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

When Susan agrees to a Friday night drink with Robert and Kendall, she doesn’t know she’s walking straight into a trap.
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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—Doubled

When Susan agrees to a Friday night drink with Robert and Kendall, she doesn’t know she’s walking straight into a trap.

The wine was only the beginning. Kissing Kendall again? That was a test.

And now the proud PTA President's down on her knees, naked and obedient, and learning exactly what it means to be blacked.

Doubled is a 10,000-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.

Molly Pike

July 2025


Doubled

Susan had already buzzed Kendall in before she’d even parked. The front door creaked open as she stepped inside, heels clicking softly against the tile, a garment bag slung over one shoulder and a tote bouncing lightly against her hip.

“Hey, you,” Susan said, smoothing her hair. “Hope it’s okay—I cleared the guest room for you to change.”

Kendall smiled although she had no desire for privacy. “Perfect,” she said, breezing past the entryway, dropping her bag by the couch. “God, it’s so quiet in here. No kids, no chaos. I could get used to this. Thank God Robert has a nanny. And thank God for sleepovers.”

Susan laughed—too quickly. Too tightly.

Kendall didn’t miss it.

She turned, looked her over, took in the jeans, the bare face, the nervous smile. “You look cute,” she said. “But we’re not wearing that, are we?”

Susan flushed. “I wasn’t sure how dressy—”

Kendall was already pulling the zipper down on her garment bag. “Don’t worry. We’ll find something. Something that says, ‘I’m a respectable PTA mom who absolutely knows how to work a fucking room.’”

Susan smiled, but it faltered fast. And then … “So,” she said softly, not meeting Kendall’s eyes, “we’re just … pretending the other night didn’t happen?”

Kendall froze. Just for a second. Then she turned, one hand still on a hanger, keeping her voice casual. “What part? The wine? The kiss? The way you made me soak my fucking sheets?”

Susan’s eyes widened. Her mouth opened. Closed. “I—”

“Relax,” Kendall said, laughing gently. “God, Susan. I’m just teasing.”

“It wasn’t just teasing,” Susan said quickly. “Not to me.”

Kendall’s smile softened. She stepped forward, close enough to touch. “I know.”

Silence stretched.

Susan looked down at her hands. Twisted a ring around her finger. “I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

“Neither have I.”

“That kiss …”

“Yeah,” Kendall said. “That kiss. We must do it again sometime, but maybe we should get this meeting done and dusted first?”

Another beat passed.

Kendall tilted her head. “You know what’s crazy funny about this?”

Susan looked up. “No?”

“If Robert knew about this? If he had seen the two of us that night? He’d have come on the spot. Well, probably.”

Susan blinked. “What?”

Kendall shrugged. “Well, he is a man, right? Two hot PTA moms kissing in a bar? Let alone what happened later that night. You know any straight man would be turned on. And Robert is definitely straight.”

Susan gave a shaky laugh. “You think so? You think we’d’ve turned him on?”

“Oh, honey,” Kendall said, stepping behind her, brushing her fingertips lightly along Susan’s waist, “he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off either of us.”

Susan shivered. “He … is kind of sexy.”

“And he thinks you’re lovely,” Kendall said breezily.

“Wait—he does?”

Kendall didn’t answer. She just pulled a deep green blouse from the hanger and held it up against Susan’s frame, eyeing the way the color played with her skin.

“This,” she said, “with your black pencil skirt? He won’t know where to look.”

Kendall didn’t wait for permission. She took Susan by the wrist and led her to her bedroom, stood her in front of a floor-length mirror, and turned her gently by the shoulders—a full 360.

Her fingers grazed bare skin under the loose hem of Susan’s t-shirt. “Come on, take this off,” she said, soft but firm. “We’ll start fresh.”

Susan hesitated. “Kendall—”

“Come on,” Kendall teased, “I’ve seen more of you already, haven’t I?”

That earned her a blush so deep it reached Susan’s chest.

Susan lifted her arms slowly. Kendall’s fingers tugged the shirt over her head, soft and deliberate. It caught just slightly at her shoulder blades, and Kendall let it, just for a moment. Let her feel the hold before she peeled it free and dropped it on the bed.

Susan stood there in her bra. Simple. Nude. Lace-trimmed. The kind of thing you wear for your husband when you’re still trying.

“You always wear this one,” Kendall murmured, stepping closer. “It’s cute.”

Susan’s breath hitched. “It’s just … practical.”

Kendall didn’t argue. She reached behind her and undid the clasp with one practiced flick.

“So am I,” she whispered.

Susan’s bra slid off. She crossed her arms instinctively.

Kendall didn’t stop her. Just stepped back and pulled off her own top in one fluid motion—no bra underneath. “Even trade,” she said, with a little laugh.

Their eyes met.

“You’re beautiful,” Kendall said, matter-of-fact.

Susan swallowed. “You’re just saying that.”

“No,” Kendall said, circling her. “I’m not.”

Her hand brushed Susan’s lower back, just barely.

Then drifted to the waistband of her jeans.

“Skirt next,” she said. “Need help with the zipper?”

Susan nodded. She didn’t need help at all, but she wanted some. “Buttons, actually.”

Kendall stepped in behind her, reached around and unfastened every button with careful, nimble fingers. Somehow making a point.

Susan shimmied and her jeans slumped to her ankles with a soft sound.

Kendall’s breath tickled against Susan’s neck.

She didn’t move away.

“God, you’re soft,” Kendall said. “You always smell like vanilla.”

Susan let out a nervous, breathless sound—half laugh, half plea. “Kendall…”

“Relax,” Kendall whispered. “I’m getting you dressed, not undressed.”

She kissed Susan’s shoulder once—quick, gentle, electric.

Then walked back to the bed and lifted the green blouse. “Arms up. Let me make you look like the kind of woman Robert won’t be able to stop himself thinking about.”

Susan raised her arms, the blouse slipping over her skin like water.

Kendall fastened the wrap at her waist, fingers brushing her stomach, then stepped back to admire the view.

“There she is,” she said, cocking her head. “Now tuck it into your skirt. I want to see those hips.”

Susan obeyed.

The pencil skirt hugged her. She smoothed it down over her thighs, eyes flicking nervously to the mirror, to Kendall, to the floor.

“Too much?” she asked, voice tight.

“Just about right, I’d say.” Kendall looked Susan up and down, making her interest obvious.

Susan flushed again.

And then—Kendall began to undress.

Right there. In front of her.

No hurry. No warning.

She kicked off her shoes and slid her jeans down her legs with a practiced bend that made her hips roll just a little more than necessary.

She stood in nothing but a black thong—lacy, barely legal—and the same self-satisfied smirk she always wore when she knew she had the upper hand.

Susan swallowed hard. She didn’t know where to look.

“You’re staring,” Kendall said without looking back.

“I—I wasn’t—”

“You were,” Kendall said. “And it’s okay.” It was all part of the plan. Kendall wanted Susan to stare at the curve of her ass, the muscles in her back, the gentle roundness of her breasts. She wanted Susan aroused and confused.

She pulled out a silky black camisole out of her garment bag—nothing structured, no bra—and a soft slate-grey dress that cinched perfectly at her waist. The effect was effortless.

Kendall glanced at Susan. She looked like her underwear was sticking to her.

“There,” Kendall said, running her hands down the front of her hips. “Now we’re both PTA moms with excellent taste.”

Susan laughed—shaky, breathless. “Yeah. Sure. Totally normal.”

Kendall stepped closer. Fixed the collar of Susan’s blouse. Smoothed a wrinkle from her skirt. Let her fingers linger on the waistband.

“He won’t be able to help himself.”

“Who?”

Kendall smiled. “Susan, you know who”

**

Susan’s phone buzzed just as she was adjusting her lipstick.

She glanced at the screen and cleared her throat. “Robert’s here,” she said, trying—and failing—not to sound flustered.

Kendall smiled without turning. “Perfect.”

Susan grabbed her bag and followed her to the door, heels clicking softly on the hardwood.

The sun was low but still warm, and the car was easy to spot—Robert’s sleek black SUV parked right at the curb, engine idling, windows down just enough to catch the breeze.

As they stepped outside, Kendall raised a hand and waved casually.

“Thanks again for arranging the sleepover,” she called out. “You’re a hero.”

Robert’s face was calm. Relaxed. “Happy to help,” he said smoothly. “You two girls deserve a night off.”

Susan laughed nervously and moved toward the back door automatically—until Kendall’s hand lightly brushed her elbow. “Don’t be rude,” she murmured. “He’s driving. Keep him company.”

Susan blinked. “Oh. Right. Of course.”

She turned toward the front passenger seat, one hand tugging the hem of her skirt just slightly lower. As if that would help.

She opened the door carefully, slipped inside, and pressed her knees together as tightly as possible.

Still, she could feel her skirt creeping up. The edge riding high enough to make her legs feel exposed. Her thighs vulnerable.

Kendall slid into the back, calm and casual.

Robert just looked over at Susan once—once—from behind the wheel, let his eyes pass over her legs, her chest, her flushed cheeks. And then he put the car in drive.

“Everyone comfortable?” he asked, eyes forward again.

“Yes,” Susan said, in little more than a gentle murmur.

“Absolutely,” Kendall said from the back. “So generous of you to chauffeur.”

Robert chuckled once, low and warm. “Believe me,” he said, shifting gears as he pulled onto the road, his hand brushing lightly against the outside of Susan’s thigh, “the pleasure’s mine.”

Kendall leaned back in the seat, legs crossed, hands relaxed in her lap.

But she wasn’t relaxed. Not even close. She watched the back of Susan’s head like it was a fuse slowly burning toward detonation.

Susan was sitting stiffly, back straight, shoulders held just a little too tight. Her hands were folded over her purse in her lap. Her knees pressed together so firmly Kendall could practically hear her thighs protesting.

And then Robert shifted gears again. Kendall saw the way his big hand grazed Susan’s leg. Just a light, masculine drift across the curve of her thigh as his arm moved.

Susan flinched, but she didn’t pull away.

Kendall smiled.

Robert kept his eyes on the road. He didn’t speak. He didn’t rush. He let Susan squirm beside him, adjusting her skirt half a dozen times, as if that tiny scrap of fabric could hide the flush rising up her throat.

From the back seat, Kendall crossed her legs tighter. She’s beautiful when she’s trying not to fall apart.

And Susan was trying so hard.

Kendall could see her glancing toward Robert, sneaking looks at his hands, the strong curve of his forearm, the way he drove with calm certainty. Like he could pull the car over at any moment, bend her over the hood, and take what he wanted from her.

And sooner or later, he will, Kendall thought. He’ll do worse. And she’ll thank him.

Kendall reached forward between the seats. Her fingers brushed Susan’s bare elbow. “Hey,” she said. “You good?”

Susan nodded quickly. “Yes. Just … warm.”

Kendall smirked. “I bet.”

Robert didn’t say a word, but Kendall saw the ghost of a smile at the corner of his mouth.

When they finally pulled into the lot for the PTA meeting, Kendall leaned forward again before unbuckling. “You’re doing really well,” she whispered into Susan’s ear. “But do, please, try to relax.”

Susan looked at her. “What do you mean?”

Kendall closed her eyes. Opened them again. “You and Robert,” she said. “The chemistry.”

**

The conference room was bright in all the wrong ways, with the harsh overhead lights, the beige walls, the slight hum of an old projector. Folding chairs scraped against scuffed tiles. Someone’s too-strong perfume lingered in the air, floral and wrong.

Kendall sat near the middle, legs crossed, pen in hand, not taking notes.

She hadn’t registered a single agenda item.

Somebody, maybe from Eastview Elementary, was droning on about parking logistics for the holiday bazaar. There was a PowerPoint. There were bullet points. People were nodding, as if they fucking cared.

Kendall’s chin rested on one hand, her elbow planted on the table.

She wasn’t nodding. She was staring at Susan’s neck. Her blouse was perfect. The green brought out the warm flush of her skin. Kendall wanted to undo the top two buttons and see if Susan would stop her.

She imagined guiding Susan into a chair—not one of these god-awful metal ones, but a soft one, low, upholstered—telling her to spread her legs, to keep still, while Robert watched from the corner, drink in hand, cock in fist.

The thought made Kendall want to touch herself, but she knew the PTA tended to frown upon that.

She barely heard the fundraising chair’s voice calling for volunteers.

Barely noticed Robert leaning back in his seat, legs spread, arms crossed, the picture of relaxed authority.

She did notice when his foot brushed her ankle—casual but deliberate.

Susan raised her hand at one point. Said something about raffle baskets. Her voice was soft. Professional. Steady.

Kendall wanted to wreck it. Wanted to make her say yes in that same tone, then please, then more, then I can’t.

She was so deep in it she barely registered the sudden bang of the gavel.

“Meeting adjourned,” the chair announced.

Kendall blinked. Straightened. Realized she hadn’t written down a single thing.

Right. We were here for the PTA.

Not to mentally undress the PTA president and plan a seduction.

Oops.

She turned, smiled at Susan—who looked bright, and flustered, and maybe a little pink across the chest.

“Drink?” Kendall said casually. “Just one? Maybe two.”

Susan hesitated. Then nodded. “No kid tonight? Sure. But just the one.”

Kendall grinned. “But you won’t kiss me until you’ve had two.”

She turned and caught Robert’s eye as they stood. He didn’t smile. But he gave her that look—the one that said you’re doing beautifully.

**

The bar was in Susan’s neighborhood. Robert parked behind the building. No valet. No noise. Just the three of them slipping in through a side door.

Inside, the lighting was soft amber. No TVs. No shouting. Just warm wood, clean glassware, and a low hum of music that made everything feel private.

A hostess seated them without fuss—a round booth near the back, curved and low. The kind that pulled people together by design.

Robert slid in first.

Kendall stood back.

Susan hesitated—just a flicker, a beat—then sat down beside him.

Kendall slid in last, on Susan’s other side.

And Susan was trapped, just like that.

Perfect, Kendall thought.

The first round came fast—white wine for Susan, something darker for Kendall, bourbon for Robert.

No one said much at first. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was anticipatory.

Susan took a sip of her wine, legs crossed tightly under the table, hands wrapped around the stem like it was keeping her anchored.

“Nice place,” she said softly.

“Robert picked it,” Kendall replied, swirling her drink. “He has taste.”

Susan smiled. Looked down. “I’m not much of a bar person.”

“You look like one tonight,” Kendall said. “That blouse is doing more damage than you know.”

Susan laughed—too loud, then covered her mouth. “Stop,” she whispered. “You’re terrible.”

“I’m honest.”

Susan shifted. Her thigh brushed Robert’s. She didn’t pull away.

Kendall leaned in. “So,” she murmured, “since we’re being honest … you’ve been thinking about the other night?”

Susan froze, wine glass halfway to her lips. Then set it down. “I mean … who wouldn’t?”

“You haven’t kissed me since,” Kendall said. “And I haven’t stopped wondering what would’ve happened if we hadn’t stopped.”

Susan looked at her.

Then at Robert.

He said nothing.

Just watched her. Careful and patient.

“He knows?” she asked, sounding very small.

Kendall smiled. “Not exactly.”

“So, he doesn’t…?”

“He doesn’t know,” Kendall said, taking another slow sip of her drink, “but like I said earlier …”

She leaned in again, her lips brushing Susan’s ear, as she said it again. “He’d be so fucking turned on if he did.”

**

Susan’s wineglass was all but empty. Her laugh was softer now, looser. She kept tucking her hair behind her ear, only for it to fall forward again—those little strands clinging to her flushed cheeks.

She hadn’t looked at Robert directly in almost ten minutes.

But she hadn’t moved away either.

Kendall swirled the ice in her own glass, watching the way Susan’s knees had slowly uncrossed beneath the table.

“You really don’t know how gorgeous you are, do you?” she said.

Susan smiled nervously. “Stop.”

“No,” Kendall said, shifting slightly, letting her thigh press lightly into Susan’s. “I mean it. You’re just sitting here, looking like this … if Robert had seen you, you know, that night. God, he’d have lost his mind.”

Susan gave a soft, disbelieving laugh. “You think?”

Kendall turned slightly in the booth, angling her body toward Susan. “I know. And if he were mimicking me … every time I touched you … like this …” Her hand lifted. Brushed Susan’s bare knee. Just a light drag of fingertips up the inside of her thigh, nothing aggressive. Just enough to feel the fine tremble in her skin.

Robert shifted beside Susan. Kendall saw his hand move. Saw it mirror hers—resting against the outside of Susan’s other thigh.

Susan inhaled sharply, but she didn’t move.

Kendall smiled. “And if I moved up …” she said. “Would he?”

She let her hand trail higher, just a few inches.

Robert’s hand followed.

Susan let out a breath—tight, almost soundless.

Kendall turned her mouth toward Susan’s ear. “Tell me you want it.”

Susan’s eyes fluttered closed. “I…”

Kendall kissed just below her earlobe. “Tell me you want him to touch you.”

Susan trembled. “I want …”

Kendall’s hand slid up just a little more and Robert’s mirrored her exactly.

Susan’s thighs parted another inch or two.

Her wineglass trembled in her grip. “I want both of you to touch me.”

Robert smiled.

Kendall saw it before he moved. The shift in his posture. The quiet stillness in his face.
That slight narrowing of the eyes that always came before he decided something.

She swallowed her last sip of wine and set her glass down slowly.

Susan hadn’t noticed the shift. But then she didn’t really know Robert, not yet. And anyway, she was still looking at Kendall, still blushing, still holding very still as both hands—Robert’s and Kendall’s—rested lightly on her thighs, mirroring, teasing, claiming her.

Then Robert leaned in. So smooth. So casual. As if he were going to say something innocent.

But Kendall knew better.

His mouth came to a spot just behind Susan’s ear. His voice was deep, dark velvet against her skin. “And I want to see you and Kendall kiss.”

Susan gasped softly. Her whole body tensed.

Kendall felt it in her thigh, where they were still pressed together.

And then she saw it—the melt. That slow sag of resistance that came from arousal that was too deep to fight.

Kendall leaned in, brushing her shoulder to Susan’s. “You heard him.”

Susan turned her head, just barely.

Lips parted.

Still unsure.

Still waiting.

Kendall touched her cheek, soft and slow, guiding her.

And then their mouths met.

And this was not the nervous peck of two women testing the waters. This was hot, wet, real.

Kendall kissed her like she’d been thinking about it all week. Mostly, because she had. She opened Susan’s mouth with her tongue, tasted her wine, her hesitation, her hunger.

And Susan—God, Susan kissed her back. Open-mouthed, breath hitching, hand clutching Kendall’s thigh like she couldn’t believe that she was doing this again. In public, again.

Robert didn’t interrupt. Didn’t say a word. Just sat back. Watching them.

His big black fingertips still resting on Susan’s leg.

The kiss deepened quickly. Susan gave in faster than Kendall expected—and that was saying something. One moment she was all hesitation, soft nerves and wide eyes, and the next. she was clinging.

Her hand slid to Kendall’s waist. Her mouth opened wider. She leaned in with her whole body, like she was falling, like she needed more, like she wanted to crawl into Kendall’s lap and grind against her until something broke.

Kendall didn’t stop her. She tilted her head. Took Susan’s bottom lip between her teeth. Sucked gently.

She tastes like heat. Like surrender.

Kendall’s thigh pressed closer. Her hand slid up Susan’s side, fingers brushing just under the hem of her blouse. Warm skin. No resistance.

Only then did Kendall flick her eyes toward Robert.

He hadn’t moved much. Still leaned back. Still composed.

But his eyes were locked on the two of them.

And his hand had moved. Kendall saw it. Felt it through Susan’s body.

He was touching her. Not teasing her anymore. Stroking the inside of her trembling thigh now.

Susan gasped into Kendall’s mouth. A shiver ran through her. She broke their kiss. Lips swollen. Breathing fast. Hair tumbling forward into her face. “Kendall …”

“Mmm?”

Kendall was still tasting her, still smiling, still delighting in taking Susan apart.

“Can we …” Susan paused, glanced at Robert, cheeks flushed, wrecked. “Can we go somewhere else?”

Kendall reached for her hand and squeezed. “Of course.”

She looked over at Robert. “Your place or hers?”

He didn’t blink. “There’s a slumber party happening at mine.”

“Oh, of course.” Kendall smiled. “Susan’s place, then.” Perfect.

Robert didn’t say a word as they stepped out of the booth. He simply stood, pulled a few bills from his wallet, tossed them on the table, and turned toward the door—no eye contact, no rush.

He knew they’d follow him.

Susan was quiet as they crossed the parking lot, her heels clicking softly on the pavement, Kendall’s hand hovering just barely at the small of her back. She wasn’t trembling, not exactly—but she wasn’t steady either. She slid into the backseat first.

Kendall followed her in, fastened her seatbelt, and scooted just slightly closer than she needed to.

The SUV hummed to life, and they pulled away from the bar like nothing had happened at all.

But Kendall could feel Susan’s thigh against hers. Her breath still came shallow. Her hands were clasped tightly in her lap. Her chest rose and fell like she was thinking too hard and not at all, all at once.

Kendall turned toward her slowly. “You okay?” she murmured, gentle and private.

Susan nodded. Too fast. “Just … that was…”

“I know.” Kendall reached for her hand.

Susan let her take it.

Kendall ran a finger along her palm, then slowly curled their hands together, lacing their fingers tight.

She leaned in. Kissed Susan’s cheek. Whispered against her skin. “You are beautiful.”

Susan exhaled, shaky and sweet.

Kendall’s other hand slipped low, resting gently on the top of Susan’s thigh, just where the hem of her skirt rode up.

Susan spread her knees an inch or maybe two.

That was all the permission Kendall needed. She let her fingers drift, slow and soft, grazing the inside of Susan’s thigh.

“I can’t believe I kissed you in public again.”

“You did,” Kendall whispered. “And you liked it.”

Robert drove in silence, but Kendall could see his eyes in the rear-view mirror. He was pleased with her.

The SUV rolled to a stop in front of Susan’s townhouse.

The porch light was on. A dim glow spilled down the steps, touching the curb like an invitation.

No neighbors in sight. The street was still. The windows dark.

Susan fumbled with her purse, her keys already in her hand, like she was trying to stay one step ahead of her own heartbeat.

But Kendall didn’t let her lead. She opened the back door and stepped out first, then offered her hand like she’d been doing it for years.

“Come on,” she said, low and warm. “Let’s go inside.”

Susan took her hand. Let her guide her up the walk.

Her steps were slow now. Hesitant.

But Kendall’s touch was firm—pressing gently at her lower back, fingertips light on her hip, always in control.

She took the key from Susan’s unresisting hands, unlocked the door, and pushed it open.

She left it open and unlocked. Robert would join them when he was ready.

Inside, the house was quiet. Clean. A little too bright from the hallway light.

Susan moved instinctively toward the kitchen—habit, safety—but Kendall stopped her. Took her by the wrist. Pulled her through a door. “No. In here.”

The living room. Dimmer. Softer. The right place.

Kendall didn’t ask. She sat on the couch and pulled Susan down beside her.

Their knees touched.

Kendall reached out, brushed a curl from Susan’s cheek, then leaned in and kissed her again—slower this time. Deeper.

Purposeful.

And Susan melted into it, again. No hesitation now. Her hand found Kendall’s thigh. Her body leaned in. Her mouth opened.

And that’s when the front door creaked.

Neither woman turned.

Kendall just smiled against Susan’s mouth.

Robert was there.

Kendall didn’t stop kissing her. Didn’t speak. Just pulled Susan closer. Let her skirt ride up her thighs. Let her breathe hard and shallow and desperate.

Until finally, Kendall pulled back, brushed her lips across Susan’s jaw, and whispered, “Robert’s here. He’s watching you.”

Susan froze. Then trembled.

Kendall kissed her again. “Don’t worry,” she said. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Robert settled into the armchair across from them. Legs wide. Eyes locked on Susan and Kendall.

Kendall’s lips brushed the shell of Susan’s ear, warm breath teasing the sensitive skin. Her hand slid past the hem of Susan’s skirt, where the inside of her thigh was soft and warm and tense.

“I’m going to undress you,” she whispered. Not a question. A fact.

Susan didn’t speak. She didn’t say, please. But she didn’t try to stop Kendall either. She didn’t pull away.

Her body was stiff with anticipation, thighs trembling just slightly against the leather cushions of the couch.

Kendall smiled and sat back just enough to see her face.

Susan’s eyes were wide. Lips parted. Cheeks flushed. Her gaze darted once toward Robert—just once—and then fell to her lap, as if unsure where to look, what to do, who she belonged to.

Kendall slid both hands to Susan’s hips. Hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt. “Lift your hips.”

Susan did. At once. No hesitation.

The skirt came down slowly—inch by inch over her hips, her thighs, her knees, her calves—until Kendall tugged it off completely and dropped it to the floor.

Susan was in her blouse, her panties, and nothing else.

Kendall leaned forward again, letting her lips graze Susan’s jaw. “You're doing so well.”

She kissed her once. Then again, slower. Then her hands went to the buttons of Susan’s blouse.

One at a time.

Soft clicks.

No rush at all.

By the third button, Kendall could see the rise of Susan’s breasts.

By the fifth, she could hear her breathing break.

She slipped the blouse off her shoulders.

Let it fall behind them.

And then—there she was.

In nothing but a delicate lace bra and matching panties.

Perfect. Soft. Bare. Offered to both Kendall and Robert.

Kendall ran her hand down the curve of Susan’s waist, her fingers brushing just above the waistband of her panties.

Then she looked at Robert. Only him. And smiled.

She leaned in again, mouth close to Susan’s ear. Soft, but commanding. “Go ask Robert to take off your bra.”

Susan froze. Her breath caught.

Kendall didn’t repeat it.

She just sat back, hand resting lightly on Susan’s thigh. Waiting. Watching her.

Susan swallowed. Turned her head. Looked over at Robert.

He hadn’t moved. He was still in the chair—broad, quiet, patient. But his eyes were locked on hers now, dark and hungry.

Susan hesitated only a moment longer. Then she stood. Wobbled slightly on her bare feet.

Kendall watched. Silent. Thrumming.

Susan took a slow step forward. Then another. Her arms crossed loosely over her chest, but she didn’t cover herself. Not really. She looked more like she didn’t know what else to do with her hands.

She stopped just in front of Robert. Flushed. Bare-legged. Breathing like she’d run.

And then—barely above a whisper, “Will you take off my bra?”

Robert looked up at her. Said nothing. Just reached forward, around her.

His hands were large, warm, sure. He didn’t fumble. Didn’t pause.

He found the clasp at the center of her back, unhooked it with one hand, and let the fabric fall forward, loose.

Susan sighed and let the straps slide down her shoulders, over her arms, until the bra dropped to the floor at her feet.

Her breasts were full, flushed, trembling.

Kendall saw the way her nipples had peaked—tight, aching, desperate for attention.

She leaned back on the couch, watching. She’s perfect.

Robert sat there, still silent, just looking into her eyes.

Kendall’s voice poured across the room like warm silk. “Good girl.”

Susan just stood there—bare, flushed, her bra in a small heap on the floor.

Her arms didn’t move to cover herself.

She just stood there, skin blooming red across her chest, shoulders drawn back like a woman who didn’t know where else to go.

Then Kendall said it. Quiet. Clear. “Now kiss him.”

Susan didn’t move at first. Just stood there, back still turned to Kendall, her breathing short and so fucking audible.

Kendall smiled where she sat.

Robert stayed still in his chair. No invitation. No open arms. Just that heavy gaze. That gravity.

Susan stepped forward. She was close enough that her knees grazed his.

Robert looked up at her. His hands resting on the arms of the chair. Still not moving.

The kiss—when she leaned in—was tentative. Awkward, even. But Kendall watched as it changed.

Susan tilted her head. Brushed her mouth against his again. Slower this time. A little deeper.

Robert didn’t touch her. Didn’t guide her.

But she kissed him like he did.

Kendall could see Susan’s hands trembling at her sides, like she didn’t know whether to climb into his lap or drop to her knees.

Not yet, Kendall thought. Let her squirm.

The kiss broke. Susan was panting. Her lips slightly parted. Her eyes heavy.

Kendall’s voice cut through again, low and satisfied. “That’s better.”

She uncrossed her legs slowly and stood. “Now come back to me.”

And Susan turned. Breasts bare, mouth swollen, knees a little shaky, she walked back to Kendall. Like she belonged there.

Her eyes were wide—bright with panic and lust, full of questions she no longer had the words for.

Kendall held her gaze from the couch. Didn’t smile. Didn’t open her arms. Just spoke, a low, velvet-laced command, “Take your panties off.”

Susan blinked once. Then nodded. Her fingers slid to the waistband, shaky but obedient.

She hooked the lace and pulled them down her hips, over her thighs, past her knees—bent to step out of them, hair falling forward, breasts swaying, a flush rising high across her chest.

She stood there, now completely naked, in her own living room.

Kendall drank her in.

She’s ready.

“Susan, come here.”

Susan stepped forward.

Kendall patted the couch beside her. “Lie back for me.”

Susan obeyed. Her body folded down into the cushions—slowly, as if her muscles no longer belonged to her. She reclined, awkward at first, then eased into it. Her thighs drew up, hesitated …

“Spread those lovely legs.”

She did. Wide. And there it was.

Kendall took in the sight of her—glistening, flushed, soaking. Every part of her open, trembling, waiting.

“God,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Look at you.”

She knelt between Susan’s legs. Ran one hand slowly up her inner thigh.

“You’ve been aching for this since the bar, haven’t you?”

Susan nodded, breath catching.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want it.”

“You want me to make you come?”

Susan’s voice broke. “Yes.”

Kendall smiled. “Good girl.”

Her fingers dipped lower. Soft at first. Feather-light. She didn’t go straight for Susan’s clit—she circled. Teased. Dipped into her slowly and felt the way Susan clenched, already so full, so ready.

Susan moaned—quiet at first, then louder as Kendall's rhythm built, two fingers now sliding in and curling just right.

Her free hand moved to Susan’s breast, cupping it, thumbing her nipple—watching it harden under her touch.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let Robert hear you.”

And Susan did.

She cried out, legs twitching, hips lifting from the couch.

Kendall didn't stop. She kept circling, kept curling, until Susan's body arched.

“Oh—God—Kendall—”

Susan broke. Shuddering. Breathless. Soaking her own damn couch.

Kendall pulled her hand back slowly. Licked one finger. Kept her eyes on Robert the entire time. Then looked down at Susan, a wrecked, glowing heap of bare limbs and fluttering lashes.

She brushed a strand of hair from Susan’s cheek. Her hand was still damp with Susan’s juices.

“Now,” she whispered, voice like satin sliding over skin, “go ask Robert to make you come again.”

Susan swallowed. Still panting. Still blinking like she wasn’t quite in her body yet.

But she nodded. And she stood. Bare. Dripping. Completely exposed.

Robert hadn’t moved from his seat. He sat, wide-legged, one arm draped over the chair’s side, watching her with that calm, unreadable focus that made her feel utterly naked in more ways than one.

She crossed the room slowly, her legs unsteady, the heat between her thighs still pulsing.

When she reached him, she hesitated.

Just for a moment.

Then looked up, met his eyes, and said, “Will you make me come again?”

His eyebrows raised slightly. “Eyes on mine,” he said.

Then reached out and pulled her forward by the hips.

She gasped as she stumbled into him, her thighs brushing his knees, her skin burning from head to toe.

“Climb up.”

She straddled his lap, her bare pussy just inches from the fabric of his pants, her nipples brushing his chest through his shirt.

She tried to look away—down, embarrassed, overwhelmed—

CRACK.

Robert slapped her ass.

Sharp. Not cruel. But sharp enough.

Susan gasped. Her eyes shot up to his.

“Don’t look away.”

She nodded. Bit her lip.

CRACK.

Another slap, other cheek. “Don’t nod. Use your words.”

“Yes. Sorry.”

He didn’t slap her this time, just looked and her and said, “Who are you speaking to?”

Susan thought about it. “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He kept his hand at her waist now. His other slid between her thighs, slow, confident, and sure. Two fingers found her instantly—already soaked, already trembling—and he began to work her, just like Kendall had, but deeper. Less teasing. More control.

She gasped. Clutched his shoulders. Her eyes flickered down.

CRACK.

“Eyes on mine.”

“Yes, sir.”

His two fingers stretched her more than her husband’s cock. Went deeper. Hit every important spot.

As soon as she was close, he told her to, “Come for me.”

And she did.

Shaking in his lap, his fingers working her steadily, her hips grinding against him like her body couldn’t help it.

“Louder,” he said.

“I—I’m coming—oh God—Robert—fuck—”

Her voice broke into sobs of pleasure, her body collapsing into him as her climax overtook her again, harder this time, needier, like she was losing something vital every time she let go.

When she finally sagged against him, boneless and breathless, he held her there for a moment.

Then pushed her gently upright.

“Go on back to Kendall.”

Susan stumbled back across the room, skin flushed, thighs sticky, wrecked from Robert’s fingers and those sharp, correcting slaps.

She looked like a woman who didn’t remember how to walk in a straight line. Like her legs had forgotten how to do anything beyond spreading.

Kendall watched her come. Smiling. Patient. Ready.

She patted her lap once. “Come here.”

Susan moved instantly.

Kendall was still fully clothed—legs crossed, blouse immaculate, lips faintly smudged with gloss.

She uncrossed her legs now, hiked up her skirt, planted her feet, and spoke low, “Straddle my thigh.”

Susan hesitated, but only for a second, then swung one leg over, settled herself against Kendall’s bare leg—skin to skirt, heat against firm muscle—and gasped softly as the pressure landed just right.

Kendall didn’t help her move. She didn’t touch her. She just looked at her. “Ride it.”

Susan whimpered.

Kendall leaned back slightly.

Susan started to move. Tentative little shifts of her hips at first—tiny rocks forward and back, barely grinding. Just assessing the friction.

Kendall’s thigh was firm. Steady.

It didn’t move for her.

She had to do everything.

“Harder,” Kendall said softly. “Show me who you are.”

Susan moaned. Rolled her hips deeper. The slick heat between her legs smeared against Kendall’s thigh.

Kendall reached up and ran her fingers through Susan’s hair, pulling her close. “You look so good like this,” she whispered. “So fucking hot.”

Susan sobbed. Moved harder. Faster. She was grinding now—openly, shamelessly. Her clit catching over and over on Kendall’s thigh, her breasts bouncing softly with every movement, her breath coming in ragged little gasps.

“Let Robert see you come for me,” Kendall told her. “You want him to want you, don’t you?”

“Y—yes—oh—God—”

“Then fucking come. Soak me.”

Susan’s hands clutched Kendall’s shoulders. Her mouth fell open. Her thighs tightened. And then she broke again.

Moaning loud. Uncontrolled. Her whole body shaking as she rutted against Kendall’s thigh like she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.

Kendall held her through it.

Didn’t kiss her yet.

Just let her ride it out.

Then she lifted Susan’s face with two fingers under the chin.

“Go back to Robert now.”

Susan blinked. Her breath was still ragged. Her inner thighs were streaked with her own juices, her knees unsteady from the way she’d humped herself raw on Kendall’s thigh. Her lashes were clumped with tears of pleasure, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling with the kind of high that didn’t feel like hers. She was glowing. And fucking ruined.

But not done.

She stood slowly. Her legs wobbled. Her skin gleamed in the warm light, bare and so damn vulnerable—shoulders hunched, cheeks flushed, cunt wet and red and aching.

She turned toward Robert. He hadn’t moved. Still in the chair. Watching.

Susan crossed the room like a woman being pulled by gravity. Her arms twitched like they wanted to cover her breasts, her pussy, something—but they didn’t. They just hung loose at her sides, like she’d forgotten what modesty felt like.

She stopped in front of him. Swallowed. “I …” Her voice cracked. “Please. I want it again.”

Robert raised one eyebrow, just slightly. “What do you want, Susan?”

She shook her head like she didn’t trust herself to say it. Her voice dropped. “Please, sir, make me come again.”

Robert let the moment stretch. His gaze dragged down her body and back up—like he was measuring her. Like he was deciding whether she’d earned it.

Then he stood.

And she shrank. Just a little.

He said nothing. Just took her hips in his big black hands and turned her around until she was facing Kendall across the room. Satisfied, he let his hand skim down the curve of her spine until it landed right above the curve of her ass.

“Bend.”

Susan hesitated—but only a breath. And then she obeyed.

She bent at the waist, her legs straight, her palms flat on her own thighs like she needed something to hold onto. Her hair fell forward in a soft blonde curtain, her breath shaky again.

Kendall shifted on the couch, sitting up straighter. She had the perfect view. She could see Susan’s face, see her lips part, see the heat flood her cheeks, see her eyes flutter half-shut.

Robert stepped in close behind her. His hands smoothed down her back. Then lower. One palm rested between her shoulder blades—just to keep her still.

His other hand dipped between her thighs again, and Susan moaned.

“Wider.”

She shifted. Spread her feet a little more. Her legs trembled as she opened herself fully, putting her pussy on display, bent and dripping, right in front of him.

Kendall bit her lip. “You look so fucking pretty like that,” she said.

Susan’s eyes fluttered toward her. Embarrassed. Burning.

Robert’s fingers found her again. He didn’t ease her in this time—he just took her. Two fingers deep, curling inside her like he owned the place. His rhythm was slow but intense, each thrust making Susan rock forward slightly on her feet.

Her mouth dropped open. A tiny, gasping moan escaped.

“You feel that?” Kendall asked. “The way his fingers fill you? Wait till you take his cock.”

Susan was crying now. Just a little. Eyes wet, breath high and broken.

Robert moved his hand faster. The slick sound of her cunt filled the room, wet and obscene.

Then he pressed a second palm across her ass, spreading her cheeks wider.

“Soaked,” he muttered. “Fucking soaked.”

Kendall leaned in, her chin on her palm, watching Susan’s face twist in shame and pleasure. “Are you going to come for him like that?” she asked. “Bent over like a good little bitch in heat?”

Susan sobbed. “I—yes—I think—”

“You think?” Robert’s hand landed hard on her ass—one sharp smack. She jerked, yelped.

“I will! I will!”

He pressed his fingers deeper, relentless, no teasing. No kindness.

Susan was shaking. Her thighs tensed, her jaw dropped. Her knuckles were white on her own skin.

“Oh my God, I’m—Robert—I’m—” she sobbed.

“Look at Kendall,” he said.

Susan’s head lifted, barely. Her eyes found Kendall’s again—and broke.

She came.

Bent over, legs spread, face twisted in need and humiliation. Her body bucked once, twice. Her knees nearly gave out as the orgasm ripped through her, harder than before, sharper. Her slick ran down the inside of her thighs, pooling at her knees. She didn’t moan—she cried out, helpless and raw.

Kendall smiled. “Good girl,” she said softly.

Robert didn’t let her straighten. He held her there. Let her pant. Let her sob.

Then slowly, gently, he withdrew his fingers.

“Now,” he said. “Thank me.”

Susan blinked. Swallowed.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said. Her words clearer. Her entire body still trembling.

Kendall licked her bottom lip. “She’s learning.”

And with that, Kendall stood slowly from the couch, brushing her skirt smooth. Her gaze never left Susan’s face—still bent, still flushed, still dripping between her legs, her body a trembling mess of obedience and shock.

Then, calm as anything, Kendall hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt. “Eyes up, sweetheart,” she murmured.

Susan lifted her head just in time to see Kendall shimmy. The skirt slid down her hips with practiced ease, slinking down her thighs and puddling at her feet.

She stepped out of it slowly. Deliberately.

Then peeled down her panties, the little black scrap of lace soaked through at the crotch, dragging them down one hip at a time before flicking them away with her foot.

She stood naked from the waist down. Confident. Gleaming.

And grinning.

Robert said nothing. He didn’t have to.

Kendall sank back onto the couch like she owned it—legs spreading wide, posture relaxed, cunt glistening in the warm light.

She spread herself for Susan. Two fingers on either side of her folds, pulling herself open, not shy about it in the slightest. “Come on, get over here,” she said. “Let’s see if you know how to use that pretty mouth.”

Susan’s breath caught hard in her throat. She’d been fingered, slapped, praised, and bossed around, but this? This was different. This was her on her knees, worshipping.

Her lips parted. Her body buzzed.

She looked at Robert—like maybe he’d stop this, or say something, or redirect her shame.

He didn’t blink.

Kendall cocked her head. “What are you waiting for? We haven’t got all day.”

Susan stepped across to Kendall slowly. Every inch of her naked body trembling. Her knees met the rug with a soft sound.

Kendall stayed spread. Proud. Dripping.

Susan crawled in between her thighs—nervous, uncertain, eyes wide and lips shaking.

Kendall didn’t guide her. Just waited.

Her thighs flexed once.

Susan inched forward. Leaned in. And then, she licked.

Soft at first. Just the tip of her tongue, tasting the slick heat of Kendall’s cunt like she didn’t know what she was allowed to do. But Kendall gasped, hips twitching.

So, Susan licked again. A little firmer this time. Her hands found Kendall’s thighs—gripping gently, then tighter.

“Don’t tease me,” Kendall said. “Get in there. Make it count.”

Susan obeyed. She devoured her. She lapped at Kendall’s clit, tongue flicking, mouth open, her nose brushing soft curls, her fingers pulling her pussy open wider. She moaned against her, wet and eager, like this wasn’t her first time—like she was meant for this.

Kendall threw her head back. “Oh, fuck, yes.”

Robert watched from the chair.

Kendall’s hips rolled. Her hands slid into Susan’s hair. Not gentle. Not patient.

She rocked against Susan’s face. “There we go,” she panted. “God, you’re better on your knees than I thought.”

Susan moaned. Her tongue circled, dove, flicked again. She sucked gently, like she wanted to impress. And she did. Kendall’s breath hitched. Her thighs quivered.

“You like this?” Kendall gasped. “You like eating me out?”

Susan groaned into her. Her fingers dug into Kendall’s thighs, holding on, desperate.

“Make her come,” Robert said quietly. First words in minutes. Calm. Commanding. “Make her fucking scream.”

And again, Susan obeyed. She dragged her tongue flat and hard against Kendall’s clit. She sucked and licked and buried her mouth like she needed it to breathe. Her fingers slid inside—one, then two—crooking, curling, searching.

And this time, it was Kendall who broke.

Her back arched. Her hips lifted. Her cry was guttural, sharp, raw. “Oh, Susan—fuck—don’t stop—”

Kendall came. Legs shaking. Flooding Susan’s mouth. Her hands clenched in that soft blonde hair, holding her close, fucking her face through it.

Susan didn’t flinch. She took it. Mouth still open, still licking, still moaning into Kendall’s folds as she came against her.

When Kendall finally relaxed—shuddering, sticky, flushed—she let her grip loosen and Susan sat back on her heels.

Her lips were wet. Her chin glistened. Her eyes were glazed and heavy.

Kendall drew a deep breath and looked across at Robert. “Well, so far, so good.”

And then, she leaned forward, slowly, letting her body fold toward Susan, who was still kneeling between Kendall’s legs.

Kendall cupped her face and kissed her. Deep. Wet. No hesitation at all. Her tongue slid into Susan’s mouth, tasting herself. She groaned into her—owning her—like the kiss was a reward and a claim all at once.

Susan whimpered, kissing her back, needy and open-mouthed. She didn’t care who was watching now. Didn’t care that she was naked, kneeling, soaked in another woman’s scent. Her hands lifted, clutching at Kendall’s bare thighs as she leaned up into the kiss, desperate for more.

Kendall pulled back just a little, their lips still brushing. “Good girl,” she whispered. Then leaned in close, her words like silk worms sliding into Susan’s ear. “Now crawl across to Robert.”

Susan blinked.

Kendall smiled. “Take his big cock out.”

Susan gasped. Just a little. But she didn’t say no.

She turned her head. Looked across the room.

Robert was still seated, exactly where he’d been all along—legs spread, back relaxed, arms draped casually on the sides of the chair. He hadn’t moved, but his eyes were locked on her. Dark. Focused. Sure.

Susan swallowed. Her lips still tingled from Kendall’s mouth. Her chin still glistened. And her pussy—God, her pussy was still aching. Still leaking.

She turned. Dropped to her hands. And crawled.

The soft padding of her palms on the rug. The subtle sway of her hips. The arch of her bare back. Her breasts swaying with each movement. She was crawling like she knew what she was.

And Kendall watched. Satisfied. Spent. Smirking.

When Susan reached Robert’s knees, she paused. She didn’t look up. Her fingers hovered at his belt.

She waited.

Just one second.

And then—his voice, calm. Low. Measured. “Do it.”

Her fingers shook as they unbuckled him. Metal clinked. Fabric shifted. She tugged the zipper down and reached inside—hot skin, hard length, massive in her grip.

She gasped.

And pulled it free.

Robert’s cock spilled into her hand—thick, dark, heavy, hard.

Susan’s mouth dropped open. Her breath hitched. Her tongue darted out, instinctive, like her body was working ahead of her brain.

Behind her, Kendall purred—warm and wicked. “Yes, I know, it’s huge. But try, sweetheart.”

Susan stared at Robert’s cock like it might bite her. Her fingers could barely wrap around the thick shaft. It pulsed heavy and hot in her grip, darker than anything she’d ever seen, longer than anything she’d ever imagined. It curved just slightly—perfectly—and every inch of it looked like it belonged inside someone.

But not her.

Not yet.

Still, she opened her mouth to try. Just like she was told.

She started with a kiss. Tentative. Lips parted, tongue flicking along the head. She tasted salt, heat, and the faint trace of skin—clean, but man. She swallowed and tried again, sliding her lips over the tip, then easing down just a little more.

Her jaw strained.

It was already a stretch.

Her breath caught in her nose as she tried to push deeper.

Then—

Gag.

She pulled back at once, coughing, hand flying to her mouth. Her eyes welled. Her cheeks flushed crimson.

“Too big,” she gasped. “I can’t—”

But Robert didn’t move.

And Kendall?

Kendall was beside her now.

Naked.

Susan blinked through the tears gathering at the corners of her eyes, dazed—and saw her. All of her. Kendall on her knees, right there beside her, skin gleaming in the low light, mouth curled into something half-smug, half-sweet.

She brushed Susan’s hair off her damp forehead. “Poor baby,” she whispered. “Struggling already?”

Susan’s throat was raw, her lips tingling. Her hand still trembled around the base of Robert’s cock. “I’m trying,” she choked out.

“I know you are,” Kendall cooed, then leaned in. “But you’re not doing it right.”

Susan’s mouth dropped open.

“Let me show you how.”

Kendall kissed her cheek—soft, sweet, and condescending as hell—then shifted closer. One hand on Robert’s thigh, steadying herself, the other sliding to cup the base of his cock.

He was massive in her grip, and she looked up at him with an easy grin.

Then, without hesitation, Kendall opened wide and took him in.

Susan watched. Rapt. Wide-eyed. Wet-lipped.

Kendall’s lips slid over the head and down—lower than Susan had managed—her throat relaxing as she swallowed inch after inch, slow and practiced.

She moaned low and deep as her nose pressed into his skin.

Robert exhaled through his nose. Said nothing. His hand rested heavy on Kendall’s head.

Susan’s thighs squeezed together.

Kendall pulled back with a long, wet drag, a line of spit clinging from her lip to his shaft. She turned to Susan, her eyes gleaming.

“Your turn,” she said. “This time, breathe through your nose. Don’t think. Just take it. Accept it.”

Susan nodded. Still shaking. Still desperate.

She leaned in again.

Kendall stayed close—one hand at the base of Robert’s cock, guiding. Her other hand rested at the back of Susan’s neck.

Susan opened wide. Wider. Took the head between her lips and started to slide down.

“Good,” Kendall whispered. “Don’t stop. I’ve got you.”

Susan gagged again—but Kendall didn’t let her pull away.

“Shhh,” she soothed. “That’s what it’s supposed to feel like.”

Susan pressed deeper.

Her eyes watered. Her throat seized.

But she kept going.

Kendall’s voice was low in her ear, her lips right by her temple. “He likes hearing you gag. Don’t be afraid of it. Let it happen.”

Susan choked. The sound was obscene—wet, loud, humiliating.

Her spit slicked Robert’s cock. Her mascara streaked. Her hands clenched at his thighs for balance.

“Fuck,” Robert finally muttered. One word. Rough. Hungry.

Susan whimpered around his length.

Kendall smiled. She reached down, grabbed Susan’s wrist, and slid it between her own legs. “Feel that?” she whispered. “I’m wet watching you choke for him.”

Susan moaned around the big black cock in her mouth.

Her mouth was stretched full—lips raw, jaw aching, eyes leaking tears as she tried to breathe through her nose, tried to stay still, tried to please.

Kendall was right beside her, naked, in control. One hand at the base of Robert’s cock, keeping it steady. The other at the nape of Susan’s neck, guiding, pressing, teaching.

“That’s it,” Kendall whispered, her breath warm against Susan’s cheek. “You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Just keep your mouth open and your tongue flat.”

Susan moaned softly, the sound muffled by Robert’s thick shaft sliding over her tongue. Her spit was everywhere now—stringing from her lips, coating her chin, running down to pool at her chest.

“Shhh, there you go,” Kendall murmured, gently rocking Susan’s head forward. “Take him deeper, babe.”

Susan’s throat protested. She gagged hard—again—and her fingers twitched on Robert’s thigh, instinct begging to pull away.

Kendall didn’t let her. “Breathe through your nose,” she whispered firmly. “He loves that sound. Every time you choke, it makes him harder. Feel that?”

Robert was harder, impossibly so. Throbbing against Susan’s tongue. Heavy and hot, thickening by the second.

Kendall stroked Susan’s hair, brushing it gently away from her damp face. “You feel how he’s starting to swell? That means he’s close.”

Susan made a small, panicked sound, her eyes wide and watery.

Kendall smiled and kissed her temple. “Good. That’s where I want him. Right in the back of your throat when he unloads.”

Susan moaned again, lips tightening around Robert’s cock as she tried to brace herself.

Kendall leaned closer. Whispered directly into her ear. “Listen to me. You don’t pull off. You do not waste a drop. You stay right where you are until he’s completely empty.”

Susan blinked, barely nodding, her throat convulsing again around the thickness stuffed inside it.

Kendall chuckled softly. “Oh, baby, you have no idea how much he comes. It’s not going to be a tiny little squirt, not like you get from Mike. You’re going to feel this flooding your fucking throat. It’ll hit your stomach like a fucking pint of bourbon.”

Robert let out a low, warning grunt. His hands gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles white, thighs tense.

Kendall’s voice dropped into a rasp. “That’s it. Here it comes.”

Susan’s fingers clenched. She tried to steel herself.

Kendall pressed her mouth to Susan’s ear one last time. “Be a good girl and swallow every last drop.”

And then, Robert came.

His cock throbbed deep in Susan’s mouth, and the first hot burst of cum hit the back of her throat like a punch. She gagged hard—reflexive, helpless—but Kendall held her there.

“That’s it,” Kendall hissed. “Don’t you fucking dare spit any of it out.”

Susan whimpered. Her throat worked, swallowing fast, barely able to keep up as rope after rope flooded her mouth. Her jaw was locked wide, her nose smashed against Robert’s skin, her whole body trembling from the effort.

She was sobbing now—no sound, just the desperate flutter of her lashes, the twitch of her shoulders, the wild panic in her eyes as she choked it down.

Kendall eased her back—just an inch—just enough so Susan could breathe while still keeping the head in her mouth.

“Good girl,” Kendall whispered. “Almost done.”

Robert groaned again—low, deep—and his cock pulsed again.

Susan swallowed.

Then again.

And again.

Until finally, he was still.

Susan stayed there, lips sealed tight around the head, eyes fluttering closed.

Kendall waited. Counted two full breaths.

Then whispered, “You can let him go now.”

Susan pulled back slowly—lips slipping off wetly, chin gleaming with spit and cum, a string of it still connecting her mouth to the tip.

She was wrecked. Her eyes were bloodshot. Her cheeks were red. Her throat burned. Her chest rose and fell like she’d run a mile barefoot.

Kendall kissed her. Full on the mouth. Tasting Robert on her lips and tongue. She pulled back and looked Susan in the eyes. “You swallowed it all,” she said. “Good fucking girl.”

Susan moaned. And smiled. She felt proud of herself. Wrecked. Owned. Glowing.

Then she stared Kendall dead in the eye—steady and grateful, but not a fucking fool.

“Thank you,” she said. “For setting me up.”


Coming Soon

First Time Blacked—Cucked

You won't believe what happens when Kendall's husband Daniel finally finds out.



Becoming A Slut

A new series

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, the first volume of Becoming a Slut and Cucked, the sixth and probably final volume of PTA Mother are published, follow me on Amazon at

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Extract from Milking Chloe­

A few words of explanation. This is the opening chapter of the first story in a new series I’ve started working on. It's a little rough, still needs polishing, but hopefully you'll get the drift. It would be great if you could let me know what you think at mollypikexo@gmail.com

Milking Chloe

I should’ve been on top of the world.

The line at Sinclair Sweets snaked halfway around the store. My croissants were trending again, some TikTok food blogger had raved about the pâte feuilletée like it was the second coming, and the register was singing nonstop. Every table was full. My name was in Seattle Eater. This was the dream, right?

Then why the hell did I feel like I was going to cry?

Because my fucking tits were killing me.

Not just sore—screaming. Hot, engorged, angry. Like my body was staging a full-blown mutiny under my apron. I’d come back too soon. Everyone said it. My mom. My OB. Hell, even the mailman. But who else was gonna run the bakery? The oven didn’t care that I had a baby. Rent sure as hell didn’t. So here I was, three months postpartum, smiling through gritted teeth and leaking like a broken faucet.

I pressed an arm tight across my chest, trying to disguise the fresh wetness blooming beneath my blouse. No good. I could feel it. My bra was already damp, sticking to my skin. And the pressure—fuck, the pressure—just kept building.

“Chloe! We’re almost out of almond flour!” Sarah’s voice rang from the back.

Of course we were.

“I’ll handle it!” I snapped, sharper than I meant. She didn’t answer. Probably afraid to poke the milk-soaked bear.

I took a breath, tried to reset, but everything felt wrong. My shirt clung to me. My bra cut into the soft swell under my breast. My nipples were so hard they hurt—aching, over-sensitive, desperate to be touched but raw like open nerves. I shifted behind the counter, heart thudding, pretending to listen as the customer in front of me droned on about our pistachio tarts.

Smile. Nod. Wrap the box. Tie the string.

Each movement made it worse. The friction, the bounce. Even the air felt too heavy, too much. My milk let down again, and I felt it—warm, slow, humiliating—soaking into the cup. My blouse was toast.

I tugged at the neckline, trying to shift the fabric, but it just mashed everything tighter. My breasts were so full. Full like they didn’t belong to me anymore. Heavy and swollen, pulled down by their own weight, throbbing with every beat of my pulse. I clenched my jaw and kept moving.

“Are you okay?” Sarah again, suddenly too close, too soft, that doe-eyed concerned coworker tone that made my skin crawl.

“I’m fine,” I said, too fast. Too sharp. But I couldn’t help it.

I’m fine. I’m fine. I’m fine.

Except I wasn’t. I was coming apart. My tits were a ticking time bomb. Every second I didn’t relieve them felt like punishment. I could feel the milk gathering again, tightening like a fist behind my nipples. A single touch would be enough to set them off.

And I was out here, center stage, tits about to blow, wearing the wrong fucking bra and trying to run a goddamn business while my body screamed for mercy.

Another customer. Another box to pack. Another fake smile. My chest pulsed with heat. I folded my arms tight, praying the dark patch wasn’t visible yet, trying not to gasp as my bra pressed in harder, crueler. My skin was so sensitive I swore I could feel the lace pattern imprinting into me.

If I didn’t pump—if I didn’t do something—I was going to leak straight through onto the counter. Right in front of everyone.

And what then?

Apologize? Run to the back like a coward? Cry in the bathroom while my staff covered for me?

No. No fucking way.

I was Chloe Sinclair. This was my kitchen. My bakery. My life.

But the pressure kept rising, hot and urgent and unrelenting, and deep down I knew—I couldn’t hold out much longer.

**

It happened right when I thought I couldn’t get any more desperate.

I was crouched behind a stack of fifty-pound flour bags, hiding like a teenager caught shoplifting. The storeroom was barely lit—just the flicker of the overhead bulb and the hum of the walk-in cooler behind me. The noise from the bakery was muffled. Out there, everything was chaos. But in here? It was just me. Me and my tits, swollen like ticking grenades, and the sick, dizzy relief of finally being able to touch them.

I’d yanked my blouse open, just enough to shove my hand down the front of my bra. I didn’t care how pathetic it looked. I couldn’t take it anymore. I was past dignity. Past rational thought. I just needed it to stop.

My palm cupped the underside of my left breast—heavy, hot, unbearably full—and I bit down on my bottom lip as I pressed inward. The skin was stretched tight, the pressure brutal. When I squeezed, milk spurted in a weak, uncontrolled leak, soaking deeper into the already-soggy cup. I groaned—low, broken, muffled against my teeth. It didn’t help much. But even that tiny release felt like the difference between surviving and absolutely losing my mind.

I adjusted my angle, fingers curling higher, and fuck—I hit the spot. The pressure broke just a little more, another slow leak sliding across my nipple. I shuddered. It wasn’t pleasure. It was need. Raw, animal need to relieve the fullness, to empty. My thighs clenched as I pressed harder. There was no rhythm, no grace. Just the obscene squelch of wet fabric and the sharp edge of my own nails against swollen skin.

The whole bra was soaked now. Sticky, heavy, disgusting. And still, I wasn’t empty. Not even close.

I reached for the other breast, frantic, panting, fumbling at the clasp as I whispered, “Come on, come on…” like it was a prayer.

And that’s when I heard the door.

Click.

“Chloe?”

I froze. My entire body locked up.

No.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Maybe if I stayed perfectly still, he’d think I wasn’t back here. Maybe—

“Chloe?” he called again, closer now, deeper this time.

And that voice? That voice was unmistakable.

Hank.

My fucking delivery guy.

Of course it was Hank. Big, black, quiet, steady Hank. Always on time. Always polite. Always a little … watchful. He’d been delivering my orders for years. Never so much as flirted. But lately, he’d been lingering. Asking questions. Smiling a little longer than necessary.

And now he was standing right behind me while I had my hand inside my bra, tit in my palm, milk leaking through my clothes like a goddamn porno blooper.

I yanked my hand out fast—too fast. My chest spasmed, and that sudden shift triggered a fresh letdown. My nipple throbbed, and I felt the milk surge hard, hot, and utterly unstoppable. A dark stain bloomed across my blouse, right over my breast, soaking fast, spreading faster.

Shit.

I spun around, arms crossed tight over my chest, heart slamming against my ribs.

And there he was.

Hank Grady. Six-foot-something and built like a lineman slightly gone to seed, standing in the doorway with two crates of supplies in his arms like they weighed nothing. Deep black skin, salt-and-pepper beard, arms thick as tree trunks. He looked like he belonged in a warehouse or on a damn throne—not in my storeroom watching me fall apart.

And he was watching. Oh god, he saw.

His eyes went straight to my chest. No attempt to hide it. No polite glance away. Just a slow drag of his gaze across the wet patch blooming over my breast, then back up to my face. Still. Calm. But his jaw tightened.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

He set the crates down without a word. The silence stretched. My face burned so hot I thought my skin might blister.

“You alright there, Chloe?”

His voice was low. Rough. Not concerned. Not sweet. Just … steady. Like he already knew the answer. Like he was enjoying this.

I tried to laugh. It came out strangled. “I’m fine,” I lied, folding my arms tighter like that could hide the obvious. “Just a long day.”

He stepped closer. Just one step. Not fast. Not threatening. But I felt it like a seismic shift.

“Looks like you’ve got your hands full.”

I inhaled sharply. My nipples were still throbbing. My shirt was still soaked. And Hank Grady—twice my age, twice my size—was standing inches away, looking at me like he knew exactly what had happened back here. Like he could smell it. Like he could feel it.

“I—uh—I was just …”

My mouth wouldn’t work. My hands fumbled at the edge of my blouse like I could somehow fix this.

But he didn’t move. Just stood there, broad and solid, letting the silence stretch between us until it felt like a rope pulled tight.

“Let me help you with those,” I said quickly, trying to divert attention, reaching for the boxes, but Hank didn’t move. He was still watching me, still staring at the wet stain on my blouse like it was some kind of invitation.

His hand brushed mine, and I flinched, pulling back. His lips curled into a small, knowing smile. “You sure you don’t need a different kind of help?”

And there it was. Not a question. An offer. An invitation of his own.

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning, my body still aching, my tits still leaking. And a tiny part of me—the part that was drowning in discomfort and desperation—wanted to accept.

Like I said, Chloe still needs work but I'd love some early feedback from my readers. Do you like the idea? What would you like to see happen? Any other feedback at all? Let me know what you think at mollypikexo@gmail.com and I'll send you a little something to say thanks. Maybe one of my stories that I haven't been able to publish for reasons.


Molly Pike

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.

molly on the web



Also Available

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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