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Banged by a Barely Legal Boy with Huge Cock

​Naughty teaser from the book

[...] Taking his cock in hand, she guides it to her entrance, the head pressing against her slick folds. For a moment, she hesitates—the size of him giving her pause.

"Go slow," Bill says, his hands on her hips, concern flickering across his face.

Margaret almost laughs at the role reversal. "Don't worry about me," she assures him and begins to lower herself.

The stretch is immediate and intense. His cock pushes into her, spreading her open in a way she hasn't ever experienced. The satisfying fullness pulls a low moan from her throat.

"Fuck," she breathes, sinking down inch by inch. "You're so goddamn big."

Bill's hands grip her hips tight enough to leave marks, but he doesn't thrust up, doesn't rush her descent. When she finally takes him to the hilt, they both groan in unison. Margaret stays still for a moment, loving the sensation of being so completely filled. She could feel him throbbing inside her, his massive cock throbbing inside her, making her pussy clench on the thick shaft. 

"You okay?" he asks.

In answer, Margaret rolls her hips, grinding against him. The movement sends shocks of pleasure through her body, his cock pressing against spots inside her that haven't been touched in far too long.

"Better than okay," she tells him.

She starts slowly, rising until just the cockhead remains inside, then sinking back down. Each stroke feels better than the last as her body adjusts to his size, as her pussy stretches to accommodate him. Soon, she's riding him with abandon, her hands on his chest, tits bouncing as she rides him like a bull.

Bill watches her with awe, his hands reaching up to squeeze her tits. Margaret leans down to kiss him. The change in angle causes his cock to hit her G-spot, and she gasps against his mouth. Bill starts thrusting up to meet her movements. [...]
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Margaret Sterling stands in her darkened bedroom, forty-four years old and still carrying the posture of the beauty queen she once was. Her fingers hover at the buttons of her blouse, and she feels that familiar emptiness—a hollowness behind her ribs that appears each time her husband mutters another excuse about being too tired. Tonight, like most nights, the house sits quietly as a confessional, her movements the only absolution offered to its silence.

She doesn't bother with the light switch. What the hell for? Nobody's watching except the goddamn moon, and it's seen her naked more times than her husband has in the past year. Her hands move mechanically, unbuttoning her blouse with practiced efficiency. The fabric whispers as it slides off her shoulders, pooling at her feet like spilled milk.

Margaret's house sits uncomfortably close to the neighbors'—so close that she can sometimes hear them arguing about the most trivial shit through the walls. The developer must have been smoking something when he laid out this neighborhood, cramming the houses together like teeth in a crowded mouth. She can almost reach out from her bedroom window and touch the adjacent house, the windows facing each other like opposing chess pieces.

Her reflection appears ghostly in the mirror mounted on her closet door. Even in the dim light, she can make out the curves still holding strong despite the battle with gravity. Her tits—and that's what she calls them in her head, not breasts, not bosom, but tits, because she's not some prissy romance novel heroine—remain her pride and joy. Substantial and firm from religious adherence to her gym routine, they strain against the confines of her bra. The kind of tits that made judges' eyes linger during those pageant days and earned her crowns and sashes, which now collect dust in a box under the bed.

She reaches behind to unhook her bra when something catches her eye in the mirror—a faint movement, a shimmer of light where there shouldn't be one. Margaret freezes, fingers still hooked on the clasp. In the reflection, she can see into the neighbor's house beyond her window. There, framed perfectly in his own bedroom window, stands Bill—the neighbor's eighteen-year-old son. 

Margaret's heart stumbles in her chest. The little prick is watching her. And from the rhythmic movement of his arm, he's doing a hell of a lot more than just watching.

For a moment that stretches like taffy, she remains motionless. She should be disgusted. Should be furious. Should be yanking her curtains closed and maybe calling his mother to tell her what a perverted little bastard she's raised. That's what a decent woman would do.

But Margaret doesn't feel decent right now. She feels something else entirely—a hot coil of excitement winding tight in her lower belly.

Christ, what's wrong with her? She's forty-four, old enough to be the boy's mother. Hell, her own son is two years older! But there's something so raw about being desired like this—being watched with such naked hunger. When was the last time her husband looked at her with anything but exhaustion? When was the last time he reached for her at night instead of his phone or the remote control?

Her pussy—and she definitely calls it her pussy, not her sex or her flower or any of that horseshit—twitches with a sudden, urgent heat that almost makes her gasp. The realization hits her like a slap: she doesn't want to stop him. In fact, she wants to give him more. Much more.

A plan forms in her mind like a Polaroid developing—instant, clear, and deliciously wrong. Why not make him her little sex friend? Her husband is always away on business trips; even today, he's coming home so late she'll be sleeping. Not that it matters; he's barely touching her when he is home. And she's so fucking bored she could scream. Why not entertain herself with young Bill's obvious enthusiasm?

Margaret flicks lights on, and light floods the room, illuminating her figure in stark detail. She knows exactly what she's doing and what she's offering. The curtains remain open—an invitation. Margaret returns to the center of the room, directly in his line of sight.

Slowly, she reaches behind her back again. This time, there's no hesitation as she unhooks her bra. The straps slide down her arms in a languid caress. She holds the cups in place for one teasing moment before letting the garment fall to the floor.

Her tits spring free, heavy, and full, nipples stiffening in the cool air—or perhaps from the thrill of being watched by a horny teenager. She cups them briefly, thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, imagining younger hands doing the same.

In the window across the way, Bill remains transfixed. She can make out the pale oval of his face, mouth slightly open. Good. Let him drool.

Margaret hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties next. She slides them down her hips with a hip-swaying shimmy that she hasn't used since her twenties but which comes back to her body like muscle memory. The cotton slides over her thighs and down her legs before she kicks them away with a flick of her foot.

Standing naked now, she stretches languorously, arms overhead, back slightly arched—a pose that pushes her huge tits forward and tightens her stomach. She runs her hands down her sides, over her hips, a tease directed at an audience of one.

Then she climbs onto her bed. She positions herself against the pillows, making sure she's still fully visible from the window. Her legs part slowly to show her already wet pussy to the young man.

Her hands glide over her skin, one palm squeezing a breast while the other slides down her stomach. Her fingers find her clit with practiced ease, circling the swollen nub. She's already wet—embarrassingly so. The thought of Bill watching her, his young cock in his hand, sends a fresh surge of arousal through her.

Margaret locks her eyes on the shadow in the window as she pleasures herself. She wonders if he can see the details—the pink folds of her pussy, the glisten of wetness on her fingers as they slide in and out. She hopes so. She hopes he's getting a goddamn eyeful.

Her fingers move faster as she imagines what it would be like to have those young hands on her body, that eager mouth on her tits. She bets he'd be clumsy but enthusiastic. 

Her back arches as she feels the pressure building, her free hand pinching her nipple hard. When she climaxes, it's with a shuddering gasp that she doesn't bother to muffle her cries of pleasure.  

As the waves subside, she looks back at the window. Bill's still there, his own movements having stilled. She wonders if he came too if he spilled himself while watching her. The thought makes her grin with feral satisfaction.

Margaret Sterling stares at her bedroom ceiling, breath gradually slowing, a thin sheen of sweat cooling on her skin. For the first time in months, maybe years, she doesn't feel bored. She doesn't feel like a forgotten trophy on a shelf. She feels alive and electric.

Tomorrow, she decides, she'll have to find a way to make this little voyeuristic incident into something more substantial. Her husband will be on another business trip for the next two weeks. Plenty of time to explore whatever this is.

She turns off the lights, slides under the duvet, and falls asleep with a smile, not bothering to close the curtains.
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MARGARET WAKES WITH the sun slicing through the unclosed curtains. Her body feels alive in a way it hasn't in years. The events of last night play in her mind on repeat, and she finds herself getting aroused. She rolls onto her side and watches her husband pack his suitcase with the methodical precision of a man who's done it a thousand times before, his movements as predictable as the seasons.

"I've left the number for the hotel on the fridge," he says. "Emergency contacts, too."

"When do you think you'll be back?" she asks, though she already knows the answer. Two weeks, give or take. Always give or take.

"The fifteenth, probably. Depends how the Singapore meetings go." He zips the suitcase with finality, finally turning to look at her. His eyes skate over her as if she's a piece of furniture he's checking for dust. "You'll be alright?"

It's not really a question. It never is. Margaret nods, offering the smile she keeps specifically for these moments—bright enough to pass for genuine, empty enough to match how she feels when he's around.

"I've got my yoga and book club," she lies. She hasn't been to either in months.

He kisses her forehead—a dry press of lips that could just as easily be a handshake—and then he's gone, the sound of his car fading as he drives away to catch his flight.

Margaret lies in bed for a moment longer, feeling a prickling excitement spread through her limbs. The house is hers now. Her time is hers. And if she plays this right, her neighbor's son will be hers too.

She showers, spending extra time shaving her legs and pussy, slathering herself with her expensive lotion—the one that smells like vanilla and something darker. She selects a sundress that's casual enough to not raise eyebrows but revealing enough to make intentions clear. It's white with tiny blue flowers, thin straps that show off her shoulders, a neckline that dips just low enough to offer a glimpse of cleavage, and a hem that flirts with the idea of modesty without fully committing.

Underneath, she wears her best matching bra and panties. The bra pushes her tits up and together, creating a valley deep enough to lose a man in.

Her heart beats faster as she applies makeup—not too much, just enough to highlight what nature gave her and disguise what time has taken away. She brushes her hair until it shines, the blonde strands catching the light like polished metal.

Margaret studies herself in the mirror, turning sideways to check her profile. Not bad for forty-four. Not bad at all. The years of religiously maintaining her fitness regimen have paid off—her waist still nips in, her ass still curves out, her legs still long and
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