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

Now it’s Susan’s turn.
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First Time Blacked

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

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

It starts as a fantasy. A whispered confession. A joke between lovers. A private hunger they think they can contain.

But once that door opens, there’s no closing it.

In this series, there’s no soft fade to black. No polite moans or sweet nothings.

Only domination. Humiliation. Raw power and absolute surrender.

Series Themes

	First-time interracial
	White female submission to dominant Black men
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	Age gap, power imbalance, student/teacher, and career collapse
	No return to “normal” after the encounter



First Time Blacked—Cucked

Robert has already claimed Kendall, turning the PTA mom into his eager, obedient plaything. Now it’s Susan’s turn.

Together, Robert and Kendall break Susan in—guiding her through her first time, stretching her boundaries, and showing her how good it feels to surrender completely.

But when Kendall finally checks her phone, she finds dozens of furious messages from her husband, Daniel.

Robert decides it’s time to meet the man of the house.

What follows is an unforgettable night of power and submission as the women put on a show for Kendall’s husband and force him to confront how badly he’s been outmatched.

Two wives are trained and owned. One husband is ruined. And Robert is firmly in charge.

Cucked is a 13,500-word scorcher in the PTA Mother series of stories, featuring explicit MF, FF, and MFF dynamics, public teasing, oral worship, breast play, spanking, throat training, and a submissive white mom who learns exactly what her mouth is for. A massive big black cock.
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Part One

Kendall lay on her back, the sheets warm beneath her skin, her thighs parted lazily as Susan hovered above her on trembling arms and knees. The air was thick with heat and the sweet slick sounds of sex. Susan’s mouth worked clumsily yet hungrily between Kendall’s thighs, her tongue flicking in frantic strokes that made Kendall’s hips twitch and her fingers tangle in Susan’s blonde hair.

“That’s it,” Kendall murmured. “Keep going, sweetheart. Don’t you dare stop.”

Above her, Susan’s flushed face was a picture of determination and shame all at once. Her lips, swollen and wet, clung to Kendall’s pussy like she couldn’t decide if she was kissing her or drowning in her. The woman’s breath came in short, nervous puffs, her nose brushing soft curls as she licked and sucked, eager for praise.

Kendall arched slightly, a soft moan escaping her throat as she let her own hands wander. Her palms cupped the smooth curves of Susan’s ass, squeezing gently as she guided her lower, opening her up. The scent of Susan’s arousal hung heavy above her—sweet, raw, intoxicating.

“Now,” Kendall said, her lips curling into a wicked little smile. “Let me have a taste too.”

Her tongue darted out, flicking across Susan’s slit. The taste was divine—salt and heat, sharp and fresh. Susan gasped above her, her thighs quivering as Kendall’s tongue traced lazy patterns along her folds, circling her clit before diving deeper.

Kendall hummed softly into Susan, sending thrilling vibrations straight through her. She could feel her friend growing wetter and wetter with every pass of her tongue. “Mmm,” she purred against Susan’s pussy. “You’re soaking already … you love this, don’t you?”

Susan whimpered, her hips stuttering forward, and Kendall smirked, flattening her tongue and lapping her in long, languid strokes.

And then—there was movement.

Kendall’s eyes flicked up, catching sight of Robert stepping forward into the dim light, his presence filling the room like a storm cloud. He was naked now, his thick black cock heavy between his thighs, already hard, already glistening.

Kendall felt her pulse skip. From her vantage point beneath Susan, she had a perfect view of everything: the nervous clench of Susan’s pink, tight little pussy and Robert’s massive cock as he stepped up to the bed, gripping himself at the base.

“Spread her wider for me,” Robert said, his voice calm and deep.

Kendall obeyed. She slid her hands along Susan’s thighs, pushing her knees apart until Susan was fully open above her.

Robert’s hand grasped Susan’s hips as he pressed his fat tip against her pussy lips. The contrast was a shock—her pussy was so small, so delicate-looking, and Robert’s big black cock was so impossibly thick, the flared head stretching her lips as he nudged forward.

Kendall watched it all, her tongue still working Susan’s clit as she moaned into her. “Relax,” Kendall said, her words muffled against Susan’s pussy. “Breathe and let him in.”

Her hands smoothed over the soft curve of Susan’s thighs, feeling the way they trembled under her touch. “Easy,” she whispered against her clit, her tongue flicking tenderly. “You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Just relax for him.”

Susan moaned, her hips twitching, caught between Kendall’s mouth and Robert’s steady, inexorable pressure from behind.

From her vantage point, Kendall had the perfect, filthy view. Robert’s thick black cock pressing slowly against Susan’s delicate folds, the blunt head glistening with her juices as it nudged her open.

“Take your time,” Robert said above them, his voice deep and calm, his hands stroking Susan’s hips. “Don’t fight me. Let me in.”

Kendall could see Susan’s tight little pussy straining to accommodate him. It was breathtaking—her friend’s soft pinkness stretching obscenely around that fat, dark shaft, straining to take the first inch.

“That’s it,” Kendall said again, her tone soothing, supportive. Her thumbs brushed small circles on Susan’s thighs, grounding her. “Feel how good he feels, how full you’re going to be. You can take him. I know you can.”

Susan’s breath came in sharp gasps. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice breaking. “I don’t know if I—”

“Yes, you do,” Kendall cut in softly. She kissed the inside of Susan’s thigh, then flicked her tongue over her clit to soothe her. “You’re opening for him already. You’re beautiful like this.”

“Breathe, Susan,” Robert instructed. He pushed forward another shallow inch, stretching her wider. Susan’s walls fluttered around him, tight and wet. “Good girl. That’s it.”

Kendall’s eyes were locked on the place where their bodies met, mesmerized. She could see every subtle motion—the slow give of Susan’s pussy, the thick ridge of Robert’s cockhead forcing her to yield. A thin sheen of her juices coated him now, evidence of Susan’s arousal despite her nervous whimpers.

“You’re so wet for him,” Kendall said, pride lacing her tone. “You want this. Let him in, baby.”

Susan moaned—high and desperate—as Robert slid another inch deeper. Her thighs quaked above Kendall, and Kendall kept licking, tender and deliberate, giving her just enough pleasure to help her relax.

“That’s my girl,” Kendall cooed. “Feel how he’s filling you? You’re taking him so beautifully.”

Robert’s breath deepened. “She’s really fucking tight,” he said lowly, a hint of strain in his voice as he resisted the urge to thrust harder. “But she’s opening up.”

Kendall nodded, even though Robert couldn’t see. She pressed her lips to Susan’s clit again, letting the vibrations of her voice carry through her tongue. “You’re almost there, sweetheart. Let him have you. Let him all the way in.”

Susan sobbed, a sound caught between pleasure and overwhelm. “I … I’m trying … oh God …”

“Shh,” Kendall soothed. “You’re not trying, love. You’re doing it. You’re taking every inch of him. Just like I knew you would.”

Robert rocked gently, easing another thick inch inside. “Halfway,” he told her. “You’re halfway, Susan. You can take more.”

Kendall could see Susan’s pussy stretched to its limit, lips swollen and glistening, clinging desperately to Robert’s cock. She licked her own lips instinctively, heat pooling low in her belly at the sight.

“Does it feel good, baby?” Kendall asked softly, kissing Susan’s slick folds. “That fullness … that stretch …?”

Susan whimpered again, her voice breaking. “Y-yes … oh God … yes …”

“That’s it,” Kendall said. “Take him all the way. Let him break you in.”

Robert inched forward, slow and unrelenting. Another inch disappeared inside Susan’s trembling body, and Kendall moaned softly against her, feeling her own arousal build as she watched.

“You’re almost there,” Robert said, his tone firmer now. “Just a little more.”

Kendall’s hands slid up to cup Susan’s ass, spreading her gently for Robert, helping him see how beautifully Susan was opening for him.

“Good girl,” Kendall praised. “You’re so perfect like this. You’re going to take every inch of him, and then you’ll never forget how good a real cock feels.”

Susan gasped sharply as Robert pushed the last inch in, burying himself to the hilt. Her body tensed for a moment, then melted as she exhaled a shaky, relieved moan.

“He’s in,” Kendall said reverently. “All of him. Inside you. You fucking did it, Susan. You took every inch.”

Robert stilled, letting her adjust to the fullness, his hands stroking her back gently. “You’re mine now,” he said quietly.

Kendall kissed Susan’s trembling thigh. “And you’re beautiful.”

Robert stilled once he was fully sheathed, his cock buried to the hilt in Susan’s tight, trembling body. His hands smoothed over her hips, thumbs rubbing soft circles into her skin. He didn’t push, didn’t thrust—he just held her there, letting her feel every aching inch of his thickness lodged deep inside her.

“Breathe,” he said, calm but unyielding. “Feel me. Let your body adjust. You’re doing so well.”

Susan’s arms shook where they braced her above Kendall’s face. Her chest rose and fell in ragged gasps, her skin flushed and glowing with a sheen of sweat. She felt impossibly full, stretched to the brink, her pussy fluttering helplessly around the thick heat of Robert’s cock.

Kendall slid her hands up, palms warm against the backs of Susan’s trembling thighs. She tilted her head just enough to place a soft, grounding kiss on Susan’s clit.

“You’re beautiful like this,” Kendall whispered against her. “So full. So brave. You took all of him, sweetheart.”

Susan let out a fragile cry, her thighs quivering. “It … it’s so much,” she breathed.

Kendall smiled and kissed her again, slow and lingering. “I know. I know, baby. That’s why it’s so perfect. You let your body open for him. You proved you’re built for this.”

From her vantage below, Kendall could see everything—the obscene stretch of Susan’s tight pink pussy clinging around Robert’s thick black shaft, her juices coating him where their bodies met. The slow rise and fall of her friend’s hips as she struggled to process the fullness, her inner muscles twitching involuntarily.

Kendall felt a sharp, hot jolt of arousal at the sight.

“You’re so tight you’re holding me like a vice,” Robert said, his voice edged with restraint. His thumbs pressed a little firmer into Susan’s hips, steadying her. “But you’re softening now. You’re letting me in.”

Kendall hummed softly, sending a shiver through Susan’s core. “Do you hear him, love? You’re opening for him already. You’re making space for every inch of his cock.”

Susan moaned again, barely audible. “I can … I can feel him … everywhere.”

“Yes, baby.” Kendall’s hands caressed her trembling ass, fingers splayed wide, stroking reassuringly. “That’s what it’s supposed to feel like. Let it wash over you.”

She flattened her tongue and licked Susan in long, slow strokes, savoring the taste of her arousal as it dripped down, mixing with the faint musk of Robert’s skin.

“You’re dripping for him,” Kendall said against her, lips curling into a small, proud smile. “You want him. You want to be stretched this full.”

Susan moaned, her breath shuddering. “I do … I do … oh God, I—”

“Shh.” Kendall’s thumbs brushed gentle circles at the crease of her thighs. “Don’t think, sweetheart. Just feel. You’re safe here. You’re perfect.”

Robert shifted slightly, a subtle roll of his hips that made Susan cry out softly, her pussy clenching around him. He stilled again at once, waiting.

“Don’t rush her,” Kendall mouthed up at him.

“I’m not,” Robert said. His voice was calm, but there was a coiled hunger beneath it. “I want her to remember this for the rest of her life.”

“She will.” Kendall kissed Susan’s inner thigh and moaned softly against her clit. “Won’t you, baby? You’ll never forget how it feels to take him all the way in.”

Susan sobbed as her hips wobbled forward. “No … I’ll never forget …”

“Good girl,” Kendall said.

Robert’s hand slid up Susan’s spine, large and warm, holding her steady. “I can feel her relaxing now,” he said quietly. “She’s ready to be fucked.”

“Not yet,” Kendall said. She flicked her tongue teasingly over Susan’s clit, drawing another shaky moan. “Let her float here a little longer. Let her feel every pulse of your cock inside her before you move.”

**

Robert’s hand slid down Susan’s spine, warm and heavy, the weight of it keeping her steady. “I’m going to move now,” he said, as if he were speaking to a skittish animal. “Just a little. Stay with me.”

Susan whimpered, her arms trembling where they braced her above Kendall’s face. “Okay … okay, I’m ready …”

“You’re more than ready,” Kendall said, her breath warm against Susan’s slick folds. “You’re perfect.” She kissed her softly, then darted her tongue out to circle her clit in a slow, coaxing rhythm. “Let him do it, baby. You’ll never believe how fucking good this can feel.”

Robert pulled back an inch—just enough for Susan’s pussy to clutch desperately at his retreating shaft. The sight made Kendall’s breath catch. She watched, spellbound, as Susan’s pink, swollen folds clung around the thick ridge of his cockhead, stretched obscenely wide, glistening with slick.

Susan gasped, her whole body stiffening.

“Shh,” Kendall soothed. “Don’t tense, sweetheart. Let it happen.”

Robert pushed forward again, slow and steady, sliding that inch back into her. The motion was languid but powerful, and Kendall could see the way Susan’s walls rippled, trying to adjust around the thickness.

“Good girl,” Robert said. “You’re doing so well.”

Kendall let her hands glide over Susan’s hips, grounding her with gentle squeezes. “You feel that, love? That fullness … just breathe through it, babe. Let your body melt for his big cock.”

Susan moaned—a high, shaky sound—as Robert began a rhythm of shallow thrusts. He kept them slow, controlled, easing her open bit by bit. Each time he withdrew slightly, Kendall could see her friend’s pussy fighting to keep him inside, her lips clinging desperately before yielding to his return.

“Ahhh—oh God—” Susan’s voice cracked, her hips rocking involuntarily.

Kendall flicked her tongue over her clit in a soothing, deliberate pattern. “That’s it. Don’t fight it, baby. Feel how he’s filling you? Feel him everywhere?”

Susan’s thighs quaked, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “It’s … so much … so full …”

“And you’re handling it beautifully,” Kendall said. She pressed her mouth more firmly to Susan’s pussy, tasting the mix of her arousal and Robert’s pre-cum with each slow stroke.

Robert stayed calm. “You’re loosening up now. You feel that? How you’re opening up, taking more of me each time?”

Susan sobbed softly, her arms threatening to give out. Kendall’s hands slid from her hips to her belly, supporting her as she pressed a kiss to her trembling inner thigh. “Don’t you dare stop, sweetheart. You’re doing it. You’re taking him.”

Robert pulled back a little further this time, the thick ridge of his head dragging along Susan’s sensitive walls, then pushed forward again, burying himself halfway before pausing.

Kendall’s eyes flicked down. She could see how Susan’s stretched folds gleamed, how slick coated Robert’s shaft as it slid in and out with wet, obscene sounds. Heat pooled low in her own belly, her clit throbbing in time with Susan’s whimpers.

“That’s it,” Kendall whispered against her. “Feel how deep he is now? That’s what you’ve been missing. That’s what you needed.”

Robert’s pace stayed measured, each thrust slow but deliberate, giving Susan time to adjust, to savor. “Good girl,” he said. “Such a tight little cunt … but you’re taking it.”

Susan moaned louder now, her body beginning to rock with his rhythm, her hips meeting his tentatively, almost instinctively.

“See?” Kendall said, her tongue circling her clit. “You’re already craving more.”

Robert’s fingers tightened on Susan’s hips. “You’re ready for more,” he said. “Woman, don’t fight me now.”

Susan moaned above Kendall, her arms trembling, her body still trying to adjust to the impossible stretch inside her. But she nodded anyway, her breath ragged. “I … I’ll try …”

Kendall grinned against Susan’s clit. “There is no try, baby. There is only take.” She flicked her tongue in a rapid circle, coaxing a sharp cry from Susan’s lips. “You’re going to take every inch and you’ll fucking love it.”

Robert pulled back almost to the tip, his thick cock dragging slowly through Susan’s slick, clenching heat. Then he drove forward again—harder this time, burying himself deep with a wet, obscene sound.

Susan let out a strangled moan, her whole body shuddering.

“Shhh,” Kendall soothed, her hands stroking her thighs. “Breathe through it, sweetheart. Let him fill you. You’re so damn beautiful like this.”

Robert’s rhythm quickened. He wasn’t rough—not yet—but his thrusts had weight now, each one pushing Susan’s hips forward slightly, her body rocking in time with the motion.

Kendall’s eyes stayed locked on the filthy sight above her: Susan’s tight, pink folds stretching with every deep stroke, clinging desperately to the thick black shaft that was splitting her open. Slick coated Robert’s cock, catching the light as he pulled back, then disappeared again as he drove home.

“F-fuck … ohhh …” Susan’s voice cracked, her fingers clutching the sheets on either side of Kendall’s head.

“Good girl,” Robert growled. “You feel that? That’s me owning this tight little cunt.”

Kendall moaned softly, the vibration carrying through her tongue as she licked Susan’s swollen clit in firm, deliberate strokes. “Listen to him, love,” she murmured between licks. “Feel how deep he is … he’s filling you all the way up.”

Robert’s pace increased, his hips slapping against Susan’s ass with wet, rhythmic sounds. “She’s opening up now,” he said, a dark edge creeping into his tone. “Tight little bitch was made for this cock.”

Susan let out a sobbing moan, her thighs quivering violently.

Kendall’s tongue worked harder now, flicking and sucking her clit in time with Robert’s thrusts. “Take him, sweetheart,” she urged softly. “Don’t you dare stop now. You’re so close—I can feel it.”

Robert’s grip shifted higher on Susan’s hips, pulling her back into each thrust, forcing her to meet him stroke for stroke.

“F-fuck! Oh God—oh God—” Susan’s cries grew louder, higher, rawer.

Kendall flattened her tongue and licked her in long, hungry strokes, drinking in the wetness that now flowed freely down Susan’s thighs. “Cum for him, baby. Let him fuck it out of you,” Kendall whispered fiercely, her tongue pressing flat against Susan’s clit.

That did it.

Susan’s whole body seized, her back arching sharply as a long, guttural moan tore from her throat.

“Ahhh—ohhhhhh—”

Her thighs clamped tight around Kendall’s head, trembling violently as Robert’s thick cock drove deep, stretching her further still. Her pussy fluttered around him in frantic, desperate waves, clenching so hard it made Robert grunt low in his chest.

“That’s it,” he growled, his grip on her hips tightening. “Cum for me. Milk my cock.”

Susan let out a choked sob, her nails digging into the sheets as her arms threatened to give out. Every muscle in her body seemed to tighten at once, her breath coming in high, broken gasps.

“Oh God—ohh fuck—I can’t—ohhh—”

“You can,” Kendall soothed, her hands stroking Susan’s quaking thighs as she licked her clit in slow, coaxing circles. “It’s okay, sweetheart. Let it happen. Just let it all out.”

Susan’s orgasm hit her in heavy, rolling waves. Her hips jerked uncontrollably, her pussy gushing around Robert’s buried shaft, dripping down to coat Kendall’s lips.

Kendall moaned softly into her, savoring every trembling spasm as she tasted the heat of Susan’s release. God, she’s so wet. So wrecked.

Above her, Susan’s head dropped forward, her blonde hair falling in a curtain as she cried out again, raw and unrestrained. “Ahhh—oh God—oh God, I—ohhhhhh—”

“That’s my girl,” Kendall said against her, her tongue never stopping. “You’re perfect. So very fucking perfect.”

Robert held still, letting Susan’s pussy clench and ripple around his cock, his breathing deep and measured as he watched her come apart. “Tight little cunt’s gripping me like a fist,” he said under his breath.

Susan sobbed softly, her thighs still twitching, her inner muscles fluttering around Robert’s thick length in helpless aftershocks.

“Easy now,” Kendall said. “Breathe for me, love. Feel how full you are … how good you feel with him inside.”

“I … oh God … I can’t stop shaking,” Susan gasped, her body sagging slightly as her climax continued to ripple through her.

“Don’t stop,” Kendall urged gently. She pressed a soft kiss to Susan’s clit, then flicked her tongue in tender, teasing strokes. “Just ride it out. Let him feel every shudder, every squeeze.”

Robert rocked his hips once—just a shallow thrust—and Susan cried out again, her walls clamping down in another tight spasm.

“Still cumming,” he said, his voice tinged with dark amusement. “She’s not done yet.”

Kendall smiled against Susan’s pussy, her own arousal spiking at the raw vulnerability above her. She could feel Susan’s heartbeat pounding through her thighs, her entire body trembling in Robert’s grip.

“Your pussy is beautiful like this,” Kendall said to her, licking her clean as fresh wetness trickled down. “And trust me, you’ll never forget how this feels.”

Susan let out a fragile cry. “I-I can’t … it’s too much … I feel so …”

“Full?” Kendall prompted, kissing her softly. “Stretched? Owned?”

Susan sobbed, “Yes … all of it … ohhhhhh …”

Kendall grinned and glanced up at Robert between Susan’s thighs. “She’s gone, isn’t she?”

“She’s wrecked,” Robert said simply. He slid a hand up Susan’s spine, holding her steady as her body continued to quake in small, helpless jolts. “And she’s still milking me like she wants more.”

Kendall looked up from between Susan’s trembling thighs, her lips slick with her friend’s release, her eyes dark and glinting.

“Then give her more,” she suggested to Robert. “Give her everything.”

Robert’s jaw flexed, his hands tightening on Susan’s hips. “You think she can take it?”

“She’ll take it,” Kendall whispered, kissing Susan’s clit softly. “She needs it.”

Susan moaned, her arms shaking where they braced her above Kendall’s face. “I … I don’t know if—”

“You don’t have to know,” Kendall soothed, her thumbs stroking gentle circles into her thighs. “It’s happening anyway. He’s going to fuck you, sweetheart. He’s going to fuck you until you can’t think straight.”

Robert growled low in his chest and began to move. Slowly at first, easing most of his length out before driving it back in with a wet, obscene sound that made Susan cry out.

“Ohhh God—ohhhh …”

Kendall moaned softly into her, the vibrations carrying through Susan’s sensitive flesh. “That’s it, baby. Yes. Just let him use you.”

Robert’s pace quickened, his thrusts deep and measured, each one forcing Susan’s hips forward slightly as her body rocked in time with his.

“You feel that?” Kendall said, her tongue circling Susan’s clit in firm, coaxing strokes. “That’s what your pussy’s made for, love. You’re so full, so good for him.”

“F-fuck—” Susan gasped, her voice breaking. “It’s … it’s too much, I—ohhhhhh—”

Kendall smiled softly against her. “No, sweetheart. It’s exactly enough. Take it. Take all of him.”

Robert’s breathing deepened, his hips snapping forward harder now, each thrust filling Susan completely, the sound of wet skin meeting skin echoing obscenely in the room.

“Jesus, she’s tight,” he muttered. “She’s gripping me like she doesn’t want me to ever pull out.”

“Because she doesn’t,” Kendall said, her tone edged with heat. “She wants you to keep going. Don’t you, baby?”

“Yes—oh God—yes—” Susan sobbed, her body quaking.

Kendall flattened her tongue and licked her in long, slow strokes, savoring the taste of her arousal as it spilled freely now. “That’s it, love. Let him fuck you through it. Let him make you cum again.”

Robert’s thrusts turned harder, faster, his thick cock pounding into Susan’s slick heat. Her walls clenched wildly around him, her cries growing higher and more desperate.

“Ohhhhhh—oh God—I can’t—ohhhh—”

“Yes, you can,” Kendall told her fiercely. “Cum for him, Susan. Cum all over his big black cock like a good little white slut.”

Susan’s scream tore from her throat as her body went taut, her pussy clamping down hard on Robert’s thick length. Her climax hit her like a wave, rolling through her in relentless, shaking jolts.

“That’s it,” Robert growled. “Milk me. Fucking milk me, you tight little slut.”

Kendall kept her mouth pressed to Susan’s clit, flicking and sucking as her friend came undone above her.

“Fill her, Robert,” Kendall said. It was little more than a breathy plea. “She needs it. Give her your cum.”

Robert groaned low and deep, his rhythm faltering as he buried himself to the hilt. His cock throbbed violently inside Susan’s spasming pussy.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every fucking drop.”

Susan sobbed as she felt the first hot pulse of his release, her body shaking uncontrollably.

“Ohhhhhh God—ohhhh—”

Kendall’s eyes stayed locked on the place where their bodies joined, watching in filthy reverence as Robert’s cock jerked and twitched, flooding Susan with thick, hot spurts of cum.

“Good girl,” Kendall said, licking her tenderly as Robert held still, emptying himself deep inside. “You took all of him. Every inch. Every drop.”

When Robert finally pulled back, his thick shaft glistening, Kendall saw Susan’s pussy clench and relax, struggling to hold in the obscene load spilling from her. A rivulet of white seeped out, sliding down and dripping onto Kendall’s waiting tongue.

She moaned softly and licked it up.

“Perfect,” she said. “Just fucking perfect.”

Susan collapsed forward with a trembling sob, her arms giving out as her body sagged over Kendall’s face. Her chest heaved with shallow, ragged breaths, her skin flushed and slick with sweat.

Kendall held her steady, her hands sliding to Susan’s hips to keep her from sliding away completely. From her vantage point, she could see everything—the way Robert’s thick cock slipped free from Susan’s swollen folds with a wet, obscene sound, leaving her gaping and leaking his seed.

Cum pooled at Susan’s entrance, thick and creamy, spilling out in slow, heavy rivulets that dripped down over her flushed inner thighs.

“Ohhh God …” Susan whimpered weakly, her whole body still shuddering with aftershocks.

Kendall didn’t wait.

She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly upward, collecting Robert’s cum before it could drip to the sheets, or land on her own face. The taste hit her instantly—salty, musky, rich—and she moaned softly, savoring it as she swallowed.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Kendall murmured against Susan’s trembling flesh. “Let me clean you up. Let me taste everything he left inside you.”

Susan let out a fragile whine and shifted slightly, but Kendall’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her steady.

“Stay still, baby,” she said. “I’ve got you.”

Her tongue licked a long, deliberate stripe from Susan’s slick folds up to her clit, catching every thick droplet of Robert’s release. She swirled it around her tongue before swallowing again, her own body thrumming with arousal at the obscene act.

“Fuck, you’re delicious,” Kendall said. “You and him together … so fucking hot.”

More cum seeped out, dripping in heavy, lazy beads. Kendall caught each one with her tongue, moaning softly as she licked and sucked, savoring every trace.

Susan sobbed, her legs shaking. “K-Kendall … I—ohhhhhh …”

“Shhh,” Kendall soothed, kissing her inner thigh. “Let me take care of you, love. Let me drink every drop he gave you.”

Robert stood above them, still catching his breath, his cock glistening with a sheen of spit and slick. His hand rested possessively on the back of Susan’s neck.

“She’s mine now,” he said.

Kendall looked up at him, her lips glossy with cum and arousal, and smiled.

“I know,” she said softly. “But she’s mine too.”

She leaned in again, her tongue working in slow, tender circles as she cleaned Susan’s pussy, savoring the combined taste of her friend’s arousal and Robert’s seed until there was nothing left to collect.

Susan let out a shaky moan as Kendall’s tongue traced another slow, deliberate circle around her clit. Her thighs quivered above Kendall’s shoulders, her entire body still loose and pliant from her earlier release, but Kendall wasn’t done with her yet.

“That’s it, sweetheart.” Kendall spoke into Susan’s swollen folds, her breath hot and humid against slick skin. “Stay right here for me. Let me take care of you.”

Susan whimpered, her hips giving a weak, involuntary twitch. “I … I can’t …”

“Yes, you can,” Kendall said. “You’re already so close. Let me give you one more, baby. Just a little one.”

Above them, Robert’s hand rested heavy on Susan’s lower back, his thumb rubbing lazy circles into her flushed skin. “You hear her?” he said, his tone deep and calm. “Be a good girl. Let her finish you.”

Kendall hummed softly against Susan’s clit, the vibrations making Susan’s legs shiver violently.

“Ohhhh—Kendall—I …”

Kendall’s hands stroked up and down Susan’s thighs, her thumbs brushing tenderly along the creases where her legs met her hips. Her mouth stayed busy—tongue circling and flicking in gentle patterns, alternating with slow, languid sucks that had Susan gasping.

“Don’t fight it,” Kendall soothed, her words muffled against Susan’s slick flesh. “Just let go for me. You’re safe and you’re perfect.”

Susan’s breathing grew faster again, her body tensing slightly even as Kendall’s tongue kept its soft, coaxing rhythm.

“Good girl,” Kendall said. “Feel how sensitive you are? That’s it … don’t hold back.”

“Ohhhhhh—” Susan’s cry was fragile this time, higher and breathless as her thighs clamped instinctively around Kendall’s head.

Kendall smiled against her, moaning softly as she licked and kissed through the quivering, shuddering waves that rolled through Susan’s body.

“That’s it,” Kendall said. “Give it to me, love. Give it to me just like that.”

Susan collapsed forward fully now, her arms giving out as her cheek pressed to the sheets. Her entire body trembled in small, helpless jolts as Kendall kept her mouth tenderly pressed to her pussy, licking away the fresh rush of slick and the last traces of Robert’s cum.

“Such a good girl,” Kendall praised softly. “You taste so fucking sweet.”

Robert’s hand smoothed over Susan’s back as he watched her come down, his expression calm but dark with satisfaction.

“She’s going to get addicted to this,” he said.

Kendall glanced up, her lips glistening. “She already is.”

Robert nodded and he stroked Susan’s spine slowly, possessively, as her trembling began to ease. Her body sagged over Kendall, completely pliant and wrecked, her cheeks flushed and damp from exertion. “Well,” he said, his tone measured but edged with hunger, “you might as well fuck her properly now.”

Kendall glanced up, her lips still slick and parted, her eyes glinting darkly.

“Go get your strap-on,” Robert ordered.

A thrill ran down Kendall’s spine—sharp, electric. Her body felt tight and achy with need, her own pussy throbbing from the prolonged teasing. She licked her lips and smirked faintly. “Yes, sir.”

Carefully, she slid out from beneath Susan’s trembling body. Susan protested softly at the loss of contact, her flushed face turning slightly to the side as her dazed eyes fluttered open.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart.” Kendall leaned down to kiss her temple. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She stood and padded to her bag, her naked body moving with deliberate slowness. The cool air kissed her heated skin, her nipples tight, her thighs slick where her own arousal had coated them.

Robert’s eyes followed her every move.

She smiled as she retrieved her harness, the sleek black leather cool against her fingertips. The dildo was nowhere near as intimidating as Robert’s huge black cock, but it was plenty thick enough to make Susan gasp.

When she turned back, Robert was guiding Susan gently onto her back, arranging her pliant body so she lay open on the bed, her thighs spread and trembling.

“Look at her,” Robert said. “Totally fucked out, but her little pussy’s still clenching like she wants more.”

Kendall stepped closer, adjusting the straps of the harness as she watched Susan’s chest rise and fall in rapid, shallow breaths.

“You do want more, don’t you, baby?” Kendall asked softly, her voice tender but charged with heat.

Susan’s eyes fluttered open. She looked up at Kendall, her lips parted, her cheeks flushed.

“Yes,” she whispered hoarsely. “Please …”

Kendall’s lips curled into a smile as she climbed onto the bed, settling between Susan’s open thighs. “That’s my girl.”

The thick dildo jutted out proudly from Kendall’s hips, bobbing slightly with each graceful movement. Susan lay sprawled beneath her, her thighs parted, her pussy still flushed and wet from Robert’s earlier use. Her chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, her lips parted as she looked up at Kendall with wide, hazy eyes.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Kendall told her softly, even as her voice took on a new authority. She ran her hands up Susan’s trembling thighs, then gripped her gently by the hips and shifted her body on the bed. “Let’s get you in the right position.”

She slid her hands beneath Susan’s ass, lifting it slightly, and tucked a pillow under her lower back to tilt her hips perfectly. The adjustment left Susan’s pussy even more exposed, her slick folds glistening in the low light.

“There we go,” Kendall said. “Much better.”

Susan moaned faintly, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Kendall’s palms smoothed over the soft flesh of her ass.

Then Kendall’s hand lifted and came down in a light, deliberate smack.

Susan gasped.

“Mmm,” Kendall hummed, her lips curling into a small smile. She let her hand linger, rubbing the spot she’d just struck. “You like that, don’t you, sweetheart?”

“I … I don’t know …” Susan breathed, her voice trembling.

“Yes, you do,” Kendall said gently, slapping her other cheek with just a bit more force. Susan’s thighs twitched in response, and a faint moan slipped from her lips.

“That’s my girl,” Kendall said. “So sensitive already.”

She reached down and gripped the base of the strap-on, guiding the thick head between Susan’s ravaged pussy lips. She didn’t push in—not yet. Instead, she rubbed it slowly up and down along Susan’s slit, coating it in her arousal.

Susan’s breath hitched sharply. “Ohhh …”

“You feel that?” Kendall said, dragging the tip up to circle Susan’s clit before sliding it back down to press lightly at her entrance. “That’s me, baby. I’m going to fuck you now. But not until you beg me to do it.”

Susan let out a fragile sob as Kendall rocked the toy over her sensitive nub, teasing her mercilessly. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary roll, trying to chase the pressure.

“Ohhh God … please …”

“Shhh,” Kendall soothed. “Not yet. I want to feel you dripping for me first.”

Robert, still standing at the edge of the bed, watched with dark, approving eyes. “You like being in charge,” he said, his tone edged with amusement.

Kendall smirked faintly without looking up. “Maybe I do.”

She rubbed the head of the strap-on over Susan again, pressing just enough for her pussy to yield slightly before pulling back.

“Do you want it, sweetheart?” Kendall asked softly, her fingers stroking over Susan’s thighs.

“Yes,” Susan gasped. “Please … please, I need it …”

Kendall’s smile widened as she shifted her hips forward, pressing the head more firmly against Susan’s slick heat.

“Good girl,” she said. “Then take a deep breath for me. Because I’m going to fill you up.”

Susan exhaled shakily, then inhaled, her wide, wet eyes fixed on Kendall’s flushed face above her.

“Atta girl,” Kendall said. And then she slammed her hips forward and the thick strap-on split Susan wide open with one single merciless thrust, filling her completely in a single, sharp motion.

“Ahhhhhh—ohhhhhh God!” Susan screamed, her back arching off the bed, her nails clawing at the sheets.

“That’s it,” Kendall growled. “Take every fucking inch.” She sounded like Robert, she knew. The first time he pounded her. She felt a thrill she hadn’t known before.

She pulled back halfway and slammed home again, her hips smacking against Susan’s ass with a wet, obscene sound that echoed in the room.

Susan’s cry broke into a sob. Her thighs trembled violently, her pussy clenching desperately around the thick intrusion.

“Kendall—ohhhhhh—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” Kendall snapped, her pace quickening. The bed creaked beneath them as she drove into Susan harder, deeper, unrelenting. “You’re going to take all of me. You’re going to cum for me again and again until you can’t remember your own fucking name.”

Susan whimpered, her head tossing side to side, sweat-slick hair sticking to her flushed cheeks. “It’s—ohhhh God—it’s too much—”

“It’s not enough,” Kendall snarled, as the power rushed to her head. Her hands gripped Susan’s hips tight, pulling her down onto every thrust. “Your pussy belongs to me.”

The rhythm turned punishing now. The sound of Kendall pounding into Susan’s soaked pussy filled the air—wet, frantic, filthy.

“F-fuck—ohhhhhh—I—ohhhhhhhhhh!” Susan’s voice broke as her body convulsed around the strap-on, her pussy fluttering wildly as her orgasm ripped through her.

“That’s it,” Kendall hissed. “Cum for me, you dirty, filthy little slut. Cum all over my big cock.”

Susan screamed, her thighs clamping uselessly around Kendall’s waist as waves of pleasure tore through her.

But Kendall didn’t slow.

She pulled back and slammed into her again, harder this time, the head of the dildo punching deep against Susan’s sensitive walls.

“Ahhhhhh—ohhhhh God—Kendall—I—ohhhh no—no—”

“Yes,” Kendall growled. “Again.”

Susan’s hands flew to Kendall’s shoulders as if to push her back, but her strength was gone. Kendall easily pinned her wrists to the bed, her hips never faltering.

“You’re going to cum again,” Kendall ordered, like velvet and steel. “You’re going to cum until you can’t speak. Until all you know is my cock.”

Robert’s voice came from the side of the bed, low and approving. “You’re fucking wrecking her.”

Kendall smiled down at Susan’s tear-streaked face. “She fucking loves it.”

Susan’s sob turned into a desperate moan as her pussy spasmed again, her body jerking in small, helpless convulsions.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh f-fuckkkk—”

“That’s right,” Kendall snarled, slamming into her faster now. “Cum for me again. Don’t you dare hold back.”

Susan let out a high, broken scream as her body went rigid, then boneless. Her pussy clamped down hard around the thick strap-on, her legs quivering violently before they gave out completely.

“F-fuck … ohhh God …” she cried.

Kendall slowed but didn’t pull out. She ground her hips in a slow, deep circle, keeping Susan filled, keeping her on the edge.

“Look at you,” Kendall said. “You’re a fucking mess. You’re my beautiful, fucked-out little mess.”

Susan’s lips moved soundlessly, her eyes glassy, her chest heaving.

“She’s gone,” Robert said with a low chuckle. “You should let up on her.”

“No, not yet,” Kendall whispered darkly, her hands caressing Susan’s trembling thighs. “I’m not done with her.”

Susan lay unmoving beneath her, utterly limp, her chest heaving, sweat beading across her flushed skin. Her thighs quivered with tiny, involuntary spasms, her swollen pussy stretched tight around the thick strap-on still buried deep inside her.

Kendall didn’t move—yet. She held herself there, hips pressed snug against Susan’s ass, letting her friend feel the weight, the sheer sensation of being filled to the brim.

Susan let out a tiny, broken whimper.

Kendall began to roll her hips in slow, deliberate circles, grinding the thick toy against Susan’s tender, overstimulated walls.

Susan gasped sharply, her fingers clutching weakly at the sheets. “K-Kendall—I can’t—ohhhh—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” Kendall told her firmly. “You’re going to take it. You’re going to take every inch of me until that tight little puss of yours knows who it belongs to.”

She ground deeper, angling her hips to drag the head of the strap-on across Susan’s sweetest, most sensitive spot.

Susan cried out, her back arching despite herself.

Kendall smiled down at her tear-streaked face. “You’re mine now. Aren’t you, Susan?”

Susan shook her head weakly, her lips parting, but no sound came out.

Kendall leaned down, her mouth brushing the shell of Susan’s ear. “Say it,” she ordered softly. “Say you’re my slut.”

Susan sobbed. “I … I’m your slut …”

“That’s right,” Kendall purred. “My beautiful little PTA whore slut.”

She began to thrust again—not hard this time, but steady, deep, and unrelenting, keeping Susan full and trembling.

“You’re going to cum for me again,” Kendall said against her ear. “I don’t care how sensitive you are. You’re going to cum for me like the needy little whore you are.”

“No—ohhhh—I—oh God—”

“Yes,” Kendall snapped, her pace quickening. “Cum for me. Now.”

Susan’s cry broke into a raw scream as her pussy clenched violently around the thick toy. Her legs kicked weakly, her hips stuttering as her body betrayed her, falling into yet another shattering climax.

“Ahhhhhh f-fuckkkkk—ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh—”

“That’s it,” Kendall growled, slamming into her harder now. “Cum for me. Cum like the good little slut you are.”

Susan’s body shook uncontrollably. Her cries dissolved into incoherent sobs.

When the last wave of her orgasm finally ebbed, she lay there boneless, her body trembling in small, helpless aftershocks.

Kendall held herself deep inside her, not moving, her hands stroking Susan’s quivering thighs.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “You understand that, don’t you?”

Susan nodded weakly, her voice a faint, trembling whisper. “Yes …”

“Say it.”

“I’m … I’m yours …”

Kendall smiled, slow and wicked.

“Then I guess my work is done here.”


Part Two

The room was thick with the scent of sex, the air warm and heavy. Kendall sat back on her heels, her chest rising and falling as she let her hands rest on Susan’s trembling thighs. Susan was sprawled across the bed, her hair plastered to her damp cheeks, her body limp and shining with sweat.

Robert stood over them, his broad frame silhouetted by the low light, his cock still half-hard and glistening as he adjusted his pants.

“Get cleaned up,” he said, his tone calm but commanding. “Both of you.”

Kendall blinked, still half-fogged with arousal, and nodded. “Y-yeah … okay.”

She reached for the box of wipes on the nightstand and began cleaning herself. The leather harness creaked as she slipped it off. Susan stirred weakly, murmuring something incoherent as Kendall helped her sit up and handed her a wipe.

They were silent as they cleaned themselves up—silent except for their soft, shallow breaths and the occasional rustle of fabric as they slowly dressed.

Then Kendall found her phone and turned it back on. The screen pulsed like an angry heartbeat, the vibrations buzzing insistently against the wood of the nightstand.

Kendall frowned, reached for it, and froze. “23 missed calls – Daniel”

Her stomach lurched. She swiped the screen, and the flood of texts appeared:

“Where the fuck are you?”

“Kendall answer me NOW.”

“The house is empty. Where’s my fucking daughter? Where’s my wife??”

“If you’re not back in ten minutes, I swear to God—”

“Oh fuck,” Kendall said, her chest tightening. Panic flashed across her face as she looked at Robert. “It’s Daniel. He—he’s home early from his fucking conference. Been calling all night.”

Susan froze mid-wipe, her eyes wide, her breath hitching audibly.

Robert stepped forward and placed a firm hand on Kendall’s shoulder.

“Calm down,” he said simply, his voice steady and deep. “It’s going to be all right.”

Kendall looked up at him, her hands trembling faintly.

“Trust me,” Robert said, his thumb brushing over her collarbone. “Finish getting clean and then get dressed. Both of you. We’re going to handle this.”

Susan shifted uneasily, still dazed. “Wait—you want me to come too?”

“Yes,” Robert said flatly. “You’re part of this now. You’re coming with us.”

Kendall swallowed hard, her pulse hammering as she stood and reached for her skirt. The haze of arousal was gone now, replaced by a cold, creeping tension. But Robert’s calm presence, the firm grip of his hand, kept her grounded.

“It’ll be all right,” he said again, his voice like steel wrapped in velvet. “I’ll take care of everything.”

Kendall nodded, though her heart still thudded painfully in her chest.

**

The car was silent at first except for the low hum of the engine and the occasional rustle of clothes. Kendall sat in the passenger seat, staring out at the darkened streets, her skirt smoothed hastily over bare, sticky thighs. She’d barely had time to wipe herself down. Her panties were still stuffed in her purse.

Her phone buzzed again.

Daniel (1 unread message): “If you don’t walk through this door in five minutes, I’m calling the fucking police.”

Kendall’s breath hitched. She turned the screen face-down in her lap and swallowed hard.

In the backseat, Susan sat stiffly, her eyes wide, her lips still faintly swollen from hours of licking and kissing. She looked wrecked, her dress wrinkled and damp at the hem. Her hands twisted nervously in her lap, and every so often, she stole a glance at Robert.

Robert, of course, was calm as ever. One hand on the wheel, his broad shoulders relaxed as though they weren’t driving straight into the fire.

“Relax,” he said evenly, his deep voice filling the car. “I told you—I’ll handle it.”

Kendall shook her head faintly. “You don’t understand … Daniel’s not—he’s not just going to let this go.”

Robert smirked faintly. “He doesn’t have to.”

Susan bit her lip. “What if he … what if he sees us and—”

“He’ll see,” Robert interrupted, his tone quiet but firm. “He’ll see exactly what you are now.”

Susan made a soft, strangled noise in her throat and looked away.

Kendall’s hands twisted in her lap. She could still feel Robert’s cum drying on the inside of her thigh. Her body throbbed faintly with every bump in the road.

Robert’s hand reached across the console and settled on her knee, firm and grounding.

“Trust me,” he said again. “This only ends one way, Kendall. My fucking way.”

She nodded weakly, her pulse hammering.

**

Daniel was waiting.

As Robert eased the car into the driveway, Kendall spotted him pacing by the front window, his phone in his hand, his movements sharp and angry.

“Oh fuck,” Kendall said. Her chest tightened as she fumbled for the door handle.

Robert’s hand caught her wrist. “Wait,” he told her. “When we walk in, you don’t say a word unless I tell you to.”

Kendall froze, then nodded.

Robert turned to Susan, his dark eyes locking on hers in the rearview mirror.

“You too. Keep your mouth shut unless I tell you otherwise.”

Susan swallowed hard, her hands clenched in her lap. “O-okay.”

“Good girls.”

The front door flew open before they even reached the porch.

“Where the fuck have you been?!” Daniel’s voice boomed across the lawn. He stormed out barefoot, his hair disheveled, his face red with fury. “Where’s Emmy? Where the fuck have you—”

His words caught in his throat as Robert stepped forward behind Kendall and Susan, towering over them like a shadow.

“Who the hell is this?!” Daniel spat, pointing at Robert. “What the fuck is going on here?”

Robert’s hand settled on Kendall’s shoulder, steady and possessive.

“Go inside,” Robert said calmly.

Daniel blinked, momentarily thrown by the command in Robert’s voice.

“Excuse me? This is my house—”

“I said inside.”

Something in Robert’s tone made Daniel falter.

He backed up slightly as Robert guided Kendall and Susan through the door, following behind them like a predator herding prey.

The living room lights were still on. Toys were scattered across the carpet where Emmy had been playing earlier.

Daniel spun on them the moment the door closed.

“Who the fuck is this guy? What’s he doing here? And what the hell happened to you two?” His eyes darted between Kendall and Susan, taking in their flushed faces, their hastily smoothed clothes, the faint smell of sex still clinging to them.

Robert’s calm voice cut through the air like a blade. “Sit down, Daniel.”

Daniel blinked, his face twisting. “What did you just—”

Robert stepped closer, his sheer size and quiet authority sucking the air out of the room.

“I said sit. Down.”

For a moment, Daniel hesitated. Then, almost against his own will, he backed into the nearest chair and sat heavily, his hands gripping the armrests.

“That’s better,” Robert said. His hand slid off Kendall’s shoulder and rested on the back of Daniel’s chair, his fingers drumming slowly. “Now we’re going to have a little talk.”

Daniel shifted uneasily in the chair, his knuckles white on the armrests. His eyes darted between Kendall and Susan, then up at Robert, towering over him like a shadow. “What the fuck is this?” Daniel barked, his voice cracking slightly. “Who the hell do you think you are? You can’t just—”

Robert’s palm clamped down on Daniel’s shoulder, heavy and firm. The weight alone made him flinch. “Quiet.”

Daniel froze.

“Do you really want your neighbors to hear you screaming like this?” Robert asked, low and controlled. “Or are you going to sit there like a good little husband and listen?”

Kendall hovered nearby, her fingers twisting nervously, but Robert’s calm tone seemed to steady her.

“Your daughter’s perfectly safe and happy,” Robert said. “She’s sleeping over at my place with my little girl, and Susan’s, while my daughter’s nanny takes care of everything. “

Daniel looked at Kendall. She nodded.

Robert grinned. “Grab something to tie him up with,” he said. “Scarves, ties, rope, whatever. Tie his wrists to the chair.”

Kendall blinked. “Wait—”

“Do what you’re told,” Robert said flatly.

Daniel’s jaw dropped when his wife turned away to obey.

She and Susan were back soon with an armful of Daniel’s ties and half a dozen soft, colorful scarves.

“W-what the fuck are you doing?” Daniel stammered as Kendall gently but firmly wrapped a scarf around one wrist and secured it to the wooden armrest. “Kendall—are you insane?!”

“Stop fighting,” Kendall said. “You’ll only make it worse for yourself.”

Susan tied his other wrist, her hands trembling as she pulled the knot tight.

“And his ankles,” Robert said.

Susan knelt to obey.

Daniel yanked against the scarves experimentally, but Robert’s palm pressed down harder on his shoulder.

“Relax,” Robert said. “This is symbolic, mostly, and it’s for them. If I wanted to hurt you, you’d already be on the floor.”

Daniel’s jaw tightened. “You … you can’t do this. You can’t just—”

“I can, and I am.”

Robert circled the chair slowly, his dark eyes raking over Daniel with quiet contempt. “You really don’t see it, do you?” he said softly. “How long have you been blind, Daniel? Too busy yelling and posturing to notice what’s been happening right under your nose.”

Daniel’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

“Your wife?” Robert went on. “I’ve been fucking her for months. Susan only tonight. But they’ve both been aching for this. For someone to take them apart, to show them how much pleasure their tight little pussies are capable of. And you …” Robert leaned in slightly, his voice dropping lower. “You didn’t even notice, did you?”

“That’s bullshit,” Daniel spat. “Kendall loves me—”

“Does she?” Robert’s brow arched. “Well, maybe she does. But she also loves the way I made her scream tonight. The way she begged for my cock while Susan licked her pussy clean.”

Daniel’s face reddened violently. “You’re lying. She’d never—”

“I don’t care if you believe me,” Robert interrupted smoothly. “But maybe you’ll believe the evidence of your own eyes.”

He straightened and looked over at Kendall and Susan, still standing nervously a few feet away.

“Come over here,” Robert ordered.

The women exchanged a quick glance, then stepped forward until they were only a few feet from Daniel’s chair.

“Undress each other,” Robert said calmly. “Show Daniel just what he’s been missing all this time. Give him a little show.”

Kendall felt her cheeks flush hot, but Robert’s gaze held her steady. Slowly, she reached for the top button of Susan’s blouse. Her fingers worked it loose, then the next, revealing inch after inch of flushed skin.

Susan’s breath came fast and shallow as Kendall slid the blouse off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor.

“Good girls,” Robert said.

Kendall stepped behind Susan and unhooked her bra, peeling it away to expose her soft, pale breasts. She kissed Susan’s shoulder softly as she let the straps slide down her arms.

Susan turned then, her own hands moving to the hem of Kendall’s skirt. She tugged it down slowly, her fingers brushing Kendall’s thighs deliberately as the fabric pooled at her feet.

Daniel’s breath hitched audibly in the chair.

“Do you see now?” Robert asked him. “Look at them. Your wife is hotter, filthier, and more alive than she’s ever been. And you should be grateful. I made her this way.”

“Fuck you,” Daniel spat, though his voice wavered.

Robert smirked faintly. “No, Daniel. Tonight, they fuck me. You just get to watch.”

Kendall’s lips curled faintly as she circled Susan, her hands tracing the swell of her breasts. She leaned in, her lips brushing Susan’s ear.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she said.

Susan shivered under her touch, her breath catching audibly.

Robert moved then, slow and deliberate, crossing the room to the sofa. He lowered himself into Daniel’s favorite spot, one arm draped casually over the backrest, his legs spread wide. The picture of calm possession.

“This seat feels right,” Robert remarked lightly, his eyes locking on Daniel’s. “Feels like it should’ve been mine all along.”

Daniel tugged hard against the scarves binding his wrists, his face flushed red with humiliation. “You fucking bastard—”

“Shhh,” Robert interrupted smoothly, waving a hand. “Don’t ruin their moment. You’re supposed to be watching.”

Susan unclasped Kendall’s bra with one hand, letting it fall forward to reveal her large, pale breasts. She cupped them gently, thumbing her friend’s nipples until they tightened into stiff little peaks.

Kendall let out a faint moan, her lips parting.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Kendall whispered. She leaned in and kissed Susan’s collarbone, then lower, her mouth grazing the swell of her breast before she drew one nipple between her lips.

Susan gasped softly, her hands coming up to grip Kendall’s shoulders for balance.

“Do you see her, Daniel?” Robert asked, smooth as silk. “That’s your wife sucking her best friend tits. And you didn’t even notice how badly she wanted this?”

Daniel shook his head furiously. “This isn’t—this isn’t her—”

“Isn’t it?” Robert’s tone sharpened slightly. “Because she looks pretty fucking natural to me.”

Kendall kissed Susan’s mouth softly, her hands sliding down to the waistband of her skirt. She popped the button and tugged the zipper slowly, deliberately, before easing the fabric down over Susan’s hips.

“Step out for me, sweetheart,” Kendall said.

Susan obeyed, her legs unsteady as she kicked the skirt away. She stood there now in only a pair of sheer lace panties, her body flushed and glistening faintly in the low light.

Kendall circled her again like a predator sizing up her prize, her fingers trailing over Susan’s belly, her thumbs hooking into the waistband of her panties.

“Watch closely, Daniel,” Robert said.

Kendall crouched slightly and peeled the panties down, dragging the lace slowly over Susan’s trembling thighs, her lips brushing the sensitive skin just above her knee before she let the fabric pool at her feet.

“Step out,” Kendall ordered softly.

Susan did, now completely naked.

Kendall stood and pressed her body flush against Susan’s, their bare skin meeting as she kissed her hungrily.

“My turn,” Susan said.

Kendall’s skirt was already on the floor. Susan traced her fingers down the curve of her hips, then hooked her thumbs into Kendall’s panties and dragged them down achingly slowly.

Robert shifted in Daniel’s seat, spreading his legs wider as he watched. “Grateful yet, Daniel?” he asked.

“Fuck you,” Daniel spat.

“Nah.” Robert laughed. “I already told you.”

Kendall and Susan kissed hungrily, their bare bodies pressed tight together in front of Daniel’s chair. Their lips parted with soft, wet sounds as their hands roamed freely—Kendall’s fingers tangled in Susan’s blonde hair while Susan’s palms glided down Kendall’s back to cup her ass.

Daniel’s breath came fast and shallow as he strained uselessly against the scarves binding his wrists. His knuckles were white, his jaw tight, but his eyes refused to look away.

On the sofa, Robert watched with calm detachment, one arm draped lazily over the backrest, his legs spread wide.

“Good,” he said. “But Susan … twist Kendall’s nipple. She likes a little pain.”

Susan hesitated only a fraction of a second before obeying. Her fingers closed around Kendall’s stiff peak and gave it a gentle pinch, then a firm twist.

Kendall gasped against her lips, her thighs clenching as a sharp jolt of heat shot through her. “Mmm—fuck—”

“See?” Robert said smoothly. “She likes it rougher than you think.”

Susan’s lips curled faintly into a smile as she gave the nipple another twist, then leaned down to suck it into her mouth, lashing it with her tongue.

Daniel let out a strangled noise. “Stop … stop this—Kendall—this isn’t you—” He said it again.

The two women continued their slow, obscene dance, lips and hands exploring each other with growing heat. Kendall’s fingers drifted down between Susan’s thighs, stroking her slit in lazy circles until Susan moaned into her mouth.

“That’s enough.”

Robert’s voice cut through the air like a blade, calm but unyielding.

Both women froze instantly.

“Turn and face me.”

They broke apart slowly, their faces flushed, their lips wet and swollen from kissing.

“On your knees, both of you,” Robert said. “Crawl over here to me.”

Kendall and Susan dropped to their hands and knees without hesitation, their hair falling forward as they began the slow crawl across the carpet toward him. The sight was utterly obscene—two naked PTA mothers creeping like submissive pets across the living room floor, their asses swaying softly with each movement.

Daniel’s breath hitched audibly, his thighs shifting as he struggled against the scarves.

Robert smiled as he watched them approach.

“Yeah, you are good girls,” he said. “Now let’s show Kendall’s husband what you’ve both become.”

Kendall and Susan crawled the last few feet on all fours, the carpet soft under their palms and knees. Their flushed, naked bodies moved in tandem, hair tumbling forward to frame their faces as they approached the man who had taken control of everything.

Robert leaned back in Daniel’s favorite chair, legs spread wide, his eyes dark with hunger as he watched them.

When they reached him, Kendall sat back slightly on her heels, her breathing quick but steady. Susan stayed lower, her eyes flicking nervously between Robert and Daniel, whose jaw was clenched tight, his eyes burning with helpless rage.

“Take it out,” Robert said, with quiet authority. His hand rested lazily on his thigh, fingers tapping once. “Go on, Kendall. You know how.”

Kendall licked her lips and reached for his zipper, her fingers deft and sure now. She tugged it down slowly, deliberately, the rasp of metal loud in the tense room.

Robert’s thick, heavy cock sprang free, flushed and already leaking. The musky scent of him filled the air instantly, making Susan’s breath hitch.

“There it is,” Robert said. “You’ve missed this, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Kendall said. She wrapped her fingers around the base, stroking him slowly as her thumb brushed over the slick bead of pre-cum at the tip.

“Good girl.” Robert’s hand slid to the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair. “You’re much more experienced than Susan is. Why don’t you show her how it’s done?”

Kendall smiled faintly, a new confidence gleaming in her eyes. She looked over her shoulder at Susan, who was still on her knees, her lips parted as she stared at the thick shaft in Kendall’s hand.

“Watch closely, sweetheart,” Kendall told her. “You’ll be doing this next.”

She leaned forward and licked a long, slow stripe up the underside of Robert’s cock, from base to tip, before swirling her tongue around the swollen head.

Susan made a soft, involuntary sound.

“That’s it,” Robert encouraged. “Show her how to worship it properly.”

Kendall parted her lips and took him into her mouth, inch by inch, her tongue working in steady, practiced movements. She moaned softly around him as her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t yet reach.

“Fuuuuck,” Robert growled, his fingers tightening slightly in her hair. “That mouth was made for this.”

Daniel let out a low, guttural sound from the chair. His arms strained against the scarves binding his wrists, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t stop any of it.

Kendall pulled back slowly, her lips wet and glistening. She turned to Susan with a small, wicked smile.

“Your turn,” she said softly. “Don’t worry—I’ll help you.” She stroked him lazily at the base, glancing at Susan with calm authority.

“Come closer, sweetheart,” she said. “You’re up again.”

Susan’s wide, nervous eyes flicked from Robert’s cock to Kendall’s face. Her breath came in shallow, quick pants as she shuffled forward on her knees.

“Relax,” Kendall said, cupping Susan’s cheek with her free hand. “You’ve done this once already. You can do it again.”

Robert let out a low, amused hum as he watched the women. “Guide her, Kendall. I want her to learn properly this time.”

“Yes, sir.”

Kendall took Susan’s hand and wrapped it gently around the base of Robert’s cock. Susan flinched slightly at the heat and weight of him but didn’t pull away.

“Good,” Kendall praised softly. “Now lick the tip. Start slow.”

Susan leaned forward, her tongue darting out to flick across the swollen head. The taste made her cheeks flush instantly—salty, musky, overwhelming.

“Yes, that’s it.” Kendall encouraged her. “Swirl your tongue all around it. Don’t be shy.”

Susan obeyed, her lips trembling as she circled her tongue over the slick crown.

“Look at her, Daniel” Robert said. “Your sweet little PTA wife’s teaching her best friend how to worship a cock worthy of her mouth. You proud of her, Daniel?”

Daniel’s jaw clenched, his knuckles white on the arms of the chair. His eyes were locked on Susan, his wife’s best friend now stroking and licking another man in front of him.

“Take him in your mouth now,” Kendall said to Susan. “Just the tip at first. Keep your lips soft.”

Susan wrapped her lips around Robert’s head and sucked hesitantly, her hand stroking the thick shaft as Kendall guided her movements.

“Good girl,” Kendall praised. “Just like that. You’re doing so well.”

Robert groaned softly, his hand resting on Susan’s head, not pushing, just feeling the tentative pull of her mouth.

“Switch,” Robert said suddenly.

Kendall smirked and tapped Susan’s shoulder. “Watch how it’s done, baby.”

She replaced Susan’s lips with her own, swallowing Robert halfway down in one smooth motion. Her tongue worked expertly as her hand stroked in time, her cheeks hollowing slightly with every pull.

“Fuuuck,” Robert growled, his fingers tightening briefly in Kendall’s hair. “That mouth is dangerous.”

Daniel let out a strangled noise from his chair.

Kendall pulled back slowly, her lips slick and glistening. “Your turn again, sweetheart.”

Susan obeyed shakily, taking Robert back into her mouth as Kendall kept her hand moving at the base. Together, they worked him in tandem—Susan sucking gently while Kendall stroked him and offered steady encouragement.

“Switch again,” Robert said.

Kendall took him back, her confidence growing as she sank lower this time. Her lips brushed her knuckles before she pulled back, saliva stringing between her mouth and his cock.

“You want to see something, Daniel?” Robert asked, his tone edged with quiet menace.

Before Daniel could answer, Kendall inhaled deeply and sank down until Robert’s thick shaft disappeared completely between her lips. Her nose brushed his pelvis, her throat flexing as she swallowed around him.

“Ohhh fuck,” Robert growled, his head tipping back slightly. “That’s it. That’s how it’s done.”

Susan gasped softly, her fingers brushing her own lips unconsciously as she watched Kendall deepthroat him.

“Your wife could swallow your cock whole, now,” Robert said to Daniel. “Don’t you think?”

Daniel said nothing, his face twisted with a mix of humiliation and raw arousal.

“Switch again.”

**

Susan coughed softly as she pulled back, her chin shiny with spit, a thin string of drool still connecting her lips to Robert’s swollen head. Her cheeks burned with effort and arousal, her chest rising and falling in shallow pants.

“That’s enough for now,” Robert said suddenly.

Susan blinked up at him in surprise.

“Sit back, sweetheart,” he instructed calmly, his hand stroking her hair once before resting lazily on his thigh. “You’ve done well. But now it’s time you watch how it’s really done.”

Susan hesitated, then obeyed, shuffling back on her knees until she was a few feet away, her flushed, naked body trembling slightly as she settled on her heels.

Robert’s dark eyes shifted to Kendall.

“Show her, Kendall. And show Daniel.”

Kendall licked her lips as she brushed her hair back over her shoulder. Her fingers wrapped around Robert’s thick shaft, stroking him slowly as she glanced over at Susan.

“Pay attention, baby,” Kendall said. “This is how you make a man lose his fucking mind.”

She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around Robert’s head, sucking hard enough to make him groan. Her tongue swirled expertly, her hand stroking in perfect rhythm with her mouth.

“Fuckkk,” Robert growled, his hand settling on the back of Kendall’s head. “Your mouth was made for cock.”

Daniel made a strangled sound in his chair, his bound wrists tugging uselessly against the scarves. His eyes were locked on his wife as she bobbed her head with growing speed, her cheeks hollowing around Robert’s shaft.

Kendall moaned softly, sending vibrations through him as her spit began to slick her chin.

“Sloppier,” Robert ordered. “Make a mess of yourself.”

Kendall obeyed instantly. Her hand pumped faster as she let drool spill freely down her chin, strings of saliva connecting her mouth to Robert’s cock each time she pulled back. She gagged softly as she took him deeper, her nose brushing his pelvis.

Susan let out a soft, involuntary whimper from where she knelt, her thighs pressing together at the sight.

“See her, Daniel?” Robert’s voice was calm but edged with dark amusement. “See how cock starved she is? This is what your wife should have been doing all these years.”

Kendall didn’t pause. She pushed down again, swallowing Robert to the base, her throat working around him as her hands gripped his thighs for leverage.

“Fucking hell,” Robert groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re going to make me cum.”

He pulled her head back slightly, just enough to let her suck and stroke in tandem.

“Both of you,” he said suddenly. “Get close.”

Susan hesitated, then shuffled forward again on her knees until she was beside Kendall, her flushed face inches from Robert’s cock.

“Open your mouths,” Robert commanded.

They obeyed in unison and Robert’s hips jerked once, twice, then he growled low in his chest as his cock throbbed violently in Kendall’s hand.

“Take it,” he snarled. “Take every fucking drop.”

Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted from the tip, painting Kendall’s lips and chin before splattering across Susan’s flushed cheeks.

Susan gasped as the first sticky streak landed on her tongue.

“Keep those mouths open,” Robert ordered.

Another spurt hit Kendall’s lips, dripping down onto her breasts, while a final thick stream streaked across Susan’s nose and cheek.

When he was spent, Robert leaned back slightly, his chest rising and falling as he admired the sight before him.

“Fuck, look at you two,” he said. “Faces covered with cum like the dirty sluts you are.”

Kendall licked her lips slowly, savoring the taste.

Susan moaned softly, her tongue darting out instinctively to catch a drop sliding toward her lips.

Daniel let out a strangled sound from his chair, his face twisted in a mix of humiliation and raw, helpless arousal.

Robert’s dark eyes lingered on Susan’s cum-streaked face for a long, weighted moment. She knelt beside Kendall, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips slightly parted as if she didn’t yet know how to speak.

Then his voice came—low, measured, utterly unyielding. “Susan.”

She flinched slightly at the sound of her name.

“Crawl over there to Daniel,” Robert said smoothly, nodding toward the chair where her friend’s husband sat bound and silent, his arms straining faintly against the scarves. “And check out his pants for me. I want to know how hard he is.”

Susan’s lips parted, a soft, shaky breath escaping her.

“And Susan …” Robert’s tone sharpened slightly, just enough to make her straighten her posture. “Crawl prettily. Back arched, head up. Show off that fine ass body for me.”

Kendall let out a soft, dark chuckle beside her, smearing a stray streak of Robert’s cum across her cheek with her finger.

“You heard him,” Kendall told Susan. “Don’t keep him waiting.”

Susan swallowed hard but obeyed, shifting onto her hands and knees. She moved forward cautiously at first, her bare skin catching the dim light, then adjusted her posture as Robert had ordered—her back arching slightly, her ass lifting high in the air.

“That’s it,” Robert said approvingly, his hand stroking lazily over his own thigh. “Slow it down. Make those hips and tits sway. I want him to see exactly how hot you are.”

Susan’s cheeks burned as she crawled across the carpet, her movements deliberately slow and fluid. Each shift of her knees made her ass sway enticingly, the soft curves framed by the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to her skin.

Daniel’s breath hitched audibly. His bound wrists jerked faintly against the scarves as his eyes locked on Susan’s body moving toward him.

“Tell me what you see, Kendall,” Robert said.

Kendall smirked, licking her lips slowly. “I see Susan crawling like the little slut she’s becoming … showing off her ass for you while my husband stares like he’s about to cum in his pants.”

“Exactly.” Robert’s lips curled faintly.

When Susan reached Daniel’s chair, she paused for only a moment before looking up into his face. His jaw was tight, his knuckles white on the chair arms.

“Go on,” Robert urged from behind her. “Check him.”

Susan’s trembling fingers brushed over the front of Daniel’s pants. Her eyes widened slightly as she felt the hard bulge straining against the fabric.

“He’s … he’s hard,” Susan whispered hoarsely. “He’s rock hard.”

Susan’s fingers hovered nervously over the bulge in Daniel’s pants, her breath coming fast and shallow. Her lips parted as if to speak, but no sound came out.

“Go on, Susan,” Robert said calmly. “Take out Daniel’s cock.”

Susan froze for half a second. She turned her head slightly, her wide eyes darting to Kendall for reassurance.

“Don’t look at her,” Robert snapped. “Do as you’re told.”

Susan flinched, then nodded weakly. Her trembling fingers fumbled at Daniel’s belt, unbuckling it slowly. The metallic clink of the buckle was loud in the heavy silence.

Kendall watched from her place on the floor, still naked and glistening with Robert’s cum, her lips parted in a mix of shock and growing arousal.

Robert’s dark gaze shifted to her.

“Kendall. Crawl over there and help her.”

Kendall’s stomach fluttered as she obeyed, her palms and knees pressing into the carpet as she moved toward her husband. Her body still felt heavy, her skin tingling from the aftershocks of submission, but her movements were smooth and deliberate, her back arching prettily as she approached.

By the time she reached her husband, Susan had managed to undo the zipper, her small hands reaching inside to free Daniel’s cock. It sprang out thick and flushed, already glistening slightly at the tip.

“Not bad,” Robert said casually. “He’s harder than I expected. Guess even a pathetic little husband can get turned on when he’s forced to watch his wife suck cock.”

Daniel’s jaw flexed, but he stayed silent.

“Now listen carefully,” Robert continued smoothly. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Susan … you’re going to jerk him off.”

Susan’s head jerked up in shock. “W-what?”

“You heard me.” Robert’s voice didn’t rise, but the edge in it was sharp enough to cut glass. “You’re going to stroke your best friend’s husband until he blows his load. And Kendall …”

Kendall’s breath caught.

“You’re going to kneel right there. Let him cum all over those pretty tits of yours.”

All three of them froze for a beat.

Susan’s lips parted, but no sound came out. Her hand trembled faintly around Daniel’s cock.

Kendall’s stomach flipped, her mind blank for a moment as her eyes darted between Robert and her husband.

And Daniel … Daniel let out a shuddering breath, his bound hands flexing weakly against the scarves. His cock twitched in Susan’s hand, betraying him completely.

“You’re all shocked,” Robert said with a dark chuckle. “But not one of you looks like you’re about to complain.”

His eyes narrowed slightly. “Do as I said. Now.”

Susan swallowed hard and began to stroke slowly, her small hand moving up and down Daniel’s shaft.

Kendall settled on her knees in front of him, her flushed chest rising and falling as she looked up at his red, humiliated face.

“That’s it,” Robert said. “You’re both good little sluts.”

Susan’s small hand worked Daniel’s shaft in slow, uncertain strokes at first, her fingers slick with pre-cum. His cock twitched in her grasp, swollen and flushed, each pass of her palm drawing a faint, choked sound from his throat.

“Faster,” Robert said lazily from his throne on the sofa, his dark eyes fixed on the tableau. “He’s been neglected long enough. Let’s not keep him waiting.”

Susan swallowed hard and obeyed, her grip tightening slightly as she quickened her pace. The wet sound of her strokes filled the tense air, obscene and impossible to ignore.

Kendall knelt directly in front of her husband now, her bare tits pressed together between her palms, her flushed face tilted up to meet his burning gaze.

“Good girl,” Robert said. “Susan strokes … Kendall waits … and Daniel sits there all tied up like the useless little cuck he is.”

Daniel’s jaw tightened, but his hips betrayed him, shifting slightly against the chair as his cock throbbed in Susan’s hand.

Kendall’s lips curled into a slow, wicked smile. She didn’t wait for Robert’s command this time.

“Mmm, Danny,” she purred. “So fucking hard for this … so desperate to make a mess all over my tits.”

Daniel let out a strangled noise, his eyes darting to Robert but then snapping right back to Kendall’s flushed, expectant face.

“You like this, don’t you?” Kendall taunted softly. She squeezed her breasts together tighter, creating a perfect little valley of soft flesh. “You’ve been dreaming about me like this, haven’t you? On my knees for you … begging you to cover me in cum …”

Susan’s strokes grew steadier, faster, her knuckles shining with spit as her hand pumped from base to tip.

Kendall leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Go on, Danny,” she coaxed. “Let go for me. Shoot it all over your wife’s tits while her best friend jerks you off. Make a filthy little mess for us both.”

Daniel groaned sharply, his thighs tensing, his bound wrists tugging uselessly against the scarves.

“Fucking hell …” he choked.

“That’s it,” Kendall urged. “Be a good boy and cum for me. I want to feel it … I want to see you paint me with it.”

Susan’s hand pumped faster.

Daniel let out a raw, guttural sound as his cock jerked violently in Susan’s grip.

The first thick spurt shot across Kendall’s chest, landing hot and wet on the soft swell of her breasts.

“Mmmm …” Kendall moaned softly, squeezing her tits together tighter. “Good boy …”

Another rope of cum splattered across her collarbone, then a third streaked down the valley between her pressed breasts, dripping slowly toward her belly.

Susan gasped softly as more hot, sticky fluid spilled over her knuckles. She kept stroking until Daniel sagged back against the chair, his chest heaving, his cock twitching weakly in her grip.

“Look at all that mess,” Robert said. “You two make quite the team.”

Kendall smirked up at her husband, her chest glistening with streaks of white.

“You’ve never cum that hard for me before,” she said softly, her words dripping with mock sweetness. “Maybe you needed Susan’s hand and Robert’s orders to finally get there.”

Daniel’s face burned red, but his lips stayed sealed.


Epilogue

Daniel sagged in the chair, his chest heaving, his cock soft now but still hanging obscenely out of his open pants. His wrists remained bound tight to the armrests, the scarves digging faintly into his skin from his earlier struggling.

Kendall sat on her heels in front of him, her tits streaked and glistening with his sticky release. Her lips were curled in a faint, wicked smile as she idly rubbed a finger through the mess on her chest, smearing it even further.

Beside her, Susan knelt obediently, her flushed face still wet from the effort of working Daniel’s cock moments ago.

“Susan, clean her up.” Robert’s command came suddenly.

Susan blinked and turned to look at him.

“Go on,” Robert said evenly. “Use your tongue. Make those big tits shine.”

Kendall smirked and cupped her breasts together invitingly, tilting her head back slightly. “You heard him, sweetheart.”

Susan hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue darting out to lap delicately at the sticky streaks of cum across Kendall’s skin.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Kendall said, her fingers sliding into Susan’s hair to hold her in place. “Lick it all up, baby. Don’t waste a drop.”

Robert watched from Daniel’s favorite place on the sofa, his massive frame radiating calm authority.

As Susan’s tongue traced up Kendall’s cleavage, Robert stood slowly.

The movement drew all their eyes to him. His big, heavy cock hung thick between his thighs, still glistening faintly from earlier, an undeniable symbol of power.

He crossed the room in slow, measured steps until he stood over the two women, his shadow falling across Daniel’s slumped form.

“I hope you agree Susan did an excellent job for you,” Robert said, his deep voice rumbling through the quiet room.

Daniel’s eyes flicked up to him, then back to Susan, then down to the floor.

“I …” His voice cracked. “Y-yes.”

“Say it properly.”

Daniel swallowed hard, his face burning.

“Yes … Susan did an excellent job.”

Robert’s lips curled into a faint smile. “Good.”

He stepped closer, his bare feet silent on the carpet.

“Because it’s time for you to thank her.”

Daniel’s head jerked up in confusion. “What—?”

Robert’s big hands clamped down on the back of the chair. With terrifying ease, he tilted it forward, lowering Daniel—still tied—onto the floor until he was lying flat on his back, helpless and staring up at the ceiling.

Susan pulled back from Kendall’s chest, her lips shiny and parted in surprise.

Robert’s hand brushed her shoulder, steadying her.

“Sit on his face, Susan,” Robert said calmly. “Let him show you just how fucking grateful he really is.”

Susan’s eyes widened, her lips forming a soft “oh” as her thighs pressed instinctively together.

“Go on,” Robert urged. “You’ve earned it. And Daniel … if you do a good job, maybe I’ll let you watch my girls again sometime.”

Daniel let out a choked noise of protest, but Robert’s sharp look silenced him at once.

Susan glanced at Kendall, who gave her a faint, wicked smile.

“Go on, sweetheart,” Kendall purred. “It’s not like he’s in a position to say no.”

Taking a deep breath, Susan shifted forward, swinging her leg over Daniel’s chest. She crawled slowly up his torso until her thighs framed his flushed, humiliated face.

“That’s it,” Robert said. “Now sit. Take your time. Make him work for it.”

As Susan lowered herself carefully onto Daniel’s mouth, his muffled groan vibrated against her sensitive flesh.

Robert folded his arms across his chest, towering over them all.

“Thank her properly, Daniel,” he said calmly. “Show her how grateful you are. And don’t you dare stop until she’s satisfied.”

He started to walk away but turned back. “Oh, and if you find a little cum in there, don’t worry about it. It’s mine.”
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Trophy Wife to Hotwife

The first episode in the hot new series, Becoming a Slut

She was the perfect wife. Until a stranger touched her—and she didn’t say no.

Sarah Gale was polished, poised, and loyal. A redhead with a husband, a quiet life … and one filthy secret waiting to be set free.

One grope on a crowded subway train rewires her body—and her marriage—forever. Her husband doesn’t get angry. He gets hard. And he wants to see just how far his beautiful wife can fall.

What starts with cam shows and dirty pictures quickly spirals into motel threesomes, gloryhole worship, public use, gangbangs, and double penetration and more. Every limit gets tested. Every hole gets used. Every secret part of Sarah gets stripped away. Until she’s not just a stunning hotwife—she’s his slut. A submissive, aching, cum-dripping wife who lives to obey, to perform, to beg for more.

Becoming a Slut is 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 hungry, obedient fucktoy she was always meant to be.

The first volume of Becoming a Slut will be Trophy Wife to Hotwife, and it's coming soon.



To be notified when Trophy Wife to Hotwife is published, follow me on Amazon at

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike
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Molly Pike has been both 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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Series

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

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

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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