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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Disclaimer

This work is intended for adult audiences aged 18+. Be advised that this story contains sexual content some readers might find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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My clit throbbed, already battered by his hand, now mashed into the chilly edge of the sink with every thrust. I saw stars. I saw whole constellations. Orion’s Belt, the Dippers, and that bonus constellation they don’t put in kids’ books: MILF Gets Reamed By Cockzilla.

The boy’s hands locked around my tits, fingers bruising, like he was trying to leave evidence, while he pushed into depths I didn’t know existed inside me, territories my husband’s dutiful explorations had never discovered.

My mouth hung open. Drool. Real actual drool. I sounded like a dying porn star and didn’t even care.

My thighs slapped wet and sticky against his hips and echoed off the bathroom tile like we’d replaced the mall’s PA system with a live broadcast of me getting railed. The noise was obscene—a squelching, clapping, car-crash soundtrack that would haunt the janitorial staff until retirement.

He went harder.

He rammed it in, all the way, hips slamming my ass so hard the soap dispenser rattled. The monster inside me was firing up every nerve ending I had. 

My pussy stretched around the impossible girth and, instead of giving up, clamped down like it owed rent. He bottomed out and...
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Chapter One: The Walk After
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I walk through the mall. Everything feels familiar and strange at the same time. I’m not ready to head home yet, so I keep moving. My sensible two-inch heels click against fake marble. Neon signs blink at me, tired and overeager, like a department store Santa who’s had one peppermint schnapps too many.

Fifteen minutes ago.

A mall bathroom. Fluorescent lights. A lock that barely held. Outside, people were shopping for gifts and pretending it was all normal. 

I should be thinking about Yuli’s dinner. 

Instead, I feel my panties grow damp, memory running red lights in my brain.

My cheeks are burning hot enough to melt a snowman.

Fifteen minutes ago, I was in a mall bathroom, bent over, a massive cock of a boy who couldn’t be much older than eighteen, buried in my sloppy cunt. His cock was pounding into me while outside, people were doing their Christmas shopping. 

I’m basically the star of my own tragic holiday romance, except there’s no love, just cum seeping through my panties. Every step squishes and drips. The heat between my thighs is criminal. A red flush creeps up my neck, practically screaming, “Look at her! She just got fucked in a mall bathroom! By a stranger!”

I feel exposed, ridiculous, like the city can read me: She’s a cheating slut.

Maybe I should start from the beginning.
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Chapter Two: Under Fluorescent Lights
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I had been stressed, trying to find that damn toy my nine-year-old daughter wanted. I got knocked around on an escalator like a pinball. A preschooler wearing reindeer antlers shrieked in my belly.

Literally.

He buried his face in my belly. Then screamed again when he realized I wasn’t his mom. His actual mom elbowed me in the ribs and growled like a mother bear.

Then the crowd opened just enough for me to spot the fluorescent bathroom sign that read, “Sure, you can cry here.” I broke for it, but as I rounded the corner—wham.

I slammed into a chest that felt carved from gym membership fees and bad decisions. Hands were already on my ass. Bold. He yanked me tight, pelvis grinding into me as if he were auditioning for Human Nutcracker. He couldn’t have been old enough to rent a car, but he radiated frat-boy confidence at full blast and gripped like he could bruise egos.

When I felt his erection pressing into my belly, I heard myself gasp, which mortified me, and the heat between my thighs soared from “mildly scandalous” to full meltdown. You see, I’d had sex with precisely one man in all my forty-three years: my husband. I had no idea whether his dick was big, but in college, while I’d been the good Christian girl, my roommate had been anything but.

She’d spun tales of how amazing a huge cock felt, how it stretched you, made you see God—or maybe rethink your entire life plan. Her stories had been the HBO After Dark of my abstinent college experience: plumbing details, anatomical diagrams, moaning. She’d painted it like a religious awakening if the Holy Spirit had been thick and veiny. Did I believe her? 

Maybe. 

Did I ever test it? 

Absolutely not.

I married my first boyfriend. 

He was nice and reliable, the only dick I’d ever met in the dark. Was his cock big? I had no clue—probably middle of the bell curve. His was the only one I’d seen; I’d assumed all dicks were more or less the same, like discount airline seats or presidential candidates. Until that night, apparently.

Because the thing pressing against my belly? It wasn’t the middle of the bell curve. Not even in the same classroom. It was the kind of cock you’d expect in a porn parody of a Hollywood flick where the hero’s only superpower was “absolutely ridiculous dick.”

The boy’s lips slammed into mine—high-octane and unapologetic, like a frat-party dare gone wild three Jäger shots ago. My body should have screamed red alert, but instead it threw a parade: streamers, confetti, a horny marching band. I kissed him back, more out of muscle memory than conscious choice.

My hand snaked down, shameless, and closed around his erection through his jeans. Jesus. It felt like clutching a flesh-wrapped kielbasa at a state fair, only hotter and twitchier than anything I’d ever touched, and probably not even fully hard yet. My brain short-circuited.

So that was what my roommate meant.

I have no idea how, but half a minute later, I was in the accessible bathroom with him. He flipped the lock with a flick. My brain should’ve been screaming about dignity and that I was a married woman, but my brain decided to stay out of it.

He pushed me against the wall; my back thudded against the tile, an echo somewhere between “glorious mistake” and “there’s no turning back now.” His mouth found mine again, like he’d lost a bet with the devil and decided to milk damnation for all it was worth. His hands were already under my shirt, squeezing my tits like he was test-driving cantaloupes at a farmer’s market.

I should’ve stopped him. I didn’t.

He latched onto my bra clasp like he was defusing a bomb with seconds to spare—flick, snap, done. The kid was an artist. My shirt yanked up around my armpits, and my favorite bra—the one Yuli claimed made my boobs look “irresponsible”—hit the floor with all the dignity of a dropped sandwich.

Then his mouth went to my nipple: wet, hot, hungry. I gasped—loud enough to make the mall janitor outside wonder if someone was dying. Maybe I was. My brain did jumping jacks, but the rest of me melted. His tongue flicked, circled, sucked. If I’d known it could feel like this, I would’ve tossed my morals in the clearance bin years ago.

He palmed my tits like he was measuring them for a trophy shelf. I arched. I moaned. I didn’t care. I was pretty sure it was a wet dream—and soon, I’d wake up.

So why would I have stopped it?

Instead, my hands went rogue. Belt buckle, opened. Button, popped. I wasn’t even pretending to play defense. My hand slid into his boxers.

My fingers dove in, bold as a SWAT team, and met heat so volcanic it could’ve powered a city block. Jesus, I couldn’t get my hand around him. Not even close. This was less “cock” and more “illegal performance art.” The shaft throbbed against my palm, thick and angry, like the world’s rowdiest bratwurst fresh off the grill. I squeezed, tried to get a grip. No chance.

He clamped down on my nipple again, mouth greedy, sucking like he thought sucking tits was a competitive sport and he’d trained for years. I made a sound—a full-throttle moan, ripped out of my chest so raw the mall’s Christmas music seemed to flinch. My knees buckled. The boy’s hands kneaded my tits, tongue flicking and circling till my brain was a puddle. He sucked harder. I nearly blacked out.

His hand went straight for my skirt, all business and zero shame. Next thing I knew, my panties were shoved aside like an uninvited third wheel, and his finger slid in deep, knuckle-deep, pressing into me like he was drilling for oil. The heel of his palm mashed my clit with the subtlety of a jackhammer. Mall bathroom tile dug into my shoulder blades, but I barely felt it—I was too busy seeing stars.

He sucked my nipple like it was the antidote for whatever disease made boys this reckless. Every nerve in my body started breakdancing. My hips bucked. A noise came out of me that probably got three grandmas crossing themselves out in the food court. I almost came right there, just from that. No foreplay, no warning. Just fireworks and regret, on tap.

He didn’t stop. His finger pistoned into me, knuckle-deep, jamming my dignity straight into the paper towel dispenser. My hands? Oh, suddenly I had two of them double-fisting his cock like I was prepping it for the Guinness Book of World Records. This thing belonged in a museum. Or a traffic accident report.

He sucked my tits like he was on a timer. Tongue, teeth, suction, repeat. I swear the mall’s fluorescent lights flickered in sympathy. My panties were drowning. My thighs locked around his hips, desperate, like maybe I could use physics to come harder.

He twisted his wrist, mashed my clit. That was it. Shirt in mouth, teeth clenched, I screamed into cotton as the orgasm blindsided me like a Black Friday doorbuster. I shook. I melted.

For a second, I just hung there, legs shaking, brain sparking like a busted Christmas light. My thighs were wet enough to hydroplane. If the janitor checked the floor, he’d need a hazmat suit.

The kid looked cocky and smug, like he’d just dunked on LeBron and expected a trophy. His hand stayed buried between my legs, fingers still pulsing, reminding me I was currently breaking three sex laws and the basic tenets of common sense. The aftershocks were still rolling through me, my nipples peaked, and my lips were tingling when I finally came up for air.

That’s when my horny, disaster-brained curiosity kicked in. Was I really about to see the monster that had made me horny as hell through denim alone? Absolutely.

I dropped to my knees to see his cock, because sometimes Christmas wishes do come true.

And there it was.

The monster. King Kong of cocks. The eighth wonder of the world, revealed in all its twitching, veiny glory. I actually reeled back a half-inch, like maybe it would hiss and lunge. The damn thing didn’t jut—it loomed. A solid eight, maybe nine inches of thick, pulsing threat, fat as a Coke can and just as carbonated with bad intentions.

My mouth went dry. My brain did that Windows blue screen crash. This was a traffic accident on the interstate. Impossible to look away. You didn’t measure this thing; you evacuated for it.

I wrapped both hands around the shaft, knuckles whitening, and still had room to spare. It throbbed like it wanted its own zip code. I was officially starring in a porno flick directed by cosmic irony.

I had never even watched porn!

But apparently I was inventing it, right there on the cold tile, with a cock that could headline its own HBO series. If this were a dream, my subconscious deserved an Oscar, a Pulitzer, and probably an exorcism. No way my vanilla imagination had conjured up this monstrosity on its own.

My breath hitched. I leaned in, tongue out, tasting the tip. Salty, hot, musky, and forbidden. The head was heavy, slick, daring me to do something reckless. I did.

I licked up the thick ridge, slow, like I was trying to solve a crime with my tastebuds. The kid groaned—a sound straight out of a vampire movie. His hand tangled in my hair, gentle but not really. My lips tingled. My cheeks burned. I dragged my tongue along the shaft, tracing veins big enough to qualify as minor rivers. Every millimeter screamed bad decisions and worse intentions.

I rested it on my face and looked up at the boy, my eyes on either side of the massive cock longer than my face.

I opened my mouth, sucked the tip, and the monster pulsed. He shuddered. I moaned, heat pooling between my legs. My panties were history. My dignity packed up and caught the Megabus.

I opened my mouth wide, jaw unhinging like a
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