"Off," he commanded. "Get down on the floor where you fucking belong."

I slid off his lap, my legs rubbery, and collapsed onto the carpet at his feet. I looked up at him, dazed, my mouth still open, waiting for... something.

"Ms. Brooks," he said, not looking at me. "Come here."

Carolina stepped forward. She didn't hesitate. She moved with efficient grace.

"Sir?"

"Finish me," he said. He pointed at his cock, still hard, glistening with my juices. "And put it where it belongs."

He pointed at my face.

Carolina nodded. She knelt beside me. She didn't look at me. She reached out and took his cock in her hand. Her grip was firm, professional. She began to stroke him.

I watched. I was on my knees, naked, watching the woman I was supposed to be shadowing jerk off the client I had just ridden. The dynamic was dizzying. I couldn’t keep up.

"Look up, Jessica," Carolina said, her voice cool. "Open your eyes. Open your mouth."

I obeyed. I tilted my head back. I opened my mouth and my eyes. I waited.

Snow groaned, his hips bucking slightly against Carolina's hand. He looked down at me, his eyes filled with contempt and satisfaction.

"That's right," he grunted. "Open wide for the boss."

Carolina pumped him faster. I could see the veins throbbing. I could see the beads of fluid oozing out of the tip.

He tensed. He groaned. And then, he erupted.

The first rope of semen hit my cheek, hot and thick. The second hit my forehead. The third landed on my lips. He sprayed me. He painted me. Carolina guided him, ensuring coverage, making sure I was marked.

I squeezed my eyes shut as the hot fluid splattered across my eyelids, my nose, my chin. I didn't reach to wipe it away. I didn't flinch. I took all of it, squinting through one eye.

When he was finished, he sat back, panting, and Carolina let go of his cock. She reached for a towel from the side table and wiped her hand.

I stayed there, on my knees, my face covered in his seed. I tasted the salt on my lips.

"Good girls," Snow said, dismissing both of us.

Carolina stood up. She looked down at me. For the first time, I saw a flicker of something almost like approval in her big blue eyes.

"Clean up, Jessica," she said. "We're all done here."

She turned and walked to the door.


Epilogue

This time I cleaned off in my own bathroom. The rain head shower poured hot water over me, washing away the sweat, the juices, and the drying, crusty evidence of Mr. Snow's satisfaction all over my face. I watched the white rivulets swirl down the drain.

I washed my face gently. My skin felt tender, slightly raw where his stubble had scraped me. My lips were puffy.

I stepped out and dried myself with a towel so thick and soft it felt like a hug. I wrapped it around myself and walked into the bedroom. The bed was turned down. A bottle of water and a wrapped chocolate sat on the nightstand.

I was exhausted. Bone deep. The kind of tiredness that usually comes after a marathon trial or a seventy-hour work week. But this was different. My mind wasn't racing with case law or strategy. It was empty. Quiet. I was at peace.

I dropped the towel and climbed into the massive bed naked. The sheets were cool silk. The mattress cushioned me.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling.

I thought about the day. The images came in flashes. Daniel’s terrified, fascinated face as I convulsed around his hand on the table. Mr. Crane’s claw-hand upon my breast. Carolina’s cool, assessing gaze as I rode Snow. The hot slap of his cum hitting my cheek.

I didn’t know how I was supposed to feel about any of this.

I ran a hand down my stomach. My muscles were sore, but they felt alive.

I thought about Carolina. About the way she had looked at me in the end. Not with contempt. But with something like acknowledgment.

I turned on my side, curling into the softness of the bed.

I closed my eyes and waited for the darkness to take me.

There would be new clients, I knew. There would be new demands. New ways to be used.

I would be ready, I thought.

Outside, the ocean whispered against the shore. Inside, the silence was complete.
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http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a booth babe and a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.
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Also Available

Series

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

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

Hollywood Humiliation

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

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

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

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

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

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

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

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

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

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

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

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

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

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

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

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

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

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

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

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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