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CHAPTER 1




Miami was a city that sweated sex. Even the breeze had swagger—like it had just left a strip club and was on its way to sin again.

Natalie had moved there with her husband two years ago, but it wasn’t until the summer heat really baked the city into a simmering stew of temptation that she cracked. And the crack came in the form of one man.

Mandingo.

No last name. Just Mandingo. A 6’5” Black Adonis with skin the color of midnight espresso, abs like God himself carved them out with a chisel, and a voice that made panties feel neglected. But what really made women lose their minds was the legendary fact whispered from club bathroom stalls to yoga locker rooms: he carried twelve thick inches of throbbing, unapologetic, hard Black cock.

Natalie had heard the rumors.

And she was dying to find out if they were true.

She wasn’t your typical Miami trophy wife. Petite, pale-skinned, with a messy halo of honey-blonde hair and deep-set green eyes that sparkled when she was up to no good. A slim waist flared into womanly hips and soft thighs, and between those thighs? A pussy so plush, so decadently hairy and moist, it belonged on a 70s magazine cover. Her clit? Plump and proud, like it was begging for attention—and Mandingo was just the man to answer.

***

It started one night at a rooftop bar.

Natalie had come alone. Her husband was out of town—again. Some “conference” in Vegas, though she had a strong suspicion he was trying his own version of debauchery. But tonight, Natalie was the one in control.

She wore a short, cherry red dress that clung to her hips and a black lace thong she planned on losing before dessert. Her nipples pressed proudly against the satin of her dress, and the Miami humidity turned her skin into a glistening invitation.

That’s when she saw him.

Mandingo. Standing at the bar in a black linen shirt stretched across his mountainous chest, sipping rum straight from the glass like it owed him money.

She didn’t hesitate. She walked right up to him and looked up—waaaay up—at the man with the body of a god and the rumored cock of legend.

“You’re Mandingo,” she said.

His smile was slow. Dangerous. He looked her up and down like she was dessert, and he’d skipped dinner on purpose.

“And you’re trouble,” he rumbled, that voice deep enough to make her knees threaten mutiny.

Natalie tilted her head, biting her lower lip. “You like trouble?”

He leaned in so close she could smell his cologne—leather, wood smoke, and something wild. “I fuck trouble, baby.”

***

They ended up in a suite overlooking the Miami skyline, her dress already on the floor, her thong hanging from his finger like a trophy.

Mandingo took his time.

He didn't pounce. He prowled.

Natalie lay back on the bed, legs spread, her thick honey-blonde bush glistening in the city light pouring through the windows. Her pouty pink clit peeked out like it had RSVP’d to this event personally.

“Damn,” Mandingo said with reverence, stroking his cock lazily with one hand. And that was when she saw it.

Twelve inches of veined, thumping, rock-hard Black cock, glistening with pre-cum like it already missed her.

Natalie sat up, wide-eyed. “Holy shit,” she whispered. “I thought the rumors were exaggerated.”

He grinned, cocky and confident. “They always are—until I’m inside you.”

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers didn’t meet. She jerked him slowly, watching his face tense with pleasure, her breath catching as she whispered, “You’re not gonna fit.”

“Wanna bet?” he growled, pushing her back on the bed.

Mandingo dropped to his knees between her thighs, spreading her wide with those massive hands. He buried his face in her soaked, hairy cunt and moaned like she was his favorite meal—and he hadn’t eaten in weeks.

His tongue was a weapon. Long, thick, and ruthless. He lapped at her juices, suckled her clit, spread her open and worshipped her hairy sex like it was the only thing that mattered.

Natalie came so hard her toes curled.

Then he flipped her over. Just like that. Like she weighed nothing. He planted her on all fours and gave her ass a smack that echoed like a gunshot.

She gasped, looking over her shoulder. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

“No, baby,” he said, slowly dragging that massive tip up and down her soaked slit, teasing her, pushing just the head inside. “I’m gonna ruin you.”

She screamed when he finally pushed in.

It was like being split in half—and she loved it.

The first few strokes were cautious. Testing. Letting her stretch around that baseball-bat-sized beast. But once she took half of him, he growled, grabbed her hips with those bear paws, and fucked.

Boom. Boom. Boom.

Her ass clapped back against him with every savage thrust. Her cries turned to moans, then to filthy, gasping pleas.

“Don’t stop—oh my God—you’re so fucking big—I can’t—I love it—”

Mandingo didn’t stop. He grunted, hips slamming her into the mattress, slick sounds filling the room as her cunt swallowed more than it should’ve been able to handle.

She came again. And again.

Trembling, bucking, her hairy pussy dripping down her thighs, her mascara smudged, her mouth hung open in dumb, cock-drunk bliss.

After the fourth orgasm, he flipped her again.

She was limp, boneless, her thighs shaking—but that cock hadn’t softened an inch.

“You good?” he asked, brushing her hair from her sweaty face.

She grinned like a woman possessed. “Shut up and fuck me.”

Mandingo laughed. “You’re my kind of crazy.”

He kissed her—deep, hot, hungry—then slid back in, her tight cunt making obscene, wet sounds as he bottomed out again.

Natalie scratched down his back, bit his shoulder, cried out his name as he drove her up the bed with every thrust.

When he finally roared and poured his load into her, she came one last time. Her pussy milked every drop of that monster nut like it was the cure for boredom—and maybe it was.

***

Afterward, they lay tangled together, her head on his chest, his hand lazily stroking her mound.

“You still married?” he asked.

She grinned. “Technically.”

Mandingo chuckled. “You’re gonna be trouble.”

She kissed his chest. “You started it.”


CHAPTER 2




Miami didn’t sleep. Neither did Natalie.

Three nights had passed since Mandingo had stretched her pussy until her thighs trembled and her soul nearly left her body. Since he’d kissed her with the kind of passion her husband never bothered faking. Since he’d filled her with so much thick, throbbing Black dick she’d forgotten her own name mid-orgasm and called herself his.

She hadn’t stopped thinking about it. Not for a second.

Now, she stood at her vanity, legs bare, lips glossed, nerves fried and cunt wet—again—just from texting him where are you? with three little devil emojis.

A second later, her phone buzzed.

MANDINGO: “Pull those panties off. I’m five minutes out.”

She was already dripping.

Natalie obeyed like the good little slut she was becoming, sliding the silk thong down her smooth thighs until it puddled on the marble floor. She wasn’t wearing anything else. Not even perfume. She didn’t need to mask the scent of need that clung to her skin like sin.

By the time he knocked, she was kneeling at the door.

***

Mandingo walked in without a word. That massive frame filled the threshold like a storm cloud. He wore sweatpants—and nothing else. The outline of that legendary cock strained the fabric like it was trying to fight its way out on its own.

“Damn,” he muttered, eyes raking down her naked form. “Look at you. Soaked already, huh?”

Natalie crawled to him on her knees, smiling wickedly. “You’ve ruined me, Mandingo.”

He smirked, grabbing a handful of her messy blonde hair and yanking her head back so she could meet his gaze.

“I told you I would.”

She kissed the head of his cock through his pants. “You didn’t warn me about how much I’d miss it. My pussy’s been whining like an abandoned puppy.”

“You want it?”

“Want it?” she breathed, already panting. “I need it.”

He yanked down his sweats.

The beast was back—twelve thick, pulsing inches of raw, veined, vein-throbbing cock. She licked her lips, then wrapped her hand around the base. Her wedding ring glinted against the contrast of his dark skin, and that little flash of taboo made her clit throb.

“I think about it every time my husband tries to touch me,” she whispered, stroking slowly, lovingly, like she was handling holy scripture. “I close my eyes and pretend it’s you. But then he finishes in like—” she snapped her fingers—“three minutes, and I’m just lying there thinking about your dick ruining me.”

Mandingo laughed darkly. “Three minutes? That man’s wasting your pussy.”

“Tell me about it.” She kissed the head again. “It’s hungry. Starving.”

“Then open up and eat.”

She did.

His cock filled her mouth like it was custom-made to stretch her jaw to its limit. She gagged, moaned, slurped, spit—sloppy, nasty sounds echoing off the penthouse walls as she bobbed up and down, drool dripping onto her tits.

Mandingo groaned, hand gripping her head, guiding her slowly but firmly. “That’s it, baby. You look like such a good little housewife right now. Bet you vacuum in pearls and think about choking on this dick.”

She pulled off with a pop, breathless, eyes glazed.

“I think about choking on it while I do vacuum.”

Mandingo growled.

He grabbed her by the waist and flipped her over, face down on the rug, ass high in the air, presenting that gorgeous hairy cunt to him like a feast. Her plump pink clit peeked out through the thick honey-blonde curls, already slick, already throbbing.

“You missed me, huh?”

She wiggled her hips, giggling breathlessly. “You’ve turned my pussy into a cock addict. Congratulations.”

He knelt behind her and pressed the head against her dripping entrance.

“Say please.”

She moaned, pushing back, desperate. “Please. Please stretch my greedy little hole. I want to feel you in my throat from behind.”

He drove in slow—deliberately torturous. Every inch pushed her apart, opened her wide, made her gasp and sob and claw at the floor like a woman possessed.

When his balls finally slapped against her clit, she was panting like she’d run a marathon.

“Ohhh God. Oh fuck, oh fuck—”

“You okay?” he asked, smirking even though he knew she wasn’t.

“No. I’m cock drunk.”

“Good.”

And with that, he began to stroke.

Long, deep, punishing thrusts that slammed into her like earthquakes. Her ass rippled with every impact, her pussy made obscene squelching sounds as it struggled to accommodate his impossible size.

“Goddamn,” Mandingo growled. “This little white pussy’s acting like it was made for me.”

“It was,” she cried out. “You made it yours. You ruined me with that fucking cock!”

Her orgasm hit like a car crash. She screamed into the carpet, body convulsing, nails tearing at the fibers as he kept going.

He didn’t slow down. If anything, he picked up speed. His hips slapped against her cheeks like thunder, the force of his fucking sending her sliding up the rug. He gripped her waist, pulled her back onto his dick, made her take it deeper.

“You’re gonna remember this stroke game every time you sit down,” he muttered, biting her shoulder.

“I already do,” she gasped. “I love your fucking cock. I can’t go back.”

“Say it again.”

She screamed, “I CAN’T GO BACK!”

He flipped her again, missionary now, her legs wrapped around his back, her heels digging into his ass to pull him deeper.

She cupped his face as he thrust into her like a man possessed.

“No one’s ever fucked me like you do,” she whispered, voice shaking. “Not even close. My husband… he never even tried to learn me. He just did his three minutes and rolled over.”

Mandingo looked down at her, still grinding slow, deep strokes into her abused cunt.

“He didn’t deserve you.”

Tears pricked the corners of her eyes—not from sadness, but from the overwhelming pleasure. The release. The raw, unfiltered lust that had broken open something deep inside her.

“I want you every day,” she whispered. “I want to be your nasty little secret. I want you to stretch me so wide I forget I was ever a wife.”

“You’re my dirty little housewife now,” he said, grinning. “And you’re gonna cum again for daddy.”

He picked up the pace.

She wailed.

And then came the deluge—her orgasm sprayed across his cock, her pussy clenching, milking him, her moans shaking the damn windows.

He didn’t finish until he was satisfied.

And when he did?

He stayed inside her.

Not for long. Just long enough to kiss her throat, her nipples, the bridge of her nose. Just long enough to make her feel like more than just a fuck.

Then, as he pulled out with a groan, cum dripping from her ruined slit, he slapped her thigh playfully.

“You’re mine now, sweetheart.”

Natalie laughed, breathless. “I was yours the moment I saw that fucking dick.”


CHAPTER 3




The sun had barely dipped beneath the Miami skyline, casting molten orange across the high-rise windows and igniting the evening air with anticipation. Neon lights flickered to life across the strip, but Natalie couldn’t see a damn thing—not when her thighs were already trembling and her pulse was thundering through her clit.

She was sitting in the front seat of Mandingo’s blacked-out SUV, parked two stories deep in an underground garage beneath a luxury condo tower. The air was heavy with heat, tension, and the unmistakable scent of sex.

And her hair? Already a wild halo of sweat-soaked curls.

Mandingo sat in the driver’s seat, radiating power and dominance in a black V-neck shirt that clung to his muscles like second skin. One hand gripped the wheel like he owned the road. The other?

Firmly buried between her thighs.

“You’re soaked already,” he said, voice low and gravel-thick.

“Because I know what’s coming,” she whispered, breath hitching.

“What’s coming?” he asked, fingers parting the soft blonde curls of her hairy cunt. He thumbed her clit—slowly, cruelly.

She whimpered. “Twelve inches of life-ruining, soul-snatching, mind-melting cock.”

He laughed—a dark, decadent rumble that echoed through the SUV. “You really are my nasty little housewife now.”

She leaned in, tongue tracing the shell of his ear. “You don’t get it, Mandingo. I crave you. I wake up soaked. I close my eyes and feel you inside me. My pussy has learned your rhythm.”

His fingers slid inside her—two thick digits that curled just right, and she arched with a moan.

“I swear,” she gasped, voice cracking. “I squirt now. I didn’t even know I could squirt.”

“You didn’t have the right man before,” he growled, withdrawing his fingers and licking them clean. “But tonight?”

He looked into her eyes, intense and unblinking.

“Tonight I’m gonna fuck you until you flood this SUV.”

***

He opened the driver’s side door and got out.

“Get in the back seat,” he ordered.

Natalie obeyed without hesitation, already dripping onto the leather as she climbed into the back like a woman possessed. The thrill of being seen—of being caught—wrapped around her chest like a velvet rope, tight and intoxicating.

Mandingo slid in after her and shut the door. The dome light flickered on for just a moment—long enough for her to see his cock, thick and majestic, spring free from his sweatpants like it had a mind of its own.

He leaned back.

“Climb on, baby.”

She straddled him, knees digging into the seat, cunt lined up with the head of his cock like a guided missile. One slow sink, and she was there—fully impaled, stretched to her limit, and already trembling.

“Oh—fuck,” she gasped. “I feel it in my ribs.”

“That’s your guts getting rearranged, sweetheart.”

He gripped her hips and began to bounce her. Hard.

The SUV shook. Her tits slapped against his chest. The leather squeaked with every wet, filthy impact. She rode him like a woman being baptized—reborn in lust, addiction, and unholy desire.

And then—*

Headlights.

Another car pulled into the garage.

They both froze—but Mandingo didn’t pull out.

Instead, he thrust deeper.

Natalie moaned, louder than she should have. The thrill of almost getting caught set her off like a firecracker.

“Oh my fucking god—I’m gonna—”

“Cum for daddy,” he whispered in her ear, fucking her harder now, his cock punching into her soaked cunt with merciless rhythm.

The car idled ten feet away. A man stepped out—on a call, distracted.

But Natalie couldn’t hold it.

She exploded.

Her body seized up, pussy convulsing wildly around Mandingo’s cock, and then—a gush. She squirted. Hard. A jet of sweet, musky fluid sprayed across Mandingo’s thighs, the leather seat, and her own trembling legs.

The man outside looked up.

Natalie shrieked, covering her mouth with both hands as she clamped down on Mandingo’s cock like a vice.

“You squirted for me, baby,” he growled. “Messy fucking slut.”

She was panting, wide-eyed, legs shaking.

“That was so—hot,” she gasped.

He didn’t stop.

In fact, he grinned like a maniac, grabbed her ass, and bounced her even harder.

“You really married to that weak-ass white boy?” he asked, breath hot against her neck.

“Legally, yes,” she moaned. “Spiritually? Not since you cracked my spine with this dick.”

He chuckled darkly. “That stroke game got you talking reckless.”

She sobbed against his shoulder, each thrust sending another jolt through her core. “You have no idea what you’ve done to me.”

“Tell me.”

“He never made me cum once. Not once.”

Mandingo paused. “Wait—never?”

She looked him in the eyes. “Never. He tried. For three years. Always missionary. Always with the lights off. No foreplay. No dirty talk. He was scared of my pussy hair.”

Mandingo roared with laughter. “Scared of the curls? That man’s afraid of flavor!”

She giggled between moans. “He said it was ‘unhygienic.’”

“I’ll show you unhygienic,” Mandingo growled, pulling out, flipping her over like a ragdoll, and slamming into her from behind—face pressed to the window, tits smashed against the fogged-up glass.

She gasped. “Fuck—fuck—fuck—yes!”

“Say it again.”

“He never fucked me like this!” she cried. “You’re the first man to own this pussy.”

He grunted with approval. “You think I’m letting you go now?”

“I don’t want you to let me go.”

Their bodies slapped together in rhythmic, filthy harmony.

The man in the garage was gone now—but the risk remained. And Natalie lived for it. She was soaking wet, dripping all over the floor mat, her hairy cunt making the wettest sounds imaginable.

Then, like a storm breaking open—she squirted again.

Mandingo growled, losing control. He grabbed her hair, yanked her upright, and buried himself one final time.

“I’m gonna nut inside you.”

She looked back, dazed, drunk on pleasure.

“Do it. Breed me. Breed your fucking slut.”

He came like a beast—roaring, jerking, balls slapping her ass, his cock twitching inside her as he emptied everything into her throbbing cunt.

It was obscene. Beautiful. Violent.

And she loved every second.

***

They sat there afterward, limbs tangled, windows fogged, the scent of sex thick and unmistakable.

Mandingo stroked her sweaty back, kissed her shoulder.

“You know this ain’t just dick anymore,” he murmured. “You’re mine.”

She nodded, chest rising and falling.

“I don’t even recognize myself anymore,” she whispered. “But I know one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“My pussy has never been this satisfied.”


CHAPTER 4




The sun returned to the city like it always did—arrogant, burning, blinding. It streamed through the white linen curtains of Natalie’s oceanside condo as if nothing had changed.

But everything had.

She lay on her stomach, the sheets beneath her damp with sweat, and her cunt still throbbing with aftershocks. Her thighs were sticky. Her lower back ached in the most delicious way. Mandingo’s scent clung to her skin like musk, sex, and satisfaction.

He was gone.

She knew he’d left hours ago. But his imprint remained—inside her, all over her. His voice still echoed in her ears: You’re mine now, sweetheart.

And the terrifying truth? She wanted to be. Completely. Shamelessly.

Natalie ran her fingers down her body, across the red bite marks blooming on her neck and the bruises on her hips. Her pussy pulsed with a stubborn soreness that made her bite her lip in reverie.

How had this happened?

One encounter had turned into two. Two into six. Now, she was dripping for him daily, texting him like a woman starved, soaking through her panties before lunch.

And worse still?

Her husband was on his way home.

***

The sound of keys rattling in the front door made her stomach drop.

She jumped up, naked and flushed, darting into the bathroom to wipe between her thighs. But no matter how much she washed, she still smelled like Mandingo—like passion, like betrayal.

She had ten seconds to reassemble the illusion of a loyal wife.

The door creaked open. She didn’t even need to peek. She knew the rhythm of her husband’s steps—polished, shallow, self-important.

“Babe?” he called out. “I’m back.”

Natalie took a breath, forced a smile, and stepped out wearing her silk robe and nothing underneath.

“There you are,” she said, voice sweet and practiced.

He kissed her on the cheek—just the cheek—and already started talking about flight delays, gate changes, and overpriced airport whiskey. He didn’t notice her flinch when he hugged her. Didn’t notice the slight wobble in her walk. Didn’t even look her in the eye.

She made dinner.

They ate in silence, the clink of forks on plates louder than any words spoken. His phone buzzed constantly. Stocks. Emails. Meetings.

She, on the other hand, could still feel the echo of Mandingo’s cock bruising her cervix.

And by the time her husband rolled off her—after two minutes of missionary, eyes closed, no foreplay—she lay there staring at the ceiling, cumless and unsatisfied, hating herself for what she’d become…

...and craving more.

The next afternoon, she texted Mandingo.

Natalie: “He’s back. I need to see you.”

Mandingo: “Parking lot. 3pm. Be barefoot. Bring the pink vibrator.”

She didn’t hesitate.

***

That garage had become their sanctuary. Their church. Their arena.

She showed up in a sundress—no bra, no panties, nothing but temptation and desperation. The humid air made her skin glow. Her pussy was already soaking the seat of the passenger side before she even knocked.

Mandingo opened the back door, slid in, and pulled her onto his lap.

“Look at you,” he murmured, grabbing her ass through the thin fabric. “You smell like need.”

“I missed you,” she gasped. “I’m going insane.”

“I know,” he said, voice low. “He back in town?”

She nodded.

“Fucking you again?”

She nodded again, slower.

Mandingo’s lips curled into a wicked grin.

“I bet he doesn’t even touch this pussy right.”

“No,” she whispered. “He doesn’t. He never did.”

“Tell me.”

She looked him in the eyes—dark, soulful, full of fire.

“He doesn’t fuck me. He uses me. For appearances. For control. He married a trophy he never earned. I let him believe he was the man. But baby,” she whispered, grinding on his lap, “he doesn’t know what it feels like to be taken.”

He growled, pushing the dress up, exposing her soaked mound.

“That hairy little cunt is mine now.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yours.”

He leaned back and pulled out his cock—already rock-hard, glistening, throbbing.

“Prove it.”

She took the pink vibrator from her purse and switched it on.

The hum filled the SUV. Mandingo spread her wide, exposing her dripping cunt, and guided the toy to her clit.

“Show me what you do when you’re alone,” he said.

Natalie moaned, leaning back, spreading her thighs wider.

“I think about your voice,” she panted. “About how you call me baby. About how deep you go.”

Her free hand gripped her breast, teasing the nipple. The other moved the vibe in slow, tantalizing circles.

“Sometimes I imagine you tying me up. Gagging me with your cock. Calling me your white little fuck toy.”

“Goddamn,” he growled. “You’re nasty.”

“I like being nasty for you.”

He grabbed his cock, stroked it as she teased her clit, their eyes locked in primal tension.

“Cum for me,” he ordered. “Cum and then sit on this dick like you mean it.”

She exploded.

Back arched, thighs quaking, juice squirting in hot gushes across the seat.

Her scream echoed off the cement walls of the garage.

Mandingo didn’t give her time to recover.

He lifted her by the waist and speared into her with one brutal thrust.

“FUCK!” she screamed. “You’re in my stomach!”

“You can take it,” he growled. “You always do.”

He bounced her on his cock like a ragdoll. Her feet dangled. Her dress bunched up around her waist. Her pussy made wet, gasping noises with every violent plunge.

And just when she thought she couldn’t take any more—he pulled out, flipped her over, and bent her over the center console.

His cock disappeared inside her with a slap, and she shrieked as he pounded her from behind.

She gripped the headrest, face pressed to the leather, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth.

“You’re my wife now,” he said between thrusts. “Say it.”

“Yes! Yes—I’m yours! I’m fucking yours, daddy!”

“Say you want me to get you pregnant.”

She moaned, a wild, primal sound.

“Breed me. Fill me. Make me yours forever. Gimme that fucking nut!”

He came with a roar, pressing deep, grinding, spilling a flood of hot cum into her spasming cunt.

She squirted again—violently—her body unable to hold back.

It was messier this time. Wetter. Wilder. She sobbed into the leather as she came, overwhelmed, wrecked, utterly addicted.

And yet… it still wasn’t enough.

Later, as she adjusted her dress and wiped the seat, Mandingo lit a cigarette and watched her.

“You know what’s gonna happen, don’t you?”

She paused. “What?”

“Your husband’s gonna figure it out. And when he does?”

He exhaled a puff of smoke.

“I’m not going anywhere.”


CHAPTER 5




Miami never sleeps. And neither does a guilty, dripping cunt when Mandingo’s name stays on its breath.

The sun had already dipped behind the skyline, casting the streets in a seductive glow of golden pink, when Natalie found herself pacing her balcony, barefoot and bothered. Her sundress clung to her hips, damp with sweat and something filthier, and her mind reeled with everything she couldn’t say out loud—not to her husband, not even to herself.

But she could say it to Mandingo.
Because Mandingo already knew.

She picked up her phone, hands trembling, and texted him three words:

"I need you."

Seconds later, his response lit up her screen like a devilish wink.
"Be outside. Five minutes."

Natalie’s breath caught. She wasn’t wearing panties. She didn’t need them.

When Mandingo’s matte black Charger pulled up to the curb, the hum of the engine stirred her clit like a whisper. She slid into the passenger seat, eyes locked with his. God, he looked dangerous in that sleeveless tank, arms bulging, the scent of his cologne already making her throb. His dark eyes raked over her body like he owned every sinful inch.

“You miss my dick that bad?” he growled, not looking away from the road.

She let out a soft, whorish moan. “Worse. I can’t stop thinking about it. About you… about how you stretch me open like you were made to ruin me.”

Mandingo chuckled low in his throat. “I told you once, Natalie. This dick ain’t for the timid. And you? You crave it like oxygen.”

She nodded, biting her lip until it bled. “I’ve never been fucked like that in my life.”

“Not even by your little husband?”

That did it.

She turned in her seat, voice cracking. “Never. He’s never… touched the part of me you do. You hit nerves I didn’t even know existed. It’s like my cunt was waiting for you. Like it knew.”

Mandingo pulled into a dimly lit parking lot behind a row of art deco apartments. “Get in the backseat. Now.”

Natalie obeyed, heart racing. The moment the door shut, Mandingo climbed in beside her. His lips crashed against hers, not tender—claiming. She moaned into his mouth as his hands gripped her thighs and spread them wide, baring her hairy, swollen pussy under the dress.

“You came out here wet and raw for me?”

“I couldn’t help it,” she gasped. “I wanted you to smell it. I wanted your cock the minute I woke up this morning.”

“You’re mine tonight,” he said, grabbing his shaft and stroking it until the tip glistened. “And I don’t care who sees.”

They fucked like animals in that parking lot, windows fogged, the heat inside the car unbearable. Mandingo lifted Natalie effortlessly, impaling her cunt on his twelve-inch cock with such brutal force her back arched like a possessed woman. Her pussy gripped him like it was starving.

Every stroke echoed in the car. Wet, nasty, raw.

“Your tight little hole’s milking me,” Mandingo growled. “Tell me who owns this pussy now.”

“You do! You fucking do!” she sobbed, biting his shoulder. “It’s yours. It was always yours, daddy.”

Her cunt spasmed violently, squirting uncontrollably with every slamming thrust. It drenched his lap, the leather seats, even the windows. Her body shook, screaming his name in a voice she didn’t recognize—half broken, half reborn.

But then came the knock.

A flashlight beamed through the fogged glass.

“Hey!” a man’s voice barked. “You two can’t do that here!”

Natalie froze.

Mandingo didn’t. He slammed into her again, harder than ever.

“Let ‘em watch,” he whispered in her ear. “Let ‘em see what a real woman looks like when she’s fucked right.”

The officer’s light paused. Then it moved on. Natalie exhaled, half in relief, half in arousal.

“Fuck,” she panted. “I think I’m addicted to getting caught.”

Mandingo laughed. “Good. Because I’m not hiding this dick for anybody.”

***

Later that night, back at her apartment, Natalie stepped out of the bathroom in nothing but a towel—skin glowing, thighs still trembling. Her husband was in the kitchen, scrolling his phone.

“Natalie,” he said, not looking up, “Where were you just now?”

She blinked. Her heart stopped.

“What?”

“Don’t play dumb.” His eyes met hers now, dark with suspicion. “You left your wedding ring on the sink. You haven’t done that since the honeymoon.”

Her silence was louder than any lie.

“You seeing someone?”

Natalie’s throat closed. But something in her—the woman Mandingo brought to life—refused to be silenced.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He stared at her.

“And he makes me come so hard I forget how to spell my own name.”

Silence.

“I fake it with you. Every. Damn. Time.”

He stepped forward, stunned. “Who is he?”

She didn’t flinch.

“Mandingo. The man who turned me inside out.”

***

That night ended with slammed doors, shattered glasses, and a neighbor calling down the hallway: “Y’all need to chill!”

But Natalie didn’t chill. She walked out. Her towel dropped somewhere in the hallway. She was half naked, proud, wet, and walking toward the only man who ever made her feel alive.


CHAPTER 6




The air was thick with more than just heat that summer night—it was saturated with guilt, obsession, and the intoxicating scent of betrayal. Natalie sat alone on the balcony of her high-rise condo, wrapped in a silk robe she hadn’t bothered to tie, letting the breeze lick at her bare thighs. Her cunt still throbbed from the violent pleasure Mandingo had delivered earlier that afternoon—against the hood of a stranger’s Lexus, no less. Her pussy lips had still been slick when she climbed the elevator, her clit swollen and aching from the brutal stretch of his cock and the fear of getting caught.

But now?

Now she sat silent, torn between afterglow and unraveling. Her fingers trembled as she sipped from her wine glass, lipstick smudged, her mind spiraling with guilt. Not for fucking Mandingo—but for loving the way he fucked her. For craving it.

Her phone buzzed. It was him.

Mandingo:

“I want to see you again. Tonight. I need to stretch that sweet cunt ‘til you forget your name.”

Her breath caught. She clenched her thighs, and her nipples hardened under the robe. But a surge of panic pulsed through her chest. This couldn’t go on like this. She was losing herself.

And worse, she wasn’t the only one noticing.

Earlier that day, her husband Connor had shown up at her school unannounced. He’d never done that before. Not once in five years.

He had stared at her like he didn’t recognize her.
“Your eyes,” he’d said, “they don’t look like mine anymore.”

Natalie had laughed it off. But the truth was cruel and unignorable: the woman Connor married was long gone. In her place was something feral. Insatiable.

And her name tasted like Mandingo.

***

Mandingo stood shirtless in front of his mirror, the moonlight slicing across the ridges of his ebony torso. He looked down at his cock, still half-hard from the memory of Natalie’s pussy clenching around him like a hungry mouth. No other woman had ever dripped for him the way she did. She didn’t just want him—she needed him like air.

But something else burned in him now. Something unfamiliar. Something messy.

Jealousy.

She was still married. And even if her pussy belonged to him every time he called, her name didn’t. Her address didn’t. Her life didn’t.

Yet.

***

Two hours later, Natalie pulled up to a bar tucked between a Cuban bakery and a tattoo parlor off Calle Ocho. It wasn’t the kind of place she’d usually be seen—not in her red silk dress, not in heels—but Mandingo had insisted she come. Alone.

She spotted him immediately, sitting on the patio, cigar in hand, black button-down open halfway to his ripped abdomen. He didn’t smile when he saw her. Just stood slowly, eyes devouring her like a starving man.

“You came,” he said, voice low and dangerous.

“How could I not?” she breathed.

He leaned in, brushing her hair behind her ear. “You smell like you still haven’t washed me off you.”

“I haven’t,” she confessed.

A cruel grin pulled at his lips. “Good. I want you addicted to it.”

They moved into a dark corner of the patio, barely visible from the main street. The music pulsed inside, but out here, they were in their own wicked little world.

Natalie tried to stay composed, but Mandingo’s hand found her thigh and slid under her dress with practiced ease. His fingers danced over her slick folds, and she gasped.

“No panties?” he growled.

“I needed to feel the breeze,” she whispered, teasing.

He pushed two fingers into her dripping cunt without warning, pressing her back against the brick wall.

“This wet just from seeing me?” he hissed. “You’re fucking gone, baby.”

Natalie whimpered as he fucked her with his thick fingers, knuckles grinding into her. Her legs shook.

“Tell me,” he said, “What’s your husband doing right now?”

“At home. Probably watching TV.”

“And his wife?” His voice darkened. “She out here creaming herself for another man’s fingers.”

“His cock never made me squirt,” she moaned. “Yours does it in five minutes.”

He groaned, yanked his fingers out of her cunt, and shoved them in her mouth.

“Clean ‘em. I want you to taste how filthy you’ve become.”

She sucked greedily, eyes wide.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I’m your dirty slut,” she whispered.

“No,” he growled. “Say it louder.”

“I’m your dirty slut!” she cried.

Suddenly, a voice behind them sliced the air.

“Natalie?”

She froze. Her blood turned to ice.

She turned slowly, horror blooming across her face.

It was Connor. Her husband.

The silence was unbearable. Connor stood, stunned. Red-faced. Shaking.

Mandingo didn’t flinch. He stepped in front of Natalie like a wall of muscle and menace.

Connor’s eyes went to Mandingo’s hand still around Natalie’s waist. Then to her disheveled hair. The glint of sweat on her neck. Her parted lips.

“You cheating whore,” Connor spat. “With him?”

Natalie blinked rapidly. “Connor, I—”

“You let this thug stretch you out like some...some ghetto breeding toy?”

Mandingo’s eyes snapped to him, burning. “Watch your mouth.”

“I knew something was off. You’ve been walking different. Moaning in your sleep. Looking at me like I disgust you!”

Natalie’s voice broke. “Connor, please—”

He lunged. Mandingo caught him mid-swing with one hand, pushing him back with effortless strength.

“Go home, little man,” Mandingo said. “She’s not yours anymore.”

Connor stared at them—at the animal lust in Natalie’s eyes, the way she leaned into the man who’d ruined her—and turned on his heel.

Tears streaked Natalie’s face as she watched him disappear into the night.

But even through the sobs, her cunt ached. Her nipples peaked. Because Mandingo hadn’t let her go.

Not even for a second.

***

They drove in silence, both trembling. Natalie didn’t speak until they pulled into a secluded lot beneath a line of palm trees.

“I ruined everything,” she whispered.

“You ruined nothing,” he said, turning off the engine.

“I betrayed a man who trusted me,” she sobbed. “And worse? I don’t feel sorry for it. Not really.”

Mandingo looked at her with something between awe and hunger.

“You need to understand something,” he murmured. “I’ve fucked a lot of women. But none of them made me obsessed. None of them begged to be filled like you. None of them squirted just from my tongue brushing their clit.”

She whimpered.

“I want all of you,” he growled. “Your mouth. Your pussy. Your pain. Your fucking soul.”

She climbed across the console and straddled him in the driver’s seat. Her dress was around her waist in seconds, and his pants were undone.

He pulled her onto his massive cock with a filthy growl.

“You’re mine now,” he grunted. “Even if the world sees. Especially if the world sees.”

Their moans echoed through the night as her pussy swallowed his cock with greedy desperation. The car rocked violently, fogging the windows, as she rode him in wild abandon.

“I want you to stretch me until I fucking cum,” she cried.

“Bitch, I’m gonna stretch you ‘til your soul screams,” he snarled.

Her hairy cunt gushed, soaking his thighs. Every stroke made her squirt harder. Messier. She screamed his name into the dark.

“MANDINGO! FUCK! FUCK! I CAN’T—”

“You’re gonna squirt for me, Natalie,” he roared. “You’re gonna drench this fucking car.”

And she did.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a storm, her body convulsing, thighs shaking, cunt unleashing wave after wave of thick, wet cream down his shaft.

By the time they stopped, the car was soaked, her dress ruined, and her soul irrevocably changed.

Later, as she lay curled naked in his arms in the back seat, staring at the stars through the window, Natalie whispered, “I think I love you.”

Mandingo kissed her hair. “Then you better get ready, baby. Because I’m gonna love you in ways your husband never knew were possible.”


CHAPTER 7




The late Miami sun cast amber flames across the sky as Natalie paced her condo balcony, barefoot and trembling. Her silky robe clung to her sweaty, flushed skin—desire and dread wrestling inside her like two wild beasts.

Three weeks.
Three missed periods.
One white stick that turned pink in seconds.

She was pregnant.

Not with her husband's child—God, no. Connor hadn’t touched her in months. This child… this impossible, delicious life now blooming inside her was Mandingo’s. That colossal, relentless man had stretched her open, filled her raw, and left her body craving more even after he was gone.

Now she was carrying proof of his power in her womb.

“Fuck,” she whispered, biting her knuckle, her mind spinning.

What would Mandingo say? Would he run? Would he own it? Would he claim her?

Would he fuck her like he had that night in the parking lot—the night she squirted uncontrollably on his thick cock while the valet boy watched through the glass?

Her body shivered remembering it. Her cunt, still sore with memory, clenched reflexively. She was addicted. And now… bound.

She didn’t even hear the knock.

Then it came again—harder. Heavier. Like the fist of a man who could destroy a wall.

Natalie opened the door, and there he stood.

Mandingo.

Six-foot-three, carved from obsidian. Sweat glistened on his dark muscles like the sheen of motor oil. He wore a tight black tee that hugged his broad chest and low-slung jeans that couldn’t hide the outline of the monster between his legs. The same cock that had ruined her for any other man.

His eyes locked on her.

“You called me,” he said, voice deep as thunder, soft as silk. “What’s wrong, baby girl?”

Natalie stepped aside, shaking. Her robe fluttered open slightly as she walked past him. His eyes dipped to the curve of her ass, the subtle bounce in her breasts, and the barely-there thong clinging to her inner thighs.

He followed her inside and shut the door. “You look… different,” he said.

She turned slowly.

“I’m pregnant.”

The silence cracked like a gunshot.

Mandingo blinked. “Say that again.”

“I’m pregnant… and it’s yours. I haven’t let my husband touch me since I met you.” Her voice trembled. “Not even once. You’ve been the only man inside me. The only man I want.”

He walked toward her like a lion stalking prey.

His palm came up—not to strike her, but to hold her jaw.

“You’re mine now,” he growled. “You hear me? That pussy was mine the moment I stretched it wide. You think I don’t remember how you screamed for me? How you clawed at my back and begged me to breed you?”

Natalie whimpered. Her robe slipped completely open. Her nipples were tight, aching. Her cunt dripped onto her inner thighs.

“You bred me, Mandingo,” she whispered. “And I fucking loved it.”

With one swift motion, he lifted her onto the kitchen counter. Her thighs fell open on instinct. His hand slid between them, cupping her heat. Her lips were slick and swollen, her clit a fat, sensitive pearl.

“You’re so wet,” he said, grinding his fingers against her hairy slit. “You missed me?”

“Like a starving girl misses bread,” she breathed. “No man has ever fucked me like you. Not even close. You make me feel—filthy. Worshipped. Ruined.”

Mandingo chuckled low. “You damn right I do.”

He dropped to his knees. Natalie gasped, her body already shaking before he even touched her. His tongue dragged through the thick fuzz of her mound, savoring the musky sweetness. He licked her like a man sentenced to death. No hesitation. No mercy.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out. “Right there—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He latched onto her clit, sucking the swollen nub as his fingers plunged deep into her. The sound of her squelching cunt filled the room—hot, obscene music. She came hard, the orgasm ripping through her belly like lightning, making her squirt all over his face.

Mandingo stood and wiped his face like war paint.

“Get on your knees.”

She obeyed instantly, sliding to the floor, face glowing with lust and worship. Her hands trembled as she unzipped his jeans, her breath catching when that thick, meaty cock sprang free.

Twelve inches of trouble. A beast she knew she could never live without.

“God, I missed this,” she moaned, stroking him. “You make every other dick feel like a paper straw.”

She opened her mouth and took him deep—deeper than she ever had. Her throat stretched, tears streamed from her eyes, but she didn’t stop. Her face fucked by the man who had impregnated her, owned her.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Show me how much you love Daddy’s cock.”

She gagged and moaned and drooled, her mascara running, lipstick smeared like war paint. Her pussy was so wet it was dripping on the floor beneath her.

Mandingo pulled her up by the hair.

“I need to fuck my baby mama proper.”

He dragged her to the living room and bent her over the couch.

Natalie looked back, panting. “Breed me again. Make me yours all over.”

He slid inside her with a long, slow thrust—so deep she screamed.

Her hairy cunt was stretched wide around his thickness, juices foaming as he fucked her relentlessly, his balls slapping her clit with every savage thrust.

“You like being full of Daddy’s seed, huh?” he snarled. “You want me to knock you up again? Put another one in you?”

“Yes! Yes, Mandingo! Fuck me full, fuck me pregnant!”

The couch shook. Her body jolted. She was loud—obnoxiously, gloriously loud.

Suddenly, there was a bang on the window.

Natalie’s eyes widened.

It was Connor.

Her husband stood outside, horror frozen on his face.

Natalie didn’t stop. She looked straight at him and screamed, “I’m carrying his baby! Not yours!”

Mandingo grinned and fucked her harder, pulling her hair as she climaxed.

Connor’s voice was muffled behind the glass, shouting nonsense, rage-fueled nonsense.

Mandingo never paused. He grabbed Natalie’s hips, drove in hard, and exploded inside her again, his cock twitching as he flooded her womb with his thick, potent seed.

“Let him watch,” Mandingo growled. “I fucking own you and this fucking pussy.”

Natalie collapsed in a heap of orgasm and ownership. She didn’t cry. She didn’t flinch.

She smiled.

One Year Later…

Natalie sat on a sun-drenched beach in South Beach, a diamond the size of a grape on her finger, her baby suckling quietly at her breast. A boy—strong and dark and perfect.

Mandingo stood behind her, arms wrapped around her shoulders, sunglasses gleaming.

She was free. No more lies. No more shame. Divorced and free from her small dick husband.

Now it picture perfect: Just her, her king, and the baby they made with passion, heat, and destiny.
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