
        
            
                
            
        

    
Title: The Neighbor's Son Stretches Her Limits

Blurb

After twenty-five years of faithful, vanilla marriage, Jon and Lyn's coastal getaway turns into a scorching hotwife awakening. Lyn, a curvaceous 52-year-old with heavy natural breasts and a shy demeanor, has always been satisfied with Jon's modest five-inch cock and their gentle intimacy. But when they rent the beach house next to Trevor and Sue's place, their tall, hung mid-20s son Max ignites forbidden sparks.

Polite chats on the shared deck evolve into lingering glances, accidental brushes, and Lyn's first glimpse of Max's massive, veined shaft - three times thicker and twice as long as her husband's. One humid night, she slips away while Jon pretends to sleep, surrendering to Max's relentless pounding that stretches her tight pussy to new depths, ending in a thick creampie flooding her core.

Jon, voyeur husband extraordinaire, watches from the shadows, trembling with frustrated arousal as his small dick twitches. When Lyn returns leaking, he dives between her thighs for a bi-curious cleanup, lapping up every salty drop before sliding into her ruined, slick heaven - coming harder than ever.

As Lyn craves more forbidden fillings and Jon addicts to the SPH-laced humiliation and sharing thrills, their marriage cracks open to raw, irreversible sin. This filthy novella dives into graphic cheating, voyeurism, creampie obsessions, and power shifts, leaving readers begging for the sequel.


Chapter 1: Arrival and Quiet Sparks

The coastal highway curved lazily along the edge of the Pacific, carrying Jon and Lyn farther from Seattle's gray routine and deeper into salt air and open sky. Jon kept both hands on the wheel of the rented midsize sedan, though the road had long since straightened. At fifty-three he still drove with the quiet focus of a man who liked control, even when the destination promised none. His shoulders filled the driver's seat comfortably; one-eighty-five pounds distributed across a five-foot-ten frame that carried the soft layer middle age had added but refused to surrender the underlying strength. Khaki shorts and a faded polo, collar open against the creeping heat.

Lyn sat beside him, legs crossed at the ankle, one hand resting lightly on the center console near his. Fifty-two years old, thick and softly curved in all the places that still drew lingering looks when she walked through a grocery store or crossed a parking lot. Her dark brunette hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders; she wore it down today because the vacation demanded small rebellions against the practical ponytail she favored at home. A pale blue blouse hugged her large natural breasts, the top two buttons undone against the warmth, revealing the gentle swell of cleavage that rose and fell with each breath. She had always been shy about her body, yet never quite ashamed of it. Jon loved that contradiction in her. It made every moment she let him see her naked feel like a private gift.

"Two whole weeks," she said softly, breaking the comfortable silence that had settled after their last rest stop. "No emails. No alarm clocks. Just... this."

Jon glanced over, caught the small, hopeful smile tugging at her lips. "Just this," he agreed. His thumb brushed the back of her hand. Twenty-five years married, best friends before that, lovers who had learned each other's rhythms so thoroughly that their sex felt like breathing: necessary, familiar, rarely surprising, but always satisfying in its quiet way. Lyn's libido had never burned hot; she enjoyed their intimacy, came softly under his mouth or around his cock, sighed contentedly afterward. Jon's five-inch erection fit her perfectly, never stretched her to discomfort, never left her sore. She had never once asked for more, never hinted at fantasies he sometimes indulged alone in the shower, stroking himself to images of her body arching beneath someone else, someone bigger, someone who could make her gasp in ways he never had.

He pushed the thought down. This trip was about reconnection, not disruption.

They turned off the highway onto a narrow access road lined with low dunes and salt-bleached fencing. Two identical cedar-sided units appeared at the end of the lane, separated by a waist-high hedge of beach grass and wild roses. Theirs was number 4, small deck facing west toward the ocean, gas grill bolted to the railing, faded welcome mat smelling faintly of mildew and sunshine.

Jon parked, killed the engine. The sudden quiet filled with distant surf and gull cries.

Before he could open his door, a voice carried across the hedge.

"Hey! You folks just arriving? Need a hand with the bags?"

Trevor stepped around the corner of the neighboring unit, broad-shouldered, late fifties, board shorts and faded University of Oregon t-shirt stretched across a barrel chest. Behind him came Sue, petite, sun-streaked blonde hair in a messy bun, smile bright and immediate.

Jon climbed out, offered his hand. "Jon. This is Lyn. Yeah, we could use the help. Thanks."

Trevor's grip was firm, callused. "Trevor. Sue. We've been here since Sunday. Max!" he called over his shoulder. "Get out here and earn your keep!"

The screen door of the neighboring unit banged open. Max emerged barefoot, tall, six-two, mid-twenties, lean-muscled from pickup basketball and surf sessions. Dark hair damp from a shower, white t-shirt clinging to shoulders and chest, gray athletic shorts hanging low on narrow hips. He gave a casual wave.

"Hey. Max."

Lyn stepped out of the car, smoothing her blouse self-consciously as she took in the three strangers now part of their arrival. Max's eyes flicked to her, lingered politely on the generous curve of her breasts, then moved to her face with an easy smile. "Nice to meet you."

Lyn returned the smile, small and shy. "You too."

They unloaded in companionable silence broken by small talk. Max lifted the two heaviest suitcases as though they weighed nothing, muscles shifting smoothly under tanned skin. Lyn thanked him quietly, cheeks faintly pink. Jon noticed. He noticed everything about her these days: the way she tucked hair behind her ear when nervous, the soft catch of her breath when she laughed, the subtle sway of her hips when she carried groceries inside.

Inside unit 4 the air was cool and smelled of pine cleaner and faint ocean damp. Open-plan living room flowing into a small kitchen, stairs to the second floor where two bedrooms waited. Trevor helped stack boxes in the corner while Sue pointed out the quirks: finicky hot-water knob in the shower, best beach-access path, coffee shop in town that made decent lattes.

"You'll like it here," Sue said to Lyn. "Quiet. Relaxed. Perfect for recharging."

Lyn nodded. "That's exactly what we need."

Trevor clapped Jon on the shoulder. "Barbecue tonight? Our deck. We've got steaks marinating and plenty of wine. No pressure, but you're welcome."

Jon looked at Lyn. She gave a small nod.

"Sounds great," Jon said.

After Trevor, Sue, and Max disappeared back through the hedge to their unit, Jon closed the front door and turned to Lyn. She was already unpacking one of the suitcases on the couch, bending slightly, the fabric of her blouse pulling tight across her breasts. He stepped behind her, slid his arms around her waist, kissed the side of her neck.

"Already making friends," he murmured against her skin.

She laughed softly, leaned back into him. "They seem nice."

His hands drifted up, cupped the heavy undersides of her breasts through the thin cotton. She sighed, nipples hardening under his thumbs.

"Later," she whispered, though she didn't pull away.

They finished unpacking. Lyn changed into lighter shorts and a loose tank top that did little to hide the natural sway of her breasts when she moved. No bra. Jon's cock stirred at the sight; she rarely went without one at home. Vacation rules, he supposed.

By late afternoon the sun hung low and golden. They walked the short path to the beach with Trevor and Sue; Max trailed a few steps behind carrying a cooler. The sand was warm underfoot, waves rolling in with steady rhythm. Lyn kicked off her sandals, let the surf lick her toes. Max peeled off his shirt and jogged into the water, diving under a breaker with athletic grace. Lyn watched him surface, water streaming down his back and chest, the muscles rippling under his skin as he shook his head, droplets flying in the sunlight.

Jon stood beside her, toes in the surf, the cool water lapping at his ankles. "He's in good shape," he said, his voice casual, but his mind flashing to the way Max's shorts had clung to his thighs earlier, hinting at the heavy bulge beneath.

Lyn glanced at him quickly, cheeks coloring a soft pink. "Yeah. Young," she replied, her tone light, but Jon saw the way her eyes lingered a second longer on Max before she looked away, her nipples hardening slightly under her tank top from the breeze or something else.

They stayed until the light turned orange, the sun dipping toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the sand. Then they returned to the shared deck for barbecue. Trevor manned the grill on their side, the sizzle of steaks filling the air with savory smoke. Sue set out plates, Max opened beers and poured wine, the clink of bottles and glasses mixing with laughter. Conversation flowed easily: stories of past vacations, complaints about traffic on I-5, laughter over Max's disastrous attempt at college cooking. Lyn sat on the bench seat beside Jon, thigh pressed to his, laughing more freely than she usually did in new company. Her tank top clung slightly from the sea air; every time she leaned forward to reach for her glass, the deep vee revealed soft, pale cleavage, the curve of her breasts shifting with the movement.

Jon watched Max watch her. The younger man's gaze wasn't leering, just appreciative, lingering on the curve of her hip, the gentle bounce of her breasts when she laughed. Jon felt a strange heat coil low in his belly: not anger, not quite jealousy. Curiosity. Arousal. The old fantasy flickered at the edges of his mind, the one he'd never dared name aloud. Lyn beneath another man. Lyn gasping. Lyn coming harder than she ever had with him.

He pushed it away, sipped his beer, let the conversation carry him.

After dinner they lingered on the deck, stars beginning to prick the sky. Lyn leaned her head on Jon's shoulder; he kissed her temple, the scent of her shampoo filling his nose. Max excused himself to grab another round of drinks from his parents' unit next door. When he returned, he handed Lyn her glass first, fingers brushing hers for a fraction longer than necessary. She thanked him softly, eyes lowered, her breath catching slightly at the touch.

Later, back in their bedroom in unit 4, the window open to the sound of surf, Jon pulled Lyn against him. Her skin smelled of sunscreen and salt. He kissed her slowly, deeply, hands roaming under her tank top, thumbs circling her stiff nipples. She moaned into his mouth, softer than usual, more responsive, her body pressing closer, her thighs parting slightly as she ground against his leg.

He stripped her slowly, worshipping her body the way he always had, kissing the soft swell of her belly, sucking each nipple until she arched, the hard peaks rolling between his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair. He parted her thighs to lick her smooth, bare pussy until she trembled and came with quiet, shuddering sighs, her juices coating his tongue, her hips bucking gently against his face.

When he entered her, his cock slid in easily, familiar heat enveloping him. Lyn wrapped her legs around his waist, rocking gently, meeting his thrusts. "I love you," she whispered against his ear, her breath hot.

"I love you too."

He came inside her with a low groan, pulsing, filling her with warm spurts. They stayed joined for long minutes afterward, breathing together, the creampie slowly seeping out around his softening cock, sticky and warm between them.

Lyn fell asleep quickly, curled against his chest. Jon lay awake longer, listening to the waves, replaying the day: Max's easy strength carrying their bags, the way Lyn's eyes followed him into the surf, the accidental brush of fingers over a wine glass.

He hardened again under the sheet, hand drifting down to stroke himself slowly, quietly, careful not to wake her.

The fantasy returned, sharper this time. Lyn on her back, legs spread, Max's much larger cock stretching her open, making her gasp, making her come in ways Jon never could. Jon watching from the shadows between the two units, trembling, aching, devoted.

He bit his lip to stay silent as he came again, spilling over his fingers, imagining it was her slick, used pussy instead.

Outside, the ocean kept its steady rhythm, indifferent.

The first full day had ended.

Tomorrow would bring more sun, more laughter, and more glances.

And perhaps, without anyone planning it, the first small crack in the comfortable shell they had built around their marriage.


Chapter 2: Glances That Linger

The second morning dawned soft and hazy, the kind of coastal light that made everything feel slightly dreamlike. Jon woke first, the sheet tangled around his hips, Lyn still curled against his side, one full breast pressed warmly to his ribs, her breathing slow and even. He lay there a long minute simply watching her sleep: the gentle rise and fall of her chest, the faint freckles across the bridge of her nose that only showed up in sunlight, the way her dark hair fanned across the pillow like spilled ink. Twenty-five years, and she still looked like the woman he'd first undressed in that cramped apartment near the university, shy and eager in equal measure.

He slipped out of bed carefully, pulled on boxers and a t-shirt, padded downstairs to start coffee. The unit was quiet except for the distant pulse of waves and the occasional gull cry. Max's unit next door was silent; no sign of movement yet.

Lyn appeared twenty minutes later, hair mussed, wearing an oversized sleep shirt that hit mid-thigh and nothing underneath. No bra again. Her heavy breasts shifted freely with each step down the stairs, nipples faintly visible through the thin cotton when she passed in front of the window. Jon's cock gave a lazy twitch inside his boxers.

"Morning," she murmured, accepting the mug he handed her. She leaned against the counter beside him, hip brushing his.

"Sleep well?" he asked, voice low.

"Mmm. Like the ocean was singing me to sleep." She sipped, eyes half-closed in pleasure. Then she turned, set the mug down, and stepped into his arms. The kiss started gentle, then deepened. Her tongue slipped past his lips, exploratory, almost hungry. Jon felt the shift immediately: this wasn't her usual morning affection. This had heat behind it.

His hands slid under the hem of her shirt, cupped the soft globes of her ass, squeezed. She moaned softly into his mouth, pressing closer so her bare pussy brushed the front of his boxers. Already damp, the heat of her arousal seeping through the fabric.

"Jesus, Lyn," he whispered against her lips. "You're worked up."

She gave a small, embarrassed laugh, cheeks pinking. "Maybe I just missed you."

He was about to lift her onto the counter, his cock hardening against her thigh, when footsteps sounded on the deck outside.

Max's voice carried through the open sliding door. "Morning, neighbors. Anyone up for coffee on our deck? Mom made too much."

Lyn stepped back quickly, tugging her shirt down. The motion made her breasts bounce noticeably, the fabric clinging to her curves. Jon glanced out, saw Max standing on his parents' deck next door, fresh from a run, sweat glistening on his bare chest, gray shorts clinging to powerful thighs, the outline of his heavy cock visible in the morning light.

Jon called back, "Give us a minute. We'll be over."

They changed quickly. Lyn slipped into shorts and a light cotton top, again no bra. The fabric was thin enough that every step sent a gentle ripple across her breasts, the dark circles of her nipples faintly visible. Jon walked beside her across the narrow path between the units. Max waited on their deck, pouring coffee. When Lyn stepped up, he handed her a mug, fingers brushing hers, the touch lingering just a fraction, sending a visible shiver through her.

She thanked him softly, cheeks pink, her nipples hardening under the top.

Breakfast passed in light conversation on the shared deck. Max talked about a surf spot he wanted to try later; Lyn asked questions, genuinely interested, her voice a little breathier than usual. Jon watched the way she leaned forward when she spoke to him, the way her top gaped slightly, offering glimpses of pale cleavage, the soft inner curves of her breasts shifting with her movements. Max noticed too. Jon noticed Max noticing, his small cock stirring in his shorts at the sight.

After breakfast they decided on a walk along the bluff trail. Lyn walked between Jon and Max, her top pressing against her body in the wind, outlining every curve, the fabric clinging to the full swell of her breasts. Max stood close beside her at one overlook, pointing at something in the water, his arm brushing hers. Their shoulders touched. Neither moved away, the heat of his body close enough for Lyn to feel it, her breath quickening slightly.

Jon hung back a few steps, heart thudding. The sight sent dark, sweet heat pooling in his groin. He imagined Max's hand sliding lower, Lyn's breath catching, her thighs parting just enough, her pussy wetting at the touch. The fantasy was so vivid he had to adjust himself discreetly, his five-inch cock tenting his shorts.

Back at the units, Lyn excused herself to shower in number 4. Jon lingered on the shared deck, pretending to read a magazine while listening to the water run through the open window. Max disappeared into his parents' unit next door, then returned shirtless, toweling his hair, his chest glistening, muscles defined in the sunlight.

Later that afternoon, Lyn decided to take a short walk alone along the narrow path between the two units to clear her head. The sun was high, the air warm and thick with salt. She wore the same light cotton top and shorts, no bra, her breasts swaying gently with each step, nipples faintly outlined against the fabric.

As she passed the open sliding door of Trevor and Sue's unit, she glanced inside without meaning to.

Max was there, alone in the living room, towel around his waist after a shower, water still dripping from his dark hair down his chest and abs. The towel hung low on his hips, the knot loose. As he turned to grab a bottle of water from the counter, the towel slipped just enough for the thick, heavy length of his cock to fall free for a split second, semi-hard from the warmth of the shower, swinging heavily between his thighs before he caught the towel and retied it.

Lyn froze.

Her feet stopped moving. Her breath caught in her throat. Her eyes locked on the glimpse she had seen, wide and startled, unable to look away for several long heartbeats. The image burned into her: the sheer size, the thickness, the weight of it, so much bigger than Jon's, hanging there heavy and veined even only half-erect.

Max noticed her standing there.

He didn't cover up immediately. Instead he met her gaze through the open door, a slow, knowing smile curling his lips. He adjusted the towel deliberately, letting her see the outline of his thickening cock against the fabric before pulling it tight.

Lyn's nipples hardened instantly under her top, painfully stiff. A rush of heat flooded between her thighs, her pussy clenching involuntarily, wetness gathering in her shorts. Her cheeks burned scarlet.

She tore her eyes away, spun on her heel, and hurried back toward unit 4, heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. She didn't look back.

But she knew he had seen her staring.

And she knew he knew she had liked what she saw.

When she stepped back inside number 4, Jon was still on the deck reading. She slipped past him without a word, went upstairs, and locked herself in the bathroom. She leaned against the sink, breathing hard, thighs pressed together. Her hand slipped under her shorts, fingers finding her clit already swollen and slick. She rubbed frantically, eyes closed, replaying the glimpse of Max's cock in her mind, the way it had hung heavy, the veins, the size. She came in less than a minute, biting her lip to stay quiet, shame and lust twisting inside her.

Jon heard the soft, muffled gasp from upstairs. He smiled to himself, cock twitching. He knew exactly what she was doing.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of small tensions. Lyn seemed restless, moving from room to room in number 4, bending to pick up a magazine, her shorts riding up to reveal the curve of her ass, stretching to reach a shelf, her tank top lifting to show a sliver of soft belly, always aware of Max's gaze whenever he crossed the hedge to borrow something or say hello. Jon felt it too: the air between the three of them had thickened, charged, his small cock half-hard all afternoon.

Around four o'clock Lyn disappeared into the kitchen of their unit to start chopping vegetables for dinner. Jon stepped outside to check the grill propane on their deck. When he returned, he heard low voices from the deck.

He paused at the open sliding door.

Lyn stood at the railing of their deck, knife paused mid-carrot on the cutting board she had carried outside. Max leaned against the railing on his parents' side of the hedge, arms crossed, watching her work, his eyes tracing the way her breasts moved with each slice.

"You're good with that knife," Max said, his voice low, teasing.

She laughed nervously, her cheeks flushing. "Years of practice."

Silence stretched, the only sound the distant waves and the chop of the knife. Then Max spoke again, quieter. "You looked beautiful on the trail today. The wind in your hair. Everything."

Lyn's hand stilled, the knife hovering. "Thank you," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Another beat, the tension crackling across the hedge. "I probably shouldn't say this, but... I've been looking at you a lot since we met."

Her breath caught audibly. "Max..."

"I know. Wrong. You're married. Happily, I guessing."

She swallowed, her throat working. "Very happily."

"But you feel it too. Don't you?"

Jon's heart slammed against his ribs. He should step out. He stayed rooted, listening from inside his own door, his cock throbbing.

Lyn set the knife down, her hands trembling slightly. "I... I don't know what you mean."

Max stepped closer to the hedge. Not touching. Just closer. "The way you look at me sometimes. The way your body reacts when I'm near."

Her cheeks burned crimson. No denial came.

Max took one more step, voice low. "Tell me to stop and I will. Right now."

She didn't speak, her breasts rising and falling faster, nipples stiffening under the tank.

He reached across the hedge, brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was light, almost innocent. Lyn shivered, her lips parting, a soft gasp escaping.

Jon's cock throbbed painfully against his zipper. He pressed the heel of his hand to it, trying to ease the ache, his breath coming short.

Then Lyn whispered, "I should check on Jon."

She slipped back inside number 4, closing the sliding door behind her, her face flushed, thighs pressing together as she passed Jon without noticing him in the shadow.

Max watched her go, then disappeared into his parents' unit, a small smile on his lips.

Dinner was quiet. Lyn barely met anyone's eyes, her fork trembling slightly as she ate. Jon kept stealing glances at her flushed neck, the way her breasts rose and fell faster than usual, her nipples still visible under the tank. Max was calm, polite, but his gaze kept drifting to her lips, her cleavage, the bare skin of her thighs under the table, the hedge no barrier to the tension.

Afterward they sat on their own deck with the TV on low inside. Lyn curled against Jon on the bench seat; legs tucked under her, her body warm and tense. Max sprawled on his parents' deck across the hedge, the low light casting shadows on his face. No one spoke much, the air heavy with unsaid words.

Around ten Jon yawned. "I'm beat. You coming up?"

Lyn nodded, her voice soft. "Yes."

She stood, stretched, tank riding up to show a sliver of soft belly, the curve of her hips. Max's eyes followed the movement from next door, dark and hungry.

In the bedroom Jon closed the door most of the way, leaving it cracked an inch, telling himself it was accidental. Lyn stripped slowly, letting her clothes fall to the floor, her naked body glowing in the lamplight, breasts heavy and swaying, nipples stiff from the cool air or something else. She crawled up the bed on all fours, breasts swaying heavily, her pussy glistening slightly between her thighs. She kissed his thighs, licked a slow path upward until her tongue circled the head of his five-inch cock, the wet heat sending jolts through him.

Jon groaned. "Fuck, baby."

She took him into her mouth, deeper than usual, sucking with slow, deliberate pulls, her tongue swirling around the head, her hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. Jon's hips lifted, thrusting shallowly into her mouth. He glanced toward the cracked door. A shadow flickered on the path between the units, the sound of soft footsteps on the deck.

Was Max there? Listening from his own deck, imagining Lyn's lips stretched around a cock?

The thought sent a jolt through him. He tangled his fingers in Lyn's hair. "Suck it, honey. Just like that."

She hummed around him, vibrations traveling straight to his spine, her saliva dripping down his shaft. He didn't last long. "Gonna come..."

She didn't pull off. He erupted, pulsing thick ropes across her tongue, the hot spurts filling her mouth. She swallowed every drop, licked him clean, then crawled up to kiss him, letting him taste himself on her lips, salty and bitter.

They snuggled under the sheet. Jon drifted toward sleep, but his mind wouldn't quiet. Lyn's body was tense beside him, thighs pressing together restlessly, her breath quick.

Minutes passed. Maybe an hour.

Then Lyn moved.

She waited until his breathing evened out, then slipped from the bed, naked. The hallway light spilled in as she opened the door wider, stepped out onto the deck, the cool night air raising goosebumps on her skin, her nipples hardening instantly. She crossed the narrow path to the neighboring unit, her feet silent on the wood, heart pounding in her chest, pussy already wetting at the thought.

Jon's eyes snapped open. He waited ten heartbeats, then followed silently, slipping out the sliding door and crouching in the shadows of the hedge, his breath shallow, cock hardening in his pants.

The sliding door to Trevor and Sue's unit was cracked open, soft lamplight spilling onto the deck, the sound of low voices carrying from inside the guest room.

Jon pressed against the exterior wall, peered through the narrow gap, his pulse roaring in his ears.

Lyn stood beside Max's bed in the guest room, her naked body illuminated by the lamp, breasts heavy and nipples stiff. Max lay on his back, sheet low on his hips, cock already half-hard and enormous against his stomach, the veined length twitching slightly.

"I'm sorry about earlier," Lyn whispered, her voice trembling, hands twisting in front of her. "I should have kept walking."

Max propped himself on an elbow, his eyes raking over her curves, lingering on her breasts, her thighs. "You didn't."

She swallowed, her throat working. "No."

"Did you like what you saw?"

A long pause, the air thick with tension. Then, so quiet Jon almost missed it: "Yes."

Max pushed the sheet down, his cock springing free, thick and long, veins prominent, head glistening with precum. Easily nine inches, maybe more. Thicker than Jon's wrist, the shaft curving slightly upward, heavy balls tight below.

Lyn's breath hitched, her eyes widening, pussy wetting at the sight. She knelt beside the bed, her knees weak.

"Have you jerked off thinking about me?" she asked, voice trembling, her hands shaking as she reached out.

"Every night since we met," Max said, his voice low, rough.

Her hand reached out, fingers wrapping around the base. She couldn't close them fully, the heat and weight of him filling her palm. She stroked slowly, marveling at the velvet skin over steel, the way it throbbed in her grip.

Max groaned. "Fuck, Lyn."

She leaned in, licked the slit, tasting the salty precum, her tongue swirling around the head. Then she took the head into her mouth, stretching her lips wide, the thickness filling her, making her jaw ache slightly. Max's hand cupped the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding, his fingers tangling in her hair.

She bobbed slowly, taking more each time, gagging softly when he hit the back of her throat, saliva dripping down his shaft, pooling at the base. She stroked what she couldn't fit, her hand slick with spit.

Max's hips lifted, thrusting shallowly. "I'm close..."

She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing. He came with a low growl, flooding her mouth. Thick pulses, hot and salty, spilling over her tongue. She swallowed as much as she could, some leaking from the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin.

When he finished, she pulled off, licking her lips, eyes glassy with lust, her pussy throbbing.

Max reached for her. "Come here."

She climbed onto the bed, straddled his hips. His cock, still hard, lay against his stomach, glistening with her saliva. She rubbed her slick pussy along the length, coating him with her juices, the friction sending sparks through her clit.

"Slow," she whispered again. "You're too big for me."

He guided her down, inch by inch, her moans filling the room, the stretch making her eyes roll back. "Jon never stretches me like this... fuck, Max... you're ruining me..."

Jon stroked himself outside, trembling, his small cock leaking in his hand.

Max thrust up, balls slapping, Lyn's breasts bouncing wildly. She came hard, pussy clenching, juices gushing.

Max came deep inside her, creampie flooding out as she lifted off, thick white streams running down her thighs.

Lyn returned to unit 4 leaking, slipped into bed. Jon "woke," kissed down her body.

"I'm messy," she protested weakly, trying to hide the leak.

He lapped the thick load anyway, savoring the salty, musky taste, his tongue delving deep. Then slid into her loose, cum-soaked pussy. The sensation was addictive, the slick walls gripping his little dick perfectly. He came fast, hard, in heaven, his body trembling with the intensity.


Chapter 3: The Night She Slipped Away

The third morning broke with a gentle warmth, the sun filtering through the curtains of unit 4, casting golden patterns on the rumpled sheets. Jon woke to the sound of waves crashing in the distance, his body heavy with the remnants of last night's release. Lyn lay beside him, her naked form tangled in the sheets, one leg thrown over his hip in sleep. The air in the room carried the faint, lingering musk of sex, a reminder of the creampie he had added to her already filled pussy. He watched her for a moment, the rise and fall of her heavy breasts, the soft curve of her belly, the way her thighs parted slightly, revealing the dried traces of their combined loads on her inner skin, flaky and sticky.

He slipped from the bed quietly, his cock already stirring at the memory of how loose and slick she had felt around his little dick, the way her walls had gripped him just enough to send him over the edge so fast. Downstairs, he started coffee, the machine gurgling to life as he stared out the window at the shared deck. Max was there, stretching after a morning run, his body glistening with sweat, muscles flexing under tanned skin, the gray shorts clinging to his thighs, the heavy outline of his cock shifting with each movement. Jon felt a twist in his gut, a mix of frustration and arousal. He knew what had happened last night. He had watched from the shadows. And he had loved every filthy second of it, the taste of Max's cum on his tongue, the way Lyn's pussy had felt ruined and perfect.

Lyn came down shortly after, wrapped in a robe, her hair tousled, eyes still heavy with sleep. She smiled at him, shy as always, and accepted the mug he handed her. "Good morning," she said, her voice soft, a hint of guilt in her eyes that she quickly hid.

"Morning," he replied, pulling her into a kiss. She tasted of sleep and mint toothpaste. His hands slipped under the robe, cupping her ass, finding her bare and still slightly damp between the legs, the remnants of last night's mess making her skin sticky.

She laughed, pushing him away gently. "Not now. We have the whole day."

But her eyes flickered toward the window, where Max was now sipping water on his parents' deck, his shorts clinging to his thighs, the outline of his huge cock visible even from here, thick and heavy.

The day unfolded in a series of small, charged moments. They joined Trevor, Sue, and Max for a group walk on the beach. Lyn walked between Jon and Max, her tank top clinging to her curves in the humid air, sweat beading between her breasts. When a wave splashed her legs, she laughed, bending to wipe the water off, her breasts swaying heavily, the fabric of her top pulling tight. Max's gaze lingered, and Lyn's cheeks flushed, her nipples hardening visibly. Jon saw it all, his small cock twitching in his shorts, the fantasy flashing through his mind again.

Later, on the shared deck, Sue and Trevor headed into town for groceries, leaving the three of them alone with beers and the setting sun. Conversation flowed, but the undercurrent was electric. Max's knee brushed Lyn's under the table as they sat close. She didn't move away, her breath catching, her thighs pressing together. Jon pretended not to notice, but his heart pounded, his cock half-hard under the table.

As the sun dipped lower, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, the conversation turned more personal. Max leaned back, his arm draped casually over the back of the bench, his fingers inches from Lyn's shoulder. "So, what's the secret to a long marriage like yours?" he asked, his tone light but his eyes locked on Lyn's, intense and probing.

Lyn shifted, her tank top riding up slightly, exposing a strip of soft skin at her midriff. "Communication, I guess," she said, her voice breathy, avoiding his gaze but unable to hide the flush creeping up her neck. "And... keeping things fresh."

Jon choked on his beer, coughing to cover the surprise. Fresh? Their sex had been anything but fresh until last night, when Max's massive cock had turned her into a moaning mess. He watched as Max's hand brushed Lyn's arm, a feather-light touch that made her shiver, her nipples peaking hard against the thin fabric.

"Yeah? How do you do that?" Max pressed, his voice dropping lower, the words laced with innuendo.

Lyn bit her lip, her thighs clenching visibly under the table. "We... try new things sometimes." Her eyes darted to Jon, then back to Max, a silent plea mixed with desire. Jon's little dick throbbed, the SPH fantasy kicking in - he imagined Lyn whispering to Max about how small he was, how Max's girth made her feel full for the first time.

The moment stretched, heavy with unspoken promises, until Sue and Trevor returned with bags rustling, breaking the spell. But the damage was done; Lyn's body hummed with need, her pussy dampening her shorts, and Jon trembled with the addictive mix of humiliation and excitement.

That night, after dinner, Jon feigned a headache. "I'm going to lie down early," he said, kissing Lyn's forehead, his lips lingering on her skin. "You stay up if you want."

She looked concerned, her hand on his arm. "Are you okay?"

"Fine. Just tired."

He went upstairs, left the door cracked, and waited in the dark, his heart racing.

Hours passed. Lyn came to bed, slipped under the sheets naked, her body warm against his, the scent of wine on her breath. Jon pretended to sleep, his breathing steady.

Then she moved.

She waited until his breathing steadied, then slid from the bed, naked. She stepped out onto the deck, the cool night air raising goosebumps on her skin, her nipples hardening instantly. She crossed the narrow path to the neighboring unit, her feet silent on the wood, heart pounding in her chest, pussy already wetting at the thought.

Jon waited ten heartbeats, then followed silently, slipping out the sliding door and crouching in the shadows of the hedge, his breath shallow, cock hardening in his pants.

The sliding door to Trevor and Sue’s unit was cracked open, soft lamplight spilling onto the deck, the sound of low voices carrying from inside the guest room.

Jon pressed against the exterior wall, peered through the narrow gap, his pulse roaring in his ears.

Lyn stood beside Max’s bed in the guest room, her naked body illuminated by the lamp, breasts heavy and nipples stiff. Max sat up, sheet falling away, his cock already hard and throbbing, the thick length standing proud.

“I couldn’t stay away,” Lyn whispered, her voice trembling, hands twisting in front of her.

Max smiled, dark and hungry. “I knew you couldn’t.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddled his hips. His cock lay against his stomach, glistening. She rubbed her slick pussy along the length, coating him with her juices, the friction making her gasp.

“Slow,” she whispered again. “You’re too big for me.”

He guided her down, inch by inch, her moans filling the room, the stretch making her eyes roll back. “Jon never stretches me like this... fuck, Max... you’re ruining me...”

Jon stroked himself outside, trembling, his small cock leaking in his hand.

Max thrust up, balls slapping, Lyn's breasts bouncing wildly. She came hard, pussy clenching, juices gushing. "Your cock is so much bigger than my husband's tiny dick," she gasped, the SPH words spilling out in her lust, making Jon's body shake with humiliated pleasure as he pumped his fist faster. Max gripped her hips, pounding deeper, his thick shaft splitting her open, her walls fluttering around him in waves of ecstasy.

"You're so tight for me, Lyn. Jon's little prick must feel like nothing after this," Max growled, his voice rough, fueling the power shift. Lyn nodded frantically, her heavy breasts slapping against her chest with each thrust, sweat slicking her skin. She ground down, taking every inch, her clit grinding against his pubic bone until another orgasm ripped through her, her screams muffled against his shoulder.

Max flipped her onto her back, legs spread wide, her pussy gaping slightly from the stretch. He plunged back in, the wet sounds of flesh on flesh echoing, her juices splattering with each brutal thrust. "Beg for my cum, slut. Beg for me to fill that married pussy."

"Please, Max... cum inside me... give me your hot load," Lyn pleaded, her voice breaking, body arching. Jon watched, pleading silently in his mind for more, his little dick on the verge.

Max roared, burying deep, his balls tightening as he unleashed torrent after torrent of thick cum, the creampie overflowing instantly, white rivulets escaping around his shaft, pooling on the sheets. Lyn milked him with her clenching walls, her own climax peaking again at the feel of being so utterly filled.

She lay there panting, Max's cock softening inside her, the excess cum leaking out as he pulled free with a wet pop. Lyn's thighs quivered, her pussy a messy, ruined sight, red and swollen, cum bubbling from her entrance.

Lyn returned to unit 4 leaking, slipped into bed. Jon “woke,” kissed down her body.

“I’m messy,” she protested weakly, trying to hide the leak.

He lapped the thick load anyway, savoring the salty, musky taste, his tongue delving deep. She still didn't know for sure if he knew, but he had to have tasted Max's cum, right? The bi-curious thrill made his cock throb as he swirled his tongue inside her, cleaning every drop, the flavor intoxicating, mixed with her arousal. Lyn moaned, her hands in his hair, guilt and pleasure warring on her face.

Then he slid into her loose, cum-filled pussy. The sensation was addictive, the slick walls gripping his little dick perfectly, the warmth of another man's load coating him. "God, you feel so good tonight," he groaned, thrusting shallowly, his five inches lost in the stretched heat. Lyn bit her lip, whispering, "Just fuck me, Jon," but her mind flashed to Max's girth. He came fast, hard, in heaven, his body trembling with the intensity, adding his smaller load to the mix, the creampie now a filthy cocktail seeping out.

They collapsed, breathing hard, the secret hanging between them like a delicious weight.


Chapter 4: Confessions in the Shadows

The fourth day dawned with a heavier humidity, the air thick and promising rain later. Jon stirred awake, his body aching from the previous night's voyeuristic frenzy. Lyn was already up, the bed empty beside him, the sheets still warm from her curves. He heard her downstairs, the clink of dishes in the kitchen, and his mind replayed the images: her pleading for Max's cum, the SPH taunts that had made his small cock erupt in his hand outside the window. The emotional turmoil gnawed at him - frustration at his inadequacy, trembling addiction to the humiliation, a pleading desire to share her more openly.

He pulled on shorts and descended, finding Lyn at the counter, pouring coffee, her robe loosely tied, the deep V exposing the inner swell of her heavy breasts. Her nipples poked against the fabric, and Jon wondered if she was thinking of Max, her pussy still tender from the pounding.

"Morning," he said, his voice rough. He pulled her into a hug, his hands roaming her back, dipping lower to squeeze her ass. She melted into him, but there was a hesitation, a guilty stiffness.

"You okay?" he asked, nuzzling her neck.

"Fine," she murmured, but her eyes avoided his, flicking to the window where Max could be seen jogging back from the beach, sweat-slicked and powerful. Jon's little dick stirred, the voyeur in him craving another show.

The group gathered for a lazy brunch on the shared deck, Trevor flipping pancakes while Sue chatted about local hikes. Lyn sat across from Max, her legs crossed tightly, but Jon noticed how her foot brushed his under the table, a subtle, accidental-on-purpose touch that made her flush. Max smirked, his eyes dropping to her cleavage, the way her robe had slipped open slightly, revealing more pale skin.

As the meal wound down, Trevor and Sue announced a day trip to a nearby winery, inviting Jon and Lyn. "You two should come - great views, good wine," Sue said.

Jon glanced at Lyn, seeing the quick shake of her head. "Maybe next time. We're thinking of a quiet day here."

Once they were gone, the tension skyrocketed. Max lingered on the deck, shirtless now, his muscled torso gleaming. Lyn excused herself to "nap," but Jon knew better. He watched from inside as she slipped out the back, crossing to Max's unit under the pretense of borrowing sugar.

Jon followed discreetly, heart slamming, positioning himself in the shadows again. Through the cracked door, he saw Lyn enter Max's guest room, her robe falling open as Max pulled her close. "Missed this pussy already," Max growled, his hands cupping her breasts, thumbs rolling her stiff nipples until she whimpered.

"Jon might hear," she whispered, but her hands were already tugging at his shorts, freeing his massive cock, the veined monster springing out, hard and ready. She dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth with greedy sucks, gagging on the thickness, saliva dripping down her chin as she worshipped it. "So much bigger than Jon's pathetic little thing," she mumbled around the head, the SPH words hitting Jon like a punch, his body trembling as he freed his own cock, stroking furiously.

Max hauled her up, bending her over the bed, her ass high, pussy exposed and dripping. He teased her entrance with his fat head, rubbing it along her slit. "Tell me how small he is, Lyn. How my cock owns this cunt now."

"He's tiny... five inches at best... you fill me like he never could," she pleaded, pushing back, desperate. Max slammed in, the stretch making her scream, her walls gripping his girth as he pounded relentlessly, balls slapping her clit. Her breasts swung wildly, nipples grazing the sheets with each thrust. "Ruin me, Max... make me your slut!"

Jon watched, pleading in silence for her to say more, his little dick leaking precum as the power shift consumed him. Max's thrusts grew erratic, his grunts filling the room. "Gonna flood this married hole... take my creampie like the cheating whore you are."

"Yes! Cum inside me!" Lyn begged, her orgasm crashing as Max erupted, pumping rope after rope deep into her, the excess squirting out around his shaft, soaking her thighs. He pulled out, cum bubbling from her gaping pussy, a filthy creampie display that made Jon cum in his hand, trembling against the wall.

Lyn returned flushed, "napping" beside Jon later, but he could smell the sex on her. That night, as they lay in bed, Jon "woke" her with kisses trailing down her body. She protested the mess, but he dove in, lapping Max's thick load from her folds, the bi-curious act making him rock hard. "Tastes different tonight," he murmured teasingly, testing the waters. Lyn froze, then moaned, her secret cracking. He slid into her slick, loose pussy, the creampie lube perfect for his small size, coming quickly as she whispered apologies mixed with moans.

The confession hung unspoken, but the sharing dynamic had begun to shift from secret to something more addictive.


Chapter 5: Confessions in the Shadows 

The fourth day dawned with a heavier humidity, the air thick and promising rain later. Jon stirred awake, his body aching from the previous night's voyeuristic frenzy. Lyn was already up, the bed empty beside him, the sheets still warm from her curves. He heard her downstairs, the clink of dishes in the kitchen, and his mind replayed the images in relentless detail: her pleading for Max's cum in broken gasps, the casual cruelty of her SPH taunts that had made his small cock erupt in his fist outside the cracked window. The emotional storm inside him refused to settle. Frustration clawed at his chest, not at her betrayal, but at his own inadequacy; trembling excitement coiled in his gut every time he pictured her stretched pussy leaking another man's load; a wordless, pleading need to push further, to beg her to confess it all aloud so he could drown in the humiliation.

He pulled on shorts and descended the stairs slowly, each step heavier than the last. Lyn stood at the counter, pouring coffee, her robe loosely tied, the deep V gaping open to expose the inner swell of her heavy breasts, pale skin flushed from sleep or lingering arousal. Her nipples poked visibly against the thin fabric, dark and stiff, and Jon wondered if she was replaying Max's thickness in her mind, if her pussy still ached from the brutal stretch, tender and swollen. The thought sent a fresh pulse through his little dick, already half-hard.

"Morning," he said, voice rough from disuse and desire. He stepped behind her, arms sliding around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His hands roamed upward, cupping the undersides of her breasts through the robe, thumbs brushing those hard peaks. She sighed, leaning into him, but there was a subtle stiffness, a guilty tension in her shoulders.

"You okay?" he asked, lips grazing the side of her neck, inhaling the faint musk of sex that still clung to her skin despite the shower she'd taken before bed.

"Fine," she murmured, but her eyes darted to the window. Through the glass, Max was visible on the shared deck, stretching after his morning run, sweat gleaming on his broad shoulders and carved abs, gray shorts clinging to powerful thighs. The heavy outline of his cock shifted with each movement, obscene even at rest. Jon's little dick throbbed against Lyn's ass; he pressed forward instinctively, letting her feel how small and hard he was compared to what she'd taken last night.

Lyn set the mug down with a soft clink. "Jon..."

He turned her gently, cupped her face, forced her to meet his gaze. "I saw you. Last night. And the night before. I followed you across the path. I watched every second through the door."

Her face drained of color, then flooded scarlet. She tried to pull away, but his hands stayed firm on her hips. "Oh God... I'm so sorry... it just... happened. I couldn't stop myself. His size, the way he fills me... I swear I still love you, I just..."

Jon's heart hammered. No anger rose, only a dark, sweet heat. "Don't apologize. It was the hottest thing I've ever seen. Seeing you on your knees for him, gagging on that monster cock. Hearing you say how much bigger he is, how my little prick never stretched you like that." His voice cracked slightly on the last words, trembling with the admission. "I came so hard watching you take his load. Then when you came back leaking, I cleaned you. Tasted him on my tongue while you moaned."

Lyn's breath hitched, her thighs pressing together. A fresh dampness gathered between her legs; he could smell it, musky and aroused. "You... you knew? Every time?"

"Every time," he confirmed, sliding one hand down to cup her mound through the robe. She was already slick, lips puffy. "And I want more. Tell me. Tell me how small I am. Tell me how his cock owns this pussy now."

She whimpered, hips rocking against his palm. "He's... so much thicker. Longer. When he pushes in, I feel every vein, every ridge. You slide in easy, Jon, but he... he makes me feel split open, ruined. I come harder with him. Deeper." The words spilled faster, guilt twisting with lust. "Last night he called me a cheating slut while he pounded me, and I begged for his cum like I never have with you."

Jon groaned, freeing his five-inch cock from his shorts. It bobbed, leaking precum, pitiful next to the memory of Max's girth. Lyn dropped to her knees without prompting, taking him into her warm mouth, sucking gently, almost apologetically. But her eyes stayed locked on his, glassy with shame and heat.

He tangled fingers in her hair. "Suck it like you sucked him. Show me the difference."

She tried, hollowing her cheeks, but the thickness wasn't there; her lips barely stretched. Jon thrust shallowly, frustration building. "See? My little dick barely fills your mouth. His probably made your jaw ache."

Lyn moaned around him, the vibration shooting up his spine. She pulled off, stroking him with slick fingers. "It did. But I loved it. I love how full he makes me feel everywhere."

Jon hauled her up, bent her over the kitchen counter, yanked the robe open. Her heavy breasts spilled free, nipples diamond-hard. He rubbed his cock along her dripping slit, coating himself in her arousal. "Beg for it. Beg for my tiny cock like you begged for his."

"Please, Jon... fuck me with your little prick," she whispered, voice breaking. "Even though it's nothing compared to Max."

He slammed in, the familiar heat enveloping him easily. She was looser now, slick from confession and memory, and the sensation drove him wild. He thrust hard, balls slapping her clit, but he knew she barely felt him after Max's pounding. "Tell me more. Tell me what he does better."

"He... he hits spots you can't reach," she gasped, pushing back. "Makes me squirt sometimes. His cum floods me so deep I leak for hours. Yours... yours just trickles out."

The SPH words shattered him. Jon came with a guttural groan, spurting weakly inside her, adding his small load to the fantasy of Max's dominance. Lyn shuddered but didn't come; her body craved more.

They collapsed against the counter, breathing hard. Lyn turned, kissed him softly. "I don't want to stop. But I don't want to lose you."

"You won't," Jon promised, trembling. "I want to watch. I want to clean you. I want to fuck your used pussy right after he fills it."

Her eyes widened, then darkened with fresh lust. "Then let's make it happen. Today."

The group gathered for a lazy brunch on the shared deck. Trevor flipped pancakes while Sue chatted about local hikes. Lyn sat across from Max, legs crossed tightly under the table, but Jon noticed her bare foot sliding along Max's calf, a slow, deliberate caress. Max smirked, eyes dropping to the deep cleavage exposed by her loose tank top, the way her breasts shifted with each breath.

As the meal wound down, Trevor and Sue announced a winery trip. "You two should come, great views, good wine."

Lyn shook her head quickly. "Quiet day here sounds perfect."

Once the parents left, the deck felt charged, electric. Max lingered, shirtless, muscles gleaming in the humid light. Lyn excused herself to "change," but returned minutes later in nothing but the thin camisole and tiny shorts, no bra, nipples tenting the fabric obscenely.

Jon cleared his throat. "Max. Come over for cards?"

Max grinned, predatory. "Thought you'd never ask."

Inside unit 4, the game lasted five minutes. Max's hand found Lyn's thigh under the table, fingers tracing higher until they brushed her soaked crotch. She gasped, spreading her legs wider. Jon watched openly now, heart slamming, little cock straining.

"Show us, Lyn," Jon said, voice hoarse. "Show us both how wet you are for him."

She stood, peeled the camisole over her head, breasts bouncing free, heavy and flushed. Shorts followed, revealing her bare, glistening pussy, lips swollen from earlier. Max freed his massive cock, stroking slowly, the veined length dwarfing everything in the room.

Lyn knelt between his legs, taking him deep, gagging as the head hit her throat. Saliva dripped down his shaft, pooling at his balls. "Look how she worships a real cock," Max taunted, glancing at Jon. "Your little prick must feel like a finger after this."

Jon nodded, stroking himself frantically. "It does. Fuck her. Fill her up while I watch."

Max hauled Lyn onto the table, spread her wide, plunged in with one brutal thrust. She screamed, back arching, breasts jiggling wildly. "So big... stretching me... ruining me for Jon's tiny dick!"

Max pounded relentlessly, wet slaps echoing, her juices splattering. "This married cunt belongs to big cocks now. Say it."

"It belongs to you," Lyn sobbed in pleasure. "Jon can't satisfy me anymore. Only you."

Jon moved closer, inches from where they joined, watching the thick shaft disappear into her, stretching her pink lips taut. The sight was obscene, hypnotic. Max's balls tightened; he roared, burying deep, pumping thick ropes of cum into her depths. The creampie overflowed instantly, white rivulets escaping around his girth, dripping onto the table.

Max pulled out with a wet pop, cum bubbling from her gaping hole. Jon dove in without hesitation, tongue lapping the hot, salty load from her folds, delving deep to scoop every drop. Lyn came on his face, thighs clamping his head, flooding his mouth with her juices mixed with Max's seed.

When he finished cleaning, Jon slid into her ruined pussy. The slick, loose heat gripped his small cock perfectly, another man's cum lubing every thrust. He came almost instantly, trembling, adding his weak spurts to the mess.

They collapsed in a heap, breathing ragged. The dynamic had shifted irreversibly: secret voyeurism had become open sharing. And Lyn's eyes gleamed with hunger for more.


Chapter 6: Escalating Addictions 

The fifth day brought clearing skies after overnight rain, but the storm inside their marriage raged hotter than ever. Lyn woke Jon with her mouth on his cock, sucking lazily, tongue swirling the head until he spilled down her throat with a low groan. She swallowed every drop, then crawled up his body, straddling his face.

"Eat me," she whispered. "Taste how wet I got thinking about Max last night."

Jon obeyed, tongue plunging into her slick folds, finding her already dripping. She ground down, smothering him, moaning as she recounted the previous day's filth. "He fucked me so hard on the table while you watched. His cum was still leaking when you slid in. Did you like how sloppy I felt?"

"Yes," Jon gasped between licks. "Loved tasting him on you. Love knowing my little dick swims in his load."

She came hard, juices coating his chin. Then she slid down, impaling herself on his five inches, riding slowly. "This feels... nice. Familiar. But it's nothing like him. He makes me feel owned."

Jon thrust up, trembling. "Then go to him today. Let him own you again. I'll follow. I'll watch."

Her eyes lit with wicked delight. "You're addicted."

"Fuck yes."

While Trevor and Sue headed out for deep-sea fishing, Max arrived at their door shirtless, shorts already tented. Lyn greeted him naked, breasts swaying as she pulled him inside. Jon sat in the armchair across the room, shorts around his ankles, stroking slowly.

Max wasted no time. He pushed Lyn to her knees, feeding her his thick cock. She sucked greedily, gagging, drool running in rivers down her chin and onto her heavy tits. "Tell your husband how much better this tastes," Max growled.

Lyn pulled off, stroking him. "So much thicker. Salty. Heavy. Jon's little prick is cute, but this... this is what a real man's cock feels like."

Jon whimpered, pumping faster, pre-cum slicking his fingers.

Max lifted her, carried her to the couch, laid her on her back. He ate her ravenously, tongue flicking her clit, fingers curling inside until she squirted, soaking his face. "Your wife's pussy is dripping for me, Jon. She's ruined for small dicks."

Jon nodded frantically. "I know. Please... fuck her. Stretch her."

Max positioned himself, rubbed the fat head along her slit, teasing. "Beg, Lyn. Beg for the cock your husband can't give you."

"Please, Max... ram that huge cock in me. Ruin this cheating pussy. Make Jon watch how a real man fucks his wife."

Max slammed home. Lyn screamed, nails raking his back, legs locking around his waist. He pounded with punishing rhythm, balls slapping her ass, her breasts bouncing wildly. "Look at these tits jiggle for me. Jon's tiny prick never made them move like this."

Jon crawled closer, face inches from the action, watching the veined shaft piston in and out, stretching her lips obscenely. The wet squelch filled the room, her juices frothing at the base of Max's cock.

"Fuck... gonna cum," Max grunted.

"Inside," Lyn pleaded. "Fill me. Mark me."

Max buried deep, roaring as he unloaded, thick pulses flooding her core. Cum squirted out around his shaft, running down her ass crack. He pulled free slowly, the creampie gushing in white streams.

Jon lunged forward, tongue scooping the mess, lapping hungrily from her gaping hole. The taste was overwhelming: salty, musky, addictive. Lyn came again on his face, grinding against him.

Then Jon mounted her, sliding into the slick, cum-filled heaven. "So loose... so perfect," he groaned, thrusting shallowly. The warmth of Max's load coated every inch of his small cock. He came in seconds, trembling, spurting pathetically into the mess.

They lay tangled, Lyn stroking Jon's hair. "I need this every day now. You watching. Cleaning. Adding your little load."

Jon kissed her thigh, voice hoarse. "Anything. Everything."

That evening on the deck, Sue commented innocently on Lyn's "glow." Max winked across the hedge. Jon trembled with anticipation, already hard thinking of tomorrow's escalation.


Chapter 7: Peaks of Humiliation and Ecstasy 

Day seven dawned bright and merciless. Lyn teased Jon from the moment his eyes opened. She straddled his face, grinding her pussy against his mouth while whispering filth. "Max's cock is a real man's tool. Thick. Long. Powerful. Yours is cute, Jon. Adorable. But useless for filling me properly."

The SPH words hit like whips. Jon's little dick leaked constantly, trembling beneath her as he licked her clit. "Tell me more," he pleaded between laps. "Tell me how pathetic I am."

"You're so small I barely feel you after him," she moaned. "He stretches me until I ache. You just tickle. But I love that you get off on it. Love that you beg to clean his cum from me."

She came hard, flooding his mouth. Then she slid down, took his five inches easily, rode him slowly. "Feel how loose I am already? That's from thinking about him. Your little prick swims in there."

Jon thrust desperately, frustration boiling. "I need to see it again. Need to watch him destroy you."

They planned a "hike" to a secluded beach cove Trevor had mentioned. Max joined, carrying a blanket and cooler. Once hidden among the dunes, Lyn stripped naked, body glowing in the sun, heavy breasts swaying, nipples stiff from the breeze and anticipation.

She sandwiched between them on the blanket. One hand stroked Jon's small cock, the other wrapped around Max's massive shaft, barely able to close her fingers. "Look at the difference, Jon. See how tiny you are next to him?"

Jon nodded, pleading. "Show me. Let me watch up close."

Max laid her down, spread her legs wide. He ate her slowly, tongue tracing every fold, sucking her clit until she writhed. Jon knelt beside them, face inches away, inhaling the scent of her arousal.

Then Max mounted her missionary, legs over his shoulders, folding her in half. He plunged in deep, the stretch making Lyn gasp. Jon watched the thick shaft disappear, veins pulsing, her pussy lips clinging to him.

"Clean her clit while I fuck," Max ordered.

Jon obeyed, tongue flicking her swollen nub as Max pounded. The humiliation burned sweet; his little dick throbbed untouched. Lyn came explosively, squirting across Jon's face, juices mixing with sweat.

Max flipped her doggy-style, ass high, cheeks rippling with each brutal thrust. He gripped her hair, pulling her head back. "Tell your husband who owns this pussy."

"You do," Lyn gasped. "Your big cock owns it. Jon's tiny one just cleans up after."

Jon stroked himself frantically, pre-cum dripping. Max's thrusts grew erratic. "Gonna flood this cheating hole."

"Yes! Cum inside me!" Lyn begged.

Max roared, burying to the hilt, pumping rope after thick rope. The creampie overflowed instantly, white streams running down her thighs, pooling on the blanket.

Jon dove between her legs, lapping voraciously, tongue scooping cum from deep inside. Lyn ground against his face, coming again. Then Jon mounted her from behind, sliding into the sloppy, ruined heat. The sensation was heaven; he came in trembling spurts, adding to the mess.

They lay panting under the sun, bodies slick. Back at the units that night, the sharing felt permanent. Lyn whispered to Jon in bed, "I want others when we get home. Bulls who stretch me even more. You watching. Always watching."

Jon trembled, nodding. "Yes. Anything."


Chapter 8: Awakening Resolved, Cravings Unquenched 

The final days melted into a relentless haze of depravity. Lyn took Max multiple times daily, each encounter more brazen. Mornings started with her sucking him on their deck while Jon watched from the shadows, then cleaned the creampie in their bedroom. Afternoons brought quick, filthy fucks in the outdoor shower, water cascading over her bouncing breasts as Max pounded her against the tiles, cum swirling down the drain mixed with soap. Evenings ended with Jon lapping her clean under the stars, then sliding into the slick aftermath, his small cock lost in paradise.

One penultimate night, they risked everything on the shared deck. Trevor and Sue asleep inside, Max bent Lyn over the railing, skirt hiked, panties yanked aside. He fucked her hard, the ocean drowning her moans. Jon knelt beneath, tongue on her clit, tasting every thrust. When Max unloaded, the creampie dripped straight onto Jon's waiting mouth. He swallowed greedily, then mounted her right there, coming in seconds amid the salty night air.

Packing day arrived bittersweet. Lyn stood naked in their bedroom, Max behind her, cock buried deep one last time. Jon watched from the doorway, stroking. "One more creampie," Lyn begged. "Mark me before we leave."

Max obliged, pounding until he flooded her again. Jon cleaned her meticulously, savoring the final taste. Then he fucked her sloppy seconds, trembling as he added his load.

As they loaded the car, Lyn leaned into Jon, whispering, "This isn't over. Back in Seattle, we'll find more. Bigger. Rougher. You'll watch. You'll clean. You'll beg."

Jon trembled, cock stirring already. "I know. I need it."

Their marriage, once comfortably vanilla, had transformed into a hotwife inferno. The cravings burned brighter than ever, leaving the door wide open for endless sequels.













*** If this filthy awakening left you throbbing, please leave a review on Amazon. Your words keep the series growing. Lyn's next bull awaits... ***
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