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

Blacked PTA hotwife Kendall has been taught to kneel, heel, and submit. Now, she's learning new tricks.
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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—Strapped

Blacked PTA hotwife Kendall has been taught to kneel, heel, and submit. Now, she's learning new tricks.

Because Robert, the big Black bull who's torn her suburban life apart, wants more than just another obedient white girl. He wants Kendall transformed.

So, when he rewards her for her work grooming Susan with a harness and a strap-on, it isn’t a gift. It’s a test.

A third continuation of PTA Mother, Strapped (8,500 words) is a filthy domination fantasy with deep psychological power play, cock worship, self-fucking, and mouth training, and planning for what’s coming next. The blowjob is long. The degradation is real. And Susan has no idea what coming for her.

Molly Pike

July 2025


Strapped

The door clicked shut behind Daniel.

He didn’t kiss her goodbye. Just took his travel mug and keys, said something about needing to swing by the bank, and left. Emmy had already left to go to the school bus stop, teeth brushed, and backpack zipped tight, the goodbye kiss on the forehead automatic.

Now it was quiet. The kind of silence Kendall used to savor. Now it only meant one thing.

She locked the front door, drew the blinds, and peeled her robe from her shoulders like it was shedding someone else’s skin. She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t glance at herself in the hallway mirror.

She walked into the kitchen completely naked.

The tile was cold under her feet, but her body was not.

Her skin hummed. Her nipples were tight. And between her thighs, she was already sore again. Still tender from the day before, from the way Robert had bent her over her own bed and made her say things she didn’t know she knew.

She leaned against the counter, palms flat. Closed her eyes.

And thought of Susan.

Not Robert. Not first.

Susan.

That voice, breathless in her ear over the speaker. The way she’d said “I want to be seen.” The photo. Her fingers deep. Her legs open. Her thighs slick.

Kendall had made her come. Just by being herself.

The power of that lingered.

It had buzzed under Kendall’s skin all night. Even when she’d showered and wiped herself raw. Even when she’d woken up beside her sleeping husband

She knew Robert would be pleased.

She’d done exactly what he asked her to do, and more. She’d opened Susan. Gently. Slowly.
Like pulling petals apart with her teeth.

Kendall’s nipples were stiff, begging for friction. Her thighs pressed and that ache was already there, yet again, blooming between her legs like something that never really went away anymore. Just dulled until it was touched. Touched or triggered.

She stood there—hands braced on the counter, spine curved ever so slightly, hips pushed back like her body already remembered where Robert liked her. Like she wanted to be fucked again.

She picked up her phone.

It was on silent, just in case.

She unlocked it. Scrolled slowly.

And then she found it.

The photograph of Susan.

Sent just after eleven, when Kendall had coaxed her to “be brave.”

The blanket kicked down around her hips. Tank top twisted and pushed aside. One breast flushed and exposed. Her other hand between her legs—fingers deep, glistening, knuckles shiny with slick.

She’d tried not to show her face, but she’d failed. And Kendall could see it all. The furrow in Susan’s brow. The open mouth. The desperation she hadn’t meant to reveal.

Kendall bit her lip and touched herself without thinking. One hand holding the phone. The other sliding down, parting lips still sticky from the night before. She was already wet. Already needing it.

She wasn’t going to come. Not without Robert’s permission. But she could get close.

She could whisper Susan’s name under her breath and press her palm to her clit just hard enough to feel it throb.

She imagined Robert watching her do it.

She imagined Susan watching too.

A knock at the door snapped her upright. Three heavy, deliberate raps. Kendall knew that knock.

She didn’t cover herself. She smiled. And padded barefoot to the front door, cunt wet between her thighs, Susan’s photo still glowing in her hand.

And when she opened the door, she didn’t say a word. Just let Robert walk in like he owned the place.

“I could use a coffee and some breakfast,” Robert said, brushing past her without so much as a glance.

Kendall swallowed the heat rising in her throat.

He turned toward the living room, glancing at the TV remote on the coffee table. “I’ll be in my spot. Catching up with the news.”

His spot.

Her husband’s spot.

The indentation in the right cushion of the sofa where Daniel sat every night with a beer in hand and a sports podcast droning on in the background. Robert didn’t even hesitate.

He sank into it, legs wide, head tilted back slightly like he was already relaxing.

Kendall stood in the entryway, still naked, holding her phone and dripping.

She’d hoped he’d take her the second he walked in.

But this was better in the weirdest way. It made her pulse harder. Made her legs clench with the humiliation of being seen and ignored. Of being a naked, obedient woman waiting to be useful.

She turned back toward the kitchen. She didn’t ask how he took his coffee. She already knew.

Black.

No sugar.

No cream.

She also knew exactly what he wanted for breakfast.

The mug felt too small in her hand.

Her fingers curled around the handle like it might slip, even though she knew it wouldn’t. Her other hand hovered near the coffee pot, trembling just enough to remind her she hadn’t eaten.

Or maybe it wasn’t hunger.

Maybe it was the fact that Robert hadn’t even looked at her yet.

She poured slowly. Carefully.

She didn’t want to spill.

Didn’t want to drip on the floor and leave a mess she’d have to clean up later—on her knees, probably, under his gaze. He’d done that once already. Made her crawl for a towel. She’d been so wet she could barely keep her legs together.

Her thighs were just as slick now.

The coffee was done. She added nothing. He didn’t take anything.

She picked a plate from the cabinet.

Toast. Two fried eggs she could make with her hands while her mind kept spinning.

And it was spinning.

Because she’d made Susan come. With words. With a kiss. With a fucking video. She’d guided that sweet PTA president from blushing across a wine bar to whimpering into her own wrist in the dark, legs spread, fingers buried, moaning Kendall’s name.

And while it had been fun. Fucking hot, if she was telling the truth. Kendall had done it for him. For Robert.

She wanted him to see that. To tell her she was useful. That she was a good girl.

But now that it was real—now that Susan had sent the photo and the voice message, now that Susan was Kendall’s for the taking—something inside her twisted, hard.

Was Robert going to use Susan the same he used her?

Was he going to fuck her while Kendall watched?

Was he going to have the two of them play together while he watched?

Her cunt clenched at the thought, traitorous and soaked.

She plated the toast and egg, wiped the edge of the dish clean with a napkin, then turned and walked to the living room.

Kendall didn’t bother with a tray. Just the mug and the plate in her hands. Her skin still bare, nipples still tight, the ghost of Susan’s moan still echoing in her mind.

He was on the couch. Legs spread. TV on. News anchors muttering about things that didn’t matter.

She approached quietly.

Lowered to her knees beside him.

Set the mug on the table with a soft clink.

Then the plate.

Then her hands slid onto her thighs.

Palms down.

Back straight.

Eyes on the floor.

She didn’t say a word.

Because this was her place now.

And if he wanted to fuck Susan?

She’d swallow that too.

He gave her a single nod as she lowered the plate.

That was it.

No smile. No comment. Not even a glance at her naked skin. Just that slight tilt of his chin.

And then he picked up the fork. Turned back to the TV. And began to eat. Slowly. Methodically. As if Kendall wasn’t even there.

As if she were just another fixture in the room—like the rug under her knees or the mug on the table. Not a woman. Not a wife. Not a mother. Just his.

Kendall stayed still. Her palms flattened on her thighs. Her spine upright. Her breathing slow. Her body—burning.

The floor was cold against her knees, but her skin was flushed. Her nipples still stiff, pink and swollen in the morning air. Her thighs trembled slightly—not from fatigue, but from the pressure between them. From the sticky heat that had been there since she poured his coffee.

She thought of Susan again. Of her voice in the speaker. That soft, breathy whimper. That desperate “please show me.”

Her cunt pulsed.

Robert didn’t look down. Just chewed. Swallowed. Cut another bite of egg.

The TV murmured about some foreign policy crisis. The anchor’s voice blurred in her ears, white noise behind the racing thoughts in her head.

He hasn’t asked about Susan. He hasn’t said anything about her at all. Does that mean he doesn’t care? Is he going to make me beg to tell him?

The thought made her thighs squeeze tighter.

She said nothing.

She didn’t shift. Didn’t fidget. Just waited.

Like a very good girl.

Like a broken wife who knew her place.

He finished the last bite of toast. No rush. Every chew deliberate. Every swallow a reminder that he dictated the pace—not her need, not her body, not her waiting.

He drained the last of the coffee. Set the mug down with a soft clink.

Then finally—finally—his eyes flicked down to her.

Not long. Just a glance. But it burned.

Then he spoke, low and even: “Clear this away. And hurry back.”

That was all.

No “thank you.” No hand in her hair. No praise for her obedience.

Just a simple task and a clock she wasn’t allowed to see.

Kendall rose without a word. Her knees ached, but she didn’t complain. She didn’t rub them. She didn’t do anything but gather the empty plate and mug and walk—naked—back into the kitchen.

Her thighs were damp. Sticky. The kind of slick that made her want to cross her legs too tight or fall to the floor and grind her hips against the tile like a fucking dog.

She didn’t. She rinsed the plate. Set it in the dishwasher. Wiped the surface down. And then turned. Heart thudding. Breath shallow. Cunt soaking wet. And hurried back to her place on the floor.

He didn’t look down. Not at first. He let the news cycle through one more segment. Let her sit. Let her burn.

Then he reached out to her. His fingers slid into her hair. He combed through it once. Then again, slower. And then he gently guided her head down until her cheek rested against the thick muscle of his thigh.

That was her place now.

Kendall’s breath was shallow. Her skin tingled. Her nipples grazed the side of the sofa cushion.

“So… tell me about Susan.” Like he was asking about the fucking weather.

Her heart slammed in her chest.

The photo. The audio. The soft, messy wetness in Susan’s voice when she said Kendall’s name.

She exhaled slowly. Tried not to smile. Tried not to moan.

“It went well,” she said. “With a little help from a couple of creeps, I got her to kiss me.” She grinned. “I made her fucking kiss me. I told her to do it, and she did.”

Rober didn’t speak. So, she kept going. “She said she hasn’t felt anything like that in a long time. That her husband hasn’t touched her in months. That he’s never there. She told me she finds you attractive.”

A pause.

“She said she’s never been with a Black man before.”

His fingers curled, just a little, in her hair. “She said, before?”

“Oh, you picked up on that?” Kendall’s thighs pressed tighter. Her cunt throbbed.

“She texted me that night,” she continued. “And I kept her talking. Sent her pictures. Told her what I was doing …”

She shifted, her cheek pressing firmer against his thigh. “She sent a picture back. Then another. Then an audio clip of herself … touching. Moaning. Saying my name.”

Kendall looked up at him. Eyes wide. “Would you like to see?”

He shook his head and Kendall’s stomach flipped. She lowered her eyes as he stroked her hair, her breath catching as his fingers traced the curve of her skull—possessive and slow. “I know what Susan looks like,” he said.

She nodded. Of course, he did. Of course, he didn’t need photos or clips.

He stroked her hair once more, then circled the edge of her ear with one fingertip—so gentle it almost made her whimper. “But you’ve done very well.”

Her breath caught. Praise. Real praise.

“You’ve been a good girl.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. Her nipples tightened. The space between her thighs throbbed—not just because he was playing with her ear, but because of what he might do next.

She didn’t speak.

Then he murmured, almost lazily, “Perhaps I should give you some kind of reward?”

Her spine straightened involuntarily. Her hands flexed in place on her thighs.

Because yes.

Yes, she needed it.

She needed him.

But she knew better than to say that out loud.

So, she whispered: “If you think I deserve it.”

And waited.

Wet.

Open.

Ready to be used, however he pleased.

He looked down at her. Still stroking her hair. Still playing with the curve of her ear like she was a toy he might take off the shelf or tuck away, depending on his mood.

And for a moment, she thought he was going to unbuckle his belt. Thought he’d drag her onto his lap or make her crawl under the table and open her mouth like a good little cocksleeve.

She was ready. God, she was so fucking ready.

But instead, he grinned. “You know,” he said, tapping her jaw lightly with two fingers, “I think we need to go to a certain kind of store.”

She blinked. Looked up. Still on her knees, skin flushed, mouth parted.

“Can you guess why?”

She tried to think. Sex toys? Lingerie? Condoms?

She shook her head, confused and more aroused than she wanted to admit. “No, sir.”

His grin widened. “Good. I like it better when you don’t try to guess.”

He sat back, spreading his thighs wider, cock still heavy and untouched behind his zipper.

Then he said, “Go get dressed.”

She swallowed.

He didn’t move. Didn’t give her a timeframe. Didn’t tell her what kind of store they were going to. Just gave her the next command. “Wear something just a little slutty. Enough that you’ll fit in.”

Kendall’s stomach dropped. Then fluttered. Then tightened.

Because she had no idea what that meant.

But she wanted to find out.

Her knees creaked as she rose. The ache was starting to feel familiar now. Comfortable.

Deserved.

She padded silently up the stairs, her skin still glowing from the praise he’d given her, her nipples still impossibly tight. She wasn’t sure which was worse—the heat between her legs or the ache in her chest from not knowing what the fuck he meant by “a certain kind of store.”

She reached the top step and turned into the bedroom, already scanning the closet before she flipped the light on.

Just a little slutty.

She repeated it to herself like a prayer.

Like a warning.

Her hand hovered near the dresses—cocktail, PTA-chic, everything beige and practical and boring. None of it would do. Not for him. Not for this.

She shifted to the far corner, to the drawer she hadn’t opened in years.

The one she used to call her Vegas stash. She pulled it open slowly. Nylon. Lycra. Hints of sparkle. Things she’d once worn in another life, before the kid, before the mortgage, before she became the kind of woman who scheduled intimacy on a shared calendar.

And there they were. Her old booty shorts. Cut-off faded denim. Fraying everywhere. Cut high enough that the pockets peeked out from beneath the hem—and her ass, when she bent even slightly, was basically asking for it.

She held them up. Exhaled slowly. And then she stepped into them.

They were tighter than she remembered. Or maybe she was fuller. Rounder.

She pulled them up her thighs, over her bare cunt—no panties—and sucked in a breath to zip them.

The seam pressed high and snug between her lips, and she felt it. Every step would remind her. Every movement would spread her just a little more.

She found a tank top next. Soft. Pale. Ribbed. No bra.

It clung to her nipples at once.

She grabbed a denim jacket on impulse. Something to throw on. Something to pretend she was covered.

And then she looked at herself in the mirror. Hair still messy from his fingers. Lips parted.

Cheeks flushed.

Ass out.

Cunt wet.

Respectable suburban mother? Not anymore.

Because Jesus fucking Christ, she looked obscene. And she looked good.

The tank top looked like it had been painted on. The cut-offs clung to her ass like a promise. Rode up between her cheeks, high and shameless. She shifted her hips slightly, testing the hem, and gasped at the way the frayed edge scraped her bare, slick folds with every tiny movement.

She looked like a slut.

Like a woman who wanted to be taken. Like she knew her place. And suddenly, Susan flashed in her mind.

Susan, with her soft voice and her soft curls and her sweet little Target pajamas.

Susan, pressed against her in that wine bar, mouth warm and searching, lips tasting like wine and lip gloss.

Susan, moaning into her phone, whispering Kendall like it meant something.

Kendall bit her lip. Would Susan dress like this if Robert told her to? Would she slip into shorts like these? Would she go out in public with her bare pussy brushing denim, nipples poking through thin cotton, knowing what she looked like?

Kendall couldn’t picture it. But fuck … she wanted to. Wanted to see Susan’s cheeks pink with shame as she tugged her jacket closed, trying to hide what Robert had told her to wear.

Kendall wanted to unzip that jacket for her. Wanted to bend her over a bench in the changing room while Robert watched.

Her knees trembled. She took one last look at herself. Then turned for the stairs.

She took the stairs slowly. Her bare legs caught the morning light in slivers. The frayed edge of her shorts rode high—higher than they were ever meant to. She could feel the hem brushing her ass cheeks, teasing the dampness she still hadn’t wiped away.

Her tank clung to her. No bra. No mystery. Her nipples were sharp peaks under thin ribbed cotton.

She stepped into the living room.

Robert didn’t look up.

He just grabbed the keys off the end table. “We’ll take my car.”

That was all.

No you look good.

No is that what you chose?

Just … nothing.

Kendall swallowed and nodded. Followed him out like she was tethered to the low hum of his authority.

She climbed into the passenger seat, the leather cold against the backs of her thighs. The seam of her shorts pressed snug between her lips, sticky and obscene. She crossed her legs, slowly. Carefully.

But she knew he noticed. Even if he didn’t say a word.

The drive wasn’t long, but every mile stretched something inside her tighter. Robert’s hands on the wheel. His eyes straight ahead. His silence thick.

And then she saw where they were going. Out of town. Off the freeway. Into the strip just outside the city limits—the one she always sped past without thinking. The kind of place you didn’t take your kids. The kind of place with neon signs that buzzed in daylight and names like Fantasy Boutique and XXXtreme Pleasures.

Massage parlors.

Check cashing.

Curtained windows and mirrored doors.

Titty bars with blacked-out glass and bouncers already leaning against the wall, arms crossed.

Her pulse picked up.

Robert flicked on his blinker and pulled into the parking lot of a sex shop with a faded purple awning and two black mannequins in vinyl catsuits posed behind the front window.

No one looked up when they parked.

But Kendall’s skin burned.

She was dressed like she belonged here, and part of her wanted to.

Robert turned off the engine. Still didn’t look at her. “Let’s go,” he said, already opening his door.

She swallowed hard, opened hers, and stepped out into the sun like a woman fearing she was about to be bought and sold.

The bell over the door chimed as they stepped inside.

The shop smelled like rubber and sex and old carpet.

The floors were sticky in places. The walls were lined with plastic packaging—rows of pink and black and neon. Dildos mounted like trophies. Lingerie in crinkled bags. Magazines that still somehow existed, faces frozen in mid-moan.

And eyes.

Not on the shelves.

On her.

The first guy was near the counter. Early fifties, pot-bellied, with a t-shirt that barely covered it. He turned as they walked in and didn’t even try to hide it—his eyes went straight to her tits and stayed there.

The second was younger, maybe late twenties, standing by the glass case where they kept the “novelties”—gags, cuffs, collars. He gave her a slow once-over, eyes dragging up her thighs, pausing at the seam of her shorts, lingering at the slight swell of her lips pressed tight behind the denim.

He looked like he wanted to eat her.

She felt her cheeks burn. She stepped closer to Robert. And that’s when it hit her … If I weren’t with him, I wouldn’t be safe in here.

She knew it. Without him, she was just tits and ass and a collection of fuckable holes.

With him, she was still that, but she was owned. Protected.

The men all looked, but none of them stepped closer. Not one of them dared. Because Robert was huge and he radiated that calm, dangerous don’t-you-fucking-dare kind of energy. Like he could break a man’s jaw with one hand and not miss a step.

Kendall stuck close to him like a shadow, but she also stood taller. Because she liked how they looked at her. And she loved that they couldn’t touch.

Robert didn’t speak for a while. Just let her walk beside him—through aisles of fleshlights and chokers and vibrating plugs.

Let her feel the hunger of the men who followed her like they had caught her scent.

Then finally, he looked down at her and asked, “Any idea yet what your reward’s going to be?”

Kendall blinked. Swallowed. Shook her head. “No, sir.”

He smiled. Just barely. Then turned sharply and walked, fast and deliberate, to the far wall of the store.

She followed on instinct, the denim riding up high between her legs with every step, the fabric darkening slightly with the wetness she couldn’t hold back anymore.

When he stopped, she almost ran into him.

Then she looked up.

And saw them.

Rows and rows of strap-ons.

Harnesses in black leather and pink latex. Dildos thick and long and curved. Double-ended. Textured. Veined. Hung heavy from the walls like tools.

She froze. Heat bloomed in her chest and down between her legs. Everywhere.

Robert glanced at her. “Any idea now?”

Her mouth parted. She didn’t speak. Couldn’t. Because it was dawning on her—slowly, deliciously—what he meant.

And who it was for.

Her knees nearly buckled.

Robert crossed his arms. Stood tall beside her, impassive. “Pick one,” he said.

Not a suggestion. A command.

Kendall’s stomach flipped.

She looked at the display again—at the weight of it, the absurdness, the sheer masculine power of the harnesses hanging in neat little rows, the glistening silicone cocks bold and veined and shameless.

She imagined herself wearing one. Strapped in. Naked otherwise. Standing over Susan. And she almost came.

I’m going to fuck her.

That’s what this meant. That’s what Robert was giving her.

Her reward wasn’t Robert’s cock—it was the right to use someone else. To fuck someone else. To bend Susan over and slide into her with something big and obscene while Robert watched from the couch with a drink in his hand.

Kendall swallowed hard. She stepped closer. Browsed like she wasn’t drenched between her legs. Like her hands weren’t trembling. Like she wasn’t afraid of how much she wanted this.

One caught her eye.

Black. Thick. Slight curve.

Not the biggest. But big enough to ruin Susan, she thought. Big enough to make her cry and beg and thank her afterward.

Kendall reached for it. Held it in both hands. Turned to Robert in search of his approval.

Robert didn’t speak. Just nodded.

Her fingers clenched the box a little too tight.

Because now it was real.

Now it was happening.

Robert opened his wallet, peeled off four twenties, folded the cash once, and pressed it into her palm. “Go pay.”

Not I’ll meet you up front. Not Come with me. Just those two little words, hard and cold and loaded with expectation.

Kendall nodded. Her fingers curled tight around the money and the box, and she turned toward the register, heart pounding.

Robert followed her but stayed behind. Close enough to see. Far enough to let her feel as if she were alone.

The man at the counter had been watching her. He didn’t hide it.

Youngish. Bearded. Pierced eyebrow. A name tag that read “Trevor.” His eyes dropped straight to her tits, then back up to her mouth.

“Hey there,” he said, nodding at the box in her hand. “Nice choice.”

Kendall swallowed and slid it onto the counter with the cash.

Trevor took the money—but didn’t move to the register.

Not yet. He just looked at her. Then he leaned forward slightly, his voice low.

“Listen,” he said, thumb grazing the edge of the box. “We don’t usually do this … only for the hottest chicks, but … if you’re looking to save a little cash …”

Kendall’s stomach tightened. He was far too close. But she didn’t move.

“We got a booth in the back,” he went on. “Glory hole setup. Cameras optional. You spend half an hour on your knees in there? This one’s on the house.”

He smiled, like he’d just offered her a coupon.

Kendall blinked. Her whole body burned. She felt the sweat at the base of her spine. The heat between her thighs. The eyes on her.

Her hand tightened around the box, the slick cardboard flexing slightly beneath her grip.

Glory hole.

She knew the term. Kind of. One of her best friends in college—Lauren—had a boyfriend who’d brought it up. He wanted her to go with him to one. Said it would be fun, anonymous, freeing. Lauren had laughed it off. Called him a pig.

But later, after a few drinks, she told Kendall she’d almost gone along.

Kendall had been shocked back then. Disgusted. Intrigued.

Now she was picturing it.

She could see the room in her head—dark, quiet, cheap linoleum floors. A hole in the wall. See herself on her knees. Waiting for a cock. Not knowing who would be on the other side.

Not seeing a face.

One cock after another.

She could do it, she thought.

If Robert wanted her to.

If he wanted her to, she didn’t have a choice.

Her throat went dry. She didn’t look back. Didn’t dare.

But she felt him standing there behind her. His eyes on her back. Letting her hang there.

And just when the silence stretched too long, Robert stepped forward. His voice was smooth. Calm. Polite.

“It’s a kind offer,” he said, placing a firm hand on her lower back. “But we don’t have time today.”

He looked the clerk in the eye.

“Maybe another time.”

Trevor raised his eyebrows. Grinned. “Sure thing, man. Offer stands.”

He rang her up and handed back the change.

Kendall took it with numb fingers. The box beneath her arm felt heavier than it should. Between her thighs, she was soaked.

And in her chest, she felt a new kind of ache. Because now she knew something she hadn’t known before:

If Robert had said yes, she would’ve dropped to her knees and opened her mouth without a second thought.

And maybe next time … he would.

As they walked away from counter and headed towards the door, Robert’s hand came down hard and fast on her ass.

Not playful.

Not gentle.

Loud.

A full slap that made her gasp—and made the two men loitering by the magazines turn and stare.

Kendall nearly tripped. The strap-on box slipped in her hands. He didn’t stop walking.

“Put a little more slut into that walk,” he said over his shoulder.

And she did. She didn’t even think about it—she just obeyed. She let her hips sway harder, her thighs spread wider with each step, the hem of her shorts riding higher, the sticky mess between her legs gathering, slick and hot.

They reached the door. He held it open for her. “I knew you had a little more slut in you.”

He walked behind her across the parking lot.

When they reached his car, she slid into the passenger seat, thighs trembling. The strap-on sat in her lap like a promise.

Robert didn’t start the engine. He turned to her instead.

One hand resting on the wheel. One elbow hooked casually on the window frame. “I could have a lot of fun with you in this part of town.”

Her stomach dropped.

He didn’t look at her when he said it. He looked out the windshield—down the stretch of road lined with neon and filth and possibility.

“You could wait tables at one of those breastaurants. Wear the uniform. Some tight little top and tiny shorts. Bend over tables full of creeps and pretend you don’t know your pussy lips are showing.”

Her breath hitched.

“Or dance in a titty bar. Just heels and a thong. I’d come in with friends. Watch you crawl across the stage. Make you work for my tip like everyone else.”

Her heart pounded. Her cunt throbbed. Kendall didn’t speak.

“Or maybe you get a job right here, in this sex shop. Behind the counter. Selling lube and toys to men who can’t take their eyes off your tits.”

She turned toward the window, like that might stop the heat from blooming red across her cheeks. It didn’t.

“Or maybe,” he added, “you can learn to give happy ending massages.”

Her head snapped toward him.

His grin was easy. Slow and dark.

“Plenty of places along this stretch,” he said. “All cash. You’d get good with your hands. With your mouth. Might even be worth learning how to take two cocks at once. I’m sure they’d show you.”

Kendall’s breath left her in one sharp, broken exhale. Her legs were wide. Her shorts were damp. She was so close to coming, she thought, that if he touched her—just once—she’d make a mess of his passenger seat.

“Would you like that?” he asked softly. “Would you like to work?”

She didn’t answer. Her cunt already had.

Her breath stuttered. She stared out the window like she could run from the question. From him. From herself.

But his voice cut through the silence again. Calm. Measured. Deadly. “I asked you a question.”

She turned her head.

He was watching her now. One eyebrow raised. That lazy smile that always made her stomach twist. “Would you like to work?”

Kendall swallowed. Her throat was dry.

The box in her lap was heavier now. She could feel the outline of the cock inside it pressing against her bare thighs.

Waitress.

Stripper.

Sex shop clerk.

Massage girl down on her knees with cum drying in her hair.

Her nipples were tight. Her face burned. But what burned worse—what soaked the crotch of her shorts—was that she wasn’t horrified. She was aroused.

The humiliation made her throb.

She nodded once.

Swallowed again.

And then whispered, “Yes, sir.”

His smile didn’t move. His eyes did. Down her chest. To her thighs. To the little wet patch blooming between her legs.

“Say it,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

She blinked. Her pulse in her ears. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to.”

He waited. That wasn’t enough.

She knew it. Her voice cracked. “I’ll wait tables with my tits out.”

He said nothing.

She went on. “I’ll dance on a stage in a thong while men jerk off in the dark.”

Still nothing.

She closed her eyes. “I’ll give hand jobs in back rooms for tips. Suck off filthy strangers through a hole in a wall. I’ll do whatever you ask me to do. I just want to be your dirty little whore.”

The silence after that was louder than anything.

Robert turned the key, and the engine rumbled to life.

But he didn’t put the car into gear. He just let her sit there, dripping and shaking, her cunt clenching around nothing, knowing she’d said things she couldn’t unsay.

The drive back felt longer. The radio was off. The windows were cracked just enough to let in the low hum of traffic, the hot smell of asphalt and gas and the filth of that stretch of road still clinging to her skin like smoke.

Kendall didn’t speak. Not after what she’d said. Not after what she’d become in the passenger seat.

She sat there, hands folded tight in her lap, the strap-on box resting against her thighs—against that soaked little patch that kept getting darker.

Her mind wouldn’t stop playing it back. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to ... I’ll wait tables with my tits out ... I’ll dance on a stage in a thong while men jerk off in the dark ... I’ll give hand jobs in back rooms for tips. Suck off filthy strangers through a hole in a wall. I’ll do whatever you ask me to do. I just want to be your dirty little whore.”

She’d said that. All of that. And she’d meant it too.

He hadn’t even touched her. Hadn’t unzipped his pants. Reached across the console. Hadn’t praised her, punished her—he’d just let her sit in it. Stew in it.

The leather seat was slick beneath her now. The seam of her shorts still grinding between her lips with every curve in the road.

Her pussy was throbbing.

She clenched her thighs.

It didn’t help.

She was dizzy with it. Humiliated and high.

Robert drove them back like nothing had happened. One hand on the wheel. The other resting easily on his thigh.

Eyes on the road ahead.

Mouth still curled in that smug little half-smile.

They pulled into the driveway.

The same quiet cul-de-sac. Same bushes trimmed just right. Same porch she used to decorate with tasteful wreaths from Pottery Barn.

He killed the engine. Then looked at her. Finally. “Bring the box inside,” he said. “And wipe off the seat before you go.”

Then he got out. Didn’t wait for her. Didn’t open her door. Just walked up the path, calm and slow, like he was heading into his own house. He had her door key.

**

The front door closed behind her with a soft, final click.

Robert had dropped the keys on the table, taken off his jacket, hung it up as if it were his home. He was sitting on the couch, legs spread, elbows on his knees.

She stood there, in the foyer, holding the strap-on box like it might explode.

Then his voice—calm, casual, deadly. “Upstairs. Try it on.”

Kendall turned without a word and climbed the stairs—each step making her shorts ride higher, the seam grinding deeper between her lips, dragging through the slick mess she’d soaked into them at the shop.

She didn’t turn on the bedroom light.

She didn’t need to.

She laid the box on the bed and opened it like she was unpacking a weapon. The harness was black—thick leather, heavy metal rings. The cock was matte silicone, curved slightly up, thick enough to stretch her open if she’d dared.

She stripped slowly.

Tank top off. Shorts unzipped. No panties.

Her thighs were slick.

Her cunt ached.

She stood naked in the dim light, holding the harness in both hands. Then she stepped into it.

The straps hugged her hips tight. She pulled the buckle snug across her waist, adjusted the leg loops. The cock bobbed forward, hard and ready, obscene against the curve of her belly.

She caught her reflection in the mirror.

And froze.

It didn’t look silly. It didn’t look like a toy.

It looked like a promise.

A threat.

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around it. Felt the firmness. The weight. Imagined the sound it would make hitting Susan’s thigh. Pressing between her legs. Pushing inside.

Her cunt clenched at the thought.

She adjusted herself once more. Straightened her spine. Then walked back down the stairs—completely naked except for the harness and the thick black cock bouncing between her thighs.

Robert didn’t look up right away.

But when he did, he didn’t smile.

Just let his eyes drag down her body, slow and hungry.

When his gaze landed on the cock, his brows lifted slightly. That was all.

She stopped two feet in front of him. Let him look.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

Kendall swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

“Feels good?”

She hesitated. “It’s… heavier than I expected.”

“Harder, too, isn’t it?” he said, leaning back, his legs spread wider. “You ever feel something like that before? Hanging between your legs?”

She shook her head.

He let that sit.

Then: “Makes you feel powerful, doesn’t it?”

Kendall opened her mouth. Closed it. Then nodded, slowly.

“But not really,” Robert said. “You don’t know how to use it yet.”

She looked down. The cock jutted from her hips like it belonged there.

“Do you think,” he said, “you’ll be able to pound Susan with that?”

Her pulse jumped. “I think so.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You think so?”

“I will, sir.”

“Will what?”

“I’ll pound her.” The words tasted filthy in her mouth.

He nodded slowly. “You’ll fuck her until she cries?”

“Yes.”

“Until she thanks you for it?”

“Yes.”

He leaned forward.

“Until she begs you not to stop?”

Kendall’s cunt throbbed.

“Yes, sir.”

There was a long pause.

Then he said, “Take it off.”

She blinked. “Sir?”

“Take it off. But keep the dildo.”

She obeyed. Hands shaking, she unbuckled the harness, slipped the straps down her thighs. The cock slipped free—slick and rubbery and obscene. She kept it in her hand.

Robert pointed to the floor. “Lie down. Right there.”

Kendall lowered herself onto the rug. Her bare back against the fibers. Legs parted.

Robert didn’t move from the couch. He just watched.

“Now,” he said, “show me how you’re going to make Susan feel.”

Her breath caught.

She spread her thighs wider. One hand went between her legs, parting her lips. The other held the dildo.

It was too thick. Too long.

It didn’t matter.

She pressed the tip to her opening.

It was cold at first. Slick with the faintest sheen of her earlier arousal from the shop. She circled it against her clit, just once, and gasped. Then she angled it down.

“Slowly,” Robert murmured.

She pushed.

Her pussy clenched tight, her thighs twitching, the stretch immediate and hot. The head popped in, and she let out a moan—sharp and shocked and real.

Robert watched her. His hand was resting on his thigh. Still. Heavy. Close to his zipper.

She slid it deeper.

“Imagine her,” he said. “Beneath you. Whimpering. Begging.”

She did. And her hips jerked.

“Can you feel her?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Good,” he said. “Now fuck her.”

Kendall began to move the dildo in and out—slow, deliberate thrusts. Her breath came fast. Her body was shaking. Her cunt gripped the toy so tight she thought she might tear.

She imagined Susan’s mouth open. Her eyes wide. Her legs trembling.

She fucked herself harder.

Robert’s voice was low now. “You’re going to ruin her, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’m going to ruin her,” Kendall moaned.

He nodded once. “Good girl.”

And that—those two words—made her snap.

Her back arched. Her pussy clenched. Her breath broke into a thousand pieces, and she came hard, stuffed full of the cock meant for someone else, Robert’s voice in her head and her name already dripping from Susan’s lips in memory.

She didn’t scream.

She whimpered.

Quiet and desperate.

Because she knew this wasn’t the reward.

It was training.

**

Kendall lay on her back, her cunt still pulsing around the thick silicone shaft, her breath ragged, her skin damp.

She could feel it—every inch of it—stretching her open, the base nestled against her lips, the weight of it pressing against her slick, tender walls. Her thighs trembled. Her toes curled.

But it wasn’t enough.

Not yet.

She blinked up at the ceiling, dazed, her body still humming—and then she reached between her legs and started fucking herself again.

Slow at first. Testing. Then deeper. Harder. The toy filled her too perfectly now. It hit a spot inside her that made her gasp, then grind her hips for more.

Robert didn’t stop her. He didn’t speak. He just sat on the couch and watched—like she was a show. A possession. A living, breathing toy learning how to use a new setting.

She moved faster.

Her legs spread wider.

The dildo glistened, soaked with her arousal, sliding in and out of her cunt in slow, wet thrusts. She angled her hips. Chased it. Let herself get sloppy.

“F-fuck,” she whispered. “Oh god…”

And then it hit.

Sharp. Deep.

Her stomach tensed. Her thighs jerked.

Her cunt grabbed the cock like it didn’t want to let go, and Kendall came again—harder, messier, her breath catching in her throat, her back arching off the rug as she ground herself against the toy.

The sound she made wasn’t ladylike.

It wasn’t quiet.

It was desperate. She was an animal.

She collapsed back down, gasping, thighs twitching, her body wrecked and buzzing.

Still, Robert said nothing.

Still, he didn’t move.

So, Kendall did.

She sat up slowly. Her cunt ached—open and leaking. Her thighs were streaked with her own juices. The dildo was drenched.

She pulled it out carefully—wet and obscene—and cradled it in both hands.

Then she looked up at him.

And smiled.

Not shy. Not sweet.

Wicked.

She crawled forward on hands and knees—naked, flushed, eyes locked on his—and knelt between his feet, the cock still wet and dripping in her hands.

She didn’t ask.

She didn’t wait.

She brought it to her mouth.

And licked.

Long and slow—starting at the tip, dragging her tongue down the length, collecting her own slick on her tongue. She moaned softly. Let him hear it.

She swirled her tongue around the base. Sucked it into her mouth like she’d suck him—slow, reverent, her lips stretching around it, cheeks hollowing.

Her spit mixed with her cum, coating the shaft in messy glistening sheen.

Robert said nothing.

But she could feel his eyes.

So, she went further.

She licked it like it had nerves. Like it could feel every stroke of her tongue. She sucked the head hard, moaned around it, fucked her own mouth with the dildo she’d just used to make herself come twice on the floor like an animal.

She pulled off the cock with a soft, wet pop, her lips swollen, her mouth slick with spit and the taste of her own pussy. Her breath came fast. Her chest rose and fell.

And then—her voice low, dangerous, soaked in pride—she whispered:

“Do you think Susan will clean it like that when I’m done with her?”

The silence that followed crackled.

Then—Robert grinned.

Slow. Dark. Satisfied.

He didn’t speak. Just reached down, one hand slipping into her hair, the other taking her wrist gently—like he was rewarding a very clever girl for learning a new trick.

He brought her hand to his lap.

Pressed it against the thick outline behind his zipper.

And kept it there.

Kendall froze. Her fingers trembled.

His cock was already hard.

She looked up at him, wide-eyed, hungry.

Still, he didn’t say a word.

He just held her hand there, over his jeans, his grip firm but calm. Her palm could feel the heat, the shape, the weight of him—thick and full, pulsing through the denim.

Her reward.

The same cock that had taught her to kneel. The one that had ruined her mouth. Her cunt. Her life.

And now? He was letting her touch it.

He released her wrist.

Let her unzip him.

Her hands moved without thought—graceful, practiced, grateful.

She pulled the zipper down slow, the sound like thunder in the quiet room. Slid her hand past the waistband, found him—hot, heavy, hard—and pulled him out.

He was so hard it made her ache again.

Kendall whimpered.

She licked her lips.

And then she leaned forward—cock still in one hand, strap-on forgotten beside her—and kissed the tip like it was sacred.

Then another kiss.

Then her lips parted.

And she opened her mouth for him.

Wide.

And took him in.

Just the tip at first. Soft suck. Wet swirl of tongue. She moaned around him, savoring the weight, the taste, the heat. He was already slick with her spit by the time she moved lower—inch by inch, deeper, until her lips met the ridge of his shaft and her jaw ached from the stretch.

Robert exhaled. One hand sank into her hair, fingers curling tight.

“God,” he murmured. “You’ve gotten better at this.”

Kendall whimpered around his cock.

And then she started to move.

She sucked him slowly. Steadily. Her tongue working along the underside, her lips sealing tight. She pulled back with a wet slurp, kissed the tip, then sank back down—faster this time. The rhythm building. Her knees wide on the rug, ass high, her thighs still soaked from the strap-on fuck she’d given herself minutes ago.

Robert tilted his head. Watched her.

“Look at you,” he said. “So fucking eager.”

She moaned again, the sound vibrating through his cock, and he smiled.

“You like sucking my big black cock now, don’t you?”

She nodded as best she could with him in her mouth.

“Bet you’re dripping again,” he said. “You’ve been stuffed twice today and you’re still wet, aren’t you?”

She moaned louder.

His hips lifted slightly. Pushing deeper.

She didn’t gag.

Not right away.

But she didn’t stop, either.

Robert chuckled. “You think Susan’s going to suck me like this?”

Her eyes fluttered.

“You think she’ll gag?”

He stroked her hair gently, mockingly. “She’s got a pretty little mouth. Tight little jaw. Wonder how far she’ll get before she cries.”

Kendall whined, hips jerking.

“You’ll be there, won’t you? On your knees beside her?”

She moaned.

“Maybe I’ll make her watch you first. Show her how it’s done.”

He pushed a little deeper.

Her throat tightened around him.

“You’ll show her how to open wide. How to breathe through her nose. How to beg for more.”

His cock hit the back of her throat, and she choked—just a little. Pulled back, gasping, spit dripping from her lips.

Then she dove back down. Even deeper.

“Atta girl.”

Her hands gripped his thighs. Her ass wiggled as she sucked—like she was trying to fuck the air while her mouth was full.

Robert groaned.

“You’re going to train her, Kendall,” he said. “Turn that PTA mouth into a fuckhole for me.”

She whined.

“And when she’s done?” he added. “When she’s messy and crying and used?”

He pulled her off his cock with a sharp tug of her hair.

Her lips popped free. Her chin glistened. Her chest heaved.

He looked down at her. Smiled.

“You’re going to clean her up, aren’t you, little slut?”

Kendall nodded.

Mouth open.

Drool on her tongue.

“Beg for it,” he said.

Her voice was wrecked. Barely a whisper.

“Please let me suck it again…”

He slapped her cheek with his cock. “Then open your mouth and don’t stop.”

And she did.

She sucked him like it was salvation. Sloppy. No rhythm. Just hunger.

Slurping. Moaning. Choking.

His hands controlled her pace now—fisting her hair, thrusting up into her mouth.

His balls slapped her chin. Her gag reflex gave up. Spit dripped from her jaw.

“Fuuuck, Kendall…”

She blinked up at him, eyes wet and wild.

He groaned. His grip tightened.

And then—he came.

Thick pulses against her tongue. Hot. Salty. Endless.

She moaned as she swallowed—each spurt filling her mouth and spilling past her lips. She didn’t stop sucking. Didn’t pull back. Just drank him, eyes wide, like this was what she’d been made for.

When he finally let go of her hair, she sat back, gasping.

Her chin was soaked.

Her lips were wrecked.

And she was smiling.

Soft. Dumb. Glowing.

“Good girl,” he said, tucking himself away. “You’re going to be perfect.”

She didn’t answer.

Her mouth was still full of him.


Epilogue

Kendall stayed kneeling on the rug, her breath still shallow, her mouth still thick with the aftertaste of his cum.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

She blinked. Reached for it with trembling fingers.

It was Susan.

Susan [2:42 PM] “Hey :) Just saw the calendar—there’s a School District PTA Council meeting Friday night. Want to grab a drink after, if we can share a sitter again?”

Kendall smiled.

She looked up at Robert—still seated on the couch, watching her like she was a painting he’d commissioned. Owned.

She held up the phone. Showed him the message.

He read it once. Then grinned.

“You and Susan’s kids can have a sleepover at my place,” he said. “My daughter can host. Her nanny will handle them.”

Kendall’s pulse kicked.

Kendall [2:44 PM] Robert says our kids can have a sleepover at his place. His daughter’s nanny will look after them.

The three dots blinked for a long time.

Then:

Susan [2:45 PM] Wait—does that mean Robert’s coming too?

Kendall looked up at him again.

He raised an eyebrow. Said nothing.

She typed:

Kendall [2:46 PM] Yes. Of course.

The typing bubble appeared.

Paused.

Then—

Susan [2:47 PM] Good.
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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, 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.
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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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