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CONTENT NOTE:

 


To oversimplify, fiction in the NTR genre usually blatantly
rubs the main character’s sexual escapades in their significant
other’s face as a typical genre trope. This work of fiction does not do
that. That
said, it is NTR and so you can expect the usual shenanigans that
separate works in the NTR genre from your typical “someone cheating
on someone” story, but - and this is important - it is the ‘light’ version of NTR, so there’s none of the
unwilling behavior that seems so common these days in the genre and
you can expect the usual excessive thirstiness that populates an
erotic work by Sophie Sin with a (kinda?) happy ending for all
involved by the end of the story.


NTR LIGHT

 


The four-story parking building on
Cardwin Avenue in Kate's opinion is the ideal rendezvous point from
which to begin a sordid midday tryst and, on arrival, she spots
Tyrone Jackson's bulky SUV parked and waiting.

"Have you been here long?" Kate asks,
slipping into the vehicle's back seat in the skimpy black lingerie,
beige coat and heels Tyrone told her to wear.

"Not really."

Lying side-on to conceal her presence
from any passersby, Kate notices the sizeable bulge in his
department-issue trousers' crotch and easily can surmise what has
been on his mind.

"Where are we doing it
today?"

In the rearview mirror, Tyrone's smile
is wickedly wide.

"It's a secret."

The rugged black reverses his SUV out
of its parking spot and when on the road, Kate sits up and observes
the sexy stud silently. Four years back, she had helped treat a
perp Tyrone brought into the hospital and instantly she'd grown
lustful for his smokey black, heavily muscled physique and the
unwavering erotic gaze that he'd thrown her way and which - for the
first time ever - had inspired something truly carnal in her curvy,
feminine flesh. Then after, they'd begun screwing each other
senseless at least twice a week during the afternoon when her
husband is at work and nowadays she can't imagine a life without
his huge black cock destroying her petite cunt
regularly.

"Isn't this close to Bob's office?"
Kate queries after recognizing some of her surroundings.

"It's fine."

Tyrone parks his vehicle on the
roadside then exits and strolls a few feet before looking back to
confirm that she's following on behind and locking the SUV's doors
via his key fob.

"A gallery?" she murmurs in interest
as he enters.

Together (but not) they navigate the
hustle and bustle of the space to its rear. There, the uniformed
black steps through a 'staff only' door and Kate is quick to
follow.

"Is this really okay?" she
asks.

"Yeah, it's cool."

They stroll down a hallway and exit
out into a loading bay and inside there's a guard box next to a
half-open roller door, but its occupant only nods politely on
seeing Tyrone and her and pays them no mind as they walk through
another 'staff only' door.

"Wow, this is new." There are shipping
boxes stacked ahead of the hallway's five rooms and a
floor-to-ceiling window running its length opposite them. "Is this
where we are going to fuck?"

"Yeah." Tyrone pauses, grins and
points. "Look who's here."

Kate realizes immediately that she's
in full view of her husband right now as he trudges to the bench
seat 10 feet forward of the window and instinctively tries to dive
out of sight before she's noticed.

"You're overreacting, babe." Tyrone
points out, waving to Bob. "The glass is mirrored on his
side."

Curious, Kate strolls out and shoves
her face to the glass and as her husband is checking his hair in
the window, he should be able to see her, but clearly he
doesn't.

"Makes you horny, doesn't
it?"

Tyrone's fingers deeply grind into the
ample flesh of her buttocks and Kate moans loudly like a bitch in
heat.

"It's so risky," she purrs as the
black suckles on her earlobe. "We might get caught."

His ebony fingers unclasp the buttons
of her coat. “We won’t," Tyrone promises, low and horny, the
garment dropping to the concrete floor and her partial nudity,
flushed skin and desirous gaze (reflected in the glass) promptly
unveiled.

Out there, her husband is chewing on
the sandwich that she put together this morning and which she'd
handed off to him as he was telling her to enjoy her day off.
However, Kate didn’t need to hear that from him because she’d known
already that it was going to be enjoyable and the strong black
hands gripping and squeezing her ample tits are the reason for
that.

“Yes, Tyrone. Pull on my nipples.”

Teasingly, the stud reaches for them,
yet neither are pulled (not even caressed) and, instead, he shoves
her to the glass, both of her breasts, one side of her pretty face,
and her lean upper stomach hard to the window, and after, he
kneels, spreads her butt cheeks apart and finger bangs her pussy as
his tongue hungrily probes her asshole.

“Ohhh,” Kate moans blissfully. “You nasty beast!”

Tyrone’s free hand slaps her butt hard
and she moans even more hornily.

“Hips forward.”

This command is spoken at the height
of her pleasure and so Kate doesn’t think to the consequences when
obediently complying.

“Look. It’s being displayed. People might see.”

Presently, his fingers are parting her
hairless cunt lips and her sensual squirming is smearing the glass
with her juices.

“Turn.”

Kate doesn’t even hesitate to follow
his command.

“Part your ass.”

This is done without delay.

“Now, shove that sweet white behind back to the
glass.”

At the back of her mind, the thought
that the mirrored finish on the window probably isn’t strong enough
to conceal her curvy backside from the world slips into her mind,
but that doesn’t stop her from doing so anyway.

“Good.”

Tyrone’s big black cock is out now and
he shoves the head to her willing lips and grabs both sides of her
head; then, with ZERO mercy, the man face fucks her mouth so
brutally that her pussy and butt begin squelching rudely on the
glass and the tip of his slong rounds the curve of her
throat.

“What a weak bitch.”

On all fours, Kate stares up to him
after passing out and being discarded. Above, those steely black
eyes of his are incredibly hungry for her womanly wiles and just
watching him working his massive cock one-handed over her sees her
cunt clench to a vice-like tightness.

“Suck my balls.”

Kate is about to pop the left into her
mouth when the large black stops her and - smiling extremely wide -
points to the window.

“Look who’s watching.”

Looking back, her eyes alight on Bob
peering in.

“He heard you and came to gawk, didn't he?" Tyrone says.
"You should reward the man by showing him your tits.”

At first, Kate doesn’t want to, but
then the big black cop takes her long brown hair in hand and
repeats himself sternly and so, very turned on, she gets up and
flashes her tits at the man she's married to.

“He’s so close. He might even be able to see you right now.”
A pinched lustful moan leaves her lips. “If he knew what you
were...”

All of a sudden, Tyrone stops his
fingering of her soaked pussy.

“Oh, who is that?”

Her husband has already turned and is
currently waving in a friendly manner to the tidily suited,
20-something, brunette junior worker strolling towards
him.

“Is she a colleague or a friend?” Tyrone whispers in Kate's
ear. “Or, maybe a girlfriend or something more?” He rams his big
cock halfway into her cunt. “You saw his face too, right? Think
about it. Just who is she to him?”

“That cheating, bitch and bastard-"

More of his cock is rammed
in.

"Ahhh fuck yes!”

Tyrone chuckles, presses her further
forward and whispers, “I can’t tell who’s the worse cheater - you
or him? You two are a match made in heaven, aren’t you?”

Before her eyes, that bastard seats
himself again and continues to eat his lunch while happily engaging
in conversation with that bitch brunette. Meanwhile, the head of
Tyrone’s long cock has kissed the mouth of her womb and, as always,
Kate yearns for the black babies her husband’s white skin and her
ancestors' lack of appreciation for big black cocks is denying
her.

“That cheating prick,” she grumbles out, between lustful
moans, and lifts her middle finger to fly the happy wanker the
bird.

“You know what, bitch, I’m not pulling out today," Tyrone
says, catching her attention again.

As probably intended, her discontent
fades after hearing this news and her objection is swift: “You
can’t. I’ll get pregnant.”

His laughter booms in the hallway in
reply to her horny dismissal of his proposal.

“Then, let me use your ass. Can’t get pregnant from that,
right?”

Of course, Kate loves to do anal with
the man, but, truthfully, the real problem is that she’s super
close to cumming. That said, the idea of having to down an
emergency contraceptive to avoid pregnancy doesn’t sit well with
her because the meds tend to make her woozy for days
after.

“Okay. Anything for you, honey.”

His fat cock is removed from her
soaked pussy and the head is rammed into her hand-parted
rear.

“Ahhh, yessss.”

He chuckles. “Say thank
you.”

The short stroke that he's providing
her has Kate feeling blissful and so her eager, “Thank you so
much!” comes off ultra-nasty as the man delves deeper into
well-known territory.

A minute later and halfway inside,
Tyrone drags her head up by the hair and points her blurry gaze
towards what is happening out on the bench.

“Look at him leaning in and making a play on that young
bitch,” The black slurs in her ear. “I bet he wants that young
pussy pretty damn bad.”

It’s hard for her to even think
straight with her asshole burning from the swift stretching brought
on by his throbbing piece and, honestly, the part of her that cared
about Bob’s (possible) cheating has lost prominence in her mind in
the wake of her own incredible adultery and the thought that sifts
up is that she’d be wrong to deny her husband this fantastic
sensation since they barely fuck at all these days
anyway.

“Time to show the people walking by your cunt,
babe.”

Kate is hoisted up into the man's
strong hands in the direction of the glass and anybody looking
would be able to see her desire-parted pussy and ass full of black
cock if the window wasn’t mirrored.

“Shittt…”

This new position puts too much
pressure on her cunt through her filled-up butt and the resulting
orgasm is a squirting spectacle that coats both the glass and floor
in transparent liquids.

“Such a messy bitch,” Tyrone chides, putting her down and
pulling out. “You should clean that up.”

Body weak from cumming, she squats and
laps her own squirt from the window. However, the dominant black
cares more for the floor and she is shoved down with one boot
pressed to her head - the big black jerking off his bulging cock as
he does so - so she can lick up her ejected pussy milk.

“You’re here already.”

Kate’s eyes surge up in abrupt shock,
pink tongue half posed in her own squirt, to spot the guard - a
chocolate-skinned black of over 30 years uniformed in navy blue
overalls – standing a few feet off and working in kinky circles his
modest, ultra-erect cock with his eyes locked on her curvy white
hips.

“This is Bruce,” Tyrone relates, seizing Kate by her long
brown hair and leading her over to kneel before the guard's pre-cum
dribbling black slong. “He's a thief who likes stealing from his
employer. Show her your tats, will you?”

The man, as ordered, promptly unzips
his work overalls to reveal a modest collection of dark-inked
tattoos etched into his lean-cut, lightly muscled upper
torso.

“He got these tattoos while in the slammer,” Tyrone
clarifies. “Furthermore, our friend here is still on probation and
has a wife and two kids to provide for and it’d be all too easy for
him to go back to prison if his numerous small thefts were to
somehow be discovered. Isn’t that right, Bruce?”

Nodding obediently, the thief meekly
intones, “Yes, officer,” while fluffing his sexy black cock and
seemingly unable to draw his eyes from Kate's bountiful white
nudity.
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