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  Chapter one
Winning the Prize


Kelsey Gubitose stood at the kitchen counter in their cramped Indianapolis townhouse, the morning sun barely making it through the dusty blinds. The gold band on her finger looked almost out of place, like a joke nobody got. She wore James’s t-shirt, the one that hung off her tits and barely covered her ass, nipples poking through the thin cotton. Her hair was a mess, lips puffy from the way she’d woken James up—her mouth stuffed with his cock, sucking him off until he groaned and dumped his load straight down her throat. She swallowed every drop, licking him clean like the cock-hungry wife she was, her pussy throbbing, desperate for more, but never getting the real satisfaction that came from choking on a cock that actually owned her mouth. 
James sat at the small table, phone in hand, grinning like a kid who’d just hit the lottery. “Babe, you’re not gonna believe this. I actually won. VIP tickets and backstage passes to Patrick Noonan tonight. Front row, meet-and-greet, the whole thing. That radio contest I entered last month? They picked me.”
Kelsey turned, mug in hand, pretending to care. Patrick Noonan—the Black rapper plastered on every billboard, the one whose voice made her pussy wet every time it came on the radio. She forced a smile, but her cunt was already twitching at the thought. “That’s great, James. We haven’t gone out in forever.”
James got up and grabbed her hips, pulling her in. Her panties were still damp from earlier, but it was the kind of wet that came from frustration, not satisfaction. Sucking him off helped, but it never really did the job. “I know it’s been rough with your thing,” he mumbled, thumb on her waist. “The therapists, the courses, all those fake cocks you bought. I know you’re trying. Let’s just have fun tonight. No pressure.”
Kelsey’s stomach twisted. She thought about the five hypnotherapists—every session ending with her on her knees, throat stretched around their cocks, swallowing load after load like a good slut. The self-help videos just made her sneak off to suck random dicks in parking lots. The behavioral psychologist let her pay for appointments by eating her pussy, Kelsey’s face buried between her thighs while the woman moaned about ‘oral fixation’ and ‘uncontrollable urges.’ None of it worked. Only real cock—thick, veiny, shoving down her throat—ever shut up the noise in her head.
She pressed her lips to James’s neck. “I love you,” she said, and she meant it. But her mind was already gone—thinking about the concert, the pounding bass, the crowd, and Patrick Noonan moving on stage like he owned every pussy in the room.
By night, the arena was packed and sweaty. Kelsey wore a black dress that barely contained her tits, the hem riding up her thighs, legs on display for anyone who cared to look. James hovered behind her, hand on her back like he could protect her from anything. Patrick Noonan hit the stage—tall, ripped, skin shining under the lights, voice deep enough to make every woman’s cunt clench. His lyrics were filthy: ‘pretty mouths begging for it,’ ‘throats taking every inch,’ and he smirked like he knew exactly what he was doing to them.
Kelsey’s nipples went hard, poking through her dress for everyone to see. Her pussy throbbed, mouth hanging open as she watched Patrick grip the mic like he was grabbing a fistful of hair. She squeezed her thighs together, thinking about James’s cock in her mouth that morning—safe, boring, never enough to make her cum. Not like the kind of cock that made her gag, made her eyes water, made her pussy gush just from being used.
James glanced at her, noticing the flush on her cheeks. “You okay?” he shouted over the music.
She nodded, fake smile plastered on, but her addiction was already screaming. Just one look. Just one taste of real cock. She tried to shove it down, tried to play the good wife, but her cunt was already dripping.
After the encore, the backstage pass led them through a labyrinth of corridors buzzing with crew and lingering fans. The line for the autograph/photo op was short—VIP privilege. Kelsey’s heart beat faster as they approached. Patrick Noonan stood there in a black tank top and jeans, sweat still shining on his dark skin, a towel around his neck. Up close, he was overwhelming—broad shoulders, intense eyes, and a noticeable bulge in those jeans that made her mouth go dry.
When it was their turn, Patrick’s gaze landed on Kelsey first. He smiled slowly, teeth bright against his skin. “What’s your name, beautiful?”
“Kelsey,” she managed, voice softer than she intended. Her lips felt suddenly too full, too sensitive.
James introduced himself and handed over a poster. Patrick signed it with a flourish, but his eyes kept flicking back to Kelsey. “You enjoy the show, Kelsey? Looked like you were feeling it.”
She swallowed, aware of how her breasts rose and fell with each breath. “It was incredible. Your voice… It’s powerful.”
He chuckled, low and deep, the sound vibrating through her. “Powerful, huh? I like that. Some fans just want a picture. Others…” His hand brushed hers as he passed the signed poster back, deliberate, lingering. “Others look like they want a private performance.”
James shifted uncomfortably beside her, but Patrick’s attention stayed locked on Kelsey. “Tell you what. While your man grabs some drinks from the crew over there—” he nodded toward a table where a stagehand was waving James over—“why don’t you come with me for a quick private autograph in the green room? Won’t take long. Something special for a fan who really gets the music.”
Kelsey’s pulse hammered. Her mouth watered involuntarily. She thought of the document-like spiral she’d read about in her own late-night searches—how one moment of weakness led to a gloryhole, to strangers using her throat while her husband waited. She glanced at James, who looked torn but nodded. “Go ahead, babe. I’ll be right here.”
Patrick’s hand settled lightly on her lower back, guiding her away. The touch burned through her dress. The green room door clicked shut behind them with a finality that sent a shiver down her spine.
Inside, the space was dimly lit, with leather couches and a low table scattered with water bottles and half-empty glasses. The distant thump of post-show music vibrated through the walls. Patrick leaned against the door, arms crossed, studying her like prey.
“You got pretty lips, Kelsey,” he said, voice dropping to that rich baritone. “Made for more than just singing along.”
She stood there, breathing hard, nipples aching against her dress. The old hunger hit her—lips tingling, tongue twitching, desperate to get on her knees and choke on a cock that would use her mouth like a hole. She remembered all the times she tried to fight it: fake cocks stuck to the shower wall that never pulled her hair, never called her a slut, never dumped a real load down her throat. James tried, but he always finished before he could even fuck her right. The therapist just used her face for pussy-eating practice and whispered about open marriages while she came.
“I… I should probably get back to my husband,” Kelsey whispered, but her feet didn’t move. Her eyes had already dropped to the heavy outline in Patrick’s jeans.
He stepped closer, towering over her. “You sure about that? Because the way you were looking at me on stage… I think that mouth of yours is hungry for something real tonight.”
Her pussy clenched, mouth filling with spit. She could smell him—sweat, cologne, pure cocky alpha. Her addiction screamed that James’s cock was safe, useless, never enough. This Black cock, this monster bulge in his jeans, was what she needed to finally shut up the ache.
Patrick reached down, slowly unbuckling his belt, the sound loud in the quiet room. “Tell me, Kelsey. When’s the last time a real man used that pretty married mouth the way it deserves?”
She trembled, lips parting on a soft gasp. Outside, in the hallway, James waited with their phone, scrolling idly through social media. A fan video notification popped up on Kelsey’s locked screen—something blurry from the meet-and-greet line. He didn’t think much of it.
But in the green room, all that mattered was the man in front of her, the thick cock he was pulling out, and the sick, hungry thrill that her addiction was about to get wrecked by something way bigger than anything she’d ever tried to fight.
The door had clicked shut.
And Patrick Noonan was smiling like he already knew exactly how this private performance was going to start.






  
  Chapter two
First Taste


The green room door clicked shut and the air instantly reeked of sex and desperation. Patrick Noonan, all 6’4” of him, stood there, sweat still glistening on his dark skin, looking like he’d just finished fucking the entire crowd. The bass from the after-party pounded through the walls, rattling Kelsey’s bones and making her pussy twitch. She could smell him—sweat, cologne, and the kind of cocky, animal stink that made her mouth water. Her lips parted, breath shaky, nipples poking through her cheap black dress like they were begging to be noticed. 
Patrick’s intense eyes locked onto hers, a slow, knowing smirk curling his lips. “You ain’t fooling nobody, Kelsey. I saw the way you were squirming out there during the set. Every time I spit those bars about filling pretty mouths, your thighs pressed together like you were trying to hide how wet that married pussy was getting.” His deep baritone rolled over her, smooth yet commanding, the same voice that had commanded thousands tonight now focused entirely on her.
Kelsey’s hands shook. That old, humiliating need was back—the one that had turned therapists into cum donors and made her a regular at every self-help scam in town. She’d sucked off more shrinks than she could count, and not one of them had managed to fix her. Dildos and vibrators were a joke—plastic could never grab her hair or call her a filthy cocksucker, could never choke her with real, hot cum until she came just from swallowing. James’s cock was safe, boring, the kind of dick you marry because you’re tired of being a slut. But it never stretched her out, never made her feel like she was about to break. She remembered the gloryhole she almost let ruin her marriage, the way she’d begged James to let her be a whore. Now she was alone with a man whose bulge looked like it could split her in half.
“I… I really should go back to James,” she whispered, but her voice cracked, betraying her. Her tongue darted out unconsciously, wetting her lower lip. Saliva was already flooding her mouth, her throat working in anticipation.
Patrick chuckled low, the sound vibrating through her chest. He reached down, unbuttoning his jeans with deliberate slowness, the zipper loud in the quiet room. “James can wait. Right now, that pretty mouth of yours is screaming for what it needs.” He shoved his jeans and boxers down just enough, and his BBC sprang free—heavy, thick, veiny, a deep dark chocolate color with a pronounced, bulbous head already glistening with a bead of precum at the slit. It hung there, semi-hard but already longer and girthier than anything Kelsey had ever taken, the weight of it making it sway slightly as blood continued to fill it.
Kelsey’s knees gave out. She whimpered like a bitch in heat, her pussy clenching and flooding her panties. She dropped to her knees without
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