
NOTE TO READERS

This erotic story contains explicit sexual themes and is for adult audiences only. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

––––––––

Copyright © 2025 Sasha Blackwood

Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Milked by Milfs: Cum Cream in the Cupcake Kitchen

Sign up for Sasha Blackwood's Mailing List

Also By Sasha Blackwood

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Milked by Milfs: Cum Cream in the Cupcake Kitchen


[image: ]


By

Sasha Blackwood
I hefted the last crate of ingredients against my hip as I fumbled with the back door of Marla's Creamery. It was well past closing, the parking lot empty except for my delivery van and three cars I recognized as belonging to the staff. The weight of industrial-sized vanilla extract bottles dug into my fingers as I pushed through the door, hit immediately by the warm, sweet air and something else—something thicker, muskier, that made my spine tingle before my brain could even process why.

The kitchen lights were dimmed to a soft amber glow, just bright enough to cast long shadows across the stainless steel prep tables. I stepped inside, letting the door swing shut behind me, and nearly dropped the crate when I saw them. All three of them, waiting, watching me like I was the last cupcake at a birthday party.

"Fuck, you scared me," I said, setting the crate down with a thud. "I thought everyone would be gone by now."

Marla stood front and center, leaning against the main island with her arms crossed beneath her generous tits, pushing them up against the tight confines of her signature red apron. Her fiery hair was pulled back in a messy bun, a few escaped strands framing her face. The owner of the bakery always exuded a commanding presence, but tonight there was something predatory in her eyes.

"You're late," she said, her voice low and throaty. She pushed off from the counter and stepped toward me, one finger scooping a dollop of frosting from a nearby bowl. She brought it to her lips and sucked it clean, her eyes never leaving mine. "We were just talking about your... cream delivery."

To her right stood Tammy, the bubbly blonde baker whose perpetual smile and bouncy energy made her a customer favorite. Tonight her usually pristine apron was smudged with flour that dusted the deep valley of her cleavage. Her full lips curled into a smile that didn't seem innocent at all.

And then there was Jade, the newest hire. Tall, lean, with a sheet of straight black hair and sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. I'd barely exchanged ten words with her in the months I'd been delivering supplies, but now she perched on the edge of the prep counter, her long legs dangling, watching me with the focused intensity of a panther.

I forced a laugh, the sound unnaturally loud in the thick atmosphere of the kitchen. "Cream delivery? That's... that's a new one." I gestured toward the crate. "Just flour, sugar, and extract tonight."

Tammy giggled and pushed off from the counter she'd been leaning against. "Oh, we know what you brought," she said, circling behind me. I felt her warmth before she touched me, then her soft breasts pressed against my back, her arms snaking around my waist. "But we're more interested in what you might be holding back."

My breath caught in my throat as her hands slid lower, fingers toying with my belt buckle. I opened my mouth to say something—anything—but the words died as Jade slipped off the counter and approached with sinuous grace.

She didn't speak, didn't smile, just locked eyes with me as she reached out and hooked a single finger into the waistband of my jeans. With a swift, decisive motion, she yanked them down to my knees, along with my boxers.

Cool air hit my exposed skin, but I was already half-hard, my cock twitching under their collective gaze. I stood there, pants around my knees, heart hammering in my chest, as all three women looked down at me like I was an ingredient they were about to use.

"Not bad," Marla said, squatting smoothly in front of me, her apron stretching across her thighs. Her big tits swung heavily beneath the fabric as she leaned in, her hot breath ghosting over my rapidly hardening shaft. "But let's see if we can get it... ready for baking."

Before I could process her words, her warm, wet tongue dragged a slow, deliberate path up the underside of my cock, from base to tip. A groan escaped me, my hands clenching at my sides as she wrapped her plump lips around the head and sucked gently, her tongue swirling over the sensitive ridge.

"Jesus fuck," I hissed, my knees nearly buckling.

Tammy pressed harder against my back, her hands sliding up under my shirt, nails raking lightly across my chest. I could feel her hips beginning to grind against my ass, the heat of her cunt evident even through her clothes and mine. Her breath came in hot little puffs against my neck as she moaned softly.

"Watch her," Jade commanded, suddenly in front of me again. Her slender fingers gripped my chin, forcing my gaze downward to where Marla's red-painted lips stretched around my cock. "Watch how she takes you."

Marla's eyes flicked up to meet mine, a wicked glint in them as she began to bob her head, taking me deeper with each descent. The wet, sloshing sounds of her mouth filled the kitchen—slurps and satisfied hums that went straight to my balls.

"Fuck," I groaned, unable to look away as Jade held my face in position. "What is happening right now?"

Jade's lips quirked in the barest hint of a smile. "We got bored waiting for you," she said simply. "Decided to make our own fun."

Tammy's fingers found my nipples, pinching and rolling them as she continued to grind against me from behind. "We've been watching you for weeks," she purred into my ear. "Always wondered what you were packing under those jeans." Her teeth nipped at my earlobe. "Not disappointed."

Marla had found her rhythm now, taking me deeper with each stroke, her right hand wrapped around the base of my shaft, twisting in time with her mouth. Her left hand cupped and massaged my balls, her nails occasionally dragging across the sensitive skin in a way that made my toes curl in my shoes.

Tammy slid down behind me, dropping to her knees. I felt her warm cheek press against my thigh as she leaned in close to watch Marla work. Her hand replaced Marla's on my balls, cupping them, rolling them gently between her fingers.

"Let me have a taste," she murmured, and I felt her hot tongue licking the underside of my sack.

My legs trembled as sensation overloaded my system—Marla's mouth sucking harder now, her lips tight around my shaft; Tammy's tongue and fingers playing with my balls; Jade's hand still gripping my face, forcing me to watch it all.

Then Jade dropped to her knees too, positioning herself low, under Tammy. I felt her tongue join in, licking the space behind my balls, her hands reaching up to stroke the base of my shaft where Marla couldn't reach with her mouth.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chanted, my voice strangled as Marla took me impossibly deeper, her nose pressing into my pubic hair, throat constricting around the head of my cock as she swallowed. Her eyes watered but never left mine, triumphant as she held me there for long seconds before pulling back with a gasp.

"My turn," Tammy said, nudging Marla aside. They swapped positions with practiced ease, like they'd rehearsed this, planned it down to the last detail.

Tammy's technique was completely different—fast, enthusiastic, sloppy. She moaned around my cock as she took me in, drool running down her chin and onto her tits as she bobbed her head in quick, greedy motions. Her hand pumped what she couldn't fit, twisting around the base in a corkscrew motion that had me seeing stars.

Marla stood up, her hand replacing Jade's on my chin. She turned my face to hers and pressed her lips against mine, her tongue invading my mouth in a deep, claiming kiss. I tasted myself on her tongue, the salty-sweet flavor mingling with the frosting she'd sampled earlier.

"You taste that?" she growled against my lips. "That's what you taste like on my tongue."

Jade remained on her knees, both hands now stroking my shaft and balls while Tammy focused on the head, her tongue flicking rapidly across the sensitive underside while she sucked. The triple assault on my senses was overwhelming—Marla's invasive kiss, Tammy's eager mouth, Jade's skillful hands.

My head spun, unable to process it all. The heat, the pressure, the sheer filthy decadence of three women using me like their personal toy. My hips began to thrust involuntarily, fucking Tammy's willing mouth while Jade's fingers tightened around the base of my cock.

Marla broke the kiss, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, "You close, delivery boy? Ready to give us what we really ordered?"

I could only nod, words beyond me as the pressure built at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body despite Jade's manipulations.

Marla grabbed my face with both hands, her nails digging into my cheeks as she forced me to look directly into her eyes. "Cum in her mouth," she commanded, her voice thick with authority. "Now."

It was like a trigger being pulled. My entire body tensed, my cock pulsing as the first jet of cum shot into Tammy's waiting mouth. She moaned around me, swallowing greedily as I emptied myself, pulse after pulse. What she couldn't catch dribbled down my shaft, where Jade's tongue darted out to lick it clean, not allowing a single drop to go to waste.

I groaned through clenched teeth, my vision briefly whiting out as the intensity of my orgasm ripped through me. Tammy kept sucking, gentler now but relentless, milking every last drop until I was shaking from overstimulation.

When she finally released me with a wet pop, she looked up at me with glazed eyes and cum-slick lips. "Delicious," she purred, licking her lips clean.

Marla stroked my cheek with unexpected tenderness, her expression softening momentarily before the predatory gleam returned to her eyes. "Good boy," she said, like I was a pet who'd performed a particularly impressive trick. "Now let's see what else we can bake."

My still-hard cock twitched in response, and I realized with a mixture of dread and excitement that this was just the beginning of their plans for me.
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Marla's fingers dug into my shoulders as she and Tammy yanked my shirt over my head, tossing it somewhere across the kitchen. My pants were already around my ankles, and Jade crouched to untie my shoes, her dark hair falling forward as she worked with quick, efficient movements. I stood naked between them, cock still hard and glistening with Tammy's saliva, as they appraised me like a prize cut of meat.

"Goddamn," Marla murmured, running her hands over my chest. "Fresh ingredients really do make all the difference."

Tammy giggled, circling behind me to cup my ass in both hands, kneading the flesh. "Firm but tender," she said, giving me a sharp slap that echoed through the kitchen.

Jade finished removing my shoes and pulled my pants and boxers free, leaving me completely exposed. She rose slowly, her eyes never leaving my still-erect cock. "The night's just getting started," she said, her voice low and throaty.

Marla snapped her fingers and pointed to the large stainless steel prep table in the center of the kitchen. "Up," she commanded. "On your back."

I hesitated for just a moment, my brain struggling to process the surreal situation—three women I barely knew, stripping me naked in a bakery after hours. But my cock had no such reservations, twitching eagerly as I moved toward the table.

The metal was shockingly cold against my bare skin as I hoisted myself up and lay back. I shivered, goosebumps erupting across my flesh, nipples hardening to tight points. The ceiling lights glared down at me, making me feel even more exposed, like I was on an operating table about to be dissected.
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