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Disclaimer

Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events.

This work does not include prohibited material or any other restricted content. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Here I was, Martha Danvers, striding through our suburban home, my tight dress hugging every curve of my forty-four-year-old body. My hips swayed with each step, the fabric clinging to my full breasts and rounded thighs, a quiet confidence pulsing in my veins. The kitchen’s polished counter gleamed under morning light, and I trailed a finger along its edge, savoring the cool surface against my skin. Paul, my husband, shuffled papers at the dining table, his veterinarian scrubs wrinkled from another late night. Our life felt steady, predictable, but a restless itch stirred beneath my calm exterior.

The house sprawled around me, its wide halls and plush carpets a testament to years of comfort. I paused at the mirror, adjusting my dress, my silhouette commanding attention even in solitude. Annie, our nineteen-year-old, was off at college, her absence leaving a hollow quiet.

Dean, our twenty-two-year-old son, was back for a visit, his presence a fleeting spark in the stillness. He had invited his friend Tyrell to join, and we had warmly extended the invitation to him. I had seen fleeting images of a dashingly handsome, tall, young Black man in Dean’s social posts, and wondered if that was the Tyrell he had mentioned. 

Dean’s laughter echoed from the living room, pulling me from my thoughts. He sprawled on the couch, his athletic frame relaxed, a football player’s ease in every gesture. His short-cropped hair gleamed under the lamp, and he tossed a football lightly, his grin wide and carefree. The house felt different without Annie’s chatter, her college departure draining the air of its usual hum. I leaned against the doorway, watching Dean’s casual confidence, a faint pride swelling in my chest.

His recounted a game from last season to me. “Mom, you should’ve seen the crowd,” he said, his voice bright. I nodded, my smile automatic. Suddenly, his phone buzzed. “Oh, it’s Tyrell. He’s arrived. Gotta go pick him up. Be right back.” And with that, he quickly swung out the door, leaving me with Paul and the usual quiet of the house that pressed against me. I crossed my arms, the fabric of my dress pulling taut.

An hour later, the front door swung open, and Dean’s voice boomed, “Mom, this is Tyrell! Tyrell, meet my mom, Martha.” A tall, muscular Black man stepped inside, his presence filling the room like a sudden pulse. I extended my hand, his grip firm and warm, sending a jolt through my fingers. His dark skin contrasted sharply with his white tee, and his chiseled jaw and piercing eyes locked onto mine. My chest fluttered, a heat rising as I held his gaze a beat too long.

“Pleasure to meet you, ma’am,” Tyrell said, his voice low and smooth, vibrating through the air. Dean clapped his shoulder, oblivious to the spark igniting in me. I forced a smile, my eyes tracing the hard lines of Tyrell’s frame, his broad chest straining against his shirt. He moved with an athlete’s grace, each step deliberate, and I caught myself staring at his body as he set his bag down. The room seemed to shrink, his energy a sharp contrast to the house’s usual calm.

His ebony skin gleamed under the hallway light, taut over the sculpted ridges of his arms and the thick cords of his neck. My gaze lingered on the curve of his pecs, pressing tight against the fabric, and the faint outline of his abs, a promise of raw power beneath. The dark sheen of his body stirred a primal ache in me, his blackness a bold contrast to the pale familiarity of my world. I shifted, my thighs brushing together, the heat of my own skin betraying the sudden hunger coiling low in my belly. His scent, a faint musk of sweat and cologne, hit me as he passed, and I bit the inside of my cheek, steadying myself against the urge to step closer.

Tyrell leaned against the counter, chatting with Dean about their last game, his deep voice rolling like a current. His confident smile flashed, and I found myself hanging on every word, my pulse quickening. His broad shoulders flexed as he gestured, his arms sculpted and powerful, drawing my eyes despite my effort to look away. I busied myself with a glass of water, the cold liquid sharp against my lips, but my gaze kept drifting back to him. His laugh, rich and unrestrained, sent a shiver down my spine.
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