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Blurb: After twenty-three years of comfortable but fading marriage in a quiet Texas town, Jon Harper begs his thick, curvaceous wife Lyn to lock his smaller-than-average cock in a stainless-steel chastity cage. Not to punish him, but to unleash her dormant hunger and channel his own pleasure into rare, hands-free, ruined orgasms that explode only when she returns home dripping from a much bigger man.

When Lyn meets Max, a younger, powerfully built Black contractor with an impressively thick, long BBC, her body awakens with shocking intensity. The first time he enters her, stretching her wide and filling her completely, Lyn realizes she is insatiable for BBC. Each encounter leaves her swollen, leaking his massive creampies, and craving more. She returns to Jon locked and desperate; he kneels to clean every thick drop of another man's superior cum from her used pussy, the taste and her filthy whispers about Max's size and power pushing him to helpless, spasming release inside his unyielding cage.

A steamy, consent-focused novella of long-married devotion transformed by BBC hotwife awakening, chastity torment, sloppy seconds worship, ruined orgasms, and explicit interracial cuckolding.


Chapter 1: Proof of Pleasure

The front door clicked shut at 1:23 a.m., and Jon was already on his knees in the bedroom doorway, naked except for the gleaming stainless-steel cage locked tight around his smaller white cock. Pre-cum leaked steadily through the bars, dripping onto the rug he now kept there for these nights. His heart hammered as Lyn stepped into the low lamplight, emerald dress clinging to her thick curves, brunette hair tousled, lips still swollen from kissing another man.

She hiked the hem without a word, revealing no panties, only glossy thighs streaked with thick, pearly ropes of cum. The musky, heavy scent filled the room: the unmistakable proof that Max's huge black cock had flooded her deep, again and again.

Lyn threaded her fingers into his hair and pulled his mouth to her swollen folds. "Clean every drop of his huge black cock creampie, Jon. Taste how much he stretched your wife tonight."

Jon dove in, tongue lapping the warm, thick mixture, salty, viscous, still leaking from deep inside her. He groaned at the sheer volume, the way her pussy felt looser, softer, marked by a cock so much bigger than his own. Lyn rocked against his face, voice husky.

"His huge black cock is incredible, Jon, thick, long, veined, that dark color driving me wild. The first thrust stretched me wide open; I gasped like it was my first time. He hit places you never reach. He came in me three times, hot, heavy loads that kept pulsing until I was overflowing. Feel how full I still am? How loose?"

Jon's hips jerked helplessly. The cage rattled as his trapped cock throbbed against unyielding steel. No hands, no stroking. Just the devastating taste of superior cum, the vivid image of Lyn impaled on Max's massive length, her moans for BBC filling his mind. His body seized, a choked groan muffled against her folds, and then release hit in powerful, ruined spurts. Cum forced through the bars in thick waves, soaking his thighs as he shuddered through the hands-free orgasm, tongue never stopping.

Lyn came seconds later, grinding down hard, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. When the tremors passed, she cupped his flushed face and kissed him deeply, sharing everything.

"You came again," she whispered. "Just from eating his huge black cock creampie. From knowing how much better he is."

Jon nodded, wrecked. "Always will."

She let the key dangle between her large breasts. "Good. Because I'm already planning the next time."

How had they gotten here?

It started three months earlier, on their quiet back porch in Willow Creek, Texas.


Chapter 2: The Confession

The porch light cast a soft amber glow over the weathered boards of the back deck, where Jon and Lyn Harper sat most evenings when the Texas heat finally eased. Cicadas thrummed in the dark yard beyond the railing, a steady pulse that had become the soundtrack of their twenty-three years together.

Jon, fifty-three, five-foot-ten, still carried the lean lines of the man who had once carried Lyn over the threshold of this very house. He kept himself trim with weekend hikes and the occasional push-up session in the garage, though the years had softened the edges just enough to remind him time was moving on.

Lyn sat beside him in the wicker chair, legs crossed at the ankle, a half-empty glass of iced tea sweating in her hand. Her thick, curvaceous body filled the seat with comfortable authority, hips that had swayed down the aisle at their wedding, breasts so large and naturally full they still drew second glances when she wore anything remotely fitted. Her brunette hair, streaked faintly with silver she refused to dye, fell in loose waves past her shoulders.

They had been quiet for a while, the kind of comfortable silence that comes from decades of shared routines. Jon stared at the fireflies blinking in the grass, heart thudding harder than it should have.

"Lyn," he said at last, voice low enough that the cicadas almost drowned it. "I've been thinking about us. About how things have changed in the bedroom."

She turned her head slightly, dark eyes catching the porch light. "I know."

The simplicity of it made his throat tighten. She wasn't defensive, wasn't surprised. She had felt the distance too.

"I'm not unhappy," he hurried on. "I love you more than I did the day we got married. But I miss heat. And I think maybe you do too."

Lyn set her glass on the small table between them. "I do. Sometimes I wonder if it's just age. The job at the library sucking the life out of me. I don't know."

Jon leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "What if it isn't any of that? What if it's because we've been playing it safe for so long that we forgot how to want?"

She studied him, waiting.

He took a breath. "I want you to lock me in chastity. Stainless steel cage. Something solid. Not because I want to be punished. Because the idea of you being free, really free, to feel horny again, to chase whatever makes your pulse race, that thought alone drives me out of my mind. The picture in my head of you coming home afterward, still flushed, still warm from someone else's hands, someone else's body, I almost can't breathe thinking about it."

Lyn's lips parted slightly. She didn't speak right away.

Jon kept going, the dam broke. "I don't want to control you. I want the opposite. I want you to feel so wanted, so needed, that you take what you crave. And I want to feel that need reflected back at me, amplified, because I'm locked up and helpless to do anything but wait for you. It's the hottest thing I can imagine. For both of us."

She reached over and rested her hand on his forearm. Her fingers were cool from the glass. "You've thought about this a lot."

"Every day," he admitted. "For longer than I want to say out loud."

Lyn looked out at the yard again, fireflies winking like distant stars. "And you really think this would wake things up? For me?"

"I think it might. Because right now, you're not chasing anything. You're coasting. And maybe if you had permission, encouragement, to want more, to take more, that old fire would come back."

She was quiet another long minute. Then she turned back to him, eyes steady.

"Okay," she said simply. "We'll try it."

Jon's heart lurched, relief and terror mixed in equal measure.

"But we go slow," she added. "If it feels wrong, we stop."

"Always," he promised.

Lyn stood, smoothing her blouse over her hips. She stepped closer, leaned down, and kissed him, soft at first, then deeper, her tongue brushing his in a way that hadn't happened in months. When she pulled back, her voice was low.

"Get the cage. Show me what you have in mind. Tomorrow night, after dinner, we'll do it then."

Jon rose on unsteady legs. Inside the house, in the top drawer of his nightstand, waited the package that had arrived three days earlier, matte-black box, heavy stainless-steel gleaming inside. He carried it back to the porch like it was made of glass.

Lyn took it from him, turned it over in her hands. The weight seemed to surprise her. She looked up at him, a small, curious smile tugging at her mouth.

"And maybe," she said softly, "I'll start thinking about who might make me feel that way again. Someone bigger."

The cicadas seemed louder after that, the night thicker, the future suddenly bright with possibility and dread in equal measure.


Chapter 3: A New Face

The Willow Creek Summer Barbecue had always been one of those small-town events that felt bigger than it was. The community park smelled of charcoal smoke, fresh-cut grass, and the faint sweetness of cotton candy drifting from the volunteer booth near the playground. String lights looped between the oaks, waiting for dusk. Country music twanged from a portable speaker on the bandstand, and kids darted between folding tables with paper plates piled high.

Lyn stood behind the dessert table the library volunteers had claimed, arranging squares of pecan pie and lemon bars on waxed paper. She wore dark jeans that hugged her thick hips and a simple white cotton blouse tucked in just enough to accentuate the generous swell of her breasts. The top two buttons were undone against the afternoon heat; a thin silver chain glinted at her collarbone, though the key wasn't on it yet. That would come later tonight, after dinner, after the conversation with Jon had settled into something real.

A shadow fell across the table. She looked up.

He was tall, easily six-three, with broad shoulders that filled out a plain gray T-shirt and dark jeans worn from work. His skin was a rich, deep brown, and his close-cropped hair showed a faint sheen of sweat from the sun. He moved with the easy confidence of someone used to physical labor, but there was nothing rushed about him. He picked up one of the small paper plates, considered the pies, then met her eyes.

"Which one's your favorite?" he asked. His voice was low, warm, carrying just a trace of a city accent that didn't quite belong in Willow Creek.

Lyn blinked, caught off guard by the directness. "The pecan. Made it myself this morning. Not too sweet, good crunch on the crust."

He nodded once, decisive, and slid two pieces onto his plate. "Then I'll take your word for it." He handed over a crumpled five-dollar bill. "Keep the change."

She rang it up on the old cash box, feeling the faint flutter low in her belly again, the same one she'd felt last night when she'd texted him back after their brief exchange at the table yesterday. Max, he'd said his name was. Max, something, she hadn't caught the last name, but it hadn't seemed important then.

"You're new in town," she said, more statement than question.

"Moved down from Dallas a couple months ago. Big construction job out on the highway bypass. Name's Max." He extended his free hand across the table.

"Lyn." She shook it. His palm was warm, callused, the grip firm without being overpowering. When he let go, her fingers tingled faintly.

"Nice to meet you, Lyn." He glanced at the pie on his plate, then back at her. "You make these every year?"

"Most years. The library likes to have a table. Keeps the kids from eating all the sweets before the raffle."

He smiled, small, but genuine, crinkling the corners of his eyes. "Smart. I'll have to remember that next time I need an excuse to come back."

She laughed softly, surprised at how easy it felt. "We're here every summer."

"Good to know." He stepped aside to let an older couple pass, but he didn't walk away. Instead, he took a bite of the pie right there, closing his eyes for a second as he chewed. "Damn. You weren't kidding. Best I've had in a long time."

Heat crept up her neck. "Glad you like it."

They talked for another minute, about the construction delays, the way the heat here felt different from Dallas, how the town still rolled up the sidewalks at nine o'clock. Nothing deep, nothing flirtatious in an obvious way. But his gaze lingered on her a beat longer than necessary, and she found herself standing a little straighter, aware of the way her blouse pulled across her chest when she reached for the next plate.

When a group of teenagers swarmed the table demanding brownies, Max stepped back with a nod. "Don't want to hold up the line. Thanks again, Lyn. See you around."

"See you," she echoed.

He walked off toward the bandstand, plate in hand, broad back cutting through the crowd with casual ease. She watched him go longer than she meant to.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of pie slices and small talk, but that flutter didn't leave her stomach. It settled lower, warmer, persistent.

By the time the volunteers started packing up, the sun had dipped low and the string lights had come on. Lyn carried the last empty trays to her car, the air cooling against her skin. Her phone buzzed in her pocket.

A text from an unknown number.

Max: Got your number from the library signup sheet. Hope that's okay. Pie was worth tracking you down for. Dinner sometime?

She stared at the screen, thumb hovering. The cicadas were starting again in the trees around the park.

She typed back before she could overthink it.

Lyn: It's okay. And yes, dinner sounds nice.

She hit send, heart beating a little faster than it should have after twenty-three years of the same man, the same life.

As she drove home, the key Jon had shown her waited on the kitchen table. Tonight, they would lock it in place. And for the first time in a long time, the drive home felt electric.


Chapter 4: The Key Turns

The kitchen smelled of roasted chicken and rosemary from the dinner they'd just finished clearing away. Plates stacked in the sink, the dishwasher humming its low cycle in the background, Jon and Lyn stood on opposite sides of the oak table that had hosted every major conversation of their marriage.

Jon opened the matte-black box slowly and lifted out the stainless-steel chastity cage. It caught the warm overhead light, solid, unyielding, the curved tube and heavy ring polished to a dull gleam. A small brass padlock dangled from the hasp; key already threaded onto a thin silver chain.

Lyn watched him set it down between them. She had changed after the barbecue into a soft gray tank top and loose cotton shorts, comfortable clothes for a quiet evening, but the way the fabric clung to her large breasts and the flare of her hips made the moment feel charged.

"You sure about this?" she asked, voice quiet.

Jon nodded. "More than sure."

She picked up the device, turning it over in her hands. The weight felt significant. She met his eyes, saw the raw devotion there, and nodded. "Okay. But only if it's because I'm hungry, not because I'm trying to fix us."

"That's exactly why," he whispered.

The click of the lock echoed in the quiet kitchen. Lyn slipped the key onto a chain and let it settle between her large breasts.

Jon exhaled sharply as the cold metal enclosed him. Already he felt the throb of something building.

That same evening, Lyn straddled his lap on the couch, still clothed, grinding slowly against the steel bulge. She leaned in, whispering.

"Max asked me out. I said yes. Thinking about him makes me wet already. He's so much bigger than you, Jon. I can tell just looking."

Jon groaned, hips twitching uselessly. The pressure, the cage's tight grip, her words painting vivid pictures, the combination hit like a wave. His body seized. No hands, no stroking. Just helpless spasms as cum pulsed through the bars in ruined, intense spurts, soaking his thighs while he shuddered beneath her.

Lyn froze for a second, then smiled wickedly. "You just came. From that. From me talking about him and you trapped like this."

Jon panted, dazed. "Couldn't stop it."

She traced the key between her breasts. "Then that's how it stays. No touching outside the cage. No releases unless the cage makes you lose it like that. Your orgasms come from me being with him, from tasting what he leaves. That's hotter than anything we've done before."

Jon could only nod, still trembling.


Chapter 5: First Flame

The restaurant Max had chosen sat twenty minutes outside Willow Creek on a quiet county road, a low-slung Italian place called Bella Vista with red-checkered tablecloths, candles flickering in old Chianti bottles, and a patio strung with fairy lights that softened the humid Texas night into something almost romantic. Lyn arrived first, nerves humming under her skin like live wires. She wore the deep emerald dress she hadn't touched in years, fitted through the waist, flaring over her thick hips, neckline plunging low enough to frame the generous swell of her large natural breasts and the thin silver chain that disappeared between them. The key rested warm against her sternum, a secret weight that made every breath feel charged.

Max pulled up in his black pickup right on time. He stepped out in dark jeans and a charcoal button-down rolled to the elbows, sleeves tight around powerful forearms. When he saw her waiting by the door, his smile came slow and appreciative, eyes tracing her curves without apology.

"You look incredible," he said, voice low and warm.

Lyn felt the words settle low in her belly. "Thanks. You clean up nice yourself."

Dinner passed easier than she expected. They talked about his construction job, the crew's complaints about the heat, her library stories, the odd regulars who asked for conspiracy books. Max listened with real attention, laughing at the right moments, his gaze steady on hers. By the time the tiramisu arrived, Lyn realized she was leaning forward, elbows on the table, the key chain swaying slightly with each breath, her thighs pressing together under the table from the persistent throb that had started the moment she saw him.

Afterward he didn't ask if she wanted to come back to his place. He simply said, "I've got a decent bottle of red at my rental if you're not ready to call it a night."

She met his eyes. "I'm not."

His house was a modest single-story on the edge of town, newly rented and still sparse: leather couch, coffee table, boxes in one corner. The living room lamp cast warm amber light. Max poured two glasses of Cabernet, handed her one, and they sat close enough that their thighs brushed.

The first kiss happened without preamble. He set his glass down, cupped the side of her face with one large hand, and leaned in. His mouth was firm, unhurried, tasting faintly of wine and mint. Lyn melted into it, one hand sliding to the back of his neck, fingers threading through short hair. The kiss deepened quickly, tongues meeting, breath quickening.

Max pulled back just enough to look at her. "You sure?"

She nodded, already reaching for the hem of her dress.

They moved to the bedroom in a tangle of hands and half-shed clothes. Her dress pooled on the floor; his shirt followed. Lyn stood in black lace bra and panties she'd chosen deliberately tonight, feeling his gaze rake over her like heat from an open flame. He reached behind her, unhooked the bra with practiced ease, and let it fall. Her large breasts spilled free, heavy, and soft, nipples already tight from anticipation. Max groaned low in his throat, palmed them gently at first, then firmer, thumbs brushing the peaks until she arched into his touch.

When he stripped off his jeans and boxers, Lyn's breath caught hard.

His cock was massive. Thick, veined, long even semi-hard, the dark shaft curving slightly downward under its own weight, the head flushed deep. The contrast to Jon's little 4.5-inch white cock hit her like a physical blow. Her core clenched at the sight, wetness flooding her panties. She stared, unable to look away.

"God," she whispered. "It's huge."

Max stepped closer, guiding her hand to him. Her fingers barely wrapped around the girth. She stroked slowly, feeling the heat, the pulse, the sheer heft. Her mouth watered, thighs trembling with need.

He laid her back on the cool sheets, kissed down her neck, her collarbone, lingered at her breasts, sucking one nipple deep while his hand kneaded the other, until she was squirming, thighs pressing together. When he hooked his fingers in her panties and slid them down, she lifted her hips to help, already dripping.

He settled between her legs, broad shoulders spreading her thighs wide. His mouth found her first, slow licks, then firmer pressure on her clit, until she was gasping, fingers twisted in the sheets. He built her slowly, reading every hitch in her breath, every roll of her hips, until she came with a sharp cry, back arching off the mattress.

Then he rose over her, braced on one arm, the other guiding his thick head to her entrance. He pushed in inch by careful inch, letting her adjust to the burn. Lyn's eyes widened, a loud gasp escaping her lips as the stretch hit her. It hurt so good, the thickness splitting her open in ways Jon's little 4.5-inch white cock never had.

"Oh God, Max," she moaned loudly, voice breaking. "It's too big, don't stop, fuck, push it in! Stretch me with that huge black cock!"

He eased in further, the veined shaft gliding through her wetness, stretching her walls until she felt impossibly full. When he bottomed out, hips flush to hers, she let out a long, trembling scream, her body clenching around him like a vice.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she cried, nails digging into his shoulders. "So deep, so fucking deep! I can feel every inch! Jon's little white dick never touched this far!"

He started with slow, long, deliberate strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot. Lyn bucked under him, loud moans filling the room, her hips rising to meet each thrust. The fullness was overwhelming; she came almost immediately, a violent, full-body orgasm that ripped through her with a scream that echoed off the walls. Her pussy spasmed wildly around his girth, gushing wetness that soaked his balls and the sheets beneath them. Her entire body convulsed, legs shaking uncontrollably, toes curling, back arching so hard she nearly lifted off the mattress.

"Again! Don't stop!" she begged, voice raw. "Give me that huge black cock! Fuck me harder! Jon's tiny white cock never made me come like this!"

He didn't stop. The pace built, harder, faster. The bed creaked under them; her large breasts bounced with each powerful thrust. Lyn was loud now, uninhibited, multi-orgasmic in a way she'd never experienced. "Harder! Fuck me harder! That huge black cock, it's ruining me for him!" she yelled, coming again almost immediately, then again, each climax more intense than the last. Her body convulsed violently, thighs trembling, back arching off the mattress as she squirted hard around him, clear fluid spraying across his abdominal muscles and the sheets in forceful arcs. She screamed his name through every wave, incoherent with need, tears of pleasure streaking her cheeks, fingers clawing at his back.

Max's breath grew ragged, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangled in her hair. When he came it was sudden and deep; he buried himself to the hilt, hips grinding in tight circles as he pulsed inside her, hot thick spurts flooding her until she felt the warmth leak out around him in heavy ropes. The sensation tipped her over once more; she clenched around his girth, screaming through her fifth orgasm, body shaking violently as she rode the crest, pussy milking him for every drop, squirting again in a gushing wave.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, sweaty, breathing hard, before he eased out carefully. Lyn felt the slow, heavy trickle follow, thick and warm between her thighs.

They went twice more that night.

The second time he took her from behind, his hands on her hips, pulling her back onto his massive length until she was gasping into the pillow, ass high, feeling every thick inch claim her. "Yes, Max! Fuck me with that huge black cock! Jon's little 4.5 inches never filled me like this!" she screamed, coming three times in quick succession, body quaking, squirting again as he pounded deep.

The third time she rode him, large breasts swaying above his face as he sucked and licked at her nipples, thumbs pressing circles on her clit until she shattered again and again, loud cries echoing off the walls, orgasms crashing one after another until she was sobbing with pleasure, squirting repeatedly. He followed, pumping another huge load deep inside her until she overflowed.

By the time she slipped out of his bed just after one a.m., her legs felt unsteady, her pussy swollen and aching in the best way, still leaking his thick cum. Max kissed her slow at the door, promised to text tomorrow.

Lyn drove home with the windows down, night air cooling the flush on her skin. Between her thighs she was slick, stretched, full of him, marked by a cock so much bigger, so much better at filling her than Jon's little 4.5-inch white cock. The realization settled deep: she was insatiable for huge black cock now. Loud, multi-orgasmic, completely hooked, already aching for the next time.

The key chain rested against her sternum, warm from her body heat.

She thought of Jon waiting, locked, aching, desperate to taste what Max had left.

For the first time in years her body humming with a hunger she hadn't known she possessed.


Chapter 6: Growing Appetite

The weeks blurred into a rhythm that felt both dangerous and perfectly inevitable. Lyn saw Max two, sometimes three times a week. Never forced, never hurried. A late dinner after his shift ended, a quiet drive to his rented house on the edge of town, then hours lost in rediscovering what her body could crave when it was finally allowed to hunger. Each encounter left her marked in small, intimate ways. Faint fingerprints on her thick hips, a lingering soreness deep inside, the slow, heavy seep of his thick cum that lasted well into the next day. She came home later and later, the key between her large natural breasts warmer from hours pressed against her skin, her brunette hair mussed, lips swollen from kissing, pussy still swollen and leaking from the relentless stretch of Max's huge black cock.

Jon waited every time.

He no longer paced the living room or stared at the clock. Instead, he prepared the space. Dim lights, fresh sheets, a glass of water on the nightstand for her. When the front door clicked open, he moved to the bedroom doorway and dropped to his knees without a word, his lounge pants already pushed down, the stainless-steel cage gleaming dully in the low lamplight. The anticipation had become its own kind of foreplay: the sound of her heels on the hardwood, the rustle of her dress or skirt as she approached, the first heavy wave of her scent reaching him before she even spoke, thick with sex and the unmistakable musk of another man's cum.

One Thursday night in early October the air outside had finally turned crisp. Lyn arrived just past midnight, cheeks flushed from the cold drive and something deeper. She wore a simple black wrap dress that tied at the side, easy to undo, easy to push aside. Max had been especially thorough tonight. Long, slow build-up with his mouth until she'd come twice on his tongue, then flipped her onto her stomach, spread her wide, and fucked her so deep and hard she'd had to bite the pillow to muffle her screams. His huge black cock had stretched her to the limit, hitting her cervix with every thrust, and he'd come twice in a row without pulling out, pumping massive, hot loads until she overflowed and the sheets were soaked beneath her.

Jon was already on the floor when she stepped into the bedroom. The cage looked painfully tight tonight, the bars straining as his smaller white cock pressed futilely against them. Pre-cum leaked steadily through the end slit, a thin glistening trail down the steel.

Lyn didn't lift her dress right away. She stood over him, close enough that the hem brushed his forehead, and ran her fingers through his hair, gentle at first, then firmer, guiding his face up so he met her eyes.

"He took his time tonight," she said softly, voice thick with satisfaction. "Started with his mouth until I came twice. Then he flipped me over, spread me wide, and fucked me so deep I could feel his huge black cock hitting my cervix. That thick, dark shaft stretching me open, filling every inch your little white dick never could. He came inside me twice in a row, didn't even pull out between. Hot, heavy loads that kept pulsing until I was dripping. I'm still full of him right now. Still leaking his superior cum."

Jon's breath hitched. His hips gave a small, involuntary jerk.

She untied the wrap dress slowly, letting the fabric fall open. No bra tonight; her large breasts spilled free, nipples dark and tight from the cool air and her own lingering arousal. Below, no panties, only the glossy evidence of Max trailing thickly down her inner thighs.

Lyn stepped forward until her mound hovered inches from his mouth. "Taste what he left inside your wife. Clean up the mess your tiny white cock could never make."

Jon leaned in without hesitation. His tongue met her immediately, flat, and eager, lapping at the slick, viscous mixture that coated her swollen folds and trickled slowly down her skin. He groaned at the first real taste, the sound vibrating against her clit. Lyn threaded both hands into his hair now, holding him in place as she rocked forward in small, deliberate motions.

He devoured her with focused devotion: long strokes that cleaned her outer lips, then deeper presses that sought every thick drop still leaking from inside. The flavor was stronger tonight, richer, more abundant, and the mental image it conjured pushed Jon harder than words alone ever could. Max's huge black cock stretching her open, pounding deep, flooding her until she overflowed. The way she must have screamed for him, begged for more, came harder than she ever had with Jon's smaller white cock.

Lyn felt the shift in him, the way his breathing turned frantic against her skin, the small helpless twitches of his hips. She ground down harder, smearing the mess across his lips and chin.

"His huge black cock is so much bigger than your pathetic little white dick," she murmured, voice low and thick with satisfaction. "Thick enough to make me feel split open in the best way. Long enough to hit places you never reached. Fills me completely, makes me squirt and scream while your tiny 4.5 inches never even got me close. You feel how loose I still am? How slick and swollen? That's all from him, Jon. Every thick inch of huge black cock stretching your wife, claiming her, leaving his cum so deep I can still feel it pulsing inside me. Your little white cock never made me squirt once."

Jon's body locked up.

A muffled cry escaped him, buried against her sloppy pussy. His hips snapped forward once, sharp, and desperate, and then the orgasm hit like lightning. No touch outside the cage. No stroking. Just the relentless pressure of steel, the overwhelming taste of Max's thick creampie flooding his mouth, the vivid truth of her words. Cum pulsed through the bars in thick, forceful spurts, helpless and ruined, soaking his thighs and the rug beneath him. His whole frame shook as the spasms rolled through, one after another, while his tongue never stopped working, never stopped cleaning, never stopped worshiping the proof of her pleasure.

Lyn rode the edge with him, the sight and feel of his helpless climax tipping her over. She came with a soft, shuddering cry, grinding down until fresh wetness coated his face, mixing with everything else.

When the tremors eased, she eased back just enough to let him breathe. Jon's face was a wreck, flushed, shiny with her arousal and Max's cum, eyes glassy and distant. Cum still dripped slowly from the end of the cage in lazy drops.

Lyn sank to her knees in front of him, cupped his face in both hands, and kissed him deeply, slow, and thorough, tasting Max on his tongue. When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against his.

"You came again," she whispered, almost to herself. "Just from eating his huge black cock creampie. From hearing how much better, his huge black cock feels inside me than your little white dick ever could."

Jon nodded once, voice wrecked. "Always will."

Lyn smiled, slow and satisfied, and traced the key between her breasts with one finger.

"Shower," she told him gently. "Then come back to bed. I want to feel you hold me while I tell you exactly how his huge black cock made me squirt and scream his name tonight."

Jon rose on shaky legs, thighs streaked and sticky, the cage still glistening. He paused at the bathroom door, looked back at her where she sat on the edge of the bed, dress open, breasts bare, thighs parted, glowing with the afterlight of another man's claim.

"I love you," he said, simple and raw.

Lyn's smile softened. "I know. Now hurry. I'm not finished sharing yet."

The bathroom light flicked on. Water began to run.

Lyn leaned back on her elbows, legs still spread, feeling the slow, warm trickle continue down her thigh. She closed her eyes and let the memory replay: Max's hands gripping her hips, his huge black cock stretching her wide, the way he'd filled her so completely she'd forgotten what anything smaller even felt like.

Somewhere deep inside, the hunger stirred again, quiet for now but already building toward the next time.

She would bring it all home to him.

Every drop.

Every detail.

Every impossible, shattering peak.


Chapter 7: Bound by Desire

Late November had finally brought the first real bite of cold to Willow Creek. Outside, wind rattled the bare branches against the windowpanes. Inside, the radiator hissed softly, the bedside lamp burned low and warm, and the bedroom felt like a sealed world where nothing existed except the two of them and the hunger that now defined them.

Lyn had spent the afternoon at Max's place. No pretense of dinner this time. She'd arrived in jeans and a fitted sweater; the clothes hadn't lasted ten minutes. Max had taken her on the couch first, bent over the arm, then carried her to the bed and fucked her senseless for hours. His huge black cock had stretched her wide open again and again, thick enough to make her gasp with every thrust, long enough to bottom out against her cervix until she screamed his name. He'd come twice inside her, deep and heavy, holding her hips flush against him so she felt every thick pulse, every hot spurt flooding her until she overflowed and the sheets were soaked beneath them. She hadn't showered. She wanted Jon to taste it fresh, to feel the evidence of how completely another man had claimed what used to be his alone.

When she walked through the front door just after ten, Jon was already in position in the bedroom doorway. Naked except for the steel cage, kneeling on the rug that had become his designated spot. His smaller white cock strained painfully against the bars, pre-cum beading at the tip and dripping in slow, steady drops. His eyes lifted to meet hers the moment she appeared, dark, devoted, already trembling with the knowledge of what she carried home.

Lyn closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a second, letting the silence stretch. Then she crossed the room without hurry, heels clicking once before she kicked them off. She wore the same charcoal sweater dress from earlier, soft knit clinging to her full breasts and thick hips, hem riding high enough to show the tops of her thighs. No stockings tonight; her skin was flushed from the cold drive and the lingering heat of Max's hands.

She stopped in front of Jon, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body. Without a word, she reached down, gathered the hem of the dress, and lifted it slowly over her hips. No panties. Her inner thighs were glossy in the lamplight, streaked with thick, pearly ropes of Max's cum that had already begun to trickle down her legs. The heavy, musky scent rolled over Jon like a wave, rich, salty, unmistakably male, the proof that a huge black cock had flooded her deep and repeatedly.

He inhaled sharply, eyes fluttering half-closed.

Lyn let the dress fall into place but kept it hiked just high enough. She threaded her fingers into his hair, tilted his head back so he looked up at her.

"He fucked me hard tonight," she said, voice low and steady, thick with satisfaction. "Bent me over the couch arm first, spread me wide, then carried me to the bed and took me again. His huge black cock is massive, Jon. Thick as my wrist, long enough to hit my cervix with every thrust. That dark, veined shaft stretching me so wide I feel split open in the best way. His huge cock hits place your little white dick never reached. Fills me completely, makes me squirt and scream while your pathetic 4.5 inches never even got me close. He came inside me twice, deep, and heavy, didn't pull out until I was overflowing with his superior cum. Feel how gaped I still am? How slick and swollen? That's all him. Every thick inch of huge black cock claiming your wife."

Jon's breath came in short, ragged bursts. His hips twitched forward involuntarily, the cage rattling softly.

She stepped closer, guiding his face between her thighs. "Taste what he left inside me. Clean up the mess your tiny white cock could never make. Lick every drop of his huge black cock creampie out of your wife's stretched pussy."

Jon pressed forward without hesitation. His tongue met her immediately, eager, and reverent, lapping at the slick, viscous mixture that coated her swollen folds and trickled slowly down her skin. He groaned at the first real taste, the sound vibrating against her clit. He delved deeper, tongue pressing inside to draw out every thick drop still leaking from her, cleaning her with focused devotion while his own trapped cock throbbed uselessly against the steel.

Lyn tightened her grip in his hair, rocking her hips in slow, deliberate circles. She ground down harder, smearing the mess across his lips and chin.

"You love this, don't you?" she purred. "Love tasting how much better his huge black cock is. How he stretches me so wide I can barely walk afterward. How he makes me squirt and scream while your pathetic little white dick never even got me wet. Feel how loose I am now? How full of his cum? That's what a real cock does to your wife, Jon. Fills her up completely. Leaves her dripping with thick loads you can only clean up. You're my little cleanup boy now, locked and helpless while I take what I need from a man who actually satisfies me."

Jon's body began to tremble. His breathing turned frantic against her skin. Small, helpless jerks of his hips, faster now, more desperate. The cage clanked rhythmically with each futile thrust. No hands touched him. No stroking. Just the relentless pressure of the unyielding steel, the overwhelming taste of Max's huge black cock creampie flooding his mouth, the vivid, humiliating truth of her words painting every detail behind his eyes.

Lyn felt the shift, the way his tongue faltered for a split second, the way his whole frame tensed like a bowstring pulled to breaking.

She ground down one last time, voice dropping to a husky whisper.

"Come for me, Jon. Come from knowing how much better his huge black cock fucks your wife. Come from tasting the proof that your tiny white dick isn't enough anymore. Come while you clean up his superior cum from my stretched pussy."

That was all it took.

Jon's body seized. A choked, muffled cry tore from his throat, buried against her. His hips snapped forward, once, twice, and then the orgasm ripped through him with devastating force. Cum erupted through the tight bars in powerful, rhythmic spurts, thick ropes forcing their way out in helpless waves, soaking his thighs, the rug, dripping in heavy drops as his cock spasmed wildly inside the cage. The intensity was blinding; his whole frame shook, muscles locking and releasing in uncontrollable pulses while he kept licking, kept swallowing, kept worshiping the proof of her pleasure even as his own release tore him apart.

Lyn rode the wave with him. The sight of his helpless, shattering climax, combined with the relentless pressure of his tongue, pushed her over the edge. She came hard, thighs clamping around his head, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness as she shuddered through it, soft cries escaping her lips.

When the tremors finally eased, she eased back, letting him breathe. Jon's face was a ruin, flushed dark red, shiny with her arousal and Max's cum, eyes glassy and distant, lips swollen. Cum still leaked slowly from the end of the cage in lazy, final drops.

Lyn sank to her knees in front of him, cupped his face in both hands, and kissed him deeply, slow, and thorough, tasting Max on his tongue. When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against his.

"You're perfect like this," she whispered. "Locked. Devoted. Coming only when I bring you his cum. Cleanup boy for huge black cock."

Jon's voice was wrecked, barely above a breath. "Always yours."

She smiled, soft and possessive, and traced the key between her breasts with one finger, letting it dangle in front of his eyes for a moment before tucking it back where it belonged.

"Shower," she said gently. "Then come to bed. I want to feel you hold me while I tell you every detail again, slowly this time, until you're aching for the next time."

Jon rose on unsteady legs, thighs streaked and sticky, cage still glistening. He paused at the bathroom door, looked back at her where she sat on the edge of the bed, dress open, breasts bare, thighs parted, glowing with satisfaction and quiet power.

"I love you," he said, raw and simple.

Lyn's smile deepened. "I know."

She watched him disappear down the hall, then leaned back on her elbows, legs still spread. The slow, warm trickle continued down her inner thigh. She closed her eyes and let the memory replay: Max's hands gripping her hips, his huge black cock stretching her wide, the way he'd filled her so completely she'd forgotten what anything smaller even felt like.

The hunger inside her stirred again, quiet for the moment but already reaching tomorrow.

She would bring it all home again.

Every drop.

Every word.

Every impossible, shattering peak that now belonged to them both.

The radiator hissed. The wind rattled the window.

And in the quiet house on the edge of Willow Creek, their story burned brighter than it ever had before.
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