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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.


The Fertility Games

At the Green Acres Elder Care Facility, the rules of the game have changed.

And the prize is immortality, of a sort.

When Nurse Carolina stole a billionaire's experimental drug to ease her elderly patients’ suffering, she set off a chain reaction nobody can contain.

The meds did a lot more than help with arthritis.

They turned three old Black men into three big Black bulls.

And they turned Carolina into their free-use toy.

But now they want more.

And so a depraved competition begins—a three-way race to breed the hot young nurse.

But as the three old men take turns with Carolina, leaving her dripping, trembling, and wrecked, the real world closes in.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore knows that someone stole his miracle drug and he's coming to Green Acres to investigate.

The Fertility Games (8,800 words) is the continuation of two stories in the First Time Blacked series—Nurse and Triage—and the first volume of a new taboo fantasy. A young white nurse will be stripped of control, used raw, and ruined by men she swore to care for. And then the billionaire she stole from will come for her.

If you hanker for forbidden nurse heat, dangerous drug experiments, filthy age-gap corruption, and white-girl surrender beneath overwhelming big Black cock, this one will flood every craving you have.

Molly Pike

October 2025


Prologue

I woke up to a body that felt like a stranger's. Every joint, every muscle, every inch of skin was a geography of aches and pains. My jaw was a dull, grinding throb. My thighs were bruised from being held open. My pussy felt… well, damaged. A raw, tender space that had been stretched and filled and emptied so many times it no longer felt like my own. It felt like theirs.

I lay in the pre-dawn gloom of my bedroom, the scent of lavender-scented laundry detergent from my sheets a mockery of innocence. My first thought was simple: I’m not going today.

The thought was a relief, a cool balm on my frayed nerves. I could just call in sick. A stomach bug. A migraine. No one would question it. I could stay here, in my safe, clean bed, and pretend the last forty-eight hours never happened. I could lock the door and sleep for a week and forget the smell of them, the feel of them, the taste of them.

But as I lay there, a new thought, ugly and insidious, began to uncoil in the back of my mind. What would they do if I wasn't there?

They were still full of that drug, still surfing on the wave of that unexpected side effect, that raw, relentless virility. They wouldn’t just… wait patiently for me to return. Their animal needs wouldn’t just disappear. Their massive, eternally hard cocks would demand release.

Who would they turn to?

The image flashed in my mind, sharp and unwelcome.

Brenda. Fucking Brenda. Of course, it would be Brenda. With her soft, rounded body, her kind, slightly sad eyes, and the way she always smelled faintly of lotion and powdered donuts. She was always game. She didn’t know how to say no. And she would never, ever make a fuss. Brenda had a husband and two young kids at home.

In my mind, I saw it unfold. She'd be in the linen closet, counting out fresh towels, humming some stupid little tune to herself. Harris would slip in behind her, letting the heavy door swing shut with a soft thump. Brenda would jump, a little squeak of surprise, her hand flying to her plump chest. She'd laugh nervously. "Oh, Harris, you scared me."

In response to this picture, my hand snaked down my belly, settling into the warmth between my thighs. The movie played on.

Harris wouldn't be smiling his usual charming old-man smile. He'd have that other look on his face. The one I knew so well. The hungry, cruel look.

"Did I?" he'd murmur, taking a step closer, crowding her against the shelves of neatly folded sheets. "No need to be scared."

My fingers started to circle my clit, slow and deliberate, as I pictured it. In my head, Brenda would be stammering, her face turning pink. "I... I have to get back to the floor." A pathetic, flimsy excuse. Harris would just laugh, a low, dirty sound. He'd reach out and run the back of his hand down her soft, fleshy arm.

"No, don't rush away," he'd say. "I need your help with something."

A low moan escaped my lips. The idea of them using someone else, of those magnificent, brutal cocks being buried in another woman’s body, was the filthiest, most exciting thing I had ever imagined. It was a betrayal. They were my tormentors. That was my humiliation.

Then Harris would unzip his pants and Brenda's eyes would go wide with delight, her knees would go weak, her mouth falling open in a perfect 'O'. I could practically feel her fear and excitement—it was like gasoline on the fire between my own legs.

My hips started to rock against the mattress, a slow, grinding rhythm. Behind closed eyes, I watched Harris guide Brenda down onto her knees, grab a handful of her mousy brown hair, and angle her head just so. "Open your mouth for me, Nurse Brenda," he'd say, and she’d do as he said. She’d open her mouth, stick out her little pink tongue, and Harris would take it from there.

Harris would take her mouth, and Brenda would be gagging, choking, all at once, her body convulsing, her pussy wet and clenching around nothing at all. She wouldn't know what to do. She wouldn't know how to take him, how to breathe around him. Not like I did. I knew the exact rhythm of his thrusts, the way he liked his balls cupped, the sound he made right before he came. She was a clumsy amateur, and the thought filled me with a hot, dark contempt. My fingers moved faster.

That's when Wallace would open the door. He wouldn't say a word. He would just fill the doorway, his massive frame blocking out the light, his presence a suffocating weight. Brenda's eyes, streaming with tears, would bulge with fresh terror. Harris would pull out of her mouth with a wet smack, leaving a string of drool connecting his cock to her lips. "Look what we've got, Wally," he'd say with a grin. "A new little nursey for us to play with."

Wallace would step inside, unzipping his own pants as he moved toward her. He'd spin her around, pushing her face into the stack of clean towels, and yank her scrub pants down. Her panties would be a cheap, flowery cotton. He'd just hook his thumb in the waistband and rip them down her legs. Her ass was huge, pale and dimpled. So different from mine. So soft.

He wouldn't even use spit. He'd just push the tip of his enormous cock against her, and shove.

I imagined her scream, muffled by the towels. I imagined her body, too soft and fleshy to offer any real resistance, jiggling with the force of his brutal, piston-like thrusts. She wouldn't be able to take him. Not all of him. He'd tear her. The thought sent a violent shiver of pleasure through me. He was too big for her. He was perfect for me.

And Coleman… Coleman would be standing in the doorway, watching it all. Stroking his own thick, dark length, a calm, directorial expression on his face. He'd be orchestrating it. He'd nod at Harris, who would grab Brenda's head again and fuck her mouth while Wallace pounded her pussy from behind.

I could see it all so clearly. The sounds, the smells. Brenda's pathetic, muffled sobs. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies colliding. The low, animal grunts from Harris and Wallace as they used her, shared her, fucked her to orgasm.

My breath was coming in ragged, silent gasps. I was so close. The pressure was unbearable.

In my mind, I watched Brenda come and beg for more, and I saw them finish, spectacularly. Harris would pull out and shoot his load all over Brenda's face, his cum thick and white across her eyes and in her hair. Wallace wouldn't pull out, because he never did. He'd just groan, a deep, earth-shaking sound, and flood her with his seed, pumping his hips until he'd emptied himself completely inside her. They'd leave her there, a sobbing, used mess on the floor of the linen closet, filled and coated with cum that should have been mine.

The thought of them filling someone else was the final, devastating trigger.

My back arched off the bed, my hips bucking hard against my hand. I had to slam my other hand over my mouth, biting down hard on my knuckles to swallow the scream. My orgasm ripped through me, a silent, violent spasm that felt like it was tearing me apart from the inside out. My cunt clenched and spasmed around my fingers, milking out a thick, slick gush of fluid that soaked my shorts and the sheets beneath me.

I lay there panting, my heart trying to beat its way out of my chest, my knuckles sore from my own teeth. The house was still. My parents were still sleeping. They had no idea their daughter had just brought herself to a shuddering climax fantasizing about her friend and colleague being gangbanged at work.

I got up and started getting ready for work.
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I hadn't even finished putting my purse in my locker when Harris found me. He didn't say good morning. He didn't even smile. Just hooked a single, hard finger into the V-neck of my scrubs and pulled. I stumbled after him, my sneakers squeaking on the polished floor, a silent, obedient dog on a leash. He led me into a small utility closet reeking of ammonia and damp rags. Without a word, he spun me around and pushed me forward until I was bent over a large, industrial mop bucket, my face inches from the grimy plastic.

I heard his zipper, felt the rough slide of his trousers as he pushed them down. He yanked scrub pants down, leaving my ass bare and exposed in the dim light. There was no foreplay, no preparation. He just shoved himself inside me.

The entry was a blunt, tearing agony. For a split second, my body resisted, my tight, dry inner muscles clenching in a futile attempt to deny him. But he was too strong, too big. He pushed through the resistance with a single, brutal thrust, a thick, hot wedge of flesh forcing my cunt open. The pain was sharp, a feeling of being split from the inside out, and it stole the breath from my lungs. But my body, that pathetic, well-trained traitor, responded to the invasion with a desperate, immediate flood of juices. The next thrust was easier, wetter, but no less punishing.

He established a rhythm that was all business—a hard, piston-like pounding that had no tenderness, no passion, only a grim, mechanical purpose. His hips slammed into my ass with a heavy, wet slap, again and again, rocking the mop bucket on its squeaky casters. With every brutal, deep stroke, I could feel the thick, ridged head of his cock ramming deep into me. I was nothing to him then, I knew, just a tight, wet hole for him to use. And god help me, the sheer, relentless brutality of it was starting to work on me. The rhythmic pounding on my g-spot was a relentless assault, a targeted attack on my body’s weakest defenses.

The pleasure began to build, a low, electric hum that started deep in my pelvis, a pressure coiling tight and hot. My hips, of their own volition, started to push back, meeting his thrusts. A low, shameful whimper escaped my lips. I bit down on my knuckle, the salty taste of my own skin on my tongue, trying to hold it back, but it was too late. The feeling crested, and a violent, shuddering climax ripped through me, a full-body convulsion, my cunt clenching down on his thick, invading cock with a series of greedy, punishing spasms, milking him, begging for his cum.

My orgasm seemed to be the trigger he was waiting for. I felt the muscles at the base of his cock tense, his thrusts becoming harder, shorter, choppier. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through my whole body. "That's it, you little white cunt," he growled, his voice thick with oncoming pleasure. "Take it. Take all of it."

Then he started to come. To empty himself into me. It was another unfeasible pulsing flood of cum. I took the first hot jet, then another, and another. He kept pumping it into me, filling me to a point that only a week ago I would have sworn was impossible. The sheer volume of it was utterly staggering, a thick, heavy load that I could feel pooling deep inside me, a hot, liquid weight that was branding me as his from the inside out. He stayed buried inside me until the last twitch had subsided, his cock still pulsing weakly, his breath hot on the back of my neck.

He pulled out with a wet, sloppy sound that echoed in the tiny closet. The sudden emptiness was almost as shocking as the feeling of being filled. A thick gush of his cum, mixed with my own juices, started to leak out of me, running down my inner thigh in a warm, sticky river.

He zipped himself up and walked out, not even gracing me with a backward glance. I was left bent over the bucket, shaking, aching, and filled to the brim with his seed. I took a deep, shuddering breath, straightened my clothes, and went to clock in.

My new routine had begun.

Around eleven, I was at the nurses' station, trying to focus on a patient’s chart, my pen hovering over a blood pressure reading. The numbers swam in front of my eyes. I was so aware of the warm, sticky feeling in my underwear, the slow, inevitable leak of Harris's cum. I felt a presence behind me, a large, warm body blocking the light. I didn't have to turn around.

"Bathroom," Wallace's voice was a low, quiet rumble right next to my ear. "Now."

My hand trembled, leaving a small, blue streak of ink across the chart. I put the pen down, murmured "excuse me" to no one in particular, and walked. I didn't look to see if he was following. I knew he was. I went into the large, handicapped bathroom near the visitors' lounge and waited. A moment later, he was there, locking the door behind him.

He pushed me back against the cold, tiled wall, the grout digging into my spine. He lifted my right leg, hooking it over his arm, spreading me wide open.

The immediate shock of the position was dizzying. My entire world tilted. All my weight was on my left leg, which immediately began to tremble with the strain. The cold, hard grid of the bathroom tiles pressed into my back, a merciless, unyielding surface. I was completely off-balance, utterly vulnerable, my scrub pants yanked aside, and my bare pussy exposed to the cool air of the room. My only point of stability was his body, the very thing that was about to violate me.

He pressed the head of his cock against me. It was huge, blunt, and already slick, not just with his own precum, but with the leaking overflow of Harris's seed from that morning. He didn't bother to find a comfortable angle. He just drove himself in. A single, powerful, upward thrust that felt like it was splitting me in two. I couldn’t hold back my strangled cry as I felt my inner tissues stretch. He was impossibly thick at this angle, a brutal pressure that made my vision swim with black spots.

His pace was nothing like Harris’s frantic pounding. It was a slow, grinding, relentless rhythm, the silent, terrifying work of a machine. He braced one hand on the wall beside my head and used his immense upper body strength to drive himself into me, again and again. Each deep, deliberate thrust pushed me harder against the wall, my head thudding against the tile with a dull, rhythmic thump-thump-thump that rattled my skull. He was silent, his face a mask of grim concentration, the only sounds in the echoing stall the wet, sloppy slap of our bodies and my own ragged, panting breaths.

The thought of someone finding us was an almost physical weight, crushing me against the wall. But the pleasure… oh god, the pleasure was a hot, insidious poison. The awkward, upward angle of his thrusts was hitting my g-spot with a brutal, unerring precision. My body didn't care about the cold tile or the trembling weakness in my leg. It only cared about the thick, hard, massive thing that was filling it, stretching it, and stroking that secret, shameful nerve deep inside.

My orgasm built with a terrifying, unstoppable momentum. I whimpered, my fingers scrabbling against the wall for a purchase that wasn't there. "Please… I'm gonna…" I gasped, but he didn't slow down. He just kept grinding, that same relentless, soul-stealing pace. The climax shattered me, a balance-shattering, world-tilting explosion that made my whole body convulse. My vision whited out. My standing leg gave out completely, and I would have collapsed if I hadn't been impaled on his cock, my hands clinging to his shoulders in a death grip. My cunt clenched down on him like a fist, spasming again and again in a desperate, greedy rhythm.

A low, deep groan, the first sound he’d made, rumbled from his chest. I felt the muscles at the base of his cock throb against my raw, sensitive flesh. He wasn’t a frantic sprayer like Harris; his load was a heavy, pulsing flood. The first jet hit me with the force of a battering ram deep inside, so hot it was almost scalding. Then another, and another, a seemingly endless, heavy surge of thick seed that filled me completely. It was a disgusting, overwhelming feeling—his hot cum flooding my cunt, mixing with the cooling remnants of Harris's load already inside me, turning my cunt into a swampy cocktail of their mingled seed.

He stayed buried in me for a moment, his body shuddering with the last of his release. Then he let my leg drop. It hit the floor with a clumsy thud, and my knees buckled, barely able to support my own weight. I slid down the tiled wall, my legs trembling uncontrollably.

He just stood there, tucking his still-seeping cock back into his pants. A milky, disgusting mixture of their semen and my own slickness was dripping from between my legs, pooling on the clean, white floor.

"Clean yourself up," he said. He turned away, unlocked the door, and was gone.

I was left on the floor, a trembling, aching wreck. I grabbed a wad of paper towels and tried to wipe the sticky mess from my thighs, a completely futile gesture. The real mess was inside me.

The walk back to the nurses' station was a humiliating, wet-thighed agony. I could feel it with every step, a hot, sloshing weight inside me, a disgusting, squelching chafe between my legs. The thin cotton of my scrub pants felt like tissue paper, offering no barrier, no illusion of cleanliness. I was a walking biohazard, brimming with the mingled cum of two different men, and I was convinced everyone could see it, everyone could smell it.

My mind was screaming. I couldn't go on like this. I couldn't spend the next six hours feeling this filth leaking out of me, a constant, sticky reminder of my own degradation. I needed to get it out. All of it.

An idea, desperate and clinical, took root. The supply room. Douche kits. We kept them on the bottom shelf, the disposable plastic kind we used for pre-op prep or certain exams. It was a violation of protocol to use supplies for personal reasons, but protocol had been thrown out the window the moment Coleman had first pushed my legs apart.

My hands were shaking as I walked toward the supply closet, my movements stiff and unnatural. I felt a dozen pairs of eyes on my back. I unlocked the door, slipped inside, and flicked on the light, my heart hammering against my ribs. The air smelled of latex and iodine. There they were, in their sterile blue packaging. I grabbed one, my fingers clumsy, and shoved it into the deep pocket of my scrub pants. It felt huge and bulky, a block of incriminating plastic pressing against my thigh.

I scurried back to the same handicapped bathroom, my sanctum of shame, and locked the door. My hands trembled as I tore open the package. The bottle was cool and smooth in my hand, the nozzle long and clinical. I filled it with lukewarm water from the tap, the sound of the gurgling plastic deafeningly loud in the silence.

I sat on the toilet, my scrub pants bunched around my ankles, and took a deep, shuddering breath. This was insane. I was a nurse, about to perform a medical procedure on myself in a bathroom stall, all to wash out the evidence of the very men I was supposed to be caring for.

I pushed the nozzle inside me. The sensation was cold, foreign, a plastic intrusion into flesh that was already raw and tender and swollen. I squeezed the bottle. The rush of water was a shocking, invasive flood. It felt… wrong. A sterile violation after the hot, organic one. I could feel the water sloshing inside me, mixing with the thick, sticky mess of their cum.

I held it in for a moment, as the instructions on the package dictated, then I bore down. What came out of me was a horrifying, milky cascade. A torrent of lukewarm water and pearly, clumpy semen that splashed into the toilet bowl. Harris’s cum. Wallace’s cum. All of it, a disgusting soup swirling in the water. I did it again, another full bottle, flushing myself out with a frantic, desperate urgency, until the water finally started to run clear.

When I was done, I felt… empty. Scoured raw. Hollowed out. I wasn't clean. The feeling of their cocks stretching me, the memory of their groans, the phantom weight of their bodies on mine—that was all still there. I had only washed away the evidence, not the act. I stuffed the empty plastic kit into the sanitary napkin disposal bin, pulled up my pants, and stared at myself in the mirror.

I looked the same. A little pale, maybe. Eyes a little too wide. But the real change was on the inside. I felt a strange, new kind of shame. Not just for what they had done to me, but for this. For this pathetic, secret attempt to reclaim a piece of myself, to wash them out. It was a futile gesture, an admission of defeat. They were still in me. I knew they were. And all I had done was make myself empty and ready for the next time.

I walked back to the nurses’ station to finish my charting.

The shame was still there, a constant, low-grade fever. But it was changing. It was becoming a dull, background hum, drowned out by the sheer, relentless physicality of my days. My body was learning a new language, a new set of reflexes. It no longer waited for my brain’s permission to respond. The mere presence of one of them was enough to make my cunt clench and my nipples tighten. The orgasms, when they came, were no longer shocking moments of betrayal. They were just… reflexive. Inevitable. A mechanical release that my body now seemed to require as much as they did.

Later that afternoon, I found Coleman in the quiet room, a small, somber space reserved for families receiving bad news. He was sitting in a plush armchair, reading a newspaper. He glanced up as I entered, his eyes lingering on me for a moment, then went back to his reading. He didn't speak. He just patted the floor in front of his chair.

I understood.

My knees hit the carpet with a soft thud. I unzipped his fly and took his heavy, semi-flaccid cock into my hands. It was thick and warm, and it swelled to its full, formidable size under my touch. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth. I worked on him with a practiced, efficient rhythm, my head bobbing up and down. Above me, I could hear the crinkle of his newspaper as he turned a page. He rested his free hand on my head, his fingers stroking my hair in a slow, almost absent-minded gesture, like he was petting a cat.

I looked down at the monstrous thing in my hands, filling my mouth. Coleman’s cock was different from the others. It wasn't just the sheer, brutal thickness of it, a girth that strained my jaw to its breaking point. It was the weight. It felt heavy, dense, a solid column of ancient power. The skin was a deep, dark brown, almost black at the crown, and pulled taut over the rigid flesh beneath. A thick, ropy vein snaked down the underside, pulsing with a slow, steady rhythm that I could feel against my tongue.

My initial, clumsy attempts at servicing him had been met with a quiet, firm pressure from the hand on my head, a silent command to do better. So, I had learned. My shame had become a catalyst for a dark, twisted kind of pride. If I was going to be their whore, I was going to be the best damn whore they had ever had.

I couldn't take him all at once, not down to the root, so I worked in sections. I would deep-throat him as far as I could, my throat muscles clenching and milking him, and then I would retreat, my tongue tracing the thick vein all the way up to the crown, my lips lavishing attention on the sensitive, glistening head before starting the slow, suffocating descent all over again. My hands were never still. One was wrapped around the base of his shaft, pumping in a steady rhythm that matched the movement of my head. The other cupped his heavy balls, my thumb stroking and kneading with a gentle pressure I had learned he liked.

Above me, I heard a soft sigh. The newspaper rustled as he lowered it slightly. His hand on my head was no longer an absent-minded caress; his fingers tangled in my hair, gripping me, holding me in place. His hips began to move, a slow, almost imperceptible roll, pushing himself deeper into my mouth with each of my practiced ministrations. His breathing was growing heavier.

I knew he was close. I could feel the change in him, the way the pulse in that thick vein quickened, the way his cock seemed to swell even further, impossibly, inside my mouth. I redoubled my efforts, my movements becoming faster, more frantic. My jaw was a galaxy of pain, my throat was raw, but I didn't stop. I couldn't. This was my purpose.

He groaned. His hips bucked, a single, powerful thrust that drove him to the very back of my throat, cutting off my air completely. I gagged, a wet, choked sound, but his hand held my head fast. I was trapped.

Then the eruption began.

A thick, heavy, pulsing deluge. The first shot was a hot, bitter gush that hit the back of my throat with the force of a fire hose. I tried to swallow, but there was too much, too fast. Another pulse, and another, a seemingly endless torrent of thick, clumpy seed that filled my mouth, my throat, my sinuses. It was hot and tasted ancient, like salt and iron and earth. My eyes were streaming with tears, my body convulsing with a gag reflex I could no longer control. I was drowning in it.

He kept pulsing, emptying every last drop into my struggling, spasming throat. When he was finally, finally finished, his whole body shuddered and he went limp, his now-softening cock still lodged deep in my mouth. He pushed my head away gently, his fingers slick with my tears and his own seed.

"That's a good little nurse," he murmured, his eyes still on the sports page, as if nothing had happened.

I collapsed back on my heels, panting, my whole body trembling. My mouth was full. I couldn't breathe. My cheeks were bulging with the sheer volume of his load. I looked up at him, my eyes pleading. He just glanced down at me, a flicker of something—amusement? satisfaction?—in his old eyes, and then nodded once. A silent permission. A final command.

I turned my head and swallowed. It was a thick, difficult, agonizing gulp that made my stomach roil. I swallowed again, and again, my throat muscles working to force down the thick, heavy load. When my mouth was finally empty, the taste of him still coating my tongue, I got to my feet, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and walked out of the room, leaving him to finish his newspaper. I felt hollow, scraped raw from the inside out. But I had done my job. I had taken all of him. And a dark, sick part of me was already wondering what they’d want from me next.

**

My stomach was a sour, churning mess, but I knew I absolutely had to eat. Skipping lunch would just be storing up more problems for me. I found Brenda in the staff breakroom, sitting alone at a small table, nibbling on a sad-looking tuna sandwich. I couldn’t believe I had thought the old men might have broken her in if I hadn’t come on.

“Hey,” I said, forcing a smile that felt like it would crack my face. “Mind if I join you?”

“Carolina! Of course not, hon,” she said, her kind eyes crinkling. She gestured to the empty chair opposite her. “Long morning?”

If you only knew. “You could say that,” I mumbled, unwrapping my own turkey sandwich. The thought of putting food in my stomach, a stomach still queasy from swallowing Coleman’s massive load, was nauseating. I took a small, obligatory bite. It tasted like sawdust and shame.

We ate in silence for a minute, the only sounds the soft hum of the vending machine and the crinkle of our sandwich wrappers. Brenda, however, was constitutionally incapable of sustained silence. She leaned forward conspiratorially, lowering her voice.

“You are not going to believe what I just heard,” she whispered, her eyes wide.

I feigned interest, taking a sip of my water. “What’s that?”

“Well, I was just dropping off some requisition forms at Mr. Henderson’s office, and he was on the phone. The door was cracked, I couldn’t help but overhear.” She paused for dramatic effect. “He was talking to someone from Grant Whitmore’s office.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice a little tighter than I intended.

Brenda nodded eagerly, her tuna sandwich completely forgotten. “And it sounded serious,” she said, her voice dropping even lower. “Like, lawyers-and-shit serious. Henderson kept saying ‘unauthorized pharmaceutical dispersal’ and ‘inventory breach’.” She took a deep breath. “Carolina… I think someone’s been stealing drugs.”

My blood ran cold. The turkey sandwich turned to a lump of ice in my stomach. The drugs. The little brown bottle of “arthritis medication” I had stolen from the locked cabinet. The pills that had started this whole nightmare. I had completely forgotten about them, so consumed by the consequences that I had forgotten the cause.

I tried to keep my face neutral, to project a mask of mild, gossipy interest. “Wow,” I said, sounding thin and reedy even to my own ears. “Stealing drugs? From here? Who would do that?”

“I know, right?” Brenda said, shaking her head. “Henderson sounded like he was about to shit or have a heart attack. He was talking about a full audit, bringing in Whitmore’s personal security team to interview everyone.” She leaned in even closer, her breath smelling of tuna and mayonnaise. “Can you imagine? Grant Whitmore’s people, here? It’s crazy.”

My heart was hammering against my ribs. Security. Interviews. An investigation. They would find out. They would check the logs, the security footage. They would find me. My carefully constructed, hellish new reality was about to collide with the real world, and I was standing right at ground zero. The fear was so intense, so pure, it momentarily eclipsed everything else—the aches, the shame, the constant, simmering craving. This was a new kind of terror. This was the terror of being caught.

I forced another bite of my sandwich, my throat so tight I could barely swallow. “Yeah,” I said, in a strained whisper. “Crazy., really”

Maybe I would take a little time off.

**

The rest of my lunch break passed in a haze of pure, cold-blooded panic. Brenda’s cheerful gossip faded into a dull, meaningless drone. All I could hear was the frantic, high-pitched ringing in my own ears and the echo of her words: Investigation. Security. Stealing drugs. Every bite of my sandwich felt like swallowing broken glass.

By the time I was back on the floor, the fear had subsided into a low, simmering dread that settled deep in my gut. I tried to lose myself in the routine, in the mundane tasks of my job, but my hands were trembling. It didn’t matter why I did what I had done. I was a criminal. And it was only a matter of time before they figured it out.

It was late in the afternoon, the sun slanting low through the large windows of the ward, when Coleman found me. I was restocking a supply cart, my movements jerky and inefficient.

“Carolina,” he said, his voice calm and steady behind me. I jumped, dropping a box of latex gloves, which scattered across the floor like pale, dead leaves.

“We need to see you,” he continued, ignoring my clumsiness. “My room. Now.”

The tone was different. It wasn't the usual casual command of a man who wanted his big black cock sucked. This was serious. Almost official. My first thought was that they knew. Someone had told them about the investigation. My stomach plummeted.

I followed him down the hall, my legs feeling like lead weights. When we got to his room, Harris and Wallace were already there, sitting on the edge of the bed and in the visitor's chair. They weren't smiling. They weren't leering. They were just watching the door, waiting for me. The atmosphere in the room was tense, coiled, like the air before a thunderstorm. It felt like I was walking into a boardroom for my own execution.

I stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, my hands clasped in front of me, a nervous subordinate waiting for her superiors to speak. Coleman closed the door behind us and turned to face me.

“Well now, little nurse,” he began, his voice a low, serious rumble. “That wonder medicine you dosed us with, it’s done so much more than just make us hard again.”

Harris nodded, a slow, thoughtful expression on his face. “True that,” he said, his usual mocking tone gone, replaced by something that sounded almost like awe. “It’s… woken things up. Things we all thought were long dead and buried.”

My blood was roaring in my ears. The investigation. They were going to give me up. They were going to tell Henderson it was me to save themselves.

But that’s not what they were talking about at all.

Coleman took a step closer to me, his dark, ancient eyes boring into mine. “It’s made us men again, Carolina. In every way. And a man… a man needs to leave something behind. A legacy. So, we’ve agreed, all three is us.” He paused, letting the weight of his words settle in the silent room. “We want to see that little belly of yours swell up with our child.”

The words didn't register at first. They were just sounds, nonsensical syllables that my brain couldn't assemble into a coherent thought. A child? My belly? Their child?

Harris finally grinned then, but it wasn't his usual cruel, teasing smile. It was something sharper, more feral. A predator's grin. “We’re gonna have ourselves a little competition,” he explained, his eyes glittering. “A little game. We’re all gonna fuck you, once every day. We’re gonna fill that pussy up and keep you full. And the first one of us to put his baby in that pretty little oven of yours…” He chuckled, a low, dark sound. “Well, he’s the winner.”

They didn't say what he would win. They didn't have to. The prize was me. My body, my life, my future. A permanent trophy for their restored virility.

Absolute, mind-freezing terror washed over me. This wasn't just about sex. Not anymore. Not my humiliation or their drug-fueled lust. This was about consequences. Permanent, biological, life-altering consequences. A part of them, growing inside me, mine forever. My life, hijacked. My future, erased and rewritten by them.

I tried to speak, to scream, to say no, to tell them they were insane. But all that came out was a choked, pathetic little gasp. The terror was so immense it was paralyzing. But as the first wave of horror began to recede, something else, something dark and unholy and deeply shameful, rose up to take its place.

A hot, liquid clench deep in my womb.

My body, that absolute and final traitor, was responding. The idea of being filled, of being claimed so utterly, of my body being used for its most primal, female purpose—to be bred—by these powerful, relentless old men… oh, my holy fuck. My nipples hardened, pushing against the thin fabric of my scrubs with an insolent, undeniable stiffness. A hot flush crept up my neck, flooding my cheeks.

I didn't have to say a word. They could see it. They could see the conflict in my eyes, the war between the terror on my face and the raw, animal want that my body was screaming without my permission.

Wallace, who had been silent the entire time, finally spoke. He stood up, his massive frame seeming to suck all the air out of the room, and his voice was a low, final verdict.

“The competition,” he said, his eyes never leaving mine, “starts now.”

They led me toward the disused private room at the end of the east wing. The room was cold, the air stale and sterile. The bed was neatly made, a crisp white sheet stretched tight over the mattress, a paper protector crinkling beneath it like a sacrificial altar. They closed the door behind us, the soft click of the lock sealing my fate.

"Take them off," Harris said. "Everything."

My fingers were numb, clumsy things, but they obeyed. I stripped off my scrubs, my bra, my panties, the ones I’d put on clean after my frantic douche, now already damp with the day’s slow, steady leakage. I stood before them, naked and trembling in the cold, dim light, my skin goose-pimpled.

"On the bed," Wallace commanded.

I climbed onto the crisp sheets, the paper crinkling loudly under my bare skin. Wallace came first. He was the enforcer, the silent, brutal instrument of their will. He pushed me onto my back without a word, grabbing my ankles and shoving my legs apart, pushing my knees up toward my chest. He loomed over me, a massive, dark silhouette, and then he drove himself inside me.

My body was already stretched, raw, and tender from the day's abuses. His entry was a thick, tearing agony, a feeling of being split wide open. I felt a disgusting, wet squelch as his immense cock pushed out the last lingering remnants of his own seed from earlier, clearing the way, making room for the new deposit. He fucked me with a grim, silent efficiency, his pace a deep, grinding punishment that was designed not for pleasure, but for insemination. He was planting a crop, tilling the soil. I bit my lip until I tasted blood, but I couldn't stop the orgasm that his relentless, brutal assault tore from my body. It was a sharp, jagged thing, a spasm of pure overload that left me seeing stars. His own climax followed immediately, a heavy, pulsing flood that filled me to a bursting point, so much of it that I felt a hot, disgusting pressure build deep in my womb. He didn’t pull out. He stayed buried deep inside me, holding my legs apart, his hips giving a final, possessive thrust to make sure every last drop was delivered.

Then he withdrew, and Harris was there to take his place before I could even take a breath. The transition was seamless, a horrifying, efficient assembly line of violation. Harris grabbed me by the hips and flipped me onto my stomach, pushing my face down into the pillow. "My turn to plant a flag," he whispered, his voice a hot, cruel taunt in my ear.

He entered me from behind. The sound was a wet, disgusting slap as he slid into my cunt, already overflowing with Wallace's fresh, hot load. His thrusts were faster, angrier, a frantic, high-pressure pounding that was pure, egotistical pleasure. He held me down by the back of my neck, fucking me like an animal, his balls slapping against my ass with a wet, rhythmic smack. "Whose baby you want, huh?" he grunted, his pace quickening. "Gonna be mine. Gonna put a little brown baby in that lily-white belly." The humiliation, the sheer, animalistic degradation of the position, sent another unwanted orgasm ripping through me, a muffled scream of shame and release swallowed by the cheap pillow. He came with a sharp, guttural roar, his load a hot, high-pressure spray that felt like it was trying to sear my cervix. He emptied himself completely and then pulled out, leaving me ass-up, whimpering, a disgusting, mingled river of their cum already leaking out of me and pooling on the paper sheet.

I was wrecked. Sobbing. My body was a twitching, overstimulated mess. And I knew it wasn’t over yet.

I felt gentle hands on my shoulders. It was Coleman. He pulled me over, turning me onto my back and gathering me into his arms, cradling my head against his shoulder. The gesture was so unexpectedly tender it was the cruelest thing they had done all day.

"Shhh, now," he whispered, a soothing, grandfatherly rumble. "It's my turn. The last one. We gotta make sure the seed is planted deep."

He settled himself between my legs, cradling me, and then he lifted my ankles, pulling them up to rest on his shoulders. I was completely open to him, more vulnerable than I had ever been. He entered me slowly, his old, heavy cock sliding into the slick, overflowing swamp of my cunt. He moved with a slow, deep, almost loving rhythm, his eyes locked on mine. "This is your purpose now, little nurse," he whispered, his hips rolling, pushing the cocktail of their seed deeper inside me with every thrust. "To be our good girl. To carry our child."

I was completely broken. The terror and the shame and the relentless, overwhelming physical sensation all collided, and something inside me shattered. I was sobbing uncontrollably, tears streaming down my face, but my body was arching to meet him, my cunt clenching around him in a series of helpless, full-body spasms. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, a total and complete surrender of my body, my mind, my soul.

His own release was a deep, ancient shudder. He growled low in his chest, a sound of profound, primal satisfaction, and I felt his load join the rest, a final, thick, hot deposit into my ravaged, overflowing womb. He fucked me slowly as he came, his hips rocking gently, as if to tuck the baby in.

Then he pulled out. And they left.

They just turned and walked out of the room, leaving me lying in a puddle of cooling semen, my belly, my thighs, my chest all streaked with it. The smell was overpowering. My muscles were twitching, my body still spasming with the aftershocks of a dozen unwanted orgasms. I was drenched, wrecked, and utterly, completely full. Full of them. Full of their competition. Full of the terrifying, undeniable potential of what they had just planted deep inside me.

**

The drive home was a fugue state. I don't remember the traffic, the turns, the stoplights. My body was on autopilot, my hands gripping the steering wheel with a white-knuckled intensity, my foot pressing the pedals. But my mind… my mind was still back in that room, lying in that puddle. I could feel the phantom sensation of being filled, the deep, internal ache that was both pain and a dark, insidious promise.

With every bump in the road, I could feel a fresh, warm gush of their mingled seed leaking out of me, a disgusting, sticky reminder soaking into the driver's seat. I was a walking, talking biohazard, a human petri dish, and I felt utterly, completely contaminated.

I stumbled through my front door like a drunk, my keys fumbling in the lock. The house was quiet, my parents already asleep. The familiar, safe smell of home—of baked chicken and air freshener—was a violent assault on my senses. It was a lie. This wasn't my world anymore. My world was the smell of old men and sweat and sex and semen.

My body was torn. It was screaming in protest, a symphony of aches and bruises and raw, stretched-out agony. But underneath the pain, there was a deeper, more terrifying hum. The craving. The low, resonant thrum that had settled into the very marrow of my bones. It was a part of me now, as essential as the beat of my own heart. I was destroyed, but I was already aching for the next time I would be broken.

The thought of masturbating, of touching myself, was laughable. What was the point? My own fingers would be a pathetic, inadequate substitute for the brutal, filling reality I had just endured. And besides, I was too exhausted. So profoundly, bone-deeply tired that my limbs felt like they were filled with wet sand.

I didn't even make it to my bedroom. I just peeled off my clothes in a trail from the front door to the bathroom, leaving them in a heap on the floor like a shed skin. I turned on the water for a bath, cranking the handle all the way to hot, desperate for the scalding heat to burn the feeling of them off my skin, out of my memory.

I sank into the water, the heat a blessed, stinging shock. I leaned my head back against the cool porcelain, my limbs floating, weightless. I watched the steam rise and curl toward the ceiling. I didn't scrub. I didn't wash. I just lay there, motionless, as the water slowly cooled around me. I could see a faint, pearly sheen on the surface of the water, the oils and residue of their cum rising from my skin, my hair.

I was too tired to move. Too tired to think. Too tired to even cry. The day's horrors, the terror of the investigation, the brutal reality of the breeding competition—it all just washed over me, a gray, numbing tide.

I closed my eyes. Just for a second.

The next thing I knew, I was jolted awake by a shiver that wracked my entire body. The water was stone cold. The moon was high in the sky outside the small bathroom window. I had fallen asleep. Drowned in my own exhaustion, baptized in the filthy water of my own debasement. And in the cold, silent darkness of my parents' house, I knew, with a certainty that was more terrifying than anything else, that tomorrow I would get up and do it all over again.

Except …


Epilogue

I walked into Green Acres the next morning feeling like a ghost haunting the scene of her own death. The air was different. The usual quiet, shuffling calm of the morning shift was replaced by a tense, electric hum. Nurses were gathered in hushed, nervous clusters. Staff members I’d never seen before—men in sharp, dark suits with earpieces—stood like statues at the end of each corridor.

Brenda practically ran up to me the moment I stepped onto the floor, her eyes wide with a mixture of terror and thrilled excitement.

“He’s here,” she whispered, her voice a reedy, breathless hiss. “Grant Whitmore. He’s actually here. He swept in this morning with a whole team of lawyers and security. They’ve taken over Henderson’s office.” She grabbed my arm, her fingers digging in. “It’s about the drugs, Carolina. It’s real.”

The floor dropped out from under me. It wasn't a rumor. It wasn't a distant threat. It was here. Now. My blood turned to ice water in my veins. I felt a cold, prickling sweat break out on the back of my neck.

Before I could even process the information, one of the men in suits detached himself from the wall and approached me. He was tall, broad, and had the coldest, most emotionless eyes I had ever seen.

“Carolina Brooks?” he asked, in a flat, toneless baritone. It wasn't a question.

I could only nod, my throat suddenly too tight to speak.

“Mr. Whitmore will see you now,” he said. “Come with me.”

He didn't wait for an answer. He just turned and walked, expecting me to follow. Every head on the floor turned to watch as I was escorted down the hall like a prisoner on her way to the gallows. My career, my future, my life—it was all over.

He led me to the main administrative office, where another suit stood guard. He opened the door for me. “Wait here,” the first man said. He didn't come in. A third man, inside the office, approached me with a handheld metal detector. He searched me with a detached, impersonal efficiency, patting down my hips, my legs, making me hold my arms out. The clinical violation was a horrifying echo of what I had endured for the past three days. When he was satisfied I was unarmed, he stepped back and gestured toward the inner office.

The door was a heavy, dark wood. It felt like the gate to hell. I pushed it open and stepped inside.

The office was large, opulent, completely transformed from Henderson’s cluttered, shabby workspace. A huge mahogany desk dominated the room. And behind it, in a large leather chair, sat a man I assumed was Grant Whitmore. He was older, maybe late fifties, with sharp, intelligent eyes and an air of absolute, predatory stillness.

But I barely noticed him. Because my attention was riveted to the massive flat-screen monitor on the wall behind him. And on that monitor, in high-definition color, was me.

It was from yesterday. The gangbang. The breeding. The camera angle was from high in the corner of the room, a secret, all-seeing eye that had captured everything. I saw Wallace pinning me to the bed, his huge body a dark mountain as he drove himself into me. I saw the raw, agonized expression on my own face, an expression that twisted into a mask of pure, mindless pleasure as my first orgasm hit.

My mind went completely blank. There was no thought. No rationalization. Only a white, roaring static of pure, undiluted horror.

Whitmore didn’t speak. He didn’t even look at me. He just sat there, his chin resting on his steepled fingers, enjoying the show. He made me stand there in the middle of the room, in my clean, crisp morning scrubs, and watch the grimmest moments of my life play out like a cheap porno.

I watched Harris flip me onto my stomach, heard his cruel, taunting whispers captured by some hidden microphone. I saw my own ass, pale and trembling, as he pounded into me. My mind started to race, a frantic, desperate scramble for purchase in a world that had just dissolved beneath my feet. How could I have let this happen? How could I have sunk so low? What is he thinking, watching this? What will my parents say? What will everyone say when this is all over the news?

The worst was Coleman. I watched him cradle me, his touch so deceptively gentle. I watched my own legs wrap around his shoulders. I watched my face, streaked with tears and cum, contort in a final, shattering climax that was a complete and total surrender.

On the screen, the three of them finally finished. They got up and walked out, leaving my naked, twitching, semen-drenched body lying in a filthy puddle on the bed. I watched the on-screen version of myself, a broken, pathetic creature, struggle to sit up, to pull the shredded remnants of her dignity around herself.

Only when the scene had fully played out, when the on-screen me had finally stumbled out of the frame, did Whitmore finally stir. He picked up a remote from his desk, and the screen went black. The sudden silence was more deafening than the sounds of the video had been.

He swiveled in his chair to face me, his gaze cool, analytical, and utterly unreadable. He looked me up and down, from my sensible nursing shoes to my terrified, tear-filled eyes. He took his time. And then, finally, he spoke, his voice calm, quiet, and carrying the weight of absolute power.

“Carolina,” he said, his eyes boring into mine. “We need to have a very serious talk.”
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