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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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Naughty exerpt

“Look at this,” he says, low and rough. “This married pussy. Soaking wet for a nineteen-year-old black cock.”

“Please,” I whisper. “More.”

He doesn’t make me wait.

The head of his cock presses against my entrance, and I feel it — the blunt pressure, the stretch before the stretch. He pushes. Just the head. And I gasp, my fingers clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck,” I hiss. “You’re so — big.”

“Shh,” he says. And then he rams it in.

The world goes white.

It’s not like my husband. It’s not like anything I’ve ever felt. His cock splits me open, stretches me wider than I thought I could stretch. The pain is there — a bright, sharp ache — but it’s buried under a wave of pleasure so intense I see stars. My inner walls clutch at him, clamp down, try to push him out and pull him deeper all at once.

“Oh, my God!” I scream. I don’t care who hears. “Fuck! Fuck! Your cock is so fucking big!”

He pulls back and rams in again. Harder. Deeper. My elbows buckle. My face presses into the cheap hotel pillow, and I’m drooling into it, crying out, my voice muffled by synthetic fabric.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me with that big black cock!” I’m babbling now, words spilling out of me between grunts and moans. “My husband has never–oh God! ...he has never made me feel this good! You’re stretching me! You’re fucking destroying me!”

He grabs my hips and fucks me harder. His balls slap against my clit with every thrust, a wet, rhythmic sound that fills the room. I can feel my own juices running down my thighs, dripping onto his cock, making it slicker, easier, deeper.

"UUNNNNGGGHHH!" The sound rips out of my throat. “Give it to me! Give me all of it! Fuck this married pussy like the whore it is!”

I’m cumming. I can feel it building, a pressure behind my clit, a coiling heat in my belly. My pussy starts...
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I stand in the kitchen in my snug black leggings and a tank top that clings to my tits like saran wrap. Hair tied up in a ponytail, face bare, I look like every other suburban wife off to Pilates. Except my pussy’s already wet, and not because of any fucking yoga mats.

“Pilates day,” I yrll my husband.

He’s behind the paper, glasses sliding down his nose, pen scribbling a note in the margin. My husband. My safe, steady, boring husband.

He just hums. Doesn’t look up. 

If he knew what kind of stretch I’m about to get, he’d choke on his black coffee.

My phone buzzes on the counter. I know it’s him. My boy. Nineteen. Barely legal. A gym rat with trembling hands and a cock that makes me forget my own goddamn name.

Room 204. You coming?

My wedding ring glints as I pick up the phone, thumbs flying back.

Leaving now.

I slide the phone into my bag, heart hammering.

“Have fun,” my husband says flatly, eyes still glued to the paper. He has no idea what I mean when I murmur, “Oh, I will.”

Because I’m not going to Pilates.

I’m going to let a nineteen-year-old black porn star bend me over and fuck me like it’s the only thing he’s ever dreamed of.

And God help me... I’m wetter than I’ve ever been just thinking about it.

The garage door rumbles up, and I slide into my minivan. 

My minivan. 

Jesus. I’m a cliché. A horny, middle-aged cliché in a Honda Odyssey with a Pilates mat in the back and a pussy so soaked I’m afraid I’ll leave a stain on the leather seat.

The engine turns over. I back out of the driveway, wave at Mrs. Patterson two houses down who’s watering her petunias. She waves back, all smiles.

The drive takes fifteen minutes. I take the long way, past the high school, past the Dunkin’ Donuts where I sometimes stop after I meet with Him. My fingers grip the wheel. My nipples are hard, two bullets pressing against the thin cotton of my tank top.

The community center comes into view. I pull in, park next to a Prius, cut the engine. Through the windshield, I can see the glass doors and the bulletin board.

I grab my bag. Step out. Lock the door.

And then I don’t walk toward the community center.

I turn. Cross the street. The hotel rises in front of me, three stories of beige stucco, a neon vacancy sign buzzing pink, curtains drawn tight over every window. The kind of place that rents by the hour and doesn’t ask questions.

My heels click on the asphalt. A car honks. I don’t flinch. My heart is a fist in my chest, and between my legs that familiar ache pulses, thick and demanding.

I push through the glass door into the lobby. Cheap floral air freshener. A single plastic plant. The clerk behind the counter doesn’t even look up from his phone.

I don’t need to check in. Room 204.

I take the stairs.

Two at a time.

By the time I reach the second-floor hallway, I’m breathless, and it’s not from the climb. The carpet is patterned beige, faded. Fluorescent lights hum overhead. I walk past Room 202, Room 203.

Room 204. The door is cracked. A sliver of dark room beyond. My hand trembles as I push it open.

And then I see him.

He’s already naked.

God, he’s already fucking naked.

He’s sitting on the edge of the bed, legs spread, and there it is — that cock I’ve been dreaming about for three months. That thick, huge black cock that my husband couldn’t even begin to imagine. It rises from his lap, hard and gleaming, a vein pulsing along the shaft, the head dark and swollen, already glistening at the tip.

My knees go weak.

“Come here,” he says. Soft. But it’s a command.

I cross the room like I’m in a trance. The carpet is rough under my sneakers. The air smells like bleach and stale cigarettes and something else — something hot, something male. I drop to my knees in front of him. The carpet burns through the thin fabric of my leggings.

I don’t care.

I reach out. My fingers wrap around the base of his cock, and I feel the heat of it, the weight, the thickness. My whole hand can barely close around it. My pussy clenches so hard I gasp.

“Open your mouth,” he says.

I do.

I lean forward and take the head between my lips. Salty. Hot. Silk over steel. My tongue circles the crown, and I taste pre-cum, bitter and sharp, and I moan. Actually moan. The sound vibrates through his shaft, and he groans above me, his hand settling on the back of my head.

“That’s it,” he breathes. “Take it. Take all of it.”

I try. I sink lower, lower, feeling the stretch of my jaw, the pressure at the back of my throat. My eyes water. My nose presses against his pelvis, and I still haven’t taken half of him. Saliva spills down my chin. I gag, but I don’t pull back. I want this. I want to choke on this big black cock, want to feel him use my throat like I’m nothing but a hole for him to fuck.

His fingers tighten in my hair.

“Look at you,” he mutters. “Fifty-one years old and you’re drooling on my cock like a slut.”

I moan in response. My thighs are soaked. I can feel the wetness pooling in the gusset of my leggings, a hot slick mess.

He lets me suck him for another minute. Maybe two. Long enough for my jaw to ache, for my spit to run down my chin and drip onto my tank top, for my knees to go numb against the carpet.

Then he pulls me off by my hair.

“Enough. Strip. Get on the bed. On your hands and knees.”

I scramble. I fumble with the hem of my tank top, yanking it over my head. My tits spill out — heavy, full, the nipples dark and hard, the undersides damp with sweat. His eyes drop to them, and I see it: hunger. Real hunger. The same look I’ve been starving for from my husband ten years longer than this boy has lived.

I kick off my sneakers. Shove my leggings down my hips. I’m not wearing underwear — I never do on Pilates days anymore. My pussy is bare, swollen, glistening. I see his gaze land there, see his tongue wet his lips.

I climb onto the bed. The sheets are cheap and rough under my palms. I settle on all fours, arch my back, push my ass out. I know what I look like. My tits hang heavy beneath me, swinging. My ass is round and full, the legs strong from decades of keeping myself together.

I hear him stand. Feel the mattress dip under his weight.

His hands land on my hips. Hot. Big. His thumbs press into the soft flesh of my ass cheeks, spreading me open. I feel the cool air on my wet, exposed pussy and I shudder.

“Look at this,” he says, low and rough. “This married pussy. Soaking wet for a nineteen-year-old black cock.”

“Please,” I whisper. “More.”

He doesn’t make me wait.

The head of his cock presses against my entrance, and I feel it — the blunt pressure, the stretch before the stretch. He pushes. Just the head. And I gasp, my fingers clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck,” I hiss. “You’re so — big.”

“Shh,” he says. And then he rams it in.

The world goes white.

It’s not like my husband. It’s not like anything I’ve ever felt. His cock splits me open, stretches me wider than I thought I could stretch. The pain is there — a bright, sharp ache — but it’s buried under a wave of pleasure so intense I see stars. My inner walls clutch at him, clamp down, try to push him out and pull him deeper all at once.

“Oh, my God!” I scream. I don’t care who hears. “Fuck! Fuck! Your cock is so fucking big!”

He pulls back and rams in again. Harder. Deeper. My elbows buckle. My face presses into the cheap hotel pillow, and I’m drooling into it, crying out, my voice muffled by synthetic fabric.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me with that big black cock!” I’m babbling now, words spilling out of me between grunts and moans. “My husband has never–oh God! ...he has never made me feel this good! You’re stretching me! You’re fucking destroying me!”

He grabs my hips and fucks me harder. His balls slap against my clit with every thrust, a wet, rhythmic sound that fills the room. I can feel my own juices running down my thighs, dripping onto his cock, making it slicker, easier, deeper.

"UUNNNNGGGHHH!" The sound rips out of my throat. “Give it to me! Give me all of it! Fuck this married pussy like the whore it is!”

I’m cumming. I can feel it building, a pressure behind my clit, a coiling heat in my belly. My pussy starts clenching around his cock in waves, gripping him, milking him.

“I’m cumming!” I scream. “I’m cumming on this huge black cock!”

And I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me like a goddamn freight train.

It starts in my pussy—a clench, a flutter, a grip so tight I feel his cock pulse against my walls. Then it spreads. Heat floods my belly, my chest, my face. My toes curl. My fingers claw at the cheap hotel sheets, and I scream, a raw, guttural sound I don’t recognize, a sound I’ve been holding back for twenty-nine years.

“OOOOHHHHH FUUUUCK!”

My whole body locks up. My spine arches, my ass presses back against his pelvis, and I’m cumming. Waves roll through me, each one harder than the last. My pussy spasms around his cock, milking him, gripping him like I’ll die if he pulls out.

And he doesn’t stop.

He doesn’t stop.

He rams into me harder. The sound of his hips
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