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Foreword

Dear Reader,

Some marriages quietly drift. Others explode into something far more intense.

This story follows Lyn, a beautiful, thick 50-year-old wife who discovers that the life she thought was enough… simply isn’t anymore. What begins as a whispered confession from her best friend quickly becomes an unstoppable craving for the one thing her devoted but under-endowed husband can never give her — a dominant, well-hung Black bull who knows exactly how to take control.

If you enjoy raw, no-holds-barred interracial hotwife erotica with a willing (yet conflicted) cuckold husband, heavy on filthy detail, power exchange, and messy, passionate sex — then you’re in the right place.

Turn the page. Lyn’s surrender starts now.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: First Taste of What She’d Been Missing

Lyn’s mouth was already full of him the second the spare bedroom door clicked shut. She sank to her knees on the cool carpet, both hands wrapped around the heavy, dark shaft that jutted toward her face, her lips stretching wide as she took the thick crown between them. The taste of clean skin and raw male heat flooded her tongue while her innocent blue eyes lifted, locking onto Max’s intense gaze. Her throat tightened around the sheer width, a soft, wet gag vibrating through her chest as she pushed deeper, saliva already slipping down her chin and dripping onto the full, pale swell of her heavy breasts.

Holy fuck, it’s even bigger than Lori made it sound, she thought, heart slamming against her ribs. The contrast of her soft white fingers against his smooth black skin sent a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs. She had spent weeks replaying her best friend’s confession, nights touching herself while Jon slept, imagining exactly this moment. Now it was happening, and her body was betraying every last shred of hesitation.

Max groaned low, one large hand gently cradling the back of her head. “That’s right, pretty mama. Get it nice and wet for what’s coming.” His voice rolled through her like warm thunder. Lyn moaned around him, the sound muffled and hungry, bobbing faster, letting her tongue swirl and press along every ridge and pulsing vein. She pulled back just enough to drag her lips down the underside, kissing and licking all the way to the heavy sack beneath before sucking one smooth ball into her mouth, then the other, worshipping him with sloppy, eager devotion.

Down the hallway, Jon sat rigid on the edge of their marriage bed, ears burning at every wet suck and soft choke drifting through the thin walls. His four-inch cock strained painfully against his boxers, leaking steadily. She’s really in there with him, he thought, shame twisting hot in his gut even as his hand drifted down to squeeze himself. The humiliation only made him throb harder.

Lyn rose on shaky legs, wiping her glistening mouth with the back of her hand. Her thick brunette hair tumbled wild around her shoulders as she turned, bracing her palms on the guest bed and arching her back. She looked over her shoulder at the tall, muscular Black man behind her, voice husky with need. “Don’t tease me anymore, Max. I need to feel it.”

He stepped close, rubbing the blunt, slick head up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in her arousal. The moment he pushed forward, her breath caught sharply. Inch after thick inch spread her open, her tight walls yielding reluctantly at first, then fluttering greedily around the massive invasion. A long, broken whimper spilled from her lips as he sank all the way in, hips pressing flush against her generous ass. The stretch was overwhelming, bordering on too much, yet it lit every nerve ending on fire.

“Goddamn, you’re gripping me like you never want to let go,” Max growled, hands gripping her soft hips. He started moving, slow, powerful rolls that dragged along every sensitive spot inside her. Lyn’s large natural breasts swayed heavily beneath her with each thrust, nipples brushing the cool sheets. Pleasure coiled tight and fast in her belly, far quicker than anything Jon had ever drawn from her body.

This is what real cock feels like, she thought, pushing back to meet him, chasing the building pressure. Her reluctance burned away with every deep stroke, replaced by raw, greedy hunger. Max reached around, fingers finding her swollen clit and rubbing firm circles that matched his rhythm. The dual sensation snapped something inside her. Lyn cried out, her whole body seizing as the first orgasm crashed through her, walls pulsing and rippling around his thickness in powerful waves.

He didn’t slow down. Instead he pulled out, spun her onto her back, and hooked her legs high over his broad shoulders. The new angle let him drive even deeper, the wet sound of their bodies meeting filling the small room. Lyn’s hands clutched at his muscular arms, nails digging into dark skin as another climax built right on the heels of the first. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly with every punishing thrust, pale flesh rippling against his powerful frame.

From the doorway, Jon watched in stunned silence, shorts around his ankles now, small cock twitching in his fist. The sight of his wife’s face twisted in ecstasy, her body rocking under the much larger, younger Black man, sent conflicting storms through him—jealousy, shame, and an unbearable arousal that made his knees weak.

Max leaned down, capturing one of Lyn’s stiff nipples between his lips, sucking hard while his hips kept their relentless pace. “Tell me how it feels, baby,” he murmured against her breast.

“So fucking full,” she gasped, voice cracking. “I can’t— I’m gonna—” Another orgasm ripped through her, sharper and longer than the last, her entire body shaking as she soaked his cock and the sheets beneath them. Max groaned deep in his chest, thrusts turning erratic. He buried himself to the hilt one final time, pulsing hot and strong inside her as he came, flooding her with thick, endless spurts that pushed her straight into a smaller, trembling aftershock.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard. Lyn’s fingers traced lazy patterns over Max’s sweat-slick back, a satisfied, wicked little smile curving her lips for the first time all night. She glanced toward the doorway where her husband still stood, spent and wide-eyed.

“Jon,” she said softly, voice laced with new confidence, “come here. It’s time you learned your new place.”


Chapter 2: Lori’s Dangerous Confession

Lyn sat across the small corner table at their favorite wine bar, the late afternoon sun painting warm gold across Lori’s flushed face. The blonde woman, still trim at fifty-four with those enviable natural DD breasts straining gently against her silk blouse, leaned forward like she was sharing state secrets. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper that made Lyn’s skin prickle.

“I have to tell someone, Lyn, or I’m going to explode. I had an affair last weekend. The kind that ruins you for anyone else.” Lori’s eyes sparkled with wicked memory as she described it in vivid detail—the length that measured well over ten inches, the wrist-thick girth that had left her sore for days, the way it had hit spots inside her she never knew existed. “I came so many times I lost count. My legs were jelly. I actually blacked out for a few seconds during the third one. It was nonstop, like my body forgot how to stop.”

Lyn’s cheeks burned hot. She crossed her legs under the table, pressing her thighs together against the sudden damp heat gathering between them. The mental image refused to leave: her best friend bent over, stretched wide around something massive and unrelenting. God, what would that even feel like? she wondered, her own nipples tightening against the lace of her bra. Outwardly she laughed, teasing Lori for being so reckless, but inside something restless had already begun to stir.

Lori hesitated, biting her lower lip, then finally admitted the rest. “It was with a young Black guy named Malcolm. Twenty-nine years old, built like a linebacker, and hung like nothing I’ve ever seen. The contrast of his dark skin against mine… the way he took control… I felt completely owned in the best possible way.” She shivered visibly at the memory. “Don’t judge me, okay? I know it sounds crazy, but I’ve never been fucked like that in my life.”

Lyn didn’t judge. She nodded, sipped her wine, and pretended the confession was just juicy gossip between old friends. But that night, back home, the words refused to fade. While Jon climbed on top of her for their usual quick, predictable routine, Lyn closed her eyes and pictured it—dark hands on pale hips, a thick black shaft disappearing into soft white flesh, Lori’s cries of overwhelming pleasure. Jon finished in under two minutes as always, rolling off with a satisfied grunt. Lyn lay awake long after, fingers slipping between her legs, rubbing slow circles while the fantasy played on repeat. What if it was me? What if Jon had to sit there and watch while a man like that claimed every inch of me?

The weeks that followed became a secret obsession. She replayed Lori’s story during mundane moments—folding laundry, driving to the grocery store, even sitting through boring conference calls at work. Each time her body responded with a fresh flood of warmth and an aching emptiness that Jon’s modest four inches could no longer touch. She started noticing Black men in public in a way she never had before, her gaze lingering on broad shoulders and confident strides. At night she became bolder with her fantasies, imagining herself on her knees, lips stretched around something far too big, eyes watering while Jon watched from the corner, conflicted and painfully hard.

By the time Lori texted about a girls’ night out, Lyn was already primed, her reluctance quietly eroding under the constant thrum of curiosity and need. The message was simple: “Club downtown. Drinks, dancing, no husbands. Wear something that makes you feel dangerous.” Lyn chose a fitted black dress that hugged her thick curves and showed just enough cleavage to draw eyes. When she met Lori at the entrance, her friend looked radiant, eyes bright with mischief.

Lori wasn’t alone. Malcolm stood beside her—tall, powerfully built, skin a rich deep brown, his smile easy and knowing. And next to him was his good friend Max, thirty-two, even taller, with the kind of muscular frame that made the simple button-down shirt he wore look painted on. One glance at Max and Lyn felt her pulse jump. His dark eyes swept over her body with open appreciation, lingering on the generous swell of her breasts and the flare of her hips.

Drinks arrived fast and strong. The bass from the dance floor pulsed through the floorboards and up into her bones. After the second round, Malcolm pulled Lori onto the floor, their bodies grinding shamelessly to the rhythm. Max offered his hand to Lyn with a raised eyebrow. “You gonna leave me lonely over here?”

She took it. The moment his large palm closed around hers, heat shot straight to her core. On the crowded dance floor he pulled her close, one hand settling possessively at the small of her back while the other rested just above the curve of her ass. They moved together, hips rolling, her thick breasts pressing against his hard chest. Every time the beat dropped he dipped lower, letting her feel the unmistakable bulge growing against her belly. Lyn’s breath came faster. Her nipples stiffened into tight peaks that rubbed deliciously against the fabric of her dress with each sway.

“You’re trembling,” Max murmured against her ear, his lips brushing the sensitive shell. “That pretty married pussy getting wet for me already?”

Lyn swallowed hard, the crude words sending another rush of slickness between her thighs. She should have pulled away. She should have laughed it off and gone back to the table. Instead she pressed closer, letting her body answer for her. The reluctant voice in her head grew quieter with every song, drowned out by the steady throb of arousal and the memory of Lori’s blissful confession. I deserve this, she thought as Max’s hand slid lower, squeezing her ass. Jon’s little cock hasn’t satisfied me in years. Tonight I’m taking what I need.

By the time the club lights flashed last call, Lyn was soaked, her thighs slippery, her mind made up. She sent Jon a quick text: “Coming home soon. Bringing company. Stay in the bedroom until I tell you.” Her fingers shook as she hit send, but there was no turning back now.

In the Uber, Max’s hand rested high on her thigh, fingers tracing lazy patterns that kept her on edge the entire ride. When they pulled up to the house, Lyn led him straight past the master bedroom door and into the spare room at the end of the hall. She could feel Jon’s presence behind the closed door—listening, waiting, already breathing heavier. The knowledge only made her bolder.

The second the spare room door shut, Lyn dropped to her knees again, but this time the hunger was sharper, less exploratory. She freed Max’s heavy cock with eager hands, marveling at the way it throbbed in her grip, dark and veined and far too thick for one hand to circle completely. She looked up at him, eyes shining with fresh desperation. “I’ve been thinking about this for weeks,” she confessed, voice trembling with need. Then she took him into her mouth, sucking with sloppy, devoted strokes, gagging herself willingly as she tried to swallow more, saliva running freely down her chin and onto her heaving breasts.

Max let her worship for long minutes, murmuring praise while his fingers tangled gently in her thick brunette hair. When he finally pulled her up, turned her around, and bent her over the edge of the guest bed, Lyn was dripping down her inner thighs. He rubbed the broad head along her soaked folds once, twice, then pushed inside with one long, smooth thrust that stole the breath from her lungs.

The stretch was exquisite, bordering on painful, yet her body opened for him like it had been waiting its whole life. Lyn moaned loud and unrestrained, not caring if Jon heard every filthy sound. Max fucked her with deep, rolling strokes that dragged against every sensitive ridge inside her, building pressure fast and merciless. Her large breasts swung heavily with each impact, nipples scraping the sheets. She came hard within minutes, walls clamping and fluttering around his thickness while bright sparks of pleasure exploded behind her eyes.

He didn’t stop. He flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his elbows, and drove in even deeper, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. Lyn’s second orgasm hit harder, ripping a raw cry from her throat as her entire body bowed off the bed. Max kept pounding through it, sweat glistening on his dark chest, until his own release overtook him. He buried himself to the hilt and flooded her with pulse after hot pulse, filling her so completely she felt it leaking out around him before he even pulled away.

Panting, glowing, Lyn collapsed against the pillows, a wicked, satisfied smile curving her lips. She glanced toward the cracked door where she knew her husband was listening, heart pounding with a mix of shame and helpless excitement.

“Jon,” she called softly, voice husky and commanding, “get in here. It’s time you saw what a real man just did to your wife.”


Chapter 3: The Morning After Claim

Soft morning light filtered through the half-closed blinds of the spare bedroom, casting gentle stripes across Lyn’s naked body. She stirred slowly, every muscle deliciously sore in ways she had never experienced before. Max’s heavy arm lay draped possessively across her waist, his warm breath steady against the back of her neck. Between her thighs she could still feel the sticky evidence of last night—warm, slick reminders of how thoroughly he had used her. Her swollen folds ached in the most satisfying way, tender and puffy from the relentless stretching.

Jon stood frozen in the doorway, still in the same rumpled t-shirt and boxers he had worn all night. His eyes darted from his wife’s flushed, marked skin to the powerful Black man sleeping beside her. The faint scent of sex hung thick in the air. “Lyn…” His voice came out small and cracked. “What the hell happened?”

Lyn pushed herself up on one elbow, her large natural breasts swaying heavily with the movement. Faint red marks from Max’s grip decorated the pale curves. She met her husband’s gaze without flinching, a new calm confidence settling over her. The reluctant woman who had hesitated weeks ago was gone. In her place sat someone who had tasted real satisfaction and refused to go back.

“You heard every second of it, didn’t you?” she said quietly, her tone soft yet edged with steel. “How he opened me up, how many times I came so hard I couldn’t even speak. Jon, your little cock has never made me feel anything close to that.” She reached down and lazily traced a finger through the mess still leaking from her well-fucked pussy, then brought it to her lips for a slow taste. “If you want to keep having any part of me at all, things are going to change starting right now. You’ll watch. You’ll wait. And when he’s done with me, you’ll clean every drop like a good boy.”

Max woke with a low, lazy chuckle, stretching his tall, muscular frame. His heavy cock rested thick and semi-hard against his thigh, still glistening faintly. He propped himself up on one arm, dark eyes flicking between husband and wife with amused dominance. “She tastes even sweeter after a proper night of getting wrecked,” he said, voice deep and unhurried. “Go on, little man. Show her how grateful you are that I took such good care of what used to be yours.”

Jon’s face burned crimson. Shame twisted sharp in his stomach, yet his small four-inch erection strained visibly against the front of his boxers, a wet spot already forming at the tip. He hated how turned on he felt. He hated it even more that he couldn’t stop himself from stepping closer. Lyn spread her legs wider on the bed, presenting her puffy, cream-smeared sex without embarrassment. “Come here, baby,” she coaxed, her voice dropping into something almost tender. “Use your tongue. Show Max how much you love seeing me like this.”

Jon dropped to his knees between her thighs. The scent hit him first—musky, salty, undeniably masculine mixed with Lyn’s familiar sweetness. His tongue darted out tentatively at first, lapping at the outer lips where Max’s release had dripped down. The taste flooded his mouth, thick and warm. Humiliation burned through him, but so did a dark, twisted arousal that made his own cock twitch and leak. He licked deeper, pushing his tongue inside her stretched opening, scooping out more of the evidence of another man’s claim while Lyn’s fingers threaded gently through his thinning hair.

“That’s it,” she murmured, hips rocking subtly against his face. “Get every bit. This is what you get to have now—whatever he leaves behind.” Her words sent fresh sparks through her body. The power shift felt intoxicating. She looked over at Max, who was now slowly stroking his cock back to full, intimidating hardness. The contrast of Jon’s pale, smaller frame kneeling obediently while the much younger, darker, far better-endowed bull watched made her clit throb with renewed need.

Max moved behind Jon, reaching over to guide Lyn onto all fours. “Keep licking while I give her another round,” he instructed calmly. Jon didn’t dare stop. He stayed right there, tongue working frantically as Max lined up and pushed back into Lyn’s slick heat in one smooth glide. The wet sound of penetration filled the room only inches from Jon’s face. He could see everything up close now—the way her pale lips stretched obscenely around the thick dark shaft, the way her body rocked forward with each powerful thrust, the way her heavy breasts swung beneath her like ripe fruit.

Lyn moaned long and low, the dual sensation of Max’s deep, rolling strokes and Jon’s eager tongue flicking over her swollen clit driving her straight toward another peak. “Oh fuck, yes… right there,” she gasped, pushing back to meet every thrust. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her core. Max’s pace quickened, his hips slapping steadily against her generous ass while Jon continued cleaning and licking wherever their bodies joined.

She came hard, walls fluttering and squeezing around Max’s thickness, a fresh gush of wetness coating both the invading cock and her husband’s tongue. Max groaned deeply, his own release building fast. He pulled out at the last moment and stroked himself twice before painting long, hot stripes across Lyn’s lower back and the upper curve of her ass. The sight pushed Jon even deeper into his conflicted frenzy. Without being told, he rose slightly and began licking the fresh deposits from his wife’s skin, his small cock leaking steadily onto the carpet.

Lyn collapsed onto her stomach, breathing hard, a wicked smile playing on her lips. She reached back and patted Jon’s head gently. “Good boy. See? This is how it works now.” She turned her head to look at Max, eyes heavy with satisfaction. “He’s learning already.”

Max leaned down and kissed her deeply, his large hand cupping one of her breasts and giving it a possessive squeeze. “She’s mine whenever I want her,” he told Jon without breaking the kiss. “And you’re going to make sure she’s ready and cleaned up every single time. Understand?”

Jon nodded, voice barely a whisper, face still shiny with their combined fluids. “Yes… I understand.”

Lyn felt the last traces of her old hesitation dissolve completely in that moment. She was no longer the curious wife secretly fantasizing. She was eager now, greedy, fully awakened to the pleasure she had denied herself for so long. As Max pulled her against his chest and Jon settled obediently between her thighs to continue his new duty, she closed her eyes and let the warm glow of ownership settle over her.

This was only the beginning.


Chapter 4: The Second Visit – Deeper Surrender

Three nights later the doorbell rang just after nine. Lyn answered it wearing nothing but a pair of black heels that made her thick thighs and round ass look even more inviting. Max stood on the porch with Malcolm and Lori right behind him. The blonde’s eyes sparkled with knowing excitement as she took in her friend’s naked body. “Looks like someone’s done pretending,” Lori teased, stepping inside.

Lyn didn’t bother with greetings. She dropped to her knees right there in the foyer, the cool tile hard under her skin. Her hands worked quickly, freeing Max first, then Malcolm, until she had two heavy, dark cocks swaying in front of her face. She started with Max, lips stretching wide as she took him deep, tongue pressing flat along the underside while her eyes watered from the stretch. She pulled off with a wet gasp and turned to Malcolm, sucking him just as eagerly, alternating between the two massive shafts with sloppy devotion. Saliva ran down her chin and dripped onto her large swaying breasts, making the pale skin glisten.

Jon sat in the living room armchair exactly as instructed, shorts around his ankles, small cock already leaking into his own hand. He couldn’t look away from the sight of his wife worshipping two much larger men while Lori perched on the couch, fingers lazily circling her own clit.

Max finally pulled Lyn to her feet and guided her to the wide coffee table. He laid her on her back, the cool wood pressing against her spine. Without a word he knelt between her spread thighs and buried his face in her soaked pussy. His tongue plunged deep, then flattened to drag slow, firm strokes over her swollen clit. Lyn’s back arched hard, a sharp cry escaping her as pleasure spiked through her core. Malcolm stepped beside her head, feeding his thick cock into her mouth while Max continued devouring her below. The dual sensation left her moaning around the shaft stretching her lips, hips bucking against Max’s hungry mouth.

When she was trembling on the edge, Max stood and replaced his tongue with his cock. He drove into her in one long, smooth thrust that forced the air from her lungs. At the same moment Malcolm pushed deeper into her throat. Lyn was filled completely, body rocking between the two powerful men in perfect rhythm. Every deep stroke from Max dragged against that sensitive spot inside her while Malcolm’s heavy balls tapped gently against her chin. Her large breasts bounced wildly with each impact, nipples tight and aching.

Jon stroked himself faster, shame and arousal warring on his face as he watched his wife get used so thoroughly. Lori slid off the couch and knelt beside him, whispering hotly in his ear. “Look at her. She’s never going back to your little dick after this.”

Max pulled out suddenly and flipped Lyn onto her stomach, bending her over the edge of the coffee table. He slammed back inside from behind, the new angle letting him hit even deeper. Malcolm moved around to her mouth again, feeding her his cock while she moaned and drooled around it. Lyn’s second orgasm hit like a freight train, her whole body shaking as her walls clamped and pulsed around Max’s thickness. He kept pounding through it, hips slapping loudly against her soft ass.

They switched again. Malcolm took his turn between her legs, stretching her freshly fucked pussy while Max stood in front of her, letting her clean her own juices off his shaft with long, eager licks. Jon was ordered closer now. He knelt right beside the table, face only inches away, watching every thick inch disappear into his wife’s body. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled his ears. The scent of sex was overwhelming.

Lyn came a third time on Malcolm’s cock, her cries muffled around Max’s length. The men didn’t slow. They moved her again, this time onto the couch so she could ride Max reverse cowgirl. Her thick ass bounced heavily as she slammed herself down onto him, taking every inch while Jon had a perfect view of her stretched lips gripping the dark shaft. Lori straddled Malcolm on the other end of the couch, the two women facing each other, breasts bouncing in time as they both got fucked by the young Black bulls.

Max reached around and rubbed Lyn’s clit with firm fingers. The added pressure sent her spiraling again. She cried out, grinding down hard as another powerful release ripped through her. Max followed right behind, burying himself deep and flooding her with hot, pulsing jets. The moment he pulled out, Jon was pushed forward. His tongue went straight to her dripping pussy, lapping eagerly at the fresh load while Lyn leaned back against Max’s chest, kissing him deeply.

Malcolm wasn’t finished. He pulled Lori off and moved behind Lyn, sliding into her cum-filled pussy with one smooth thrust. The extra slickness made the glide obscene. He fucked her hard and fast while she stayed draped over Max, moaning into the bull’s mouth. Jon stayed right there, licking wherever he could reach, tasting both men mixed with his wife’s arousal.

When Malcolm finally came, adding his own load deep inside her, Lyn was a trembling, blissed-out mess. Her body glowed with sweat, her large breasts marked with handprints, her hair wild around her face. She looked down at Jon, voice hoarse but commanding. “Clean me properly, baby. Every drop. This is what you get to have now.”

Jon obeyed without hesitation, his small cock twitching uselessly as he licked and sucked both loads from his wife’s well-used pussy. Lori watched with a satisfied smile, fingers still playing between her own legs. Max and Malcolm lounged on the couch, cocks softening but still impressive, exchanging lazy grins.

Lyn reached down and stroked Jon’s hair gently while he worked. The last of her old guilt had burned away hours ago. She felt powerful, desired, completely satisfied in a way she had never known. This was her new reality, and she was only getting hungrier for more.


Chapter 5: The New Normal – Owned and Unashamed

A month had slipped by in a haze of stolen evenings and late-night texts. Max now had his own key to the house. Jon had a list of rules taped inside the nightstand drawer. Tonight the tall Black bull arrived alone just after eight, stepping through the front door like he already owned the place. Lyn met him in the foyer wearing nothing but a pair of strappy red heels that made her thick calves flex and her heavy breasts bounce with each step. She didn’t speak. She simply sank to her knees on the hardwood, eyes shining with open hunger as she freed his heavy cock from his jeans.

Her lips parted wide around the thick head, tongue swirling slow and deliberate along the underside while she gazed up at him. She took him deeper with each bob of her head, letting her throat relax until the blunt tip nudged the back of her mouth and triggered a soft, wet gag. Saliva spilled freely down her chin, trailing over the lush curves of her pale breasts and making them shine. She worked him with long, worshipful strokes, one hand cupping his heavy sack while the other stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. The musky, clean taste of him filled her senses and made her pussy clench with fresh need.

Jon watched from the bottom stair, shorts already pooled at his ankles, his small erection twitching in the cool air. The familiar burn of humiliation sat low in his belly, but it only made his cock leak faster. He had learned not to touch himself until given permission.

Max finally pulled Lyn to her feet and led her upstairs by the hand, straight into the master bedroom—the bed she had shared with Jon for twenty-five years. He laid her on her back in the center of the mattress, spreading her legs wide. Instead of entering her right away, he settled between her thighs and dragged the flat of his tongue through her already slick folds. He licked slow, broad strokes from her entrance to her swollen clit, then sucked the sensitive bud between his lips with gentle pulses that made her hips lift off the bed.

Lyn’s fingers tangled in the sheets, a low moan rolling from her chest. “Yes… just like that,” she breathed, voice thick with pleasure. Every flick of his tongue sent sparks racing up her spine. She glanced sideways at Jon, who now knelt beside the bed exactly as instructed. “Watch closely, baby. This is how a real man eats pussy.”

Max brought her right to the edge with his mouth, then rose up and slid his thick cock into her in one smooth, relentless push. Lyn’s breath caught sharply as her walls stretched around his girth once again. The fullness was still breathtaking, still perfect. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his lower back as he began to move—deep, rolling thrusts that dragged along every sensitive inch inside her. Her large breasts bounced heavily with each impact, nipples tight and dark against her pale skin.

Jon’s eyes stayed glued to the place where their bodies joined, watching every thick inch disappear into his wife’s body and reappear shining with her arousal. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled the room and made his own small cock throb painfully.

“Tell him what you are now,” Max ordered, voice low and steady as he kept his pace.

Lyn looked straight at Jon, eyes half-lidded with bliss. “I’m his hotwife,” she gasped between thrusts. “Your tiny cock doesn’t get this pussy anymore unless you’ve earned it by cleaning me after he’s done.” The words sent a fresh rush of heat through her core. She felt powerful, desired, completely free.

Max flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up so she was on all fours. He drove back into her from behind, the new angle letting him sink even deeper. Lyn cried out, pushing back to meet every powerful stroke. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her, brushing the sheets with each jolt. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her belly until it snapped. She came hard, walls fluttering and squeezing around him, a long, broken moan tearing from her throat as her entire body trembled.

Max kept fucking her through it, hips slapping steadily against her soft ass. When her spasms finally eased, he pulled out and motioned Jon closer. “Open your mouth.” Jon obeyed instantly, leaning in to take Max’s glistening cock between his lips. He sucked and licked his wife’s juices from the thick shaft while Lyn watched, her fingers lazily circling her own clit at the sight.

After a few moments Max pulled free and slid back into Lyn’s dripping heat. He fucked her with long, deliberate strokes, grinding deep on every thrust. Lyn reached back, spreading herself wider for him, lost in the overwhelming sensation. Another orgasm built fast and crashed over her, sharper than the last, leaving her shaking and gasping into the pillow.

This time Max didn’t hold back. He buried himself to the hilt and let go, pulsing strongly inside her as he filled her with hot, thick spurts. The feeling of him coming so deep triggered one final, smaller climax that left her limp and glowing.

When he finally eased out, a slow trickle of his release began to leak from her swollen pussy. Jon was already moving, crawling between her spread thighs without being told. His tongue went to work immediately, lapping and sucking every drop from her well-used folds while Lyn sighed in contentment. She reached down and stroked his hair gently, the gesture almost affectionate now.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” she murmured. “This is our life now. And I’ve never been happier.”

Max stretched out beside her, pulling Lyn against his broad chest. She nestled there, one leg draped over his thigh, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over his dark skin. Jon stayed between her legs, finishing his task with quiet devotion until every trace was gone.

Lyn closed her eyes, body still humming with satisfaction. The woman who had once hesitated, who had once felt guilty for even fantasizing, was gone. In her place was someone eager, greedy, and completely unashamed. She belonged to Max whenever he wanted her, and Jon had accepted his place at her feet.

This was their new normal—raw, filthy, and exactly what she had been craving all along.



The End
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More hot, filthy titles coming soon.

Stay wicked,

Joseph Robert

Also, by Joseph Robert https://www.amazon.com/Joseph-Robert/e/B0GMDSH1JW
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https://a.co/d/00RyzdFq
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Cuckold Hubby and The Hotwife Adventures https://a.co/d/0f0KO74k

Neighbor's Son: My Wife's Secret Holiday Temptation https://a.co/d/0hk6c4tg

A Wife's Secret Craving and Her Husband's Hidden Thrill https://a.co/d/0hBWiNxm

Watching Lyn, A Cuckold Hubby and The Hotwife Story https://a.co/d/0eDFlFiI

Locked in Her Panties: A Southern Sissy Cuckold Awakening https://a.co/d/014upvVB

Caged in the Georgia Pines: A Wife’s Ruthless Awakening to Chastity, Cuckold Control, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0bHmAeLp

Caged Husband, Stolen Wife, Secret Sissy fantasy: A Southern FLR Novella of Chastity, Hotwife Surrender, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0cfTUlSv

Cypress Veil Estate A Hotwife's Awakening by a Sissy Discovery: An Erotic Novella of Femdom, Cuckoldry, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0gCVoMq6

Locked in Miami: Lyn's Hotwife Awakening: A scorching FLR cuckold novella of chastity, small penis humiliation, and total surrender. https://a.co/d/00wIyKcD

A Sissy’s Tropical Awakening: A Tropical Hotwife Awakening: Male Chastity, Sissy Submission, and Cuckold Humiliation. https://a.co/d/00q799k4
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