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

This isn't seduction. It's corruption. One text and one orgasm at a time.
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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—Sexted

Kendall is a PTA wife, a loving mother, and a woman with needs.

Robert is the big Black bull tearing her nice little suburban life apart.

And now he's given Kendall a mission—groom her good friend Susan for him.

Susan. Perfect Susan. The perfect mom. The polished PTA queen whose husband is always out of town.

It starts with a girls' night out and leads into late-night texts—confessions, fantasies, revealing photographs—and Susan opens up in ways neither woman expected. She's curious. Wet. Willing. And she's never been with a black man before.

This isn't seduction. It's corruption. One text and one orgasm at a time.

A second continuation of PTA Mother, Sexted (8,200 words) is a no-holds-barred erotic transformation—raw, featuring married women, cum-soaked panties, soft teasing, hard truths, and a growing hunger that can’t be sated. Lesbian heat, late-night texting, and the ache of wanting something you're not supposed to touch—until you do and find you cannot get enough. Taboo, humiliating, and utterly addictive.

This is the third scorching installment in the PTA Mothers stories. Bending over her vanity for Robert, public teasing, lesbian seduction, and filthy late-night texting—this is Kendall at her dirtiest.

Molly Pike

June 2025


Sexted

The marble was cold against Kendall’s cheek.

She was sweating, gasping, her fingers splayed uselessly on the vanity—trying to hold herself up, trying not to slip, trying to remember how to think when all she could feel was him. Deep. Slow. Heavy. Inside her.

Robert’s cock moved like it knew something she didn’t. Every stroke deliberate. Possessive. Cruel in its patience.

She wasn’t allowed to talk.

Not unless he asked.

So she didn’t.

She just moaned. Bit her lip. Spread her legs wider when his hand pushed at her thigh. Let her breasts hang, bare and flushed, swinging with every thrust. Her panties were bunched at one ankle. Her tank top was still on, pulled up over her tits—his favorite way. Exposed but not naked. Like a slut that couldn’t wait. A slut who might need to rush to cover herself.

And she was a slut.

She was Robert’s slut.

His housewife. His project. Maybe his property.

The tip of his cock hit deep, dragged over something soft and electric, and she whimpered—loud enough that his palm pressed flat between her shoulders, pinning her to the counter.

“Quiet.”

Just one word.

And she shut her mouth instantly.

Her breath fogged the mirror. Her knees shook. Her cunt clenched around him so tight she could feel every ridge of him sliding inside her, pulling out slow, then pressing back in like gravity.

She was so wet. So open.

And he hadn’t even come yet.

“You like this,” he said, voice low, calm. Knowing.

She nodded fast, face still turned to the side, cheek sticky on the counter. Her mascara had to be a mess. Her hair was probably stuck to her lip.

“You like being my good little housewife slut.”

She moaned. That wasn’t a question, but she moaned anyway. Nodded again.

And then he said it.

“Then I think it’s time we brought someone else in.”

Her breath hitched.

His pace didn’t change.

“What do you think about Susan?”

Susan.

The name hit her like a slap. Her cunt fluttered.

She tried to answer—but her mouth wouldn’t form words. All that came out was a gasp.

“You like her,” he said, still so calm. Like he was discussing groceries. “I can tell you do. And who wouldn’t? Pretty little thing. Butter wouldn’t melt. Perfect posture. PTA queen with her tight little dresses and that polished fucking smile.”

Kendall’s body flushed. Her toes curled.

“I wonder how she’d look on her knees beside you.”

She squeezed her eyes shut. Oh my God. No. But her cunt clenched harder.

He felt it. She knew he did.

He pushed deeper. Slower. Ground into her like he was trying to fuck the fantasy into her.

“You want to show her how good this feels, don’t you?”

Kendall’s eyes blurred. She pictured it. Susan, red-cheeked. Lip gloss smeared. Kneeling next to her, eyes wide.

Watching.

Learning.

Opening her mouth and straining the way Kendall did.

She moaned.

Louder now. Filthy. Wordless.

And Robert didn’t stop. He leaned in, his chest brushing her back, his hand sliding up to her throat—just resting there. Reminding her.

“Tell me you want to help me break her.”

Kendall broke. Her body convulsed—pussy clenching, breath catching, pleasure ripping through her so hard her forehead banged the mirror, and she didn’t care. She sobbed, shook, her thighs trembling.

“Please,” she gasped. “Yes. Yes, I’ll help you—fuck—please—”

He didn’t let up. Just fucked her through it. Slow and measured.

Like she was already gone.

It was like he just refused to speed up. Not even when she shattered beneath him—moaning, crying, her cunt clenching around his cock like it was trying to keep him. Her body trembled, muscles spasming in broken little waves, and he just held her there. Bent. Spread. Open.

He grunted once. Quiet. Controlled.

And then he thrust in deep. Deeper. All the way.

His hands clamped down—one on her hip, the other still wrapped loose around her throat—and he let out one long, low breath as his cock jerked inside her.

Kendall froze. Felt it. Felt him. Hot, thick spurts filling her. Pulse after pulse, deeper than anything her husband had ever given her. So much. So hot. Her pussy twitched again, like her body was trying to milk the last drops.

She moaned—broken, blissed-out, filthy. “Oh, my fucking God …”

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

Just stayed inside her while he emptied every last drop.

She could feel it seeping out around his cock already—she was that full. It leaked down the backs of her thighs in slow, messy drips. Onto the bathmat. Onto her foot. She didn’t dare move.

She didn’t want to.

He let her breathe like that for a moment—still pinned, still twitching, still stuffed full of him.

Then he pulled out.

And the cum followed, hot and thick and endless, sliding out of her ruined pussy like a promise.

Kendall whimpered.

He reached for one of her best towels and wiped his cock without a word.

Didn’t offer it to her. Didn’t look at her.

Just stepped around her and said, “You should make it happen.”

And Robert walked out, leaving her bent, dripping, and wrecked. And still wanting more.

The door clicked shut behind him.

That was it, she realized. No goodbye. No aftercare. Not even a last glance.

Just the gaping chasm between her aching legs and the mess he left behind.

Kendall didn’t move for a long second. Couldn’t. Her arms were jelly. Her thighs were twitching. Her cunt felt swollen—used—like it hadn’t closed all the way around his cock, like it was still trying to cling to the thickness that had just pulled out of her.

She stood only long enough to turn around—and then she sank.

Slid down the vanity like her bones had vanished, her bare back hitting the cabinet doors, legs splaying out on instinct.

She was still leaking. She could feel it.

Robert’s cum was smeared between her thighs, a warm trickle sliding down to the curve of her ass. Sticky on the tile. And it should’ve been enough. But it just wasn’t.

Her hand drifted to her stomach—lower. Her fingers brushed her clit, tender and electric, and she whimpered.

One touch.

Just one.

And she was already there.

Because the only thing hotter than how he fucked her … was what he said before he finished and left.

Susan.

Make it happen.

Her eyes fluttered shut and she saw it.

Knees on the floor beside her. Hair perfect, curled. Lipstick smeared. That PTA smile gone soft and breathy.

You like her, don’t you?

Kendall moaned—soft, low, and shameful. She hadn’t thought of Susan like that before. But now Robert had planted the idea … Her fingers moved in slow circles, slick with everything he left inside her.

She imagined Susan crawling closer. Curious. Nervous. Her eyes wide as they dropped between Kendall’s legs.

“Does it really feel that good?” Susan would ask, voice high, almost trembling.

Kendall would nod. Could feel herself doing it.

She slid two fingers lower—parted her pussy, still puffy and leaking. Pressed into the mess and groaned.

“Touch it,” she whispered—to no one.

But in her mind, Susan obeyed.

Delicate fingers reaching out. Hesitating.

Then brushing Kendall’s clit.

And Kendall came at the thought.

Fast. Hot. Sloppy.

Her body arched against the vanity, heels skidding on the tile. She bit her lip to keep from crying out—just a choked little sob of need as her cunt clenched and leaked more, like she could still feel Robert filling her, marking her, using her.

And Susan watching. Maybe touching herself. Maybe asking if it hurt. And opening her mouth when Robert said, “Your turn.”

Kendall didn’t stop fingering herself until the shaking was too much. Until she couldn’t breathe. Until she was soaked in sweat and guilt and cum.

And fuck, yes, still thinking of Susan. What the actual fuck.

**

The house was quiet. Her daughter Emmy wouldn’t be back for hours, and her husband wouldn’t be home until long after dinner. Kendall stood in the kitchen, her phone cradled between her shoulder and cheek, one hand mindlessly wiping down an already-clean countertop.

“No, I think if we lead with the numbers from last year, it’ll make the ask easier,” Kendall said, slipping effortlessly into her PTA voice—bright, competent, harmless. “And we’ll need at least three volunteers to run the silent auction table.”

On the other end of the line, Susan sighed. “That’s going to be like pulling teeth.”

Kendall laughed lightly. “Then we’ll just have to bribe them. Guilt and wine always work.”

They moved through the rest of the agenda in five minutes—efficient, practiced. Kendall half thinking about Susan on her knees, struggling to take Robert into her mouth, and wondering how she could make that happen when Susan opened a door.

“Well,” Kendall said. “You have a good night.”

“Oh,” Susan said. “It’ll be another quiet one. Mike’s gone for the week. Conference in Atlanta. Somewhere like that, anyway. Left this morning.”

There was a pause. Kendall felt it slide into place like a key in a lock. “Well,” she said, breezy, just a touch warmer, “then I think you and I deserve a drink tonight. You free?”

Susan laughed, surprised. “On a school night?”

“We’ll split a sitter. We won’t be out late.”

Kendall could almost hear the smile spreading across Susan’s lips. “You know what? Yeah. Let’s do it.”

**

Susan looked good.

Not PTA-meeting good. Not grocery-run good.

She looked good.

Her hair was down in soft waves, she wore heels that she rarely bothered with, and her shirt—while technically modest—clung just enough to make Kendall’s eyes wander.

Kendall had kept her own look simple. Tight black jeans. Low neckline. Hair up, loose tendrils soft around her face. Nothing screamed seduction. It didn’t have to.

The bar was cozy. Dim. A little loud. Just enough music to make you lean in to be heard.

First glass—laughter, school gossip, stories about picky kids and shitty coffee.

Second glass—slower sips. Lower voices. Tales of shitty husbands and sexless marriages. Of frustration and fantasy. “Can I tell you something kind of stupid?” Susan said, twirling the stem of her glass.

Kendall smiled. “Always.”

Susan bit her lip. “Don’t laugh, okay?”

Kendall tilted her head, leaned in.

“I think Robert’s hot.”

Kendall didn’t blink. Just gave the smallest smile. “Shit, Susan, you’re not wrong.”

Susan flushed. “I mean—not like I’d ever … you know. It’s just—he’s got that … presence.”

“He carries himself like he knows exactly what he wants,” Kendall said. “And knows how to get it. It’s sexy.”

Susan looked down at her wine, cheeks pink. “I’ve never been with a Black guy before.”

Kendall let the pause stretch—just long enough. Then she finished her wine, slow and deliberate, and said, “Maybe next time we have one of these girls’ nights …” She smiled. Sweet. Inviting. Dangerous. “We should invite Robert too.”

Susan’s eyes widened. A laugh caught in her throat—uncertain. Nervous. Curious.

Kendall reached out, brushed her fingertips against the back of Susan’s hand. “Just think about it, and let’s get another drink.” She waved at a passing server.

Their third round arrived in stemless glasses with garnishes that looked too fancy for the neighborhood. Kendall raised hers in a lazy toast.

“To bad decisions,” she said, smirking.

Susan laughed, clinked her glass, and took a bigger sip than she probably meant to. “God, I needed this,” she said. Her eyes were a little glassy, cheeks pink. “I don’t remember the last time I felt this ... light.”

Kendall tilted her head. “Flirty?”

Susan blushed. “Maybe.”

They were laughing again when the two older men appeared—late fifties, divorced energy, shirts tucked into their jeans like they’d been doing since before they had kids.

“Ladies,” one said, smiling like they were already his, “what are we celebrating?”

Susan’s posture stiffened. Her hand flew to her necklace.

But Kendall didn’t miss a beat. “Actually?” she said, sweet as sin. “We’re together. This is our first date.”

Both men blinked. One stammered. The other tried to cover with a joke, but they backed off quick, mumbled something about “enjoying your night” and shuffled back to the bar.

Susan stared at her. “What was that?”

Kendall just shrugged. Sipped her wine. “You looked uncomfortable. I handled it.”

Susan’s eyes narrowed—suspicious, amused, maybe even a little thrilled. “So you just … decided that we’re dating?”

Kendall leaned in now. Close enough that their knees touched.

“I said it was our first date,” she said, voice low. “Doesn’t mean we’re dating. But you know, I’ve dated worse. You are kind of cute.” She grinned to show she was joking. Or was she?

Susan blinked. Her lips parted. She didn’t pull away. She glanced towards the bar. “Sad old fucks,” she said.

Kendall turned to look. The men were still watching from across the bar. Whispering. Curious. She turned back to Susan, her breath brushing her cheek. “They’re hoping to see a little confirmation, You know, a little show. Wanna give them one?”

Susan hesitated. Kendall saw the flicker behind her eyes. She was scared, but she wasn’t saying no.

“Just a kiss,” Kendall whispered. “You know, just for fun.”

And Susan nodded.

So Kendall leaned in.

No rush. No shock. No danger. Just a slow tilt of her head. A soft brush of her lips.

And after a moment, Susan responded. Her mouth parted and her hand touched Kendall’s thigh.

And the kiss deepened. It wasn’t performance. It was real. Warm. Wet. Lingering.

When they pulled apart, Susan’s eyes were wide. Her chest was rising and falling like she’d just run a mile.

Kendall just smiled. “Convincing, huh?”

Susan tried to laugh—but it cracked. Her hand was still on Kendall’s leg. “Y-yeah,” she breathed.

**

The house was quiet.

Upstairs, Kendall twisted her damp hair into a lazy knot. Her makeup wipe left gray smudges along her cheekbones, the last traces of mascara clinging like bruises.

She tugged her camisole down, soft cotton brushing the slight soreness between her breasts. Her shorts rode up as she leaned over the sink, picking up her toothbrush—just as her phone buzzed against the marble.

She wasn’t expecting to hear from Robert so late at night.

Daniel was downstairs, half-watching golf or football, nursing a beer like it made him invisible.

She tapped the screen.

Susan [10:21 PM] Hope I didn’t embarrass myself tonight. That kiss … wow. I haven’t felt like that in a while.

Kendall’s stomach fluttered. Not surprise. Satisfaction.

She stared at the message for a beat too long, toothbrush forgotten in her hand, a smile already pulling at her lips.

She wiped her thumb across the screen, replied without overthinking it:

Kendall [10:22 PM] You didn’t embarrass yourself. You were perfect.

She waited—barely.

Then: I’m just getting ready for bed. You wanna see?

She didn’t give Susan a chance to respond.

Camera flipped. Soft lighting. Lips bitten. Hair let down and loose again. A faint smear of gloss. A tight, soft-lit selfie. Her lips parted. Glossy. Tank pulled low so there’s just a peek of her tits—like she couldn’t help it. Like she sent it without checking too hard.

Click.

Send.

Typing …

Then the pause.

Then Typing again.

Susan [10:26 PM] Holy hell, Kendall. You look … insane. Like, model-hot. I can’t believe you’re texting me like this

Now I’m blushing for real.

Kendall laughed quietly to herself. Felt the heat between her legs flicker back to life. Robert would want her to go further. But Robert wasn’t here. Not tonight. This was hers.

Kendall [10:28 PM] I can’t believe you kissed me like that

Read.

No immediate reply.

She let the silence stretch, the tension build.

Then her phone buzzed again:

Susan [10:30 PM] You started it. But … I didn’t want to stop it.

There it was.

Kendall’s heart beat a little faster. Her thighs pressed together. She typed slower this time.

Kendall [10:32 PM] I didn’t want you to. You were blushing so hard. I could’ve kissed you again. I still want to.

Read.

Another pause.

Then:

Susan [10:35 PM] Kendall … are you trying to seduce me over text?

Kendall [10:36 PM] Is it working? Wanna see what else I’ve got?

A long pause.

Read. No reply yet.

Then Typing ...

Susan [10:39 PM] What do you mean? Like … what else?

Kendall grinned. That low, private smile—the kind no one ever saw unless they were inside her head. She was still barefoot, still warm from her shower. She stared at Susan’s message:

Susan [10:39 PM] What do you mean? Like … what else?

Kendall didn’t answer right away.

She pulled her tank off. Tossed it into the hamper like it didn’t matter. Ran a hand over her stomach, down to the curve of her hip. No rush.

She flipped the camera.

Shot low.

From above.

Bare tits. Just barely. A glimpse of nipple. Soft shadows across her skin. Her lips parted slightly, flushed. Eyes half-lidded, as if she’d already started touching herself and just paused to take this.

She snapped the photo.

And sent it.

No filter. No caption.

But immediately after:

Kendall [10:41 PM] Still curious?

She leaned against the counter, naked from the waist up now, phone glowing warm in her hand. The message was marked “Read.” No typing bubble. No dots. Just ...

Nothing.

And that was the hottest part.

Because Kendall knew what that meant.

Susan had seen it. And now, she was staring. Breathing. Feeling. Her fingers were probably curled around her phone like it was something alive. Her other hand? Kendall could picture it. Drifting. Trembling. Sliding over cotton that was already damp.

She didn’t need Susan to reply right away.

But still, Kendall watched.

Waited.

Imagined her.

Imagined Susan shifting under the covers, alone in bed, her thighs rubbing together, teeth digging into her lip like she was trying not to moan just from the idea of asking Kendall for more.

And then …

Finally …

Typing …

Then:

Susan [10:46 PM] Jesus, Kendall. I don’t even know what to say to that. You’re … wow. I mean. Wow.

Kendall smiled down at the screen, her thumb poised above the keys.

Susan’s message wasn’t shy—it was overwhelmed. Blown open. Off balance. And Kendall could feel it, like heat radiating from the phone. She pictured Susan lying in bed, alone, cheeks flushed, heart pounding, cunt aching—and still trying to act like she didn’t want more.

So Kendall gave her a way to ask without asking.

She typed: What else would you like to see, babe?

She paused, reread it.

Then added: I’m not shy.

The screen glowed against the dark.

Read.

No reply.

Kendall exhaled slowly and leaned her hip against the vanity, one hand resting against her bare stomach. She could feel the sweat drying beneath her breasts, the way her nipples stayed tight even in the warm bathroom air.

The question sat there, blinking softly.

What else would you like to see, babe? I’m not shy.

She waited.

Waited ...

Waited ...

And then … Three dots.

Susan [10:52 PM] God. I don’t even know how to answer that. You’re so confident. I feel like a teenager again just reading your messages.

Pause.

Kendall smiled. That was something.

Then another message appeared. It’s kind of scary how much I want to say “everything.”

No emoji. No exclamation mark. Just the truth, raw and exposed.

Susan hadn’t sent a photo yet. But she didn’t need to. Not tonight. Not yet. She’d already opened her legs for Kendall with that last message.

Kendall’s fingers hovered over the screen. Her pulse thudded softly in her throat, not from nerves—she wasn’t nervous—but from the tension. The build-up. From knowing what it felt like to have Robert own her... and knowing she was doing the same thing to Susan now, one text at a time.

She typed slowly, carefully, and intimate.

Kendall [10:55 PM] You can ask for more. For anything you want. And please … let me see you.

She didn’t need to say how. Didn’t need to tell Susan what to do. She just let the words sit there.

Waited.

And the reply didn’t come fast.

No three dots.

Just stillness.

Then finally, Read.

Then, Typing ...

Nothing.

Typing … again.

And then: Susan [10:59 PM] I’ve never done this before.

Kendall inhaled sharply through her nose.

Another message popped up.

But I don’t want to stop talking to you.

Beat.

I’m in bed. Lights off. Just me.

A longer pause.

And then, Tell me what you’d want to see. If I was feeling brave.

Kendall felt the twist low in her stomach, sweet and deep and tight. She stared at the screen, heart thrumming low and steady, like her body already knew Susan’s next move before Susan did. She could picture her clearly now—alone in bed, curled up under the covers, phone glowing in her hand like it held a secret too big to say out loud.

Susan wasn’t being coy. She wasn’t saying no.

She was asking to be told. She was saying please.

So Kendall gave her something soft to step into. Something warm. Safe. Danger in disguise.

She typed:

Kendall [11:01 PM] Maybe just a little. Maybe just show me what you’re wearing.

Send.

She set the phone down for a second. Let the tension stretch. Let Susan feel it.

She leaned against the vanity, lips parted, already imagining the picture before it arrived. What Susan thought she looked like. What she wanted Kendall to see.

Then …

Buzz.

Message incoming.

Susan [11:04 PM] Just a tank top. And little pajama shorts I got at Target like five years ago lol. I look like a mom.

Pause.

Then another: But I’ll show you.

Kendall’s breath caught, and the image came through. Not porn. Not even close. But something real.

Low light. Susan’s legs curled up, one knee bent. Blanket pushed down. Tank top rumpled across her chest, neckline scooped just enough to hint at bare skin underneath. Her thighs soft, pale, pressed close. The fabric of her sleep shorts taut across her hips.

No face. No caption. Just Susan.

And it was so much hotter than seeing her naked.

Kendall smiled.

Susan had no idea how far gone she already was.

Kendall let her fingers drift across the screen, not rushing, just … savoring. She stared at the photo—Susan’s thighs pressed together under those cheap little pajama shorts, tank top loose across her chest, shadows hiding everything but hinting at everything.

She wanted to kiss those knees apart. She wanted to show her phone to Robert and whisper in his ear, “Look at her. She’s already halfway mine.”

But instead, she just typed:

Kendall [11:06 PM] We’re both moms. And you’re lovely.

Pause.

Then the invitation, slow and soft and clear: So now … Tell me what I can do for you. What do you want to see?

A beat.

Then … I’ve already told you I’m not shy.

Send.

Kendall sat down on the edge of the tub, one leg folded under her, the other stretched out. She ran her fingers idly across her thigh, heart ticking higher now, her pussy wet—not from lust, but from the game.

Because this was the moment where Susan either pulled back …

… or opened her mouth and said “Please.”

Read. Then … silence.

Kendall didn’t mind. She knew that kind of pause.

Susan was thinking. Touching herself, maybe.

And then …

Susan [11:09 PM] This is crazy. I don’t even know what I’m doing. But I want to keep going.

Another message blinked in before Kendall could even react.

You asked what I want to see. I want to see what you look like when you want someone. Not posing. Just … wanting.

No emoji. No giggle to soften it. Just naked honesty.

God. That wasn’t playful. That was raw.

And underneath it, Kendall could almost hear Susan breathing. Almost feel the heat on her thighs. She knew exactly where Susan’s hand was. And she knew what to do next.

It didn’t matter that Daniel was downstairs. Or that her daughter was asleep.

Because Susan had asked.

And Kendall felt it everywhere.

She let the phone rest on the counter while she shifted back onto the bathroom floor, her cotton shorts already riding up over her thighs. She pulled them down slowly—no show, no camera—just for herself. Just to feel.

She dipped her fingers between her legs and moaned, quietly, like Susan was already listening. Like she was watching.

Then she picked up her phone and typed—one message, then another.

Kendall [11:13 PM] Okay, babe. No posing. Just this.

I’m on the bathroom floor right now. Back against the cabinet. No shorts. No panties. You asked what I look like when I want someone? My thighs are wet. My fingers are shaking. And I haven’t stopped thinking about that kiss.

You tasted like wine and lip gloss and something I shouldn’t want so much. But I do. I want you to touch me. I want to touch you. And if you were here, I’d be on my knees for you.

Do you want to see me like that?

And then she hit send.

And waited.

Hand still between her legs.

Eyes on the screen.

Because if Susan said yes?

She’d give her everything.

Kendall stared at her screen, heart drumming slow and thick in her chest. Her thighs were slick with her own words, her fingers still resting between them, barely moving now. Waiting.

And then … Buzz. The reply lit up the screen in the dark.

Susan [11:17 PM] Kendall … I’ve never had anyone say anything like that to me.

A pause.

Another buzz.

I’ve never even imagined a woman wanting me like that.

Kendall swallowed. Hard.

Another message arrived almost instantly.

But I want you to. I want to see you on your knees. I want to see everything. Please show me.

No emojis. No lol. Nothing playful.

Just: Please show me.

And Kendall could almost hear her voice saying it. Soft. And unsteady. So ready.

She let out a slow breath—one she hadn’t realized she was holding—and pushed her fingers back between her legs. Slippery. Hot. She tilted her hips forward, knees bent, her back sliding a little against the cabinet, her body already throbbing from how long she’d been holding back.

She opened the camera.

No filters. No angles. No rehearsals.

She was flushed, tank pushed up under her arms, her tits heaving with every breath. Her legs were parted wide, cotton shorts pushed to one side, the soft mess of her cunt glistening in the low light.

She held the phone in one hand, the other buried between her thighs.

Not smiling.

Just wanting.

She hit record.

Only a few seconds. Just enough.

She slid two fingers inside herself slowly. Let out a breathy, unguarded moan as she tilted her head back, mouth falling open. Her hips lifted slightly off the floor. Not for show. Because she couldn’t help it.

Then she stopped. Sent it. No caption. Let the images speak for her.

But she followed it a second later with one more message:

Kendall [11:21 PM] This is what you do to me. Tell me what you're doing right now.

Kendall was still catching her breath when her phone buzzed again.

Her video had been sent thirty seconds ago—no way Susan had watched it just once. She felt her watching it, wide-eyed, one hand pressed to her mouth, the other sliding down ...

Then the message arrived.

Susan [11:25 PM] Oh my god, Kendall. I’ve never been this wet in my life.

A pause. Then another buzz.

I’m in bed, shorts off. I was already touching myself when your video came through. Now I can’t stop. I want your fingers instead of mine.

A breath later: Please don’t stop.

Then, almost shyly … Can I show you?

Kendall’s breath caught.

The PTA president. In bed. Naked. Blushing. Begging.

Kendall’s cunt was still throbbing from what she just sent. She wasn’t a mother right now. Certainly not a wife. Not the PTA vice president. Not even Robert’s obedient little slut. All she was, was Kendall—wet, exposed, and hungry.

Her chest rose and fell with a breathless, heady thrill. Susan had just begged for it.

Please don’t stop.

Can I show you?

Kendall didn't even think. She didn’t need to.

She felt the moment crack wide open and filled it with herself. She brought the phone close, still hearing Susan’s words in her head. Her thighs were parted. Her fingers glistened. She was panting now.

She typed with her free hand, slow and sure.

Kendall [11:27 PM] Yes. God, yes. I want to see you. I want to see how wet you are. I want to see your hand between your legs and know it's because of me.

Show me everything.

She hit send.

Then dropped her head back against the cabinet, legs still open, two fingers sliding inside her again, moaning out loud now—not caring if Daniel might hear from downstairs.

Kendall watched the “Read” mark sit under her last message for a long time. Her thumb hovered near the screen, but she didn’t touch it.

She waited.

She stayed spread on the floor, breath shallow, body trembling just the way Susan’s must’ve been.

And then …

Susan [11:31 PM] Give me a minute. I need to catch my breath.

Kendall’s lips curled.

Then … I’ve never done this before. I don’t even know if I can look at myself the way you look at me.

Another beat.

But I want you to see me. I want to be seen.

Kendall exhaled hard through her nose, her cunt tightening at those words.

Then one last line came through. I’m going to take the photo now. Don’t stop touching yourself.

The bathroom floor had gone cold beneath her, but Kendall didn’t care. She waited patiently.

Not because she was patient—but because she knew what was coming from Susan would be worth it.

Because Susan asked for this.

Because Susan begged.

Kendall sat still, legs spread, cunt soaked, fingers slow and deep and curling just enough to keep her on edge, the other hand holding the phone loosely against her thigh.

She didn’t send anything. Didn’t type. Just waited. Her tank top bunched above her tits, her nipples rock hard, her thighs trembling in response to that delicate, delicious rhythm her fingers are dancing to.

I’m going to take the photo now. Don’t stop touching yourself.

She let her fingers drag out, slow and wet, then circle back in, keeping her breath shallow, her hips just barely moving. Just enough friction to make her bite her lip and moan low in her throat—quiet, but raw.

She pictured Susan in her own bed, her tank top askew, breasts flushed and soft, pajama shorts discarded at the foot of the mattress. Legs bent. Phone held out. Hair mussed. Hand between her legs.

And then, the phone buzzed.

A message.

No words.

Just a photo.

Kendall closed her eyes, counted under her breath, hips still shifting faintly against her hand.

One. Two. Three.

Her breath hitched. Her fingers stilled—hovered, slick and trembling.

Four. Five.

She could open it now.

But she didn’t.

Six. Seven. Eight.

Her fingers stilled—hovered, slick and trembling.

Nine. Ten.

She opened her eyes. Reached for the phone. Swiped the lock screen away.

Tapped the message, and the image bloomed to full size.

And for a second—just one perfect, heavy heartbeat—she forgot how to breathe.

Because Susan hadn’t tried to be sexy for her.

She hadn’t tried to pose. Hadn’t tried to hide.

She’d just … shown herself.

Her tank top was yanked up under her arms, the neckline twisted and tugged aside to reveal one flushed breast, soft and full and quivering in the low light. Her other arm—outstretched—held the phone overhead, just off-center. Hair fanned across the pillow. Lips parted.

And her legs … God, her fucking legs. Bent. Spread. The covers pushed down around her thighs like they’d been kicked off in a hurry. The pale curve of her hips glowing against the dark, and between them—

Kendall’s breath caught again.

Susan’s hand was between her legs.

Not teasing. Inside. Two fingers deep, the rest of her glistening—open, raw, and soaking.

Her stomach was tense, the muscles drawn tight like she’d just finished moaning and hadn’t come down yet. Kendall could see the shine of her juices across her knuckles, the wet smear on the inside of her thigh.

And Susan’s face … Eyes closed. Brow furrowed. Mouth slack and ruined.

She wasn’t showing off.

She was just feeling it.

Kendall felt it too. Her own cunt clenched around her fingers as if to echo it—mirror it—like her body wanted to sync with Susan’s.

She let out a low, broken sound, hips jerking once, legs trembling.

She didn’t come. Not yet.

She wanted to respond. To say something.

But she couldn’t type with only one hand.

And she couldn’t stop touching herself.

Her hand moved before she even knew she’d decided.

She angled the shot low—her bare thighs spread wide, the tank top pushed up, tits flushed, heaving. Her fingers slick between her legs, gliding in and out with a wet, obscene sound that was louder now in the quiet.

Her other hand held the phone steady.

Her breath was already ragged.

She hit record.

She didn’t pose. Didn’t speak. She let the sound of her breath do all the work—shaky, shallow, needy.

And when the first tremor hit her thighs, she didn’t fight it.

She let her hips buck. Let the moan rip out of her, low and hot and real—the kind of sound that came from deep, from nowhere.

Her body tensed, her stomach clenched, her fingers curled inside her—and she came.

Hard.

With a choked cry and a shudder that left her twitching on the bathroom floor, cunt dripping, lips parted, utterly undone.

She let the video roll until the worst of it passed.

Until her legs went soft and her hand fell away from between them.

Then she stopped it.

No editing.

No second take.

Just the truth.

And she sent it.

No caption.

Only after it was delivered did she send one more message:

Kendall [11:39 PM] I want to hear you next.

Kendall was still sprawled on the bathroom floor, chest rising and falling, pussy pulsing faintly with the aftershocks when her phone lit up again.

Message incoming.

Susan [11:44 PM] I just watched it three times.

Kendall let out a soft, satisfied exhale.

Then another message arrived.

I’ve never been so turned on in my life. You were so beautiful. So real.

Pause.

Then …

I wish I could crawl into your lap right now. I want to feel what your skin tastes like. I want your fingers in my mouth.

Kendall felt that one land low in her belly.

Another buzz.

I don’t know if I can send a video. I’m scared.

And then, But I want you to hear what you’ve done to me.

Kendall sat up straighter.

She watched the screen.

And then it came.

An audio message. No preview. Just a gray waveform.

Waiting.

The second Kendall tapped the waveform, the room shifted.

Everything went quiet.

Then—soft static. Breath. A rustle of sheets. A shallow inhale.

And then Susan’s voice, whispering like she was afraid of being heard … but couldn’t not say it.

“Kendall …”

That one word already soaked in heat.

Her breathing quickened.

Not performative. Real.

She could hear the flutter in her chest, the rasp in her throat.

Then the softest moan—choked back, like Susan had tried to stay quiet and failed.

And then—barely audible: “I’m touching myself again.”

Kendall’s heart kicked. Her hand moved without thinking, fingertips brushing through the mess she’d already made of herself, her clit already swollen and tender—but throbbing again, alive again, listening.

Then Susan gasped—short, high, raw.

And Kendall felt the moment Susan came.

A stuttered breath. A helpless sound. Her voice cracking.

And then a word, broken in half: “F-fuck …”

Then silence.

A soft exhale. The quiet hum of shame and release tangled together in the dark.

Then the clip ended.

Kendall stared at the screen. Open. Wet. Drenched in her. And still needing more.

She sat there on the bathroom floor, her breath slowing, her fingers still sticky, thighs aching, chest flushed, her cunt leaking and swollen and still wanting something. Because somehow—somehow—it hadn’t been enough.

She needed one more.

Not for Susan.

Not even for Robert.

Just for her.

She reached into the cabinet drawer beside her—quiet, sure—and pulled out the sleek black vibrator she kept tucked under a stack of washcloths. It wasn’t fancy. Just fast and quiet and ruthless. She didn’t need bells and whistles.

She just needed to come so hard she forgot her name.

Kendall lay back on the tile, legs spread, tank top bunched around her ribs, her phone buzzing again—but she didn’t check it.

Her fingers moved with muscle memory now—parting her lips, pressing the tip of the toy against her clit. Still slick. Still raw. And when the low buzz filled the air, she moaned.

Not loud.

Not on purpose.

Just a soft, filthy, fuck yes sound.

The toy circled slow—then faster—and her hips lifted off the floor. She could feel the slick mess of her arousal everywhere, could hear the way her skin met tile. The vibrator pressed harder, the throb sinking straight into her gut, curling tight around the coil inside her that hadn’t fully snapped yet.

She thought of Susan’s legs spread in that photo.

She thought of her voice in the audio.

She thought of Robert watching the video she just sent and jerking off in some dimly lit room without her.

And Kendall came.

One hand flew up to cover her mouth, but it didn’t help—her moan broke out around her fingers anyway. High, gasping, desperate. Her thighs shook. Her toes curled. Her whole body locked up and then broke, her cunt fluttering in time with the pulse of the toy until it was too much.

She twitched.

And then she gasped.

And then …

“Babe?”

Her eyes flew open.

No.

No fucking way.

She scrambled upright, smacked the vibrator off, rolled onto her side, heart pounding like a fucking war drum.

The bathroom door creaked open.

“Everything okay?” Daniel’s voice. Muffled. Tired. His silhouette in the dark hallway—still in jeans, a beer bottle in his hand.

Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck.

Kendall cleared her throat. “Yeah,” she called, voice hoarse. “I—I just dropped something.”

He stepped in another inch. “Thought I heard you … say something.”

Kendall grabbed a towel—wiped between her legs fast, no finesse, her thighs still trembling from the orgasm that hadn’t fully stopped. “I was singing,” she said, trying to laugh. “I had music playing on my phone. I’m just winding down.”

Daniel didn’t look convinced, but he didn’t push.

Still, his eyes wandered. Down her bare thighs. Her flushed chest. The towel in her lap.

She met his gaze. And smiled. “Did you need something?”

He scratched his jaw. “Just … wondering if you were coming to bed soon.”

She stood slowly. Tugged her tank top down. Let it cling to her sticky skin. “In a minute.”

His eyes didn’t move.

She walked to him—soft steps on the tile—until she stood right in front of him. Then she reached down, palmed the front of his jeans. Just a brush. Just enough.

“Go get in bed,” she whispered. “I’ll be there soon.”

His cock stirred under her touch—of course it did. He didn’t know why she was still soaked. Or who had already made her come twice.

And she didn’t tell him.

She just smiled again.

Kissed his cheek.

And watched him walk away.

Because sometimes being a good wife meant knowing when to lie.

And sometimes, it meant sucking the bastard’s cock.

She watched Daniel shuffle back toward the bedroom, bottle in hand, scratching the back of his neck like he already half-regretted coming upstairs.

He hadn’t pressed. But he would. He wasn’t stupid. He’d heard her. And she wasn’t ready to lie too well.

So, Kendall pivoted.

She waited until the bathroom door clicked shut behind her again. She cleaned up fast—cool washcloth between her legs, a quick wipe at her neck and tits, just enough to hide the worst of the mess without erasing the glow.

Then she slipped into her drawer and pulled out one of the school uniforms she wore for him. And for Robert, occasionally.

White cotton panties.

Little pleated skirt.

Soft pink crop top with the fake school crest over her left tit.

She didn’t even like it.

But Daniel did.

And right now? She needed him distracted.

Kendall brushed her hair into pigtails without looking in the mirror—just muscle memory and mischief. She didn’t need to be perfect. She needed to be cute. Sweet. Stupid, even.

A girl who moans in the bathroom because she’s lonely.

A girl who climbs into her husband’s lap just to make him smile.

Not the girl who sent another woman a video of herself coming only ten minutes ago.

Not the girl whose thighs were still damp.

Not the girl who was going to groom Susan for Robert.

Kendall opened the door and slipped into the bedroom barefoot, her skirt swishing, her breath steady.

Daniel looked up—already under the covers, half-scrolling through his phone—and then he saw her.

His eyes paused. Flicked up. Then down. And then he smiled. “Jesus, babe …”

She didn’t speak. Just stood in the doorway, shifting her weight from foot to foot like she was nervous. Like she was shy. Like she hadn’t just fingered herself raw in the bathroom while listening to another mom moan into a phone.

He set his phone down. A major victory. “Didn’t expect that tonight.”

She tilted her head. Twisted one pigtail between her fingers. “You said you wanted me to wear it more.”

“Fuck.” He sat up straighter, eyes locked on her thighs. “Come here.”

She obeyed with a little bounce, climbing up onto the bed like a good girl. Straddled his lap. Pressed her hands to his chest.

Daniel groaned. “God, this skirt …”

She wiggled her hips. Didn’t answer. Just reached between them, tugged his boxers down, and let his half-hard cock fall against her thigh.

She didn’t need him to ask questions.

She needed him to think he had all the answers.

So, she smiled. All lip-glossed innocence. And whispered, “I missed you, Daddy.”

And that was that.

He growled—an actual fucking growl—and grabbed her hips, grinding her down against him.

She made the right noises. Bit her lip. Moaned into his neck. Let him tug the panties to the side and push into her.

It wasn’t deep. Wasn’t slow. Wasn’t Robert.

But she moaned and clenched around him like it was.

She rode him easy, head tilted back, fingers tangled in her pigtails like she knew the way he liked to see her—open, empty-headed, eager.

He didn’t ask what happened in the bathroom.

Didn’t care why her pussy was already so slick.

Didn’t notice the faint trace of pink lip gloss still smeared on her chin.

He just groaned. Pulled her down harder.

“God, baby,” he whispered, hips jerking. “You’re so fucking wet.”

She moaned. “Just for you.”

Lie.

But she said it like she meant it. And that was the trick.

And when he came—messy, fast, loud—she kissed his cheek, cleaned him up, and curled into his side like the perfect little wife.

And when he fell asleep, Kendall reached for her phone and saw Susan had messaged her again.

Susan [12:04 AM] Still thinking about you.

Kendall swallowed. Her pulse kicked, low and hot. She bit her lip and shifted slightly, just enough to slide Daniel’s hand off her waist. He didn’t stir.

Still thinking about you.

She didn’t reply right away. Just stared at the message while Daniel’s breath tickled the back of her neck.

She glanced down at herself—tank top rumpled, skirt pushed up, panties twisted.

She was a mess. Fucked and used.

Full of someone who didn’t even see her.

Susan saw her. Susan saw everything. Almost everything.

Kendall shifted again, pressing her thighs together like it might help, like it might hide the heat that was already building again.

God, what was wrong with her?

Daniel was already fast asleep and snoring, his chest rising and falling against her back like nothing had happened. Like she hadn’t just climbed into his lap in a schoolgirl outfit and ridden him until he groaned into her neck and called her his good little girl.

Like his cum wasn’t still dripping out of her.

Kendall stared at her phone.

She hadn’t come. Not for Daniel. Not even anywhere close.

She’d clenched around his cock the way he liked, whimpered when he said her name, made all the right noises when he emptied inside her like she was some sweet, obedient housewife just plain desperate to please her man.

And now, she was sore. Sticky. Her panties—still pulled to the side—clung to her inner thigh, damp and uncomfortably warm. She could feel it. The leak. That slow trickle of him sliding out of her in tired, lazy drips.

She reached for the nightstand, tugged her phone cord loose, and brought the screen closer and thumbed in a new message.

Kendall [12:36 AM]. Sorry, hun. Daniel caught me. I had to let him fuck me. I needed him to stop asking questions. I didn’t come with him. Obv. I’m still wet.

Read.

No reply.

She pictured Susan in bed again—legs bare, phone held tight in both hands like it might fall. Face flushed. Eyes wide.

Kendall slid one hand under the waistband of her panties. Daniel didn’t move.

She was still full. Still soaked.

She typed again:

Kendall [12:38 AM]. I’m lying here with his cum leaking out of me. But it’s you I’m thinking about. It’s you I wish was between my legs right now.

Send.

This time the reply came fast.

Susan [12:39 AM] I wish I could taste you. Even like that. I want to kiss your thighs and lick you clean. Would that be okay?

Kendall could have laughed. She could have come again. How pleased would Robert be?

She let her fingers trail through the mess between her legs—slow, careful, not to wake Daniel. She wasn’t touching herself. Not really.

She was just feeling. Feeling how full she still was. Feeling how wet Susan made her.

She typed with the other hand, thumb trembling.

Kendall [12:41 AM]. You have no idea what that just did to me. I wish you were here. I wish you could crawl under these sheets right now, between my thighs, and show me what a good girl you can be.

Read.

The three dots blinked. Paused. Then …

Susan [12:43 AM] I’d be so good for you. I’d lick you clean until you begged. I wouldn’t stop until you told me to. And even then … I might not.

Kendall’s cunt fluttered. She clenched around nothing. Her fingers moved. Not stroking. Just pressing. Just there.

Her whole body tensed—heat blooming under her skin, that hungry, high-wire ache sparking again, even with Daniel’s arm still touching hers.

And that was the sickest part.

The hottest part.

That she was lying in bed beside her husband, full of his cum, texting another woman while she pressed her fingers to her soaked little cunt under the covers and barely breathed.

This wasn’t cheating. This was changing. And Kendall wasn’t sorry.

She typed, slow.

Kendall [12:44 AM]. Good girls get rewarded. And you’ve been so good to me. So here’s your reward. But just one. And only for you.

She sat up slowly—quiet, careful, pulling her panties back into place, ignoring the stickiness, the wet cling of cotton between her thighs. She didn’t wipe it away. She didn’t need to.

She wanted Susan to see it. Not literally. But feel it.

Kendall flipped her front camera. Checked the lighting—dim and soft from the nightstand lamp. Her eyes were glossy. Mascara faintly smudged. Her cheeks flushed. Her bottom lip full and bitten pink.

She didn’t pose.

She just looked into the camera and let herself feel everything at once: Daniel’s cum leaking out of her, Susan’s messages still glowing on the screen, her fingers damp from where she’d pressed them between her legs and thought about Susan trying to take Robert’s cock.

She snapped the photo.

Just her face. Hair mussed. Eyes wide. Lips parted. That faint, fucked-out daze still heavy in her stare.

And sent it.

No filter.

No edit.

Just one more message:

Kendall [12:14 AM] This is what I look like when I’m thinking about you.

And then she rolled onto her side, eyes still on the screen, her thighs still sticky, her pulse finally slowing.
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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, 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.
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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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