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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I dragged my ass out of bed at 5:30 a.m. like every other soul-crushing weekday, the cheap alarm on my phone blaring some generic ringtone that made me want to throw it against the wall. Twenty-two years old and already stuck in this dead-end loop: shitty apartment, shitty car, and this soul-sucking retail gig at the big-box supercenter on the edge of town. I splashed water on my face, brushed my teeth, and stared at my reflection—messy brown hair, tired eyes, the kind of average build that blended into the fluorescent hell of aisle 12. Breakfast was a protein bar and black coffee that tasted like regret. By 6:45 I was pulling into the employee lot, the massive gray building looming like a prison made of concrete and broken dreams.

Clocking in felt like signing my life away for another eight hours. I grabbed my scanner and vest, then headed straight to the stockroom to start unloading pallets. The place smelled like cardboard, plastic wrap, and that weird chemical floor cleaner they used at night. Customers were already trickling in—mostly early birds hunting for deals on toilet paper and frozen pizzas. I hated the Karens most of all. One showed up ten minutes in, demanding I check the back for a specific brand of organic dog food that we obviously didn’t carry.

“Ma’am, it’s not in the system,” I said for the third time, forcing a smile that hurt my face.

She huffed and stormed off, muttering about “lazy millennials.” I rolled my eyes and went back to stacking boxes, my mind already drifting to the one thing that made this job bearable.

Maria Vasquez.

She was a cashier, mid-thirties, dark-skinned Mexican MILF who turned every shift into torture. Thick hourglass body that the ugly red store polo and khakis couldn’t hide. Her tits were massive, heavy and round, always straining against the buttons like they were one deep breath away from breaking free. Wide hips flared out into a fat, juicy ass that stretched those work pants tight, the kind of ass that jiggled just right when she walked. Long black hair usually pulled back in a ponytail that swayed down her back. Smooth brown skin, full lips, and dark eyes that sparkled with mischief every time she looked at me.

She flirted. Hard. And I was hooked.

First sighting of the day came around 8:15. I was in the home goods aisle, knee-deep in shelving towels, when I heard her voice—low, warm, with that sexy accent that made my dick twitch.

“Morning, papi. You look like you need a coffee… or something stronger.”

I turned and there she was, leaning on her empty cart, cleavage already on display as the top two buttons of her polo fought for their lives. Her skin glowed under the harsh lights, and the way her khakis hugged her thighs made me swallow hard.

“Hey, Maria. Survived the morning rush yet?”

She laughed, that throaty sound that went straight to my groin. “Barely. These pendejos think I’m their personal slave. But seeing you always brightens my day.” She stepped closer, brushing her arm against mine as she reached past me for a price gun. Her heavy tit pressed firmly into my bicep for a second—soft, warm, impossible to ignore. “You’re too young and pretty for this shithole, you know that?”

I felt my face heat up, cock already starting to thicken in my pants. “Yeah, well, bills don’t pay themselves.”

She winked and sauntered off, ass swaying hypnotically. I adjusted myself behind a stack of boxes and tried to focus.

The flirting built like that all morning. Around 10:30 she came back through my aisle pushing returns. “Help me with this heavy one?” she asked, bending over right in front of me. Her polo gaped open, giving me a full view of deep brown cleavage and the lacy black bra barely containing it all. I caught a whiff of her perfume—something sweet and spicy, mixed with the faint musk of a woman who’d been on her feet for hours. My mouth went dry.

“Uh, sure.” I lifted the box, and she “accidentally” pressed her ass back against my crotch as she straightened up. Just a second of contact, but enough to feel the heat radiating off her.

“Gracias, guapo,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “Strong boy like you… mmm.”

By lunch I was rock-hard half the time, hiding erections behind pallets and trying not to stare every time she walked by the registers. We ate in the break room at the same time—her leg pressing against mine under the table while she told me about her weekend. “Husband’s out of town again,” she said casually, licking yogurt off her spoon. “House is so empty. Quiet. Boring.” Her eyes locked on mine, full of promise.

The afternoon dragged, but the encounters kept coming. She brought me a water bottle around 2 p.m., standing so close her tits grazed my chest. “You’re sweating, baby. Working hard?” Her hand lingered on my arm, thumb stroking lightly. Later, in the cleaning aisle, she whispered something in Spanish I only half-caught—something about “joven y duro” and “querer probar.” Young and hard. Want to taste. My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper.

Each little touch ramped up the tension. By 4 p.m. I was a mess—balls aching, mind filled with images of bending her over the register counter. She knew it. She loved it. Every time our eyes met across the store she’d bite her lip or adjust her ponytail, letting me imagine pulling it while I fucked her senseless.

The last hour was when it all boiled over. The store had gone dead—typical Thursday night lull. Only a few customers wandering the front. I was in the back stockroom, wrestling a heavy pallet of canned goods into place, when Maria slipped through the swinging doors.

“Need help with those boxes, papi?” she asked, voice low. The stockroom was dim, shelves towering around us, the hum of the store distant.

Before I could answer she was right there, pressing her body against my back. Her huge tits squished into me, nipples hard through her polo. One hand slid down my stomach, straight to the bulge in my khakis.

“Fuck, Maria…” I groaned.

“Shhh.” She squeezed my cock through the fabric, stroking slowly. “Been wet for you all day. Can’t stop thinking about this young dick.” She ground her hips against my ass, her fat tits rubbing me as she reached around. “Feel how hard you are for Mama.”

I turned in her grip and she pushed me back against the shelves. Her mouth crashed into mine—hot, hungry, tongue sliding deep. She tasted like mint gum and pure lust. My hands grabbed her wide hips, pulling her closer as she rubbed her soaked crotch against my thigh.

“You’ve been teasing me for weeks,” she murmured between kisses, her hand still working my cock. “Time to stop playing.” She took my hand and shoved it down the front of her khakis. My fingers met soaked lace panties clinging to her plump pussy lips. She was dripping. I rubbed her clit through the fabric and she moaned into my mouth, thick thighs trembling.

“Maria, someone could walk in—”

“I don’t care anymore. I’m tired of waiting.” She stroked me faster, breathing hard against my neck. “After we clock out, you’re getting in my car. No excuses, papi. I’m going to fuck you so good.”

Her fingers squeezed the head of my cock, thumb circling the wet spot already leaking through my pants. I was shaking, heart pounding, every nerve on fire. She pulled her hand out, brought her fingers to her lips, and sucked them clean while staring into my eyes.

“Clock out time, baby. My car. Far corner of the lot.”

We walked out together twenty minutes later. The parking lot lights cast long shadows as we headed for her SUV. Her fat ass swayed in front of me with every step, khakis stretched tight, the faint wet spot visible if you knew where to look. My cock strained painfully against my zipper the whole way, already leaking, already hers.

I was done for. This shift had broken me.

And the night was just beginning.


Chapter Two

The walk across the parking lot felt like the longest hundred yards of my life. The supercenter’s fluorescent glow faded behind us as Maria led the way, her wide hips rolling with every step. Those khakis clung to her fat ass like a second skin, the fabric stretched so tight I could see the faint outline of her panties underneath. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing against my zipper with every heartbeat. The cool night air did nothing to calm the fire she’d lit in the stockroom.

She parked way out in the far corner, under a broken light pole that left her big black SUV in deep shadow. Smart. No cameras, no nosy coworkers. Just us.

We reached the driver’s side. Maria hit the unlock button and shot me a wicked smile over her shoulder, her dark eyes gleaming. “Get in, papi.”

The second the doors shut, she attacked.

Her mouth slammed into mine with raw hunger. No hesitation. Her full lips parted, tongue shoving deep into my mouth, slick and aggressive, tasting like mint and pure lust. She moaned into the kiss, one hand fisting my shirt while the other went straight for my crotch. She yanked my zipper down roughly, fished inside my boxers, and pulled my aching cock out into the open air.

“Fuck, look at this young dick,” she growled against my lips, stroking me hard from base to tip. Precum already leaked over her fingers. “So hard for me. Been like this all shift, huh?”

I groaned, hips bucking into her grip. The car smelled like her perfume and the faint leather of the seats. Windows were still clear, the empty lot visible around us, but she didn’t care. Neither did I.

Maria climbed over the center console like a woman possessed, straddling my lap in the passenger seat. Her thick thighs spread wide over mine, khakis straining. She reached down and yanked her polo up and off in one motion, then popped the front clasp of her black lace bra. Her massive tits spilled out—dark, heavy, full brown globes with thick, dark nipples already rock-hard.

She grabbed the back of my head and smothered my face between them.

“Suck them, baby. Mama’s been waiting.”

I latched onto one thick nipple, sucking hard, tongue swirling around the pebbled flesh. She tasted salty-sweet from a long shift, skin warm and soft. Her other tit pressed against my cheek as she ground her soaked crotch down on my exposed cock. The heat radiating through her khakis was insane.

“Mmm, yes… just like that,” she moaned, rolling her hips in slow, filthy circles. Her fat ass flexed on my thighs while I switched nipples, sucking and biting gently. She reached between us and kept stroking my cock, smearing my precum all over the head.

Then she slid down.

Maria maneuvered herself between my legs in the cramped space, her big tits hanging heavy as she looked up at me with pure greed in her eyes. “Time to taste this young cock I’ve been dreaming about.”

She spit on my shaft—thick, messy strings—then took me into her mouth in one greedy swallow. No teasing. She deepthroated me straight to the back of her throat, gagging wetly as her nose pressed against my stomach. The sound was obscene. She held there, throat contracting around me, eyes watering but locked on mine.

“Fuuuuck, Maria…”

She pulled back with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to my glistening cock. “Been fantasizing about draining these balls for months, papi. Every time I saw you stocking shelves, I wanted this dick down my throat.” She dove back down, sucking hard and sloppy—loud, wet noises filling the car. Bobbing fast, twisting her head, tongue swirling around the underside. Spit ran down my balls and soaked into my work pants. She jerked the base with one hand while the other cupped my sack, massaging gently.

She gagged herself deliberately, pushing deeper each time, throat bulging. Tears smudged her mascara but she didn’t stop. “Such a thick young cock… gonna fill Mama’s mouth first? Or save it for this pussy?”

I was panting, gripping the seat, fighting the urge to cum already. She was relentless—slurping, spitting, deepthroating with porn-star enthusiasm. Her heavy tits swayed and slapped against my thighs with every bob of her head.

After what felt like an eternity of heaven, she pulled off with a wet pop, lips shiny and swollen. “Enough. I need you inside me now.”

Maria climbed back up, breathing hard. She didn’t even bother taking her khakis off. She just yanked them down to mid-thigh along with her soaked black panties, pulled them to the side, and positioned herself over my throbbing cock.

The head of my dick kissed her plump, dripping pussy lips. She was shaved smooth except for a neat little landing strip, her dark labia swollen and glistening. She sank down slowly.

“Oh my god…” I groaned as her tight, velvety heat engulfed me.

Inch by inch, her pussy swallowed my bare cock—no condom, nothing between us. She was scorching hot and soaking wet, silky walls gripping me like a vice. Her thick ass settled onto my thighs as she took every inch, bottoming out with a shuddering moan.

“Fuck, you’re so big inside me,” she gasped, eyes rolling back for a second. “Stretching Mama’s married pussy so good.”

She started riding. Slow at first, grinding deep, rolling her hips so her clit rubbed against my base. Her massive tits bounced in my face. I grabbed them, sucking hard on her nipples while she fucked me. Then she picked up speed—bouncing harder, her fat ass clapping against my lap with wet, obscene smacks.

The car started rocking. Windows fogged up fast from our heavy breathing. The smell of sex filled the SUV—her pussy, sweat, my precum mixing with her juices.

“Harder, papi! Fuck me!” she demanded, slamming down. I gripped her wide hips and thrust up to meet her, driving deep. Skin slapped skin. Her juices ran down my balls and soaked my work pants.

She leaned forward, tits smothering me again, riding like a woman starved. “Fill me up, baby—give Mama that young cum! I want it dripping out of me!”

I slapped her fat ass hard, the sound echoing. She moaned louder, clenching around me. Her pussy fluttered, getting impossibly tighter.

“I’m gonna cum—oh fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried.

Her whole body shook. Her pussy spasmed hard around my cock as she squirted—hot fluid gushing over my lap and soaking into my pants. She kept riding through it, milking me with rhythmic squeezes.

That pushed me over the edge.

I buried myself as deep as I could and exploded. Thick ropes of cum blasted into her, flooding her married pussy in heavy pulses. One, two, three, four massive spurts—more than I’d ever cum before. I groaned into her tits, gripping her ass so hard I knew I’d leave marks.

We stayed locked together, panting, my cock still twitching inside her as the last drops leaked out. Cum was already starting to seep around my shaft, dripping down onto the leather seat.

Maria kissed me deeply, slow and possessive, her tongue lazy now. “Mmm… good boy. First load of the night.” She squeezed her pussy around me, making more cum push out. “But I’m not done with you yet. Not even close.”

She reached down and started the car, my cock still buried inside her, cum still leaking steadily down her thighs onto the seat.

“You’re coming home with me tonight,” she said, voice husky and satisfied. “My bed’s bigger.”

The engine hummed to life as she shifted into drive, my cum already making a mess between us.

And the night had only just started.


Chapter Three

The drive to Maria’s house took fifteen minutes, but it felt like an eternity with my cock still half-hard and buried inside her leaking pussy. Every bump in the road made her grind down on me, pushing fresh cum out around my shaft to soak the leather seat. She kept one hand on the wheel and the other between us, lazily stroking my slick length while humming along to Spanish radio. By the time we pulled into her driveway in a quiet suburban neighborhood, I was rock-hard again and ready to ruin her.

We barely made it through the front door.

The second it clicked shut behind us, Maria spun around and shoved me against it. Our mouths crashed together in a messy, desperate kiss. Clothes flew off in a frenzy—my work polo, her khakis still halfway down her thighs, soaked panties kicked aside. In seconds she was completely naked for the first time, and holy fuck, the sight nearly made me cum on the spot.

Maria Vasquez in all her glory: rich dark brown skin glowing under the living room lamp, thick hourglass body built for sin. Heavy, pendulous tits with those thick dark nipples, wide hips that flared dramatically into a massive, jiggling ass, and soft stretch marks across her belly and thighs that only made her hotter. Her pussy was puffy and glistening, my earlier load already starting to drip down her inner thighs in thick white streaks.

“Living room. Now,” she growled, grabbing my cock and pulling me forward.

She bent over the back of her couch, arching her back and spreading her thick legs. That fat ass spread open, showing her creamy, cum-filled pussy and tight little asshole. “Fuck me hard, papi. Right now. Use this married pussy.”

I didn’t need telling twice. I stepped up, lined up my throbbing cock, and slammed balls-deep in one brutal thrust.

“¡Sí! ¡Fuerte!” she cried out in Spanish, pushing back against me.

I grabbed her wide hips and started pounding her like an animal. Hard, fast doggy-style, the sound of my hips slapping her fat ass echoing through the house. Her heavy tits swung wildly beneath her as she braced on the couch cushions. She reached between her legs and started frantically rubbing her clit, moaning loudly in Spanish.

“Deeper! Fill me again! ¡Dame tu leche, joven!”

I slapped her ass hard, watching it ripple, then gripped her ponytail like reins and yanked her head back. The new angle let me hit even deeper. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me, milking my cock.

“I’m cumming—¡me vengo!” she screamed.

Her walls spasmed violently as she came, squirting around my pounding dick. That pushed me over. I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded creampie number two—thick, heavy ropes blasting straight into her womb. I kept thrusting through it, pushing the mix of our juices out around my cock until it ran down her legs in messy rivers.

We stayed like that for a minute, panting, my cock twitching inside her overflowing cunt. Then she stood up on shaky legs, turned, and kissed me slow and deep.

“Shower,” she whispered against my lips. “Then my bed. All night.”

The bathroom was modest but clean. Hot water cascaded over us as soon as we stepped in. Maria pressed her curvy body against mine, soapy tits sliding across my chest. We kissed lazily under the spray while I ran my hands over every inch of her—squeezing her fat ass, cupping her heavy breasts, fingers tracing her stretch marks.

She turned around, back to my chest, and reached between her legs. Two fingers slid into her freshly fucked slit, scooping out a thick, creamy glob of my cum. She brought it up slowly, turning her head to look me straight in the eyes. With a wicked, sensual smile she slid her fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean.

“Mmm… your cum tastes so good, papi,” she purred, licking her lips. “Salty… thick… I love the taste of young cock mixed with my pussy.” She scooped out another generous helping, letting it drip onto her tongue before swallowing with an exaggerated moan, never breaking eye contact. “You filled me so much. I could eat your loads all night.”

The filthy show made my spent cock twitch back to full hardness against her ass. Maria laughed softly, reached back, and guided me inside her again. This time it was slower, deeper—sensual. I fucked her against the shower tiles with long, grinding strokes while soapy water ran between us. Her ass cheeks jiggled every time I bottomed out.

Then she took control. She made me sit on the shower floor. Maria turned around, giving me the perfect view of her massive ass as she lowered herself in reverse cowgirl. She sank down onto my cock inch by inch, moaning as she took me deep again. Her fat ass started bouncing—slow at first, then faster, cheeks clapping loudly under the running water. I watched every ripple, every drop of water and cum sliding down her dark skin.

“Watch it, papi,” she purred, looking back over her shoulder. “Watch Mama’s big ass take this young dick.”

I gripped her hips and thrust up, meeting her bounces. The angle was perfect—she was grinding her G-spot on every downstroke. Her moans grew louder, echoing off the tiles. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks wider so I could see my cock disappearing into her creamy pussy.

I couldn’t hold back. I pulled her down hard and came again—creampie number three, slower and deeper this time, pulsing straight into her core while she milked me with rhythmic squeezes. She came right after, her pussy fluttering and squeezing every last drop out of me.

We rinsed off, still kissing and touching, then dried each other with hungry hands and moved to the bedroom.

Maria’s bedroom was dimly lit at first, but she flipped on the overhead light. “I want you to see everything,” she said with a wicked smile.

Her curvy dark body was on full display as she pushed me onto the king bed and climbed on top. Full lights, no hiding. I could see every detail—her heavy tits swaying, stretch marks on her soft belly, the way her wide hips looked straddling me, and her pussy still leaking my previous loads.

We started in missionary. She lay back, pulled her thick legs up over my shoulders, and I drove into her. Deep, pounding strokes that made her tits bounce wildly. Eye contact the whole time—her dark eyes locked on mine as I fucked her senseless.

“Harder, baby. Own this pussy,” she gasped.

I gave it to her, slamming deep, balls slapping her ass. She came hard, nails raking down my back. I kept going until I pumped creampie number four into her, flooding her womb while she shook beneath me.

Then I flipped her into prone bone. Maria face-down, ass up, gripping the sheets as I mounted her from behind. I fucked her even harder, my weight pressing her into the mattress. She begged in a mix of English and Spanish—“Más fuerte… fuck me harder, papi!”—her voice muffled by the pillow. I reached under her and rubbed her clit until she screamed through another orgasm, and I filled her with even more cum.

Next, cowgirl. She climbed on, facing me, and started grinding and twerking on my cock. Her massive tits bounced in my face. I sucked her nipples while she rode me like a pro, ass rippling every time she slammed down. She leaned forward, smothering me in soft brown cleavage, whispering filthy things: “You love this married MILF pussy, don’t you? Gonna keep filling me up every shift?”

Finally, the last round. She pushed me onto my back and took full control. Slow, sensual reverse cowgirl at first, then turning to face me. She rode me with long, rolling movements, grinding her clit against my base on every downstroke. Her heavy tits swayed hypnotically. I gripped her wide hips, watching my cock disappear into her cum-smeared pussy.

“I want every last drop,” she moaned, speeding up. “Fill Mama one more time.”

Our pace built until we were both gasping, sweating, desperate. She leaned down, kissing me deeply as her pussy started pulsing. We came together—intense, mutual, mind-blowing. I flooded her with the biggest load yet, thick ropes painting her insides while her walls milked me dry. She shook on top of me, moaning into my mouth, her whole body trembling.

We collapsed in a sweaty, cum-covered tangle.

Maria rolled off but kept one leg draped over me. My cum poured out of her in thick white rivers, soaking the sheets beneath her ass. I reached down and cupped her messy, well-fucked pussy possessively, feeling the warm mix leaking over my fingers.

She traced lazy circles on my chest, catching her breath. “I’ve been married twelve years… but it’s been dead a long time. He doesn’t touch me like this. Doesn’t make me feel wanted.” She looked up at me, eyes soft but hungry. “A young guy like you… the thrill, the way you fuck me raw… I need this. I want to keep doing it. Sneaking around at work, my car, my house whenever he’s gone. You okay with that, papi?”

I squeezed her cum-filled pussy and kissed her forehead. “More than okay. This is the start of something addictive.”

We lay there in comfortable silence, bodies pressed together, my hand still possessively between her thighs. Her breathing slowed into sleep, and mine followed soon after.

Tomorrow at work I’d have to act normal—stock shelves, help customers, pretend nothing happened. But I already knew I’d be dragging her into the break room or the stockroom the first chance I got, ready to claim my curvy co-worker all over again.
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