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Foreword

Dear Reader,

Some marriages reach a point where the fire that once burned bright begins to flicker. For Lyn and Jon, twenty-three quiet years of comfortable routine had slowly revealed a painful truth: what worked in the beginning no longer satisfied the deep, aching needs of a passionate woman in her prime.

This story explores that raw, forbidden moment when a neglected hotwife finally claims the intense, dominant pleasure she has been craving — and when a devoted but inadequate husband discovers the intoxicating thrill of watching his wife surrender to a much younger, far superior Black bull.

If you enjoy explicit interracial cuckold erotica filled with size contrast, reluctant-to-eager transformation, multiple intense orgasms, and the emotional sting of humiliation mixed with overwhelming arousal, then settle in.

This is Lyn’s awakening — and it begins the very first night she takes her first big Black cock.

Welcome to the ride.

— Joseph Robert North Pole


Chapter 1: BBC Worship

Lyn’s knees hit the plush rug of the guest house the moment the lock clicked, her full, soft body trembling with a mix of nerves and raw need as she gazed up at the towering Black bull standing over her. Trace loomed like carved obsidian; every inch of his six-four frame radiating the kind of youthful power her retired husband could only dream of. His heavy ebony cock hung thick and proud between muscular thighs, already swelling larger than anything Jon had ever offered in their twenty-three years of marriage. The stark sight of her pale white skin against his dark, dominant presence sent a fresh rush of wetness between her thick thighs.

She reached out with both hands, fingers barely circling the warm, veined length as she lifted the massive Black shaft to her lips. “It’s so much bigger… so much darker than my husband’s tiny white prick,” she whispered hoarsely, the confession making her clit throb. Lyn dragged her tongue slowly along the underside, tasting the clean, masculine heat of pure BBC for the first time, savoring every ridge and pulse. She kissed the broad head with open-mouthed reverence, then parted her lips wide and slid him inside, cheeks hollowing as she sucked with eager, sloppy devotion.

Trace let out a low, satisfied rumble, one large hand gently cupping the back of her head. “Damn, Mrs. L… you were always the hottest mom on the sidelines, and now you’re on your knees sucking this young Black dick like you own it.” His deep voice rolled through her, making her moan around the thick intrusion. Saliva coated his shaft as she bobbed deeper, taking more with every pass, her large natural breasts swaying heavily inside her blouse, nipples diamond-hard against the fabric. Her neglected white pussy clenched emptily, dripping down her inner thighs while she worshipped the BBC that was about to change everything.

After several minutes of hungry, wet sucking, Trace pulled her to her feet, spun her around, and bent the curvaceous fifty-year-old over the wide leather couch. He hiked her skirt up over her plush ass and yanked the soaked lace of her panties aside. “Look at this married white pussy leaking for Black cock,” he murmured, rubbing the fat, dark crown up and down her slick folds. Lyn pushed back desperately, voice breaking. “Please, Trace… Jon’s little dick never fills me. I need you to stretch me open. I need your big Black cock inside me right now.”

He answered by pressing forward. The blunt head forced her tight entrance to yield, inch after thick, dark inch sliding into her pale body with deliberate pressure. The stretch burned in the most delicious way, her walls fluttering and expanding around the massive invasion until he was buried as deep as her body would allow, the contrast of his ebony shaft disappearing into her creamy white folds utterly obscene. Lyn gasped sharply, fingers digging into the cushions. “Oh fuck… you’re so deep. I can feel you in my stomach.”

Trace held still for a heartbeat, letting her adjust to the sheer size, his strong hands gripping the soft flare of her hips. Then he began to move—long, commanding strokes that dragged every ridge along her most sensitive spots. Each powerful thrust punched a fresh cry from her throat, louder and more desperate than any sound she had ever made for her small-cocked husband. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in her belly, building faster than she could control.

Lyn shattered first, her entire body locking up as a crashing orgasm tore through her. Her thick thighs quaked violently, pussy pulsing and squeezing around the huge Black cock buried inside her while hot waves of ecstasy flooded her senses. She wailed openly, the raw sound echoing off the walls—nothing like the quiet little gasps Jon had always drawn from her. Trace didn’t pause. He kept driving into her through the spasms, steady and relentless, drawing the pleasure out until she was panting and shaking.

Before the first climax fully faded he flipped her onto her back on the couch, hooked her legs over his broad shoulders, and slammed back home even deeper. The new angle let the fat head grind against her most sensitive spot with every thrust. Lyn’s heavy breasts bounced wildly beneath her blouse as another orgasm slammed into her, stronger than the first—her back arching off the cushions, toes curling tight, a throaty, broken moan ripping from her lungs that Jon had never once coaxed from her in over two decades. Her vision blurred, every nerve singing with mind-melting bliss as the young Black bull fucked her better and longer than her husband ever had.

Trace leaned close, his dark lips brushing her ear while he kept pounding. “This is what a real man feels like, ain’t it? A young BBC owning this tight married white pussy.” He drove harder, the wet slap of skin against skin filling the room as Lyn chased her third peak, completely lost in the overwhelming, interracial pleasure of being claimed by superior Black cock for the very first time.


Chapter 2: Girls’ Night Surprise

The bass from the downtown bar still pulsed faintly in Lyn’s ears as she slid onto the worn leather stool two weeks earlier, the fitted black dress hugging every lush curve of her fifty-year-old body like a second skin. Her large, natural breasts strained against the low neckline with each breath, drawing more than a few lingering stares from the Friday-night crowd. Jon had kissed her cheek absentmindedly before she left, already settling into his usual spot on the couch with a glass of scotch and the remote, content with another quiet evening. She had told herself this girls’ night was just harmless fun—catching up with younger friends who still knew how to laugh loud and dance without caring who watched. But deep down, the ache between her legs that Jon’s small, quick releases never touched had been growing unbearable.

She was laughing at something her friend said when a deep, familiar voice cut through the noise right beside her. “Mrs. L… no way. You still look like you could stop traffic on the fifty-yard line.”

Lyn turned, and her breath caught. Trace stood there in a tight black shirt that clung to his broad chest and thick arms, his dark skin gleaming under the colored lights. At twenty-five he had filled out even more since those high-school football days when he practically lived at their house, running drills with their son in the backyard. Back then he had been polite, always calling her ma’am, but she had caught the way his eyes lingered on her hips and chest when he thought no one noticed. Now those same eyes raked over her openly, hungry and unapologetic.

“Trace?” she managed, cheeks warming. “My God, look at you. All grown up and… bigger.”

He grinned, flashing perfect white teeth against his rich ebony complexion. “Bigger in a lot of ways, Mrs. L. Mind if I buy you a drink?” Before she could answer, he signaled the bartender and leaned in closer, his presence overwhelming in the best way. The conversation started light—how their son was doing out of state, how retirement was treating her and Jon—but it didn’t stay innocent for long. Trace’s gaze dropped to the swell of her breasts, then lower, before meeting her eyes again. “So tell me… that little husband of yours still taking care of a woman like you the way you deserve? Or has he been leaving you frustrated all these years?”

The blunt question sent heat flooding through her core. Lyn’s thighs pressed together under the bar, her neglected pussy giving a traitorous throb. She should have been offended. She should have walked away. Instead she found herself laughing nervously, sipping her cocktail to buy time. “Jon’s… he’s a good man. But yeah… things in the bedroom haven’t exactly been fireworks lately.”

Trace’s smile turned predatory. “Figured as much. A fine white MILF like you needs more than a quick poke from a tiny white dick. You need to be properly stretched. Properly fucked.” His voice dropped lower, meant only for her. “I used to jerk off thinking about you after practice, imagining what it’d be like to bury my big Black cock in that tight married pussy while your husband slept upstairs.”

Lyn’s face burned crimson, but her nipples tightened painfully against her dress and a fresh gush of wetness soaked her panties. She had never heard anyone speak to her like that—so direct, so dominant, so unapologetically Black and masculine. Her phone buzzed in her purse a few minutes later when he excused himself to the restroom. The text was simple: Still got the same number?

She hesitated only a second before typing back: Yes.

By the time she got home that night, her panties were ruined and the first real message from Trace was waiting: a photo of his heavy, semi-hard Black cock outlined in gray sweatpants, the massive bulge impossible to ignore. Been thinking about you since the bar. Bet your husband’s asleep already. Send me something pretty.

Lyn locked herself in the master bathroom, heart hammering, and pulled her dress down just enough to free one heavy breast. She snapped a quick shot of her full, pale tit with its stiff pink nipple and hit send before she could overthink it. His reply came instantly: Fuck yes. Those tits are even better than I remembered. Show me more tomorrow.

The secret texting escalated fast over the next days. While Jon puttered around the house or napped in his recliner, Lyn hid in the sunroom or the guest bathroom, exchanging increasingly filthy messages. Trace described in vivid detail exactly how he planned to open her up, how his thick Black cock would feel splitting her white pussy wider than Jon ever could. She confessed how her husband’s four inches barely touched the sides and how he always finished in under two minutes, leaving her aching and unsatisfied. She sent him photos of her soaked panties, of her fingers buried between her thick thighs, of her large breasts spilling out of lace bras. He rewarded her with videos of his massive dark shaft throbbing in his fist, precum beading at the tip as he stroked slowly for her.

By the fifth night she was soaked constantly, her body on edge every time her phone lit up. Jon noticed her distraction but chalked it up to “women’s stuff” and didn’t press. When Trace finally sent the message that broke her last resistance—Tomorrow night. Your guest house. 8pm. Come ready to get fucked like you’ve needed for years—Lyn’s hands shook as she typed back the single word that sealed her fate:

Yes.

She deleted the entire thread, heart racing with equal parts terror and overwhelming arousal, already imagining the young Black bull’s powerful body claiming hers while her clueless husband sat just across the yard in their main house, completely unaware that his sexy thick wife was about to experience the kind of deep, dominant interracial fucking she had secretly craved for so long.


Chapter 3: Forbidden Messages

The afternoon sun filtered through the blinds of the sunroom as Lyn paced barefoot across the cool tile, her silk robe barely containing the heavy sway of her large natural breasts. Every step sent a fresh reminder of how soaked her panties had been since morning—Trace’s latest voice note still echoed in her mind, that deep, commanding baritone describing exactly how he planned to pin her down and feed her married white pussy every thick inch until she forgot her own name. Jon had wandered off to the golf course hours ago, happily clueless, leaving her alone with the growing storm of need that made her clit pulse and her nipples ache against the soft fabric.

She checked her phone for the hundredth time. The messages from Trace had grown bolder, dirtier, more insistent. Last night he had demanded proof that she was thinking about him, and she had obeyed—spreading her thick thighs on their marital bed while Jon snored beside her, snapping a close-up of her glistening pink folds with two fingers buried deep. His reply had been immediate: a short video of his massive Black cock twitching in his fist, the dark skin stretched tight, veins mapping the surface as he growled, “This is what’s coming for that neglected hole tomorrow. Get it ready for me.”

Lyn’s breath hitched just remembering it. She had come twice that night with her vibrator, biting her pillow to stay quiet, but the plastic toy felt laughably small and unsatisfying compared to the real thing she had worshipped in the bar photos. Jon’s little white prick had never once made her feel this empty, this desperate. Twenty-three years of quick, shallow thrusts and premature spurts had left her starving for something dominant, something that could actually reach the places inside her that ached to be owned.

By evening her nerves had twisted into something electric. She showered slowly, soaping her curvy body with extra care—running slick hands over the generous swell of her ass, the soft pouch of her belly, the full weight of her breasts that bounced heavily as she moved. She chose a simple cream sundress that clung to her hips and dipped low enough to show generous cleavage, no bra, no panties. The fabric whispered against her bare skin as she slipped out the back door just before eight, the short walk across the manicured lawn to the guest house feeling like the longest journey of her life.

The guest house was dark when she let herself in, but the moment she closed the door behind her the lights clicked on low and warm. Trace stepped out from the shadowed hallway, shirtless, his dark, sculpted torso gleaming like polished onyx under the soft glow. At twenty-five he looked every bit the powerful athlete who had once dominated the field with their son—broad shoulders, ripped abs, and that heavy bulge already straining the front of his loose gray shorts. His eyes locked on her with raw possession.

“Damn, Mrs. L,” he murmured, voice like velvet over gravel as he closed the distance in two strides. “You really showed up. No turning back now.” One large hand cupped her jaw, tilting her face up while the other boldly slid down to squeeze the plush curve of her ass through the thin dress. “That little husband of yours got any idea his hot white wife is about to get her first real Black dick?”

Lyn shivered, her pussy clenching at the crude words. “No… he thinks I’m just reading in here. Please, Trace—I can’t wait anymore. All those texts… I’ve been dripping for days.”

He chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through her chest as he backed her against the wall. “Good girl. Show me how bad you want it.” His fingers tugged the straps of her sundress down her shoulders, letting the fabric pool at her waist and freeing her heavy breasts to bounce free. Trace groaned at the sight, both dark hands immediately palming the soft, pale globes, thumbs circling the stiff pink nipples until she whimpered. “These tits are fucking perfect. Bet Jon barely even plays with them anymore.”

He dropped to one knee, shoving the dress the rest of the way off so she stood completely naked before him. Spreading her thick thighs with firm hands, Trace leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly up her soaked slit, tasting her arousal with a hungry growl. Lyn’s head fell back against the wall, a sharp cry escaping as he licked and sucked her swollen clit with expert precision. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling just right while his mouth worked her over. She came fast and hard, hips bucking against his face, juices coating his chin as her first orgasm of the night ripped through her body.

Trace rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes dark with lust. “Taste even better than I imagined.” He shoved his shorts down, letting his massive Black cock spring free—thick, long, and rock-hard, the dark shaft curving slightly upward with a fat, bulbous head already glistening. Lyn stared, mouth watering at the sheer size and the vivid contrast against her pale skin.

“On your knees again,” he ordered softly. “Finish what you started the other night, but this time I want to feel that married throat.”

Lyn sank down obediently, wrapping both hands around the warm, heavy length. She kissed the tip reverently, then opened wide and took him as deep as she could, gagging softly as the head bumped the back of her throat. Trace’s hand tangled gently in her brunette hair, guiding her rhythm while he praised her in that low, dominant tone. “That’s it… suck that young BBC like the hungry white MILF you are. Jon could never give you this.”

She worshipped him with sloppy enthusiasm, saliva dripping down her chin onto her bouncing breasts, until Trace finally pulled her up, spun her toward the couch, and bent her over once more. This time there was no slow tease. He rubbed the thick crown against her dripping entrance, coating himself in her cream, then pushed forward with steady pressure.

The stretch was breathtaking all over again—her tight white pussy forced to open around the invading Black girth until every inch had claimed her. Lyn moaned long and loud, the sound raw and unrestrained. Trace bottomed out with a satisfied grunt, his heavy balls pressed against her clit. “Fuck, you’re gripping me so tight… like this pussy was made for BBC.”

He started thrusting—deep, rolling strokes that dragged along every sensitive wall inside her. Lyn’s fingers clawed the leather as pleasure built fast and furious. Within moments she was coming again, her whole body shuddering violently, a throaty wail tearing from her lips that echoed through the guest house. Trace kept the pace, fucking her through the spasms, drawing out every ripple of ecstasy until she was panting and dizzy.

Only then did he flip her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and drive back in even deeper. The new position let him grind against that perfect spot with every powerful thrust. Lyn’s large breasts jiggled wildly as another climax slammed into her, stronger than the last—her back bowing off the couch, toes curling, a broken, animalistic cry ripping free while her pussy spasmed wildly around the thick Black cock owning her completely.

Trace leaned down, dark lips brushing her ear as he kept pounding. “Tell me who fucks you better, Mrs. L.”

“You… oh God, you do,” she sobbed, lost in the overwhelming sensation. “Your big Black cock is ruining me for my husband forever.”

He grinned against her skin and drove harder, the wet sounds of their joining filling the room as Lyn chased yet another peak, her body surrendering completely to the young bull who was claiming what her small-dicked husband never could.


Chapter 4: Ruined for White Cock

Trace kept driving into her with those long, deliberate strokes that made every nerve in Lyn’s body light up like fireworks. Her thick legs were still hooked over his broad shoulders, her full breasts bouncing heavily with each powerful push that buried his massive Black cock to the hilt inside her soaked white pussy. The wet, rhythmic slap of his heavy balls against her ass filled the guest house, mixing with her broken moans and the creak of the leather couch beneath them. She had already come three times—harder and louder than Jon had ever managed in their entire marriage—and the fourth orgasm was building fast, a deep, coiling pressure that made her toes curl and her vision spark at the edges.

“Fuck… Trace… don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice hoarse and desperate. Her nails raked down his dark, muscled back as he leaned over her, sweat-slick skin sliding against sweat-slick skin. The stark contrast of his rich ebony tone against her pale, curvy body only heightened everything—the way his thick shaft stretched her wide open, the way his low-hanging balls tapped her with every thrust, the way his powerful hips rolled to grind the fat head right against that sensitive spot deep inside. “You’re so much deeper… so much thicker than my husband. He could never make me feel like this.”

Trace’s dark eyes locked onto hers, a wicked smile curving his lips. “That’s right, Mrs. L. This married white pussy belongs to BBC now.” He shifted his angle slightly, driving even harder, the new motion sending sparks shooting up her spine. Lyn’s head fell back, a raw, throaty cry tearing from her throat as the climax crashed over her like a tidal wave. Her entire body seized, thick thighs quivering uncontrollably, her inner walls rippling and fluttering wildly around the invading Black length while hot pleasure flooded every inch of her. She wailed openly, the sound echoing off the walls—nothing like the quiet, polite sighs she had always given Jon during their unsatisfying quickies.

He didn’t slow for a second. Instead, he rode her through the spasms, drawing the orgasm out longer and longer until she was panting and trembling beneath him, tears of overwhelming bliss pricking at the corners of her eyes. Only when her body started to relax did Trace pull out with a wet pop, his glistening ebony cock throbbing angrily in the cool air. He flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up so her ass was high in the air, and slammed back home in one smooth motion. The new position let him hit even deeper, the fat head kissing her cervix with every brutal thrust.

Lyn buried her face in the cushion to muffle her screams as another peak built almost immediately. Trace’s strong hands gripped the soft flesh of her wide hips, pulling her back onto him with each forward snap. “Listen to that sloppy white pussy taking every inch,” he growled, voice low and rough. “Jon’s tiny dick never opened you up like this, did it? Never made you sound like a bitch in heat.”

“No… never,” she sobbed into the leather, pushing back to meet him. “Your big Black cock is ruining me… I’m yours now.” The words spilled out unfiltered, fueled by the relentless pleasure. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her, nipples brushing the couch with every jolt. When the next orgasm hit, it was even more intense—her whole body shaking violently, a long, guttural moan ripping free as her pussy clamped down hard around him, milking every thick inch while fresh waves of ecstasy rolled through her core.

Trace finally let himself go. He buried himself to the root, his powerful frame tensing as pulse after hot pulse of his thick seed flooded her depths. Lyn felt every surge, the warmth spreading deep inside her, filling her in a way Jon’s meager loads never could. She came one last time from the sheer sensation of being bred by superior Black cock, her body convulsing around him until they both collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap on the wide couch.

They lay tangled for several long minutes, Trace’s dark hand lazily stroking the curve of her ass while his softening cock still nestled inside her. Lyn’s mind floated in a haze of satisfaction she hadn’t felt in decades. For the first time in years her body felt truly sated—every muscle loose, every nerve humming with afterglow. She turned her head to look at the young bull who had just given her the best sex of her life, a shy but satisfied smile playing on her lips.

That was when the guest-house door creaked open.

Jon stood in the doorway, keys dangling from his hand, his small frame frozen in shock. He had come to check why the outside lights were still on after dark. His eyes widened comically as they took in the scene—his curvy, naked wife sprawled on the couch with her legs spread, Trace’s dark, muscular body still draped over her, the young Black man’s thick cock still partially buried in her freshly-fucked pussy. A thin trail of their mixed juices had already begun to leak from her stretched entrance, glistening on her pale thigh.

For a long, heavy moment the only sound was their ragged breathing. Jon’s face went beet red, his mouth opening and closing without sound. Lyn met her husband’s stunned gaze, and instead of shame or panic, a fresh spark of heat ignited low in her belly. The sight of Jon standing there, small and helpless, while she lay marked by a superior Black lover sent an unexpected thrill racing through her.

“Jon…” she said softly, her voice still husky from screaming. She didn’t move to cover herself. Instead she reached back and gently spread her ass cheek, letting him see more clearly how Trace’s cock had ruined her. “He fucks me like you never could. He made me come so many times I lost count. And I’m not stopping.”

Trace lifted his head, smirking over his shoulder at the smaller man without pulling out. He gave one slow, deliberate roll of his hips, pushing his still-thick shaft deeper and drawing a fresh, breathy moan from Lyn right in front of her husband. Jon’s eyes dropped involuntarily to the obscene sight, his own pants twitching noticeably despite the shock written across his face.

Lyn smiled, a mix of satisfaction and newfound power blooming inside her. “Come sit down, honey. Watch what a real man does to your wife. This is what I’ve needed all these years… and you’re going to see exactly how much better it feels.”

The retired couple’s quiet, predictable life had just shattered wide open—and Lyn had never felt more alive.


Chapter 5: Cucked in the Guest House

Jon’s legs carried him forward on autopilot, the keys slipping from his fingers and clattering onto the hardwood as he sank into the armchair across from the couch. His face burned crimson, eyes darting between his wife’s flushed, sweat-glistened body and the towering Black man still nestled deep inside her. Lyn didn’t pull away. Instead she kept her thick thighs parted, letting Jon see every glistening inch of Trace’s dark shaft as it slowly withdrew and then pressed back in with a lazy, possessive stroke. The wet sound of her well-used pussy accepting the intrusion made Jon’s breath hitch.

“Watch closely, honey,” Lyn murmured, her voice thick with lingering pleasure and something new—bold, unashamed hunger. She reached down between her legs, spreading her puffy lips wider so her husband could see how her pale folds clung tightly to the thick Black cock stretching her. “This is what I’ve been missing. Feel how full I am now?”

Trace chuckled low, his muscled arm curling around Lyn’s waist as he sat up, pulling her with him until she straddled his lap facing Jon. The position gave her husband a perfect view of the obscene union—Lyn’s curvy white body impaled on the younger bull’s massive ebony length, her large natural breasts bouncing softly as she began to rock her hips. “Your wife’s got the greediest little pussy I’ve ever felt,” Trace said, his dark hands sliding up to cup and knead her heavy tits, pinching the stiff nipples until she gasped. “She came four times already tonight. How many times did you make her scream like that in twenty-three years?”

Jon couldn’t speak. His small cock strained painfully against his pants, the front of his slacks tented in a way that betrayed his conflicted arousal. He watched, mesmerized, as Lyn rode Trace faster, her plush ass rippling with every downward plunge. Her head fell back against the Black man’s shoulder, soft moans turning into sharp cries as she chased another peak right in front of her husband.

“Look at him, Mrs. L,” Trace growled against her ear, one hand sliding down to rub firm circles over her swollen clit. “He’s rock hard watching a real man fuck you. Tell him how much better my Black cock feels.”

Lyn’s eyes locked onto Jon’s, heavy-lidded with lust. “It’s so much thicker… reaches places you’ve never touched,” she panted, her pace turning frantic. “Every thrust hits so deep I see stars. You finish before I even get close, but Trace… he just keeps going. He owns this pussy now.” The confession sent a visible shudder through Jon. His hand unconsciously pressed against the front of his pants, rubbing himself through the fabric as his wife bounced harder on the young bull’s lap.

Lyn came again with a keening wail, her entire body convulsing, thick thighs clamping tight around Trace’s waist while her inner muscles fluttered and squeezed around his girth. Juices coated his dark shaft, dripping down onto his heavy balls as she rode out the waves. Trace didn’t let her rest. He gripped her hips and thrust up hard, meeting her movements with powerful snaps that made her breasts jiggle wildly. “That’s it—milk this BBC with that married white cunt,” he urged, voice rough with building need.

Jon leaned forward in the chair, breathing ragged, unable to look away. When Trace finally tensed and buried himself to the hilt with a deep groan, Lyn cried out again, feeling the hot rush of his release flooding her once more. Pulse after pulse filled her until it overflowed, creamy evidence of the superior breeding leaking around the base of his cock and down her pale thighs.

Only then did Trace lift Lyn gently off him, his spent but still impressive shaft glistening with their combined mess. He guided her to her knees between Jon’s legs. “Clean me up, Mrs. L. Show your husband what a good hotwife does.”

Lyn obeyed without hesitation, crawling forward on all fours. She took Trace’s softening Black cock into her mouth, sucking and licking every trace of their passion with devoted, sloppy strokes. Jon watched from inches away, the scent of sex heavy in the air, his own tiny erection throbbing uselessly in his pants. When she had thoroughly cleaned the young bull, Lyn turned to her husband, eyes sparkling with wicked satisfaction.

She kissed Jon softly on the lips, letting him taste the faint musk of Trace on her tongue. “This is our new life now,” she whispered against his mouth. “You get to watch me get properly fucked whenever I need it. And maybe… if you’re very good… I’ll let you clean me up afterward too.”

Trace stood, pulling his shorts back on with a satisfied smirk. “Plenty more where that came from, Mrs. L. Text me when you’re ready for round two.” He gave Lyn’s ass a firm slap on his way out, leaving the married couple alone in the guest house.

Jon sat stunned, heart pounding, cock still achingly hard. Lyn curled into his lap, naked and glowing, pressing her soft curves against him. “Did you like seeing me take a big Black cock, baby?” she asked gently, grinding slowly against his small bulge. “Because I loved every second. And I’m never going back to the way things were.”

For the first time in years, Jon didn’t know what to say—but the eager twitch of his little dick against her thigh told Lyn everything she needed to know. Their quiet retirement had just become something far hotter, far riskier, and far more satisfying than either of them had ever dreamed.
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Locked in Her Panties: A Southern Sissy Cuckold Awakening https://a.co/d/014upvVB

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

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

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

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

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

Caged for Her Huge BBC: Locked Husband's Cleanup & Hotwife Awakening. https://a.co/d/0b61ngNT
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