

Her First Black Lover: A Hotwife Erotic Romance in NYC

Jsovirall

The Erotica Asylum


Copyright © 2025 Jsovirall

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1




Jess POV:

New York had been electric that night, the city buzzing with that late-summer warmth that made everything feel alive.
The streets pulsed with music and the hum of late-night traffic, neon lights reflecting off slick pavement after a light rain. I’d just finished a miserable dinner with my husband—another night of small talk, no touch, no spark—and I wasn’t ready to go home.

I wandered into a dim, upscale lounge in SoHo, drawn by the low thump of bass and the smell of expensive cologne and aged whiskey. The place was half-dark, shadows swallowing the corners, the kind of atmosphere where you could disappear and be someone else for a few hours.

That’s when I saw him.

Maximus.

He was sitting alone at the bar, a tall, broad-shouldered Black man in a tailored charcoal suit that made his frame look even more commanding. His skin was rich, smooth, and dark, his jawline sharp, his mouth set in an expression that was both confident and faintly amused. Even from across the room, I could feel the gravity pulling me toward him.

My husband had been the only man I’d ever been with. Twenty-seven years old, married since I was twenty-one, and not once had I crossed a line. But that night, something shifted. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was the loneliness, maybe it was the fact that his eyes found mine like he’d been waiting for me all night.

I slid onto the barstool beside him, my short emerald dress riding up my thighs. My copper-red hair spilled over my shoulders in waves, catching the low amber light. I saw his gaze drift—not leering, but taking me in slowly, like he was cataloging every curve.

“Bad night?” he asked, voice low and deep enough to vibrate in my chest.

I gave a small laugh. “You could say that.”

He nodded, his eyes lingering on my lips. “Lucky for me, then.”

The bartender brought me another glass of wine without me asking. Maximus had ordered it before I even sat down. I should have been wary. Instead, I was lit up inside, that rare and dangerous kind of excitement curling low in my belly.

We talked, but under the surface, something else was happening—heat building in small glances, in the way his knee brushed mine when he leaned in, in the way his deep voice seemed to stroke over my skin. My pulse was erratic, my body humming in a way I hadn’t felt in years.

By the time he asked if I wanted to get some air, my answer came out before my mind could protest.

Maximus POV:

She didn’t belong in that bar. Not the way she was sitting there, back straight, legs crossed just so, every movement unconsciously seductive. The city was full of beautiful women, but Jess—she was something different.

Pale skin kissed with freckles, long legs that looked like they’d been made to wrap around a man’s waist, and that ginger hair—a wild mane that begged to be gripped. But it was her eyes that hooked me. Green, bright, and searching. They had the look of a woman who was starving for something she hadn’t let herself have.

I didn’t know who she was married to, and I didn’t care. I knew from the first brush of her thigh against mine that she’d taste like sin and sweetness all at once.

When we stepped out into the humid night, I led her a few blocks down to my apartment. She didn’t ask questions. Her heels clicked against the pavement, her dress swaying with every step, her scent—a mix of jasmine and something warm—making me want to press her against the nearest wall.

The elevator ride up to my floor was silent, but charged. Her breathing was quick, her lips parted. I could see the tiny tremor in her fingers when she brushed her hair back. She knew where this was heading.

The door had barely closed behind us before I had her against it, my mouth on hers. She tasted like wine and need, her lips soft but urgent, her body arching into mine.

Jess POV:

The first touch of his mouth on mine erased the last six years of dead, dutiful kisses from my husband. Maximus kissed like he meant to own me—slow at first, teasing, then deeper, his tongue stroking mine in a rhythm that made my thighs clench.

His hands were everywhere, mapping my hips, sliding up my ribcage, pausing just long enough to let me feel the heat in his palms before cupping my breasts through my dress.

When his thumbs brushed my nipples, a soft gasp escaped me. I wasn’t wearing a bra. I wanted him to know exactly what he was doing to me.

He pulled back just enough to murmur, “God, these are perfect,” before bending to press his mouth over the thin fabric, sucking until my knees nearly gave out.

I should have felt shame. Instead, I felt fucking alive.

Maximus POV:

I wanted to strip her slowly, to savor every inch, but the way she writhed against me had my patience burning out fast. I slid the hem of her dress up over her hips, my palms finding the silky skin of her thighs.

No panties.

That little choice told me everything I needed to know about how ready she’d been to break her rules tonight.

Her pussy was already slick, and I hadn’t even tasted her yet. I dropped to my knees right there by the door, parting her thighs and running my tongue from the back of her knee up, up, until I was between her legs.

She shuddered as I licked her, slow at first, just tasting, then zeroing in on her clit. Her hands went into my hair, nails scraping lightly over my scalp as she began to rock against my mouth.

Her moans were soft but desperate—the sound of a woman who’d been starved for this.

Jess POV:

When his tongue touched me, I nearly cried out. My body had been waiting for this kind of hunger, this kind of worship, for years. He didn’t rush. He savored. He tasted me like I was his favorite thing in the world, alternating between slow, teasing swirls and quick, firm strokes that made heat coil inside me.

I was so close so fast it was dizzying.

“Oh fuck… don’t stop,” I gasped, but he only chuckled against me, increasing the pressure on my clit until I shattered, my orgasm rolling through me hard enough to make my legs shake.

I was still panting when he stood, lifting me effortlessly into his arms and carrying me to his bedroom.

Maximus POV:

I laid her down on my bed, her hair spilling across my dark sheets like fire. She looked up at me with that flushed, post-orgasm glow, her chest rising and falling, her breasts full and perfect.

Stripping the rest of her clothes off was like unwrapping the best gift I’d ever been given. I took my time, kissing her neck, her shoulders, sucking her nipples until they were tight peaks between my teeth.

I wanted to make her come again before I ever gave her my cock. Sliding two fingers inside her tight, wet heat, I worked her open, my thumb circling her clit. She clenched hard around me, her second orgasm building fast.

But I wasn’t done.

I slicked my fingers with her arousal, sliding one lower to press gently against her tight little ass. She gasped, half in surprise, half in pleasure.

“You ever had this before?” I asked, my voice low.

She shook her head.

“You’re gonna love it.”

***

Jess POV:

The press of his finger against that part of me I’d never let anyone touch sent a shiver racing up my spine. I should have been embarrassed, maybe even scared—but with Maximus, I just felt open, trusting. The slow, deliberate way he eased the tip of his finger inside made my breath hitch, my body instinctively tensing before melting around him.

“Ohhh…” The sound left me without permission.

He didn’t rush. One finger, gentle, careful, circling and stretching. At the same time, his other hand was still stroking me, his thumb teasing my clit with maddening precision. The combination made me arch off the bed, my body caught between two worlds of pleasure.

“Relax for me, baby,” he murmured, and the deep rumble of his voice in my ear sent another wave of heat pooling between my legs.

I did. And when I relaxed, he slid deeper, his finger curling just slightly until my hips rocked forward in pure instinct. I’d never known that part of me could feel this… intoxicating.

Maximus POV:

She was opening for me—not just her body, but something deeper. I could see it in the way her eyes softened, the way her thighs trembled but didn’t try to close.

Most women needed coaxing to take this kind of play, but Jess? She was made for it. I could already imagine her wrapped tight around my cock, her little ass squeezing me while she moaned my name.

But I wasn’t there yet. I wanted her on the edge.

I slid my finger out and replaced it with my tongue. Her gasp turned into a full, throaty moan as I licked her there, my hands spreading her cheeks to give me full access. The taste of her, the way she squirmed —it lit something primal in me.

“Maximus…” she panted, and I swear my name had never sounded so good.

Jess POV:

I’d never felt so exposed, so utterly seen, and yet so safe. The way he touched me wasn’t rushed or clumsy—it was deliberate, reverent, but edged with something raw.

When his tongue pushed into me there, I nearly lost control. My hands gripped the sheets, my body caught between shock and overwhelming pleasure. The rhythm of his tongue matched the pressure of his fingers stroking my clit until the two sensations blurred into one roaring wave.

I came hard—harder than I thought possible—my whole body seizing before melting into the mattress. I was still shaking when he pulled back, his lips glistening, his dark eyes locked on mine with a hunger that made my pulse trip over itself.

“You’re so ready for me,” he said, voice rough.

I nodded, breathless. “I need you inside me.”

Maximus POV:

That was all the permission I needed.

I stripped the rest of my clothes off, my cock springing free, heavy and aching. Her eyes widened when she saw me—not with fear, but with something close to awe. She licked her lips without even realizing it, and it sent a jolt straight through me.

“Lie back, baby,” I told her, guiding her legs apart. I slid the head of my cock through her slick folds, teasing her clit, letting her feel just how thick I was before pressing in.

Her breath caught as I breached her—slow, deliberate, letting her stretch around me.

“Oh… my God…” she whispered, her nails digging lightly into my shoulders.

“Look at me,” I said, holding her gaze as I sank deeper. Inch by inch until I was buried to the hilt, her tight heat gripping me like she’d been made for me alone.

Jess POV:

He filled me completely, in a way I’d never experienced. My husband had never made me feel like this —stretched, full, claimed.

The first thrust was slow, a test. The second was deeper, and I gasped, wrapping my legs around his waist to pull him closer.

“Faster,” I whispered, surprising myself. “Please…”

He obliged, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm that had my back arching off the bed. Every stroke hit something deep inside, and the friction against my clit built a fever in my veins.

I was close again—impossibly close—but then I felt his finger slide back to that other place, pressing lightly.

Maximus POV:

She didn’t shy away. If anything, her hips tilted, inviting it.

I kept stroking into her, my finger circling her tight entrance until it was slick enough to ease inside alongside my cock working her pussy. The dual sensation made her cry out, her body clamping down on me so hard I had to grit my teeth to keep from losing it.

“God, you’re perfect,” I groaned, fucking her with long, deep strokes as my finger moved in time.

Her orgasm ripped through her, her head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut, nails raking my skin. I followed right after, the pressure too much to hold back. I buried myself deep, spilling into her with a guttural sound I couldn’t have stopped if I tried.

Jess POV:

Even after we collapsed, his body heavy over mine, I could still feel the echo of him inside me—the delicious ache, the lingering stretch. My skin was flushed, my lips swollen, my legs still trembling from the way he’d wrung orgasm after orgasm out of me.

He kissed me softly, a contrast to everything that had come before.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured against my mouth, and I didn’t even think to argue.

Because in that moment, I knew he was right.

Maximus POV:

As her orgasm subsided, I resumed stroking her pussy. Damn she was still tight. I pulled her legs back up and stuck a finger back into her asshole. Her eyes were somewhat glazed and nearly closed. A wide smile lit up her face.


Slowly I pulled out of her pussy and aimed my cock at her asshole. Thanks to the lube and her own juices, it took just a little pressure and the swollen head of my cock popped into her virgin asshole. Jess’s eyes sprung wide open. She tensed with my cock’s initial entry into her asshole. As I held still, she began to relax.


“You all right, Jess?” I asked.


“Yes! Go on. Please, don’t stop! I’m yours and so is my ass.” Jess replied. “Gimme that big black dick.”


With that, I ever so slowly sank my cock into her no longer virgin asshole. A couple of quivers and a grimace or two were the only adverse reactions she had to the invasion of her ass. 

When my cock was fully lodged in her bum, I held still until she relaxed a little. The stroking began slowly at first. As I sped up, Jess was enjoying the new sensations more and more. She was grunting and moaning with each drive into her ass. She pulled her legs up further. That let me get even deeper into her ass.

She released her knees, grabbed her ass cheeks, spread them wide, and yelled. “Yes! Fuck me harder! Fuck my ass! Oh God! I’m coming again! I’m coming with your fucking big dick in my ass!”


God, I love her fucking dirty mouth. And as the fucking bitch came, so did I. It felt like I gave her the biggest load of cum I’d ever produced. I seemed to cum and cum.


When we both settled down, I pulled out of her ass. I noticed her asshole was still slightly open with a single drop of cum dribbling out. I reentered her pussy and gave her a few more strokes there. She lie almost motionless and was still holding her legs up and panting. Slowly, she lowered her legs and wrapped her arms around me.


After resting, talking, and cuddling a while, we shared a shower and dressed. Jess told me she didn’t know it was possible to cum so hard, so many times, in so many ways.


I told her. “Baby, having the right partner makes it easy. And you are the right partner.”


After we showered and dressed, I got Jess back home to her husband, who I presumed was waiting for her at home. 


CHAPTER 2




Jess’s thighs still tingled. Her lips still tasted faintly of Maximus—that warm, masculine salt that had lingered when she kissed him goodbye. Her body felt stretched and satisfied in ways she hadn’t believed possible an hour ago.

The car engine’s low rumble faded as Maximus pulled to a stop outside her brownstone. The city hummed around them—a distant siren, the hiss of a passing bus, the faint thud of bass from a passing car.

“Here we are,” he said, his deep voice rolling through her like another caress.

Jess smoothed her hair in the visor mirror, her fingers trembling just enough to betray her. “Thanks for the ride,” she murmured, though both of them knew she wasn’t talking about just the ride.

Maximus’s gaze locked with hers—a slow, lazy drag up her body that made her pulse stutter. “You sure you’re good?”

Her lips curled into a wicked little smile. “I’m better than good. And…” She leaned over, close enough for her perfume to mix with the faint musk still clinging to him. “Anytime you need your big dick sucked again by a horny, lonely wife…” She let the words drip from her mouth like honey, “…you know who to call.”

He laughed—a deep, chesty sound that made her thighs press together. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Their mouths met in a slow, greedy kiss that left her breathless. Then she slipped out of the car, her heels clicking on the sidewalk as she walked toward her porch, aware of his eyes on her until his taillights disappeared into the night.

On the porch, she dug into her purse for her keys. The night air felt different now—thicker, more dangerous—or maybe that was just her. She unlocked the door, stepped inside, and closed it behind her with a sigh of relief.

The relief lasted all of three seconds.

Click.

The hallway flooded with light.

Jess froze.

Tom stood at the end of the corridor, his face half-shadowed, his eyes sharp and searching. “Where the hell were you?”

Her heart slammed into her ribs. “Jesus, Tom, you scared me.”

“Don’t,” he cut in, stepping closer. His voice was low but threaded with steel. “Don’t try to dodge this. You ditched me tonight. You left me standing there like an idiot. No call, no text, nothing.”

Jess’s fingers tightened around the strap of her purse. “I… needed some air.”

“Some air?” He gave a bitter laugh. “You needed air so badly you vanished for three hours?”

She looked down, forcing a sheepish shrug. “I just… I went for a drive. Cleared my head.”

Tom’s eyes narrowed. “In what car, Jess? You took a cab? Borrowed a friend’s car? Or did some stranger just… happen to offer you a ride?”

His tone had sharpened to a blade. She felt the heat rising to her cheeks—not from guilt, but from the vivid, dangerous memory already blooming in her mind.

Flashback…

Her knees had been dug into the leather seat in the back of Maximus’s car, her dress bunched around her waist, her body a trembling mess as he filled her from behind. The steady slap of his hips against her ass had been obscene and glorious, his breath harsh against her neck.

“You like this fucking dick, don’t you?” he’d growled, his hands gripping her hips like he owned her.

“Y-yes…” Her voice had been hoarse, wrecked from moaning. “Oh my God, yes—”

One hand had slipped around to press against her clit while the other delivered a sharp smack to her ass, making her cry out. She’d never been handled like that—not once in all her years with Tom.

When he’d pushed deeper, claiming the tightest part of her with an arrogant groan, she’d clawed at the seat, half-crazed with pleasure.

“Say my name.”

“Maximus—”

“Louder.”

“MAXIMUS!”

Her body had shattered around him, wave after wave crashing through her until she was limp against the seat, his weight heavy and perfect against her back.

Flashback ends…

“Jess?”

Tom’s voice yanked her back into the present. Her pulse was still racing.

She forced herself to meet his eyes. “I… I was with a friend. We grabbed a drink, talked. I lost track of time.”

“A friend?” Tom’s jaw flexed. “Male or female?”

She hesitated—just enough for his eyes to darken. “Female,” she said finally, her voice smooth, practiced.

He stepped even closer, his gaze flicking over her hair, her smudged lipstick, the faint flush still in her cheeks. “Then why do you smell like cologne?”

Jess’s stomach dropped. She gripped her purse tighter. “Maybe from the bar. You know how it is— crowded, everyone pressed together.”

Tom didn’t answer right away. He just studied her, and she could almost hear the thoughts grinding behind his eyes.

Finally, he said, “I’m not stupid, Jess.”

“I didn’t say you were.”

“You’ve been… different lately. Distant. Dressing up more. Staying out later.”

She bit back a retort. The air between them felt electric, dangerous—but not in the way it had with Maximus. This was the old, stale kind of danger. The kind that came from a marriage fraying at the seams.

Tom exhaled sharply and stepped back, running a hand over his face. “I’m going to bed.”

Jess nodded, relief washing over her—but underneath it, a sharp ache was already curling low in her belly again. She knew sleep wouldn’t come easy tonight. Not with the memory of Maximus’s voice still echoing in her head, and the phantom weight of his hands still claiming her.


CHAPTER 3




Morning light filtered in through the half-closed blinds, brushing the bedroom in soft gold. Jess stirred, a dull ache between her thighs a stark reminder of the night before—of Maximus’s hands, his voice, the way he’d stretched her in ways Tom never had.

Tom was already sitting up, hunched over at the edge of the bed, his back stiff. He didn’t greet her. He didn’t even look at her.

Jess swallowed. “Morning.”

Tom’s voice was flat. “Didn’t hear you slip in my bed last night.”

She sat up, stretching just enough to disguise the way her stomach fluttered at the memory of Maximus pressing her against the leather seat of his car before she’d stepped out. “It’s also my bed.”

“Is that so?” he repeated, like the word was toxic on his tongue.

Jess smoothed her hair back, forcing a light laugh before quickly shifting the topic. “God… I need to start back yoga.”

Tom finally turned to face her, his eyes narrowed. “Yoga? Heck, you don’t even exercise anymore.”

Her mouth went dry. Careful. “I started back last week. You wouldn’t know—you’ve been working late.”

His jaw flexed. “Working late doesn’t give you the right to disappear on me without a word. I’m still your husband.”

Jess opened her mouth, ready to snap back, but the vibration against her nightstand stopped her cold. She glanced down. Her phone lit up with a name she didn’t dare let Tom see.

MAXIMUS: Morning, gorgeous. Can’t stop thinking about that mouth. Round two? Today?

Her heart skipped.

Tom’s gaze darted to the phone. “Who’s that?”

She scooped it up quickly, locking the screen. “Just Fiona from work.”

“Fiona texts you before breakfast?”

“She’s… she’s going through a breakup. Needed advice.” Jess swung her legs out of bed, feeling Tom’s suspicion trail her like a shadow.

“You know,” he said slowly, “you’ve been… acting really different lately.”

She froze, back to him. “Different how?”

“Distracted. Secretive. Like you’re somewhere else when you’re standing right in front of me.”

Jess forced a small smile over her shoulder. “Maybe I’m just tired.”

Tom studied her, silent for a beat too long. “Yeah. Tired.”

***

In the kitchen, she pretended to focus on making coffee, but her fingers twitched with the urge to unlock her phone. As soon as Tom stepped out to grab the paper, she swiped the screen open.

JESS: Can’t. Busy.

MAXIMUS: Make time. I want to taste you again.

Her breath caught. The ache between her thighs deepened. She typed before she could think.

JESS: Where?

MAXIMUS: Villa Blue. Room 23. I’ll leave the door unlocked for you.

Tom came back in, tossing the newspaper on the counter. “What are you doing today?”

She swallowed. “Laundry. Maybe a run.”

“You hate running.”

Jess smiled faintly. “Maybe I’ll start loving it.”

His eyes lingered on her. “Right. Just… don’t make me wonder where you are again, Jess.”

She felt the sting of his words but smothered it under a rush of anticipation.

By eleven-thirty, Tom had left for errands. Jess’s heart thumped as she pulled on a black silk camisole under her coat, something that made her feel both guilty and electric.

Her phone buzzed again.

MAXIMUS: You ready for me?

She bit her lip, glancing at the door.

JESS: On my way.

***

She grabbed her keys, locked the door behind her, and stepped into the crisp air. She fanned down a cab and went in, telling the driver Villa Blue.

Maximus was waiting. Her husband can fuck off.


CHAPTER 4




The cab pulled up smoothly in front of Villa Blue, its sleek glass exterior gleaming in the late morning sun. Jess handed the driver a few bills, her fingers trembling ever so slightly, the flutter between her thighs a persistent reminder of the text still glowing in her phone. “Thank you,” she murmured, stepping onto the polished sidewalk.

The lobby was elegant, the scent of fresh flowers mingling with a faint trace of expensive cologne. Marble floors stretched beneath her heels, the sunlight bouncing off mirrored columns. Every detail whispered luxury, a perfect stage for the dangerous, delicious rendezvous she had come for.

Jess’s pulse quickened as she approached the bank of elevators, pressing the button for the second floor. The small metal doors slid open, revealing the cool silence inside. She stepped in, taking a deep breath to steady herself, her mind racing with memories of Maximus’s body pressed against hers, his hands, his lips, his commanding voice.

The elevator ride felt interminable. She stared at the floor indicator ticking upward, imagining what awaited her behind Room 23. By the time the doors opened, her heart was hammering, her palms slightly sweaty. She stepped onto the hallway, the carpet muffling her footsteps as she walked toward the door.

Room 23.

She stopped in front of it, noticing the door was slightly ajar. A shiver ran through her as she raised her hand and knocked softly. “Maximus?” she whispered.

A low, familiar voice responded immediately, warm and deep. “Jess…”

Her stomach dropped. She pushed the door open. And there he was.

Maximus stood in the middle of the room, almost entirely naked, the only thing covering him a white towel wrapped loosely around his waist. His washboard obsidian abs caught the light streaming in from the window, his broad shoulders and muscular chest carved in perfect shadows. Jess’s breath hitched. Her body reacted instantly—nipples pressing through her camisole, thighs already clenching.

He smiled, a slow, knowing grin that made her knees weak. Without a word, he let the towel fall.

Jess’s eyes widened. He was fully revealed now, dark, powerful, and impossibly hard. She swallowed audibly, the sight sending a shock of heat straight to her core.

Maximus stepped forward, closing the distance between them. His hands framed her face, tilting her head up, and then his lips crushed hers in a searing kiss that made her knees buckle. Jess melted against him, her hands gripping his biceps, memorizing the warmth and solidity of his body.

Pulling back slightly, he watched her, a low growl escaping his throat. “You’ve been thinking about this all morning, haven’t you?”

She could only nod, her tongue darting out to taste him again.

He laughed, a deep, throaty sound that vibrated through her chest. “Get down.”

Jess sank to her knees instinctively, her fingers sliding along his hips, her lips brushing the apex of his hard shaft. She wrapped her hands around him, giving him the proper greeting he deserved. Her mouth closed around him, her tongue tracing the slick length, her lips hollowing as she took him in inch by inch.

Maximus groaned, leaning back slightly against the wall, letting her pleasure him fully. His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, tugging her closer, pressing her to him with subtle, delicious pressure.

She sucked and licked, feeling every twitch, every deep breath he released. She could feel the pulse of his desire, the sheer magnitude of him, filling her mouth and mind completely.

“God, Jess,” he groaned, his voice ragged. “That’s it… just like that.”

She continued, relentless, savoring every reaction, every moan that slipped from him. His hands tightened in her hair, his hips tilting forward, pressing into her mouth. He was immense, more than she had ever imagined.

When he finally shivered, satisfied with her ministrations, he gently pushed her back. “Up,” he commanded, and she obeyed, rising on trembling legs.

Without warning, he backed her up against the door, spinning her around so her backside now faced him. Jess felt the warmth of his hands tracing the curve of her hips, sliding down her thighs. She arched instinctively, pressing her ass out toward him, spreading her cheeks just enough to tease, to invite him.

He stooped low, his mouth finding her pussy immediately. Jess gasped, the sensation shocking in its intensity. His tongue worked expertly, plunging deep into her folds, flicking against her clit, making her shiver and whine with pleasure. She quivered above him, her hands gripping the doorframe, her breaths shallow and ragged.

“Oh God… Maximus…” she moaned, her body trembling with the force of the first waves of orgasm hitting her as he lavished her with attention. “You eat my pussy so good…”

He didn’t relent. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he devoured her pussy, tongue plunging, flicking, circling. Jess arched higher, her legs trembling as she came hard, shuddering in his mouth.

When she finally sagged slightly, gasping, he straightened, dragging a finger along her wet folds, teasing her again. His eyes locked with hers—dark, commanding, dangerous.

“Such a good fucking slut,” he whispered. “I’m going to make you remember every inch of me.”

Jess’s body quivered at his words, her nipples hard under the camisole, her core dripping in anticipation. She nodded, unable to form words, her mouth parting in a silent plea.

***

Jess’s body still thrummed from the first wave of pleasure as Maximus stepped back slightly, his eyes drinking her in. He reached for her hands, guiding them to his chest.

“Turn around,” he ordered, and she obeyed instantly, spinning to face him, letting the door press into her back.

He grabbed her hips, pulling her close until his hard shaft pressed into the soft curve of her ass. Jess gasped, heat pooling between her legs, the sensation both thrilling and humiliating in the most delicious way. She could feel every twitch, every pulse, and her body arched automatically, presenting herself for him.

“You want me, don’t you?” he asked, his voice low, commanding, vibrating deep in her chest.

“Yes… I need you,” she whispered, her breath hitching as he pressed his mouth to her neck, biting gently, sucking softly.

Without warning, Maximus sank to his knees, his hands gripping her thighs as he lowered his mouth to her dripping pussy again. Jess cried out, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, her back arching, exposing herself fully. His tongue darted inside her, flicking and probing, tasting her, driving her wild. Every sweep of his tongue made her shiver violently, every stroke against her clit sending another wave of pleasure.

“Oh… oh God… Maximus!” she gasped, trembling, hips pulsing against his mouth as he ate her like a man possessed. Her knees trembled, her toes curling against the carpet as she climaxed again, her first orgasm already giving way to another as he licked and nipped expertly.

When she sagged slightly against him, he rose, his eyes dark with lust. “Stand still,” he commanded, spinning her back to face the door. He pressed a hand to the small of her back, lifting her slightly onto her tiptoes, then positioned himself behind her.

Jess’s breath caught. His hands were on her hips, his shaft pressing against her entrance. With one deliberate thrust, he plunged inside her, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her cry out.

“Oh, fuck… Maximus!” she moaned, gripping the doorframe, her head thrown back. “I love your fucking dick!”

“I know you do, baby,” he said smugly as he began to move, slow at first, letting her adjust, savoring the tightness, the warmth, the way her body shivered around him.

Then, he started to pick up the pace, each thrust harder, faster, deep into her. The sound of skin against skin, the wet squelch of her pussy around him, the low growls that escaped his throat—everything made her core pulse with heat and guilt and indescribable pleasure.

Suddenly, her phone buzzed violently against the dresser.

Maximus smirked, his eyes glinting. “Ignore it,” he said, his voice a low rumble in her ear, “or show me what it is.”

Jess hesitated, then with trembling hands pulled the phone toward her. The screen showed Tom’s name. Her stomach clenched.

“Oh, this is going to be fun,” Maximus whispered, his lips brushing against her ear.

“Hello?” she gasped, trying to keep her composure as he thrust harder from behind.

“Jess? Where are you? I thought you said you were at home…” Tom’s voice was sharp, concerned, and Jess felt a guilty twinge.

Maximus smiled, his thrusts deep and merciless. “Answer him properly,” he murmured, grinding into her ass, making her moan loudly against the phone.

“I… I…” she started, voice shaky, breath ragged. She couldn’t finish the sentence. Her pussy clenched around Maximus, her body quivering with each powerful stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the hotel room, her moans loud, undeniable, mingling with Maximus’s low, commanding grunts.

“Jess, what the hell—” Tom’s voice cracked through the line. He could hear the wet, rhythmic sounds, the unmistakable slapping, and faintly, Maximus’s deep voice.

Maximus whispered into her ear, “You like that? Him hearing you, knowing you’re mine?”

“Yes… yes!” she moaned, her legs trembling, her core throbbing around him as he slammed into her with brutal, delicious force. “I… I… can’t… talk…”

“Exactly,” Maximus growled. “Shut up and take this fucking dick.”

Jess couldn’t respond coherently. Her phone slipped slightly from her hand, and she finally hit the hang-up button, then pressed the power to silence it completely. The guilt, the excitement, and the humiliation fused into one intense heat that made her body scream for more.

Maximus didn’t slow down. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and punishing, each one sending fire through her body. Jess bent forward slightly, her hands pressing against the doorframe as she arched, spreading herself wider for him. Her mouth hung open in gasps, her nipples hard and sensitive under her camisole.

“Oh… Maximus… I can’t… I’m gonna—” she whimpered, her body trembling as another orgasm built, hot and relentless.

“Take it, slut,” he growled, slamming into her faster, each movement precise and commanding. “Fucking come for daddy. Come hard on daddy’s cock.”

“Fuck… I’m gonna come so bad,” she squealed. “Damn, I love the way your balls keep banging up against my clit.”

“Spoken like a true fucking slut,” Maximus hissed, holding onto her hair like reigns

This act alone drove her mad, waves of pleasure now tearing through her as she shuddered violently, crying out his name. Maximus held her hips, driving her into the door, grinding his cock deep inside her as she came again and again, her body trembling in his hands.

He shifted slightly, angling her just right, his hands guiding her legs, pulling her back against him. One long, powerful thrust later, and she felt him shudder, his seed filling her, warm and intense. Jess gasped, feeling every pulse, every contraction of his obsidian cock inside her as he collapsed slightly against her, both of them panting and drenched in sweat.

She sagged in his arms, trembling, mind spinning from the combination of guilt, pleasure, and raw, electric arousal. Maximus pressed a lingering kiss to the side of her neck, his hands massaging her shoulders, whispering, “I told you, Jess… I always get what I fucking want.”

Jess melted against him, heat still pooling, body aching for more even as the first waves of exhaustion began to settle in. Her eyes fluttered closed, savoring the sensation, knowing that her world had irrevocably shifted.

Minutes later…

“You’re going back home to your husband now?” Maximus asked, as he began tonguing the “o” ring of her asshole.

“I’m gonna divorce the bastard. I need a real… man like you…” she revealed, as the moistness from her now gaping pussy moisturize her butthole.

“Well, whatever you do know that my cock is always here and waiting for you,” he told her as he now sticks two fingers up her asshole, making her squirm in pleasure.

“I’ll definitely keep that in mind,” she barely managed to say as Maximus now tongue-fuck and finger-fuck her delicious asshole.
































EPILOGUE




The city was alive in the night, lights flickering off the glass towers of downtown New York, and the air buzzed with possibility. Jess sat on the edge of their king-sized bed, her legs crossed, her fingers tracing idle circles on the hem of her silk robe. Maximus lounged across the plush chair by the window, his black skin glinting under the soft lamplight, a towel barely clinging to his waist, and his dark eyes never leaving her. Tom stood by the doorway, wide-eyed, breath caught somewhere between disbelief and fascination, watching everything unfold.

It hadn’t been easy to reach this point. Jess remembered the months of tension, the secrets whispered in hushed corners, and the guilt that had once clawed at her chest whenever she thought about her affair. But tonight was different. Tonight, boundaries had been redrawn, trust had shifted, and desire—raw, unfiltered desire—had taken a new form between them all.

Tom cleared his throat, voice still hesitant but tinged with something Jess had never heard before: anticipation. “So… I watch?”

Jess smiled wickedly, heat rising to her cheeks. “Only if you want to,” she murmured, sliding her robe a little lower, teasingly, giving him a glimpse of her firm breasts, nipples already hard in the cool air of the room.

Maximus’s lips curved into a knowing smile, his cock already straining beneath the towel. “You’re going to enjoy this, Tom,” he said, voice low, rich, intoxicating. “I promise you that.”

Jess moved closer to Maximus, letting her hands rest on his shoulders. She kissed him softly, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt of his skin, feeling the raw strength in his body. Her pulse thundered, remembering every moment they had shared—every touch, every moan, every gasp that had stolen her from the life she once thought she knew.

Tom stepped closer, drawn magnetically to the heat radiating between them. His eyes roamed over Maximus, over Jess, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the way she pressed herself forward against the man who had ignited a fire in her she didn’t know how to contain.

“Jess… are you sure about this?” Tom asked, his voice catching in a way that betrayed his own excitement, his own burgeoning curiosity.

“I’ve never been more sure,” she whispered, her lips brushing his in a fleeting, teasing kiss. “I want you to see, to feel… to understand what I’ve been craving.”

Maximus reached for her, guiding her down to her knees in front of him. His towel slipped, forgotten, and Jess’s hands roamed his thick, black shaft, marveling at its size, its heat. She took him into her mouth, slow at first, teasing, tasting, sucking in a way that made Tom’s eyes widen and his cock pulse in response.

The air was electric, charged with a tension so thick it could be cut with a knife. Jess moaned softly around Maximus, her eyes flicking up at Tom, who stood rooted, fascinated and impossibly aroused. Each movement was deliberate, each sound intentional. The wet, sucking noises of her mouth on Maximus stupidly huge cock filled the room, echoing against the walls, a siren song that both humiliated and thrilled her husband.

Tom’s hands itched to touch, to explore, but Jess held up a finger, silencing him with a look. “Watch,” she whispered, voice husky with arousal. “Just watch.”

And watch he did. Every gasp, every buck of her hips, every shiver down her spine became his world. Tom’s eyes followed Maximus as he guided her, cupping her face, thrusting into her mouth with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Jess’s moans became louder, more desperate, each one a siren call, a testament to the pleasure Maximus commanded.

Tom’s breath came faster. He had imagined this moment countless times, but nothing prepared him for the reality of seeing his wife taken so fully, so shamelessly, by another man. He felt a stirring deep inside himself, a thrill unlike anything he had known. The jealousy that might have once dominated him dissolved into something darker, hotter: a desire to watch, to share, to revel in the forbidden.

Jess pulled back, lips glistening, teeth wet with his essence, and Maximus grinned down at her. “You’re incredible,” he murmured. “Do you feel how tight you are? How perfect this is?”

Jess shivered, looking back at Tom. “You see? This… this is what I’ve needed.”

Maximus guided her onto the bed, her hands on the crisp sheets, back arched, ready for him. Tom’s eyes followed every inch of her body, from the curve of her ass to the gleam of arousal that glistened between her thighs.

“Spread for me, slut,” Maximus ordered, voice commanding. Jess obeyed immediately, knees apart, hips lifted slightly, exposing herself fully. She felt the warm heat of his tongue before she saw it, and then his mouth descended, lips and tongue working magic over her clit, teasing, sucking, driving her insane.

Tom’s chest heaved as he watched, and Jess could feel the electricity in the room, how deeply entwined their desires had become. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her body convulsing under Maximus’s skilled ministrations. Tom’s eyes never left her face, every gasp, every tremor, a reflection of his own arousal, his own excitement.

Maximus slowly withdrew, lining himself up behind her, the tip of his thick cock teasing the slick entrance of her pussy. “Are you ready, Jess?” he asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please…”

With one deliberate thrust, he plunged into her, and Jess cried out, her back arching, hands gripping the sheets. Tom’s mouth hung open as he watched, utterly transfixed, as Maximus began to move with a powerful, primal rhythm. Each thrust was deep, commanding, and perfect, hitting every nerve inside her.

Jess moaned louder, the pleasure almost unbearable. “Oh… oh God… Maximus!” she cried, bucking against him, lost in the waves of sensation.

Tom’s eyes roamed over every detail: the slick slide of Maximus inside her, the arch of her back, the curve of her ass, the way her breasts bounced with each motion. His cock twitched uncontrollably, his own arousal building with every gasp, every slap of skin against skin.

“Look at her, Tom. Look at your fucking wife,” Maximus growled, slowing slightly to watch Jess’s face contort in pleasure. “She’s yours too, in a way. You get to see, to feel, to enjoy this with us.”

Tom swallowed hard, the reality of it striking him. He realized he was not just watching; he was part of this, entwined in their erotic dance. The guilt he might have felt was replaced by a dark, thrilling excitement. His hand drifted over his own cock, fingers stroking, mirroring the rhythm of Maximus inside his wife.

Jess’s moans reached a fever pitch, her body quivering, hips thrusting back involuntarily against Maximus. “I… I’m coming!” she cried, voice ragged, eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

Maximus held her steady, grinding her against him, prolonging her orgasm, feeding her waves of pleasure until she screamed, convulsing beneath him. Tom’s jaw dropped, watching, utterly captivated, every moan, every gasp, every shudder of her body sending shivers down his spine.

When Jess’s orgasm finally subsided, Maximus collapsed against her back, both of them panting, sweat-slicked, their bodies pressed together. Tom’s chest heaved as well, his own release finally coming as he watched the two people he loved most in the world entwined in such raw, forbidden pleasure.

Jess leaned back, pressing a soft kiss to Tom’s cheek. “See?” she whispered. “This… this is what I needed. And you get to watch. And enjoy.”

Tom’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile. “I… I think I do,” he admitted, voice low, husky. “And… I can’t wait for more.”

Maximus laughed, a deep, rumbling sound. “Then it’s settled. We do this again. And again. And again. You’ll see just how much fun we can have together.”

Jess shivered, heart pounding, a wicked thrill coiling in her stomach. She looked at Tom, eyes dark with desire. “And maybe… next time… you’ll join us more directly,” she teased, fingers tracing a line down his chest.

Tom swallowed, eyes darkening with lust. “I think… I’d like that,” he whispered, finally embracing the new, wild, and beautiful dynamic that had formed between them.

Maximus leaned back, chest heaving, watching the couple with a sly grin. “Good,” he said. “Because once you open this door, there’s no going back. Pleasure like this… it’s addictive.”
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