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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 stepped off the plane at Luis Muñoz Marín International Airport in San Juan, the humid tropical air hitting me like a wet blanket straight out of the dryer—thick, warm, and carrying the faint tang of jet fuel mixed with ocean salt and distant frying oil. It was late summer, the kind of sticky heat that made my T-shirt cling to my back instantly, but damn if it didn't feel alive. Three weeks stretched out ahead of me like a blank canvas: no lectures, no frat parties back at campus, no deadlines. Just me, a beat-up duffel bag slung over my shoulder, a cheap rental car waiting in the lot, and the wild promise of Puerto Rico whispering in my ear. My heart raced a little faster as I grabbed my keys from the Hertz counter—freedom tasted like this, raw and unfiltered.

The drive east to Luquillo was a blur of palm-lined highways, reggaeton blasting from passing cars with bass that thumped through my chest, and roadside stands selling fresh coconuts cracked open with machetes. I cranked the AC in the little Hyundai, but it barely fought the sweat beading on my forehead. Inner thoughts swirled: What the hell am I doing here alone? Part of me was thrilled—college guy on his first real solo adventure, chasing that itch for something exotic, something that might scratch deeper than the usual hookups back home. Another part was nervous, wondering if I'd end up bored or broke. But mostly, I was horny as fuck already, the island's vibe stirring something primal in me.

I pulled up to the beach bungalow I'd booked online—a simple wooden spot tucked behind swaying sea grapes, with a thatched roof and a hammock swaying on the porch. The ocean roared just beyond the dunes, waves crashing white against the sand. I dumped my bag inside, the cool tile floor a relief under my bare feet, and cracked open a Medalla beer from the mini-fridge. It went down crisp and malty, chasing away the travel dust. This is it, I thought, staring out at the turquoise water sparkling under the afternoon sun. No rules. No one watching.

By mid-afternoon, the pull of hunger—and curiosity—drew me out. I wandered down the sandy path toward the kioskos, those iconic open-air food shacks clustered along the shore like a colorful village of their own. The air thickened with the sizzle of frying dough and the savory punch of sofrito—garlic, peppers, and cilantro wafting from every grill. Locals chatted in rapid Spanish laced with laughter, kids chased each other with plastic buckets, and vendors hawked everything from pastelillos to fresh piña coladas spiked with rum. Reggaeton pulsed from a speaker somewhere, the beat syncing with my footsteps. It felt authentic, alive, worlds away from my sterile dorm life.

That's when I saw her. Marisol.

She was behind the counter of what looked like her family's fritura stand, a vibrant setup with hand-painted signs advertising alcapurrias and bacalaítos. Mid-forties, easy, maybe tipping into fifty, but she carried it with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what her body could do. Her bright red sundress hugged every curve like it was painted on—wide hips that flared out dramatically, straining the fabric at the seams, heavy breasts that swayed hypnotically with each motion as she flipped golden-brown fritters in bubbling oil. Thick thighs rubbed together beneath the hem, smooth and golden-brown, glistening faintly with the sheen of tropical sweat. Her dark hair was twisted up in a messy bun, strands escaping to frame her face, and those full, plump lips curved in easy smiles as she bantered with an older couple ordering from her.

But it was her eyes—deep almond-shaped, framed by thick lashes—that locked onto me when she glanced up. Slow, knowing, shameless. A spark ignited low in my gut, my cock twitching involuntarily in my shorts like it'd been jolted awake by lightning. Holy shit, I thought, frozen mid-step. Who is this woman? She wasn't just hot; she was magnetic, radiating that mature, seductive energy that made younger girls seem like amateurs. I imagined those hips grinding against me, those breasts pressing soft and heavy into my chest, that mouth whispering filthy things in Spanish. My mouth went dry, pulse hammering.

She caught me staring—hard. Didn't look away or blush. Instead, she dragged her tongue slowly across her plump lower lip, licking away a stray drop of grease from the oil, and her smile deepened into something predatory. " ¿Qué quieres, papito?" she called out, voice husky and warm like aged rum. "You look like you're starving for something real."

I fumbled my way to the counter, ordering a ridiculous amount—alcapurrias, tostones, maybe some empanadas—just to buy time, to keep watching her move. Her hands were strong yet graceful, dusted with flour, as she worked the fryer. Up close, her scent hit me: coconut oil from her skin, warm womanly musk mixed with the sharp tang of fried food and a hint of vanilla from whatever lotion she wore. It made my head spin, my jeans suddenly too tight. She's noticing me, I realized, a thrill shooting through me. Not some kid. Me.

When she handed over the styrofoam container, our fingers brushed—deliberate, electric. A jolt straight to my balls, making them tighten. She leaned in just a fraction, close enough that I could see the faint freckles across her cleavage, the way her dress dipped low enough to hint at dark areolas beneath. "Come back tonight," she murmured, her breath warm against my ear, laced with that intoxicating Spanglish lilt. "After I close up. I'll feed you something better than this, papito. Something that'll make you forget all about being hungry."

I nodded dumbly, heart pounding like a drum in my chest, and walked away on shaky legs. The food was forgotten in my hand as I headed back to the bungalow, the sun dipping lower and painting the sky in oranges and pinks. Inside, I paced the small space, the fan whirring lazily overhead, doing nothing to cool the fire building in me. What the fuck was that? My mind raced with fantasies—her on her knees, those thick thighs spread wide, begging me with those eyes. I jerked off twice in the shower, hot water cascading over me as I stroked furiously to the memory of her lips, her curves, that whispered promise. But it wasn't enough. I was still rock-hard, aching, my balls heavy with need. She's older. Experienced. What if she eats me alive? The thought only made me harder.

As dusk fell, the kioskos' lights flickered on one by one, casting a golden glow against the darkening beach. Reggaeton faded into softer salsa drifting on the breeze. I couldn't stay away. I walked back, the sand cool now under my flip-flops, the ocean's salt spray kissing my skin. Most stalls were shuttered, vendors packing up with clatters of metal and goodbyes. But one remained dimly lit—hers.

Marisol leaned against the counter in that same red sundress, now hiked up teasingly high on one thigh, revealing the lacy black edge of panties hugging her full, rounded ass. No customers. Just her, waiting. She crooked a finger at me, slow and inviting, her eyes gleaming with that same shameless hunger.

I went. Heart slamming, cock straining, every nerve alive with the electric promise of what was coming. This wasn't just a vacation anymore. This was the spark that would ignite everything.


Chapter Two

The screen door slapped shut with a finality that made my pulse jump. The tiny back room smelled like everything good and filthy at once: hot oil from the fryer still lingering, fresh sofrito, coconut lotion on her skin, and the thick, heady musk pouring off her soaked pussy. One bare bulb swung overhead, throwing golden light across Marisol’s curves and making the sweat on her golden-brown skin glisten like she’d been oiled for worship.

She didn’t rush me. She just leaned back against the prep counter, hips cocked, heavy tits rising and falling with slow, deliberate breaths. Those almond eyes raked over me—head to toe, lingering on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

“Mira cómo estás, papito,” she purred, voice smoky and thick with that island accent. “Hard as steel since this afternoon, ¿verdad? I saw you trying to hide that young cock behind your plate of alcapurrias. Pobrecito… all swollen and leaking for Mama.”

I swallowed. “You have no fucking idea.”

She laughed low, throaty, stepping closer until the soft weight of her breasts brushed my chest through the thin red sundress. “Oh, I know exactly.” Her hand slid down my stomach, nails scraping lightly, stopping just above my waistband. She palmed me through the fabric—firm, possessive squeeze. “Tan lleno… so ready to give me everything I’ve been craving.”

Her thumb circled the wet spot at the tip, spreading it wider. I groaned, hips jerking. She tsked softly and pulled her hand away. “Patience, college boy. First you worship. Get on your knees and show me how bad you wanted this thick Puerto Rican body all day.”

I dropped fast. Knees hit cool concrete. Up close her scent slammed into me—musky-sweet arousal, coconut, a hint of vanilla and the faint spice still clinging to her from hours over the grill. She gathered the sundress in both hands and dragged it up her thick thighs inch by slow inch, letting me drink in every golden curve.

When the hem bunched at her hips she paused, letting me stare at the drenched black lace molded to her plump mound. “You like how wet you made me, ¿no?” She hooked a finger under the waistband. “Todo el día este coño estuvo chorreando, pensando en esos ojos hambrientos tuyos.” She peeled the panties down torturously slow—fabric sticking to her swollen lips before snapping free with a wet sound. A glistening strand stretched and broke. “Mira qué desastre soy por ti, papito. All this slick… just for you.”

She kicked the lace aside, spread her stance wide, planted one foot on a low crate so her pussy opened right in front of my face. One hand slid down her soft belly; two fingers parted her dark, puffy lips. Her clit stood out—fat, dark, throbbing. She started rubbing slow circles over it, moaning softly.

“Mírala, baby… mira cómo está de hinchada mi clítoris… todo por tu culpa, niño malo.” She spread herself wider with her other hand, showing me every glistening pink-brown fold. “Ven aquí… come este coño rico. Haz que Mama se corra duro en esa boca joven.”

I leaned in. First long, flat lick from dripping hole to clit—collecting her thick, tangy heat on my tongue. She hissed, fingers tightening in my hair.

“Sí… así, despacito… lame bien rico… saborea lo que te hice esperar todo el maldito día.”

I obeyed. Slow, worshipping strokes—base to tip—letting her flavor coat my lips, my chin. Her thighs quivered. After a few passes she started guiding my head, rolling her hips in tiny, filthy circles, grinding her wetness across my face.

“Más arriba… chupa mi clítoris… mételo entre tus labios y no lo sueltes, papito.”

I sucked her swollen bud gently, flicking the tip of my tongue in quick, teasing pulses. Her moans sharpened.

“Ay, Dios mío… sí… chúpalo duro… haz que se ponga más gordo… fuck, your mouth feels so good…”

She kept rubbing herself right alongside my tongue—fingers sliding over her clit, pinching, rolling, spreading her slick everywhere. Wet sounds filled the room: my licking, her fingers working, her ragged breathing, the occasional drip hitting the floor.

“Me tienes tan caliente… este coño está palpitando por ti… lame más rápido, baby… make Mama come all over that pretty face.”

The first orgasm hit fast. Her thighs clamped my ears like a vice. Body bowed. “¡Me vengo! Me vengo en tu boca… ¡toma todo, carajo!” She bucked hard, flooding my mouth with a hot, tangy rush. I swallowed greedily, tongue still lapping through her shudders.

But she wasn’t done.

“Otra vez,” she gasped, voice shaking. “No pares… quiero correrme hasta que mis piernas no aguanten… give me more, papito.”

I slid two fingers inside her—hot, slick velvet gripping me tight. She sucked them deeper with a greedy flutter. I curled them forward, rubbing that spongy front wall while my tongue returned to her clit—faster flicks, steady suction.

Her dirty talk poured out in filthy Spanglish. “Mira cómo me abres… este coño tan mojado por tu lengua joven… fóllame con los dedos… chúpame el clítoris hasta que explote… ay, sí… right there… don’t stop, baby, don’t you dare stop…”

I pumped my fingers harder, tongue lashing relentlessly. Her hips rocked faster, grinding against my soaked face. I could feel the pressure building—her thighs shaking, breath hitching higher.

“Voy a correrme otra vez… voy a squirtear… ¡ay, mierda, no pares! ¡Chúpame más duro!”

Her whole body locked. A sharp, broken cry ripped from her throat. Then it happened—hot, clear liquid sprayed against my chin, my chest, soaking my shirt in pulsing gushes. She kept rubbing her clit furiously through it, milking every wave. Another smaller squirt followed, dripping down my neck, warm and slick. Her legs buckled; she braced harder on the counter to stay upright.

She sagged forward, panting, still lazily circling her oversensitive clit. “Mírame… todavía estoy temblando… me hiciste squirtear como una puta en celo… look at the mess you made, papito.”

I looked up—face drenched, shirt plastered to my skin, cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

She smiled slow and wicked, eyes glassy with lust. “Now it’s your turn to fill this dripping, greedy pussy. Raw. Deep. No pulling out.” She turned, braced both hands on the prep table, arched that wide back high. Fat ass lifted, pussy lips puffy and parted, still twitching, a slow mix of squirt and arousal trickling down her thick inner thigh.

“Ven aquí,” she whispered over her shoulder, voice wrecked and needy. “Pon esa verga joven bien adentro… no condón, no saques… fuck me hard and give me todo tu semen caliente. Breed this Puerto Rican pussy, baby. Fill my womb until I’m dripping with your young cum.”

I stood on shaking legs, shoved my shorts down, and stepped forward—cock aching, leaking, ready to claim every inch she offered.


Chapter Three

I gripped her wide hips, fingers sinking deep into the soft, warm flesh, and pressed the swollen head of my cock against her dripping entrance. She was still pulsing from the squirting orgasm, slick and hot, her puffy lips parting eagerly around me. One slow, deliberate push and I sank all the way in—inch after thick inch stretching her velvet walls until my balls pressed tight against her clit.

“¡Ay, coño! Tan grueso… tan profundo…” Marisol moaned, her voice raw and broken. Her back arched hard, that fat, golden-brown ass rippling as she pushed back to take every last centimeter. “Fóllame, papito. Don’t hold back. I want to feel this young cock wrecking me.”

The heat was insane—molten, silky, gripping me like a fist that refused to let go. I pulled back until just the tip remained, then slammed forward. The wet slap of skin on skin cracked through the tiny room like a whip. Her heavy ass cheeks jiggled with every brutal thrust, waves of soft flesh bouncing against my hips. The table groaned under us, bottles of seasoning rattling. Outside, the distant crash of ocean waves mixed with her moans, creating a filthy island soundtrack.

I started pounding her harder, faster. Each stroke made her pussy squelch obscenely around me, her earlier squirt and fresh arousal coating my shaft and dripping down her thick thighs. The scent was overwhelming—raw sex, her musky sweetness, sweat, and the faint spice still clinging to her skin. My balls slapped rhythmically against her swollen clit, sending little shocks through both of us.

But even as pleasure flooded my brain, a voice in the back of my head screamed warnings. Raw. No condom. She’s begging you to breed her. What the fuck are you doing? She was a stranger. Older. Fertile. One mistake and I could leave Puerto Rico with a kid on the way. My heart hammered with fear even as my hips kept slamming into her. Pull out. You have to pull out.

“Más duro, baby… rómpeme este coño rico,” she gasped, looking back over her shoulder with glassy, lust-drunk eyes. “Feel how wet I am for you? This pussy hasn’t been filled like this in years. Dame esa verga joven… fuck me like you own it.”

I reached around and rubbed her clit in fast circles. She cried out, pussy clamping down so hard I nearly lost it right there. Her walls fluttered and rippled, milking me with every thrust. Sweat poured down my chest, dripping onto her back. I could see her heavy tits swinging beneath the bunched-up sundress, nipples dark and stiff.

The fear kept spiking. She’s mid-forties. What if she’s not on anything? What if this vacation fling turns into a lifetime consequence? But the tighter she squeezed, the louder she moaned, the harder it became to listen to that voice.

I pulled out suddenly, breathing hard. “Turn around,” I growled.

Marisol spun, eyes wide with hunger. I lifted her onto the prep table, spreading her thick thighs wide. Her pussy gaped slightly, creamy and flushed, my pre-cum and her juices glistening on the dark lips. I stepped between her legs and drove back in, this time face-to-face. Her heavy breasts bounced with every thrust, and I buried my face between them, licking and sucking at her salty skin while I pounded deep.

“¡Sí, así! Look at me while you fuck me,” she demanded, grabbing my hair. “Mira cómo te trago entero… this womb is starving for your seed, papito. No te atrevas a sacarla. Fill me. Breed me.”

Her words hit like gasoline on fire. I fucked her harder in this new angle, the table shaking violently. Every stroke dragged along her front wall, making her squirt little spurts around my cock. Her legs wrapped around my waist, thick thighs locking me in place. The fear roared louder—This is dangerous. She’s begging for a baby. You’re too young. Pull out now—but her pussy felt too perfect, too hot, too greedy.

I needed more.

I lifted her off the table, still buried inside her. She was heavy in the best way—soft curves, warm weight—and I carried her the few steps to the wall. Pressing her back against it, I hooked my arms under her knees and folded her thick body in half, fucking her standing up. Gravity drove me even deeper. Her ass slapped against the wall with every savage thrust. She screamed in pleasure, nails raking my back.

“¡Ay, Dios mío! Me estás partiendo en dos… so deep… your cock is kissing my cervix, baby. Don’t stop. No te salgas… quiero tu semen adentro. Breed this Puerto Rican MILF. Make me yours.”

The internal war raged. Every thrust brought me closer to the edge. Pleasure screamed cum inside her, flood her, claim her. Fear whispered you’ll ruin your life, she’s too fertile, what if she keeps it? My balls drew up tight, cock swelling inside her. I was right there.

Marisol felt it. She clenched hard, eyes locking on mine. “I can feel you throbbing… you’re so close. Don’t fight it, papito. Give in. Lléname. Pump every drop into my womb. I want to feel your hot young cum painting me… maybe making a baby tonight. Por favor… breed Mama.”

That broke me.

The fear dissolved in a white-hot rush of pure lust. I slammed into her one final time, burying myself as deep as her body would allow. My cock pulsed violently.

“I’m coming… fuck… I’m coming inside you!”

Thick, powerful ropes exploded straight against her cervix—hot, potent jets of cum flooding her womb. I kept thrusting through it, hips jerking uncontrollably, draining every last drop into her greedy depths. She came with me, pussy spasming wildly, milking my cock in rhythmic squeezes like she was trying to suck the soul out of me. Another small squirt sprayed between us, soaking my stomach.

“¡Sí! ¡Dámelo todo! Fill me… I feel it… so much hot cum… you’re breeding me, papito… good boy…”

I stayed buried to the hilt, chest heaving, forehead pressed to hers. Her walls continued fluttering around me, gently milking the last weak spurts. Warm cum began to leak out around my shaft, trickling down her ass and onto the floor. The scent of our mixed release filled the room—thick, primal, intoxicating.

She cupped my face, kissing me slow and deep, whispering against my lips in that wrecked, satisfied voice. “Buen chico… mira cómo me llenaste. I can feel you dripping out of me already… but you’re staying right here tonight. And tomorrow. And every night until you fly home.”

The fear was gone now—replaced by a dark, possessive satisfaction. I was still inside her, softening but refusing to pull out, her thick thighs wrapped around me, holding my seed deep where it belonged.

This vacation wasn’t over.

It had only just begun.
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