
        
            
                
            
        

    
Title: Unexpected Stranger: A Hotwife's First Big Cock Awakening

Blurb:

After twenty-five years of a loving, predictable marriage, Lyn never imagined straying from her devoted husband Jon. Shy, reserved, and content with their quiet intimacy, she has no secret fantasies, no hidden kinks. Jon, however, harbors a deep, unspoken desire: to watch his beautiful wife surrender to a larger man, to taste the evidence of her pleasure afterward. He has never voiced it, fearing it would shatter their bond.

One tipsy night out dancing alone while Jon is supposed to be away, Lyn catches the eye of Max, a confident younger man with an undeniable presence. Emboldened by vodka and the thrill of being desired, she invites him home, convinced it's a harmless flirtation that will end at the door. But passion overtakes hesitation. As Max slowly reveals his impressive size, stretching her in ways Jon's modest five inches never could, Lyn gives in to overwhelming lust.

Unbeknownst to her, Jon has returned early to surprise his wife, only to stumble upon the scene from the shadows. Heart pounding, trembling with a mix of shock, jealousy, and aching arousal, he watches his once-shy wife transformed, moaning for more. When she discovers him, the dynamic shifts. Jon is drawn in, first as voyeur, then as eager participant, cleaning her thoroughly filled pussy and sliding into her gloriously sloppy seconds, overwhelmed by how much better she feels after another man's claim.

This is their first foray into forbidden territory, consensual yet spontaneous, filled with graphic encounters, mild humiliation, creampie devotion, and the intoxicating rush of discovery. Will this single night open the door to more, or remain their secret thrill?

Unexpected Stranger: A Hotwife's First Big Cock Awakening

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is coincidental.

Intended for adult audiences 18+ only. Contains explicit sexual content.

Chapter 1: Quiet Evenings and Hidden Longings

The rain came down in that soft, persistent Seattle way, tapping against the windows like fingers drumming on a tabletop. Inside the two-story house on a quiet cul-de-sac, the kitchen smelled of lemon dish soap and the faint rosemary from the chicken Lyn had roasted earlier. She stood at the sink in her favorite soft gray sweater, sleeves pushed to her elbows, rinsing plates under warm water. At fifty-two her body had settled into generous, inviting curves: thick hips that swayed naturally when she walked, a soft belly that spoke of years of good meals shared, and large natural breasts that shifted gently with each movement she made. Her dark brunette hair, streaked faintly with silver she refused to color, hung loose past her shoulders tonight. She hummed a half-remembered tune from the radio as she worked.

Jon appeared in the doorway, carry-on suitcase already zipped and waiting by the front door. He was fifty-three, five-foot-ten, one hundred eighty-five pounds of solid, unremarkable solidity: short-cropped salt-and-pepper hair, kind hazel eyes behind wire-frame glasses, a slight softness around the middle from too many desk days and not enough gym time. He stepped behind her, slid his arms around her waist, and pressed his chest to her back.

"I'll miss you," he said quietly, lips brushing the shell of her ear.

Lyn smiled, leaned into him. "It's only one night. You'll survive Portland without me."

He chuckled against her neck. "Barely. Conference starts early tomorrow, but I'll be home by dinner the next day. Thought we'd go to Bella Vita, order that tiramisu you love."

She turned in his arms, dried her hands on a dish towel, and kissed him softly. "You spoil me."

"Always will." His hands rested on her hips, thumbs tracing slow circles. For a moment they simply stood there, breathing each other in, the comfortable silence of twenty-five years filling the space between them.

Their marriage had never been fireworks. It was steady flame: shared grocery lists, weekend hikes when the rain let up, quiet evenings with wine and old movies. Sex came maybe once every ten days, sometimes longer. Lyn's libido had always run on the quieter side; she enjoyed the closeness, the slow caresses, the way Jon kissed her like she was still twenty-five. His cock, a modest five inches when fully hard, had never failed to bring her gentle pleasure. She never thought about size, never compared. To her, Jon was simply the man who knew exactly how to touch her.

Jon, though, carried a secret flame he kept banked low and hidden.

In the small hours when Lyn slept beside him, breath slow and even, he would slip downstairs to the spare bedroom he called his office. Door locked, laptop open, headphones on. Forums, videos, stories. Wives who stepped beyond the marriage bed with permission, sometimes without, their husbands watching from shadows or doorways. The husbands who knelt afterward, tongues eager, cleaning thick white evidence from swollen, satisfied pussies. The act of devotion, of reclamation through submission, made Jon's pulse thunder and his cock ache in a way nothing else did.

He pictured Lyn in those scenes. Her shy smile turning molten, her thick thighs parting for a stranger's thicker cock, her low moans filling their bedroom while he watched, trembling, silent. Then him between her legs, tasting the mingled salt and musk, feeling how much softer, wetter, more open she became after being stretched and filled. The fantasy always pushed him over the edge quickly, shame rushing in right after the release. He never spoke of it. Lyn was content, reserved, happy with their gentle rhythm. To voice this hunger felt like risking the entire foundation.

Tonight he kissed her once more at the front door, suitcase in hand. "Text me when you get to the hotel," she said, fingers lingering on his coat collar.

"I will. Relax tonight. Maybe open that cabernet we got last month. Put on some music."

Lyn laughed, a soft sound. "Or maybe I'll go dancing. Haven't done that since... God, the nineties?"

Jon raised an eyebrow, grinning. "You? On a dance floor? I'd pay good money to see it."

"You might miss your chance," she teased, pushing him gently toward the porch.

He stepped into the drizzle, waved once from the driveway, then drove away. Already his mind spun forward to tomorrow night: early flight back, stop for roses and her favorite Thai takeout, slipping through the door to surprise her.

Lyn closed the door, listened to the engine fade. The house felt suddenly larger, quieter. She finished tidying the kitchen, poured a generous glass of red wine, and carried it upstairs. In the bedroom she opened her closet, fingers trailing over hangers. A black V-neck top she hadn't worn in years caught her eye, fitted enough to show the swell of her breasts without screaming for attention. Dark jeans that hugged her ass and thighs. Why not? Jon was gone. The kids were grown and moved out. The dogs were asleep in their beds.

She sipped the wine, feeling the warmth spread through her chest. A night out. Just dancing. Nothing more.

She had no idea how wrong that assumption would prove.

Chapter 2: A Night Out Alone

Lyn stood in front of the full-length mirror in the master bedroom, glass of cabernet still in hand, the wine already spreading a pleasant flush across her chest and cheeks. The black V-neck top clung to her curves in a way that felt almost daring after years of loose cardigans and sensible blouses. The deep neckline revealed the soft inner swells of her large breasts, the fabric stretching just enough to hint at the fullness beneath without screaming for attention. She tugged at the hem, then smoothed her palms down the dark jeans that hugged her thick thighs and rounded ass. At fifty-two she still had the kind of body that turned heads when she bothered to dress for it, soft and generous in places society sometimes dismissed, yet undeniably sensual in motion.

She finished the wine in two long swallows, set the empty glass on the dresser, and ran her fingers through her dark brunette waves. A quick spritz of the jasmine-and-vanilla perfume Jon had bought her last anniversary, a touch of lip gloss, and she felt ready. Or as ready as someone who hadn't gone out dancing alone in over two decades could feel.

The drive downtown took twenty minutes through light rain and Friday traffic. She parked in a garage near the waterfront, paid the cover at the door of Pulse, and stepped into a wall of sound and heat. The club was alive: bass thumping through the floorboards, purple and blue lights slicing across writhing bodies, the air thick with sweat, cologne, and spilled liquor. Younger crowds dominated, but there were enough people in their forties and fifties scattered around the edges to make her feel less conspicuous.

At the bar she ordered a vodka tonic, double, and sipped it slowly while her eyes adjusted to the strobe. The first swallow burned pleasantly down her throat; the second loosened the knot of nerves in her stomach. She watched the dance floor for a few minutes, hips already swaying unconsciously to the rhythm. Then she set the glass down, took a deep breath, and walked out into the crowd.

The music shifted to a sultry deep-house track with a slow, grinding beat. Lyn closed her eyes and let her body remember how to move. Hips rolled in lazy circles, shoulders relaxed, arms lifted slightly as she found the pocket of the groove. Her large breasts bounced gently with each dip and sway; the fitted top accentuated every motion. She felt eyes on her almost immediately, appreciative glances from men and women alike. Instead of shrinking away as she normally would, she let the attention settle over her like warm oil. It felt good. Powerful, even.

She danced alone for three songs, losing herself in the pulse. Sweat began to gather at the small of her back. When the fourth track slowed even further, seductive and heavy, she opened her eyes and scanned the room.

He was at a high-top table near the bar, nursing a beer, watching her with quiet intensity. Mid-thirties, broad shoulders filling out a dark button-down, sleeves rolled to reveal corded forearms. Dark hair tousled just enough to look deliberate, sharp jawline shadowed with stubble, eyes locked on her like she was the only person in the club. Max.

Lyn felt a flutter low in her belly, a mix of shyness and something hotter. She looked away, then back. He raised his bottle in a small salute, lips curving into a slow smile. She returned a shy one of her own, then turned back to the music, letting her ass grind a little more deliberately to the beat, knowing he was still watching.

When the song ended she drifted toward the bar for water. Max intercepted her smoothly, stepping into her path without crowding.

"You move like you were born on a dance floor," he said, voice low and warm enough to cut through the noise.

Lyn laughed, a little breathless. "I haven't been on one in forever. Feels like I'm remembering how."

"Could've fooled me." He gestured to the empty stool beside him. "Buy you a drink? Or water, if you're pacing yourself."

"Vodka tonic," she heard herself say. "Thanks."

He ordered for both of them, paid without fanfare, and handed her the glass. They clinked lightly. Conversation came easier than she expected. His name was Max; he was a freelance graphic designer who worked from home most days, loved live bands when he could find them, hated the constant Seattle drizzle but couldn't imagine living anywhere else. She told him her name was Lyn, that her husband was out of town for work, that this was her first solo night out in years.

The vodka arrived, then another. Each sip loosened her further. They talked about music, travel dreams, the absurdity of adulting. His laugh was easy, deep. His gaze never felt predatory; it felt appreciative, like he was seeing her, really seeing her.

When a slower, sexier track came on, Max tilted his head toward the floor. "Dance?"

Lyn hesitated for half a heartbeat. Then she nodded.

They moved together into the crowd. At first he kept a respectful distance, mirroring her rhythm. Then she stepped closer, letting her body brush his. His hands settled lightly on her waist; she didn't pull away. Her ass grazed his groin as she rolled her hips; she felt him harden against her. Heat bloomed between her thighs, sudden and insistent.

She told herself it was just dancing. Just flirting. Jon was away. No one would know.

But when the song ended and Max leaned in close, breath warm against her ear, the words sent a shiver down her spine.

"This place is getting too loud. Want to get out of here?"

Lyn's pulse hammered in her throat. Her mind flashed to her wedding ring, still on her finger, to Jon's gentle goodbye kiss, to the empty house waiting. She should say no. She should go home, pour another glass of wine, crawl into bed with a book.

Instead she met his eyes, saw the quiet hunger there, felt the answering pull in her own body.

"My place," she whispered. "It's not far."

The cab ride was electric silence. Max's thigh pressed against hers on the bench seat; his hand rested high on her knee, thumb tracing slow, lazy circles. Lyn stared out the rain-streaked window, heart pounding so hard she was sure the driver could hear it. Guilt flickered, then drowned beneath the vodka and the ache building low in her belly.

This was insane. Reckless. Wrong.

And yet she didn't tell the driver to turn around.

When they reached her street, she paid the fare, led Max up the walk, fumbled the key in the lock with trembling fingers. The door clicked shut behind them. The house was dark, quiet, familiar.

She turned on a single lamp in the living room, soft gold light spilling across the couch. Connected her phone to the Bluetooth speaker. Slow R&B filled the space, bass vibrating through the floor.

Max stood just inside the doorway, jacket already off, watching her.

"I'll be right back," Lyn said, voice barely above a whisper.

She climbed the stairs on unsteady legs, heart racing. In the bedroom she stripped quickly, hands shaking, and slipped into the black lace lingerie set she kept in the back of the drawer: bra that lifted her heavy breasts into perfect, overflowing swells; matching panties that clung to her rounded ass and the soft mound between her thighs. She looked in the mirror. Cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, nipples already tight against the lace.

This was crazy. She could still send him away. Call it a night of harmless fun that went no further.

But the heat between her legs was insistent, demanding. And somewhere deep inside, a tiny, reckless part of her wanted to know what it felt like to be wanted like this, fiercely, by someone new.

She took a steadying breath, descended the stairs.

Max's eyes darkened the moment he saw her. "Jesus, Lyn."

He crossed the room in two strides, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her slow and deep. She melted against him, tasting beer and mint and raw desire. His hands roamed down her back, over her hips, squeezed her ass through the lace. She gasped into his mouth.

He peeled the bra away slowly, thumbs brushing her nipples until they ached. Then he knelt, kissing a burning trail down her stomach, hooked fingers in the panties and slid them off. Naked now, she felt exposed, vulnerable, unbearably aroused.

Max stood, unzipped his jeans. His cock sprang free, thick and long, veined, the head already glistening. At least eight inches, girthy enough that her breath caught.

After twenty-five years with Jon's familiar, modest size, this looked impossible. Intimidating. Exhilarating.

"It's... bigger than I'm used to," she whispered, half shy, half awed.

Max smiled gently, wrapped her hand around him. "We'll go slow. I promise."

She stroked him tentatively, feeling the heat, the pulse, the sheer weight of him in her palm. A fresh rush of wetness slicked her thighs.

He walked her backward to the couch, sat, pulled her onto his lap. His mouth found her breasts again, sucking one nipple deep while rolling the other between thumb and forefinger. Lyn arched, moaned softly, hips rocking instinctively against the hard length pressing between her legs.

Then he lifted her in his arms, carried her upstairs to the master bedroom, laid her gently on the quilt she shared with her husband every night.

He spread her thighs wide, lowered his head. His tongue parted her folds, lapped slow, deliberate circles around her clit. Lyn's hips bucked; pleasure coiled tight and hot. One thick finger slid inside her, then two, curling to stroke that sensitive spot. Three. Four. He stretched her patiently, tongue never stopping, until she was trembling on the edge, thighs shaking.

"Please," she gasped, fingers tangled in his hair. "I need you inside me."

Max rose over her, positioned the thick head at her entrance, and began to push in.

Chapter 3: The Unexpected Invitation

Max paused with the thick head of his cock nestled just inside her entrance, letting Lyn feel the stretch, the promise of more. Her breath came in shallow pants; her fingers dug into his shoulders as if anchoring herself against the unknown. After twenty-five years of Jon's familiar, gentle size, this girth felt foreign, almost overwhelming, yet the slick heat of her arousal betrayed how desperately her body wanted it.

"Still okay?" Max murmured, voice rough with restraint, eyes locked on hers.

Lyn nodded, swallowed hard. "Yes. Slow... please."

He pushed forward another inch. The burn was exquisite, a deep, spreading fullness that made her gasp and arch. Her walls fluttered around him, trying to adjust, to accept. Another inch. She whimpered, thighs trembling on either side of his hips. The sensation bordered on too much, yet every nerve sang with it. She had never been stretched like this; the pressure against places Jon had never reached sent sparks racing up her spine.

Max paused again, letting her breathe, letting her body soften around the invasion. His thumb found her clit, circling gently, coaxing pleasure to ease the way. Lyn moaned, hips rocking instinctively, taking another fraction of him. Slowly, deliberately, he sank deeper until his hips met hers, every thick inch buried to the root. She felt impossibly full, stuffed in a way that made her feel claimed, opened, alive in a manner she had never known.

"Oh God," she whispered, voice trembling. "You're so deep."

Max groaned low in his throat, holding still inside her, letting her adjust. "You feel incredible. So tight, so wet."

He began to move then, small, careful thrusts at first, barely withdrawing before sliding back in. Each motion dragged along every sensitive ridge inside her, building friction that made her toes curl. Lyn's hands roamed his back, nails digging in as the rhythm gradually increased. Her large breasts bounced with each gentle rock; Max dipped his head to capture one nipple, sucking hard while his hips rolled in slow circles.

The initial hesitation melted away. Lust overtook shyness. Lyn lifted her hips to meet him, craving more, needing the stretch, the depth. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, deeper. Moans spilled freely now, uninhibited, filling the quiet bedroom.

Max's pace quickened, thrusts longer, harder, but still controlled. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting echoed obscenely; her arousal coated him, eased every glide. Lyn felt the coil tightening low in her belly, pleasure building in waves she had rarely reached with Jon. Her clit throbbed against his pubic bone with each deep plunge.

"I'm close," she gasped, fingers tangling in his hair.

"Come for me," Max growled against her neck. "Let me feel you."

He angled his hips, grinding against her clit on every inward stroke. The pressure built, unbearable, perfect. Lyn's back arched off the mattress; her pussy clenched hard around his thick shaft. Orgasm crashed through her in shuddering waves, thighs quaking, a low, keening moan tearing from her throat. Max kept moving through it, drawing it out, prolonging every pulse until she collapsed beneath him, panting, dazed.

He slowed but did not stop, letting her catch her breath. When her eyes fluttered open, he kissed her deeply, tasting the salt of sweat on her lips.

"More?" he asked, voice husky.

Lyn nodded, still trembling. "Yes. Don't stop."

Max rolled them so she straddled him, hands on his chest for balance. She sank down slowly again, savoring the renewed stretch as she took him to the hilt once more. This time she controlled the pace. She rocked her hips in languid circles, grinding her clit against him, breasts swaying heavily. Max's hands cupped them, thumbs flicking her nipples, sending fresh sparks straight to her core.

She rode him with growing confidence, rising and falling, each descent burying him completely. The fullness was addictive; she chased it, hips rolling faster, moans turning to soft cries. Sweat glistened on her skin; her dark hair clung to her neck and shoulders.

A faint creak sounded from the hallway.

Lyn's eyes flicked toward the half-open bedroom door. A shadow shifted in the dim light from the hall lamp. Her heart stuttered.

Jon.

He had come home early, suitcase still in the car, roses forgotten on the passenger seat. The house had been quiet when he slipped inside; he intended to surprise her, perhaps find her reading in bed or sipping wine on the couch. Instead he heard the unmistakable sounds: rhythmic slapping of skin, low feminine moans, the wet glide of bodies in motion.

Pulse hammering, he crept up the stairs, avoiding the creaky third step out of long habit. The bedroom door stood ajar. Through the crack he saw her: his wife, naked and astride a younger man, thick cock disappearing into her over and over, face flushed with a pleasure he had rarely seen so raw, so unrestrained.

Jon's cock hardened instantly, painfully against the confines of his jeans. Shock slammed into him first, then jealousy sharp as a blade, then a fierce, trembling arousal that rooted him in place. He could not look away. His hand pressed against the doorframe for support; his breath came ragged and shallow.

Lyn locked eyes with the shadow. Recognition hit like lightning. For one frozen second she almost stopped. Then heat surged hotter than before. The knowledge that Jon was watching, that her husband saw every roll of her hips, every shudder of ecstasy, ignited something primal inside her.

She did not stop. Instead she ground down harder, taking Max deeper, letting Jon witness every detail: the way her breasts bounced, the slick shine on Max's shaft each time she rose, the way her lips parted on gasping moans.

Max sensed the shift in her energy, thrust up to meet her, hands gripping her ass. "You like being watched?" he murmured, not yet knowing who stood in the shadows.

Lyn's answer was a breathless yes, eyes never leaving the doorway.

Jon trembled harder, cock throbbing, mind reeling. He should leave. He should interrupt. Instead he stayed, silent, watching his once-shy wife transformed, moaning for a cock far larger than his own, lost in pleasure he had never fully drawn from her.

The sight was devastating. And devastatingly arousing.

Lyn rode Max with renewed fervor, chasing another climax, knowing her husband saw it all.

Chapter 4: Surrender to Size

Lyn's thighs quivered as she held herself poised above Max, the thick head of his cock still kissing the slick entrance of her pussy. The initial stretch from earlier lingered in every nerve, a delicious ache that made her want to sink down again immediately. But she paused, letting the moment stretch, letting Jon see.

From the shadowed doorway Jon watched, body rigid, breath shallow and uneven. His hand pressed hard against the doorframe, knuckles white. The sight of his wife, naked and glowing with sweat, straddling a stranger whose cock was visibly thicker and longer than anything Jon had ever offered, hit him like a physical blow. Shock still coursed through him, jealousy twisting sharp in his gut, but beneath it all arousal burned hotter than he had ever felt. His own cock strained painfully against his zipper, leaking steadily, untouched. He could not move. He could barely breathe.

Lyn met his gaze across the dim room. Her eyes held surprise at first, then a flicker of something softer, almost apologetic. But the heat in her core overpowered everything else. Knowing Jon was there, seeing her like this, transformed the moment. It was no longer just about the stranger filling her; it was about being seen, desired, worshipped in a way she had never imagined. She felt powerful. Wanted. Beautiful.

She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, letting Jon watch every inch disappear inside her. The stretch renewed itself, walls parting around Max's girth, pressure building against places that had never been touched so deeply. A low moan escaped her lips as she bottomed out, clit grinding hard against Max's pubic bone. The fullness made her dizzy; pleasure radiated outward in slow, throbbing waves.

Max groaned beneath her, hands gripping her hips. "Fuck, you're so tight around me."

Lyn began to move. Small rolls of her hips at first, savoring the drag of his thick shaft along her inner walls. Then longer strokes, rising until only the head remained inside her, then sinking back down with a wet, audible slap. Her large breasts bounced heavily with each descent; sweat trickled between them, glistening in the low lamplight. She braced her hands on Max's chest, nails digging in, using the leverage to ride him harder.

Jon trembled in the doorway. His mind screamed conflicting orders: leave, interrupt, join, hide. But his body refused to obey any of them. He watched his wife's face contort in pleasure he had rarely seen so raw, heard the slick sounds of her pussy devouring the larger cock, saw the way her body arched and shuddered. The jealousy stung, yes, but the arousal drowned it. This was the fantasy he had jerked off to in secret for years, now unfolding in their own bed. His wife, transformed. Open. Hungry.

Lyn glanced toward the door again, locking eyes with Jon once more. She did not speak, but the look said everything: I see you. I'm doing this. Watch me.

She leaned forward slightly, changing the angle so Max's cock dragged directly over her g-spot with every thrust. Pleasure sharpened to a fine point. She rode faster, hips snapping, ass slapping against Max's thighs. Moans turned to soft cries; her pussy clenched rhythmically around him, milking the thick length buried inside her.

Max thrust up to meet her, hands sliding up to cup her bouncing breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples. "Come on my cock again," he urged, voice rough. "Let me feel you squeeze me."

Lyn's rhythm faltered as the orgasm built. She ground down hard, circling her hips, clit pressed tight against him. The coil snapped. She came with a sharp cry, pussy spasming wildly around Max's shaft, flooding him with fresh wetness. Her thighs shook; her back arched; her fingers clawed at his chest. Wave after wave rolled through her until she collapsed forward, panting against his shoulder.

Max held her through it, stroking her back, still buried deep. When her breathing steadied he rolled them gently so she lay beneath him, legs wrapped around his waist. He began to move again, long, deliberate strokes that dragged every inch along her sensitive walls.

Lyn whimpered, oversensitive yet already craving more. "Harder," she breathed. "Please."

Max obliged. His pace increased, hips snapping forward, driving deep. The bed creaked beneath them; the headboard tapped the wall in steady rhythm. Lyn's moans filled the room again, louder now, unrestrained. She clawed at his back, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

Jon stepped one pace closer to the doorway, unable to stop himself. The scent of sex reached him: musk, sweat, her arousal. He could see the way her pussy lips clung to Max's shaft on every withdrawal, glistening, swollen. He could see the creamy ring forming at the base where their bodies met repeatedly. His hand drifted to his crotch, pressing against the aching bulge, but he did not stroke. Not yet. He simply watched, trembling, mesmerized.

Max's rhythm grew erratic. His breaths came harsh; his muscles tensed. "I'm close," he growled.

"Inside me," Lyn gasped without hesitation. "Come inside me."

The words sent a fresh jolt through Jon. His fantasy made real. Another man about to fill his wife, mark her, leave evidence Jon would later taste.

Max thrust once, twice more, burying himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed; thick spurts of cum flooded Lyn's pussy, hot and copious. She moaned at the sensation, feeling every jet deep inside her, the warmth spreading, overflowing slightly around his base as he kept grinding through his release.

When the last tremor left him Max eased out slowly. A thick trickle of white followed, leaking from her swollen, gaping entrance onto the sheets.

Lyn lay there panting, legs still spread, pussy flushed and glistening. She looked toward the door, eyes soft but burning.

"Jon," she whispered, voice hoarse from moaning. "Come here."

Jon hesitated for one final heartbeat. Then he stepped fully into the room, closing the door softly behind him.

Chapter 5: The Watcher Joins

Jon stepped fully into the bedroom, the soft click of the door closing behind him sounding unnaturally loud in the sudden hush. The air was thick with the scent of sex: Lyn's familiar jasmine perfume mingled with sweat, musk, and the sharper, saltier tang of fresh cum leaking slowly from between her thighs. The lamp on the nightstand cast warm shadows across the rumpled quilt, across Max's muscular frame still hovering above her, across Lyn's flushed, glistening body sprawled open and unashamed.

Lyn lifted her head from the pillow, dark hair fanned out in a messy halo. Her eyes met Jon's again, soft but steady, no trace of panic now, only a quiet invitation wrapped in lingering heat. She extended one hand toward him, palm up.

"Jon," she repeated, voice hoarse from moaning but gentle. "Come here."

Max shifted to the side without withdrawing completely, his thick cock still half-hard and slick inside her, giving Jon room but keeping her filled. He watched the newcomer with calm curiosity, no possessiveness, no challenge, just acceptance of whatever Lyn wanted next.

Jon moved forward on legs that felt wooden. His pulse thundered in his ears. Every step brought him closer to the scene he had fantasized about for years, now impossibly real. He stopped at the edge of the bed, eyes locked on Lyn's swollen, reddened pussy where Max's cum continued to seep out in slow, creamy rivulets. The sight made his mouth water and his cock throb harder.

Lyn reached for his hand, tugged gently. "It's okay," she whispered. "I want you here. With us."

Jon exhaled shakily, stripped off his shirt with trembling fingers, then his jeans and boxers in one hurried motion. His five-inch cock sprang free, rigid and leaking at the tip, darker with arousal than Lyn had ever seen it. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside her, close enough to feel the heat radiating from her skin.

Lyn turned her head, kissed him softly at first, then deeper, tasting the faint trace of travel on his lips. Jon groaned into her mouth, one hand cupping her face, the other sliding down to cup one heavy breast, thumb brushing the stiff nipple. The kiss grounded him, reminded him she was still his, even in this moment.

Max began to move again, slow shallow thrusts that kept her pussy stretched and slick. Lyn moaned into Jon's mouth, the sound vibrating against his tongue. Jon broke the kiss, eyes dropping to where Max's thick shaft slid in and out of her, coated in their combined fluids.

"Touch me," Lyn breathed, guiding Jon's free hand to her other breast. He squeezed gently, reverently, feeling the familiar weight, the way her nipple pebbled harder under his palm.

Then, at her soft urging, Jon leaned lower. His face hovered inches from where their bodies joined. The scent was intoxicating: her sweet arousal, Max's musk, the sharp bite of fresh semen. Jon's breath came in ragged bursts. He extended his tongue tentatively, tracing the slick length of Max's shaft where it plunged into Lyn's pussy. The taste hit him like a shock: salty, tangy, warm, mixed with the familiar flavor of his wife's excitement. He groaned low, the sound vibrating against them both.

Lyn whimpered at the sensation, hips rocking to meet Max's steady rhythm and Jon's exploring tongue. "Yes," she gasped. "Just like that."

Jon grew bolder. He licked along the underside of Max's cock on each withdrawal, then pressed his tongue flat against Lyn's stretched lips, lapping at the creamy mixture leaking around the thick intrusion. Every swipe brought more of the mingled taste to his mouth; every lap made Lyn shudder harder. He felt filthy, devoted, utterly consumed. This was the act he had imagined in the dark: cleaning her, worshipping her through the evidence of her pleasure, submitting to the reality of her desire.

Max's thrusts grew firmer, deeper, the wet sounds louder. Jon kept pace, tongue flicking over Lyn's clit when Max pulled back far enough, then diving back to lap at the shaft and her folds. Lyn's fingers tangled in Jon's hair, holding him there, encouraging him.

"I'm going to come again," she panted. "Don't stop."

Max growled, hips snapping forward. Jon felt the cock swell against his tongue, felt the first powerful pulse as Max buried himself deep and unloaded once more. Thick ropes of cum flooded Lyn's pussy, pushing out around the base in creamy surges. Jon pressed his mouth tighter, tongue working frantically to catch every drop that escaped, swallowing what he could, smearing the rest across his lips and chin.

Max eased out slowly, cock glistening and softening. A thick glob of semen followed, sliding down toward Lyn's ass. Jon dove in without hesitation, mouth sealing over her entrance, tongue plunging inside to scoop out the warm, salty load. He lapped deep, thorough, devoted, swirling around her inner walls, sucking gently to draw more out. Lyn's hips bucked; her fingers tightened in his hair.

"Oh God, Jon," she moaned, voice breaking. "Your tongue... right there."

He focused on her clit then, circling with firm pressure while his fingers spread her lips wider, exposing every inch for his mouth. Lyn's second orgasm built quickly, fueled by the dual sensations: the lingering stretch from Max, the fervent worship from her husband. She came hard, thighs clamping around Jon's head, pussy pulsing against his tongue, a fresh gush of wetness coating his face. Jon drank her down, relentless, until her tremors subsided and she collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving.

Jon lifted his head, lips and chin shiny with their combined fluids. He looked up at Lyn, eyes dark with awe and need.

She reached for him, pulled him up her body until his face hovered above hers. She kissed him deeply, tasting herself and Max on his tongue, moaning softly at the filthy intimacy of it.

"Thank you," she whispered against his lips. "For watching. For joining."

Jon could only nod, voice lost somewhere between shock and overwhelming desire.

Max lay beside them, stroking Lyn's thigh lazily, content to watch the couple reconnect in the aftermath.

Lyn turned her head toward Jon, eyes soft and searching. "I want you inside me now," she said quietly. "While I'm still full of him."

Jon's cock jerked at the words. He moved between her thighs, positioned himself at her entrance. The heat radiating from her was incredible; the sight of her swollen, cum-smeared pussy made his head spin.

He pushed forward slowly.

Chapter 6: Sloppy Seconds and Shared Ecstasy

Jon positioned himself between Lyn's parted thighs, the head of his cock brushing against her swollen, slick entrance. The heat radiating from her pussy was intense, almost feverish; the lips were flushed dark pink, puffy from Max's thick girth, glistening with the thick white mixture that still leaked slowly from deep inside her. Jon could see the creamy evidence of two loads already coating her folds, dripping down toward the cleft of her ass and soaking the sheets beneath. The sight made his breath hitch, his modest five inches throbbing so hard it ached.

Lyn reached down, fingers wrapping gently around him, guiding the tip to her opening. She looked up into his eyes, soft and searching, a small smile curving her lips.

"Feel me," she whispered. "Feel how full I am for you."

Jon pushed forward slowly. The first inch met no resistance at all; her pussy, stretched wide and lubricated by Max's copious cum, welcomed him like warm silk. He groaned low in his throat as he sank deeper, enveloped by slick, plush heat that felt utterly different from anything he had known in twenty-five years with her. She was looser, softer, wetter, the walls still fluttering faintly from her last orgasm, coated in another man's release. Every glide was luxurious, obscene, perfect.

"God, Lyn," he rasped, voice trembling with awe. "You feel so incredible like this. So wet, so open, so... full."

Lyn moaned softly at the words, hips tilting up to take him completely. Jon bottomed out easily, his pubic bone pressing against her clit, but the sensation was nothing like their usual intimacy. He could feel the subtle give of her walls, the warm slipperiness of Max's cum coating him, easing every movement. It was heaven; it was surrender; it was everything he had secretly craved.

He began to thrust, slow at first, savoring the glide, the way her pussy clung and released around him in lazy pulses. Each stroke pushed more of the thick mixture out around his shaft, creamy white froth gathering at the base, dripping down his balls. Lyn's hands roamed his back, nails grazing lightly, urging him on.

"Faster," she breathed. "I want to feel you."

Jon obeyed. His hips snapped forward, rhythm building, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room again. He lasted longer than he expected, lost in the overwhelming sensation of reclaiming her while she was still marked by another man, but the luxury of it overwhelmed him quickly. The slick heat, the knowledge of what had just happened, the sight of her flushed face and heaving breasts, pushed him to the edge.

"I'm going to come," he groaned, voice strained.

"Inside me," Lyn urged, legs wrapping tighter around his waist. "Add to it. Fill me more."

Jon thrust deep one final time, burying himself as far as he could. His cock pulsed; thick spurts erupted into the already creamy mess, mingling with Max's load, adding his own warmth to the flood. He shuddered through it, hips jerking with each pulse until he collapsed over her, panting against her neck, still twitching inside her.

They stayed like that for long moments, breathing together, bodies slick with sweat and cum. Lyn stroked his hair, kissed his temple softly.

Max watched from the side, cock already hardening again at the sight. When Jon finally eased out, a fresh gush of combined semen followed, thick and pearly, sliding down Lyn's ass crack and pooling on the sheet.

Max moved without a word, rolling Lyn onto her hands and knees. She complied eagerly, ass lifted, thighs spread, pussy presented like an offering. Max knelt behind her, thick head nudging her entrance once more. He pushed in slowly, savoring the slick glide, the way her walls parted easily now around his girth.

Lyn moaned low, head dropping forward, dark hair curtaining her face. Jon shifted to kneel in front of her, hands cupping her swaying breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. He leaned in and kissed her deeply, tasting the salt of exertion on her lips, feeling her body rock forward with each of Max's powerful thrusts.

Max set a steady, deep rhythm, hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every stroke. The angle let him hit deep, brushing places that made Lyn gasp and shudder. Her breasts bounced heavily in Jon's palms; he squeezed them gently, rolling the stiff peaks, adding layers of sensation.

Lyn broke the kiss to moan openly, voice rising with each thrust. "Harder," she pleaded. "Both of you... don't stop."

Jon pinched her nipples lightly, drawing a sharp cry; Max obliged, pounding deeper, the wet slap of his balls against her clit echoing obscenely. Lyn's arms trembled; she dropped to her elbows, ass higher, taking Max even deeper.

Max's control began to fray. His breaths came harsh; his fingers dug into her hips. "Gonna come again," he growled.

"Inside," Lyn gasped. "Give it to me."

Max thrust once more, burying himself to the hilt. His cock swelled and pulsed; another thick load flooded her pussy, hot jets painting her walls, overflowing immediately around his base in creamy surges. Lyn moaned at the sensation, pushing back to milk every drop.

Max held himself deep through the last spasms, then eased out slowly. A thick rope of cum followed, dripping in long strands from her gaping entrance.

Jon moved instantly. He lay back on the bed, guided Lyn to straddle his face. She lowered herself carefully, swollen pussy hovering just above his mouth. Jon's hands gripped her thighs, pulling her down until her lips sealed against his. He opened wide, tongue plunging deep, lapping at the fresh flood of cum, tasting the mingled loads of both men, the sharp salt and musk overwhelming his senses.

Lyn rocked gently against his face, clit grinding against his nose, moaning softly as his tongue worked inside her, scooping, swirling, cleaning every drop he could reach. She braced her hands on the headboard, breasts swaying, hips rolling in slow circles.

Jon's cock, already hardening again from the sheer depravity of it, throbbed untouched beneath him. He focused entirely on her, on the act of devotion, on making sure she felt worshipped in the aftermath.

Lyn's breaths quickened; another orgasm built from the devoted attention of his tongue. She came with a soft cry, thighs clamping around his head, fresh wetness coating his face as she shuddered through it.

When the tremors faded, she lifted herself off him, turned, and kissed him deeply, tasting everything on his lips.

"You're amazing," she whispered.

Jon could only smile, dazed, heart pounding with a mixture of love and raw desire.

Max lay beside them, stroking himself lazily, watching the couple with quiet satisfaction.

Lyn glanced between them, eyes bright.

"More?" she asked softly.

Chapter 7: Ravished and Renewed

Lyn lay between them on the wide bed, skin flushed and dewy with sweat, dark hair clinging to her neck and shoulders in damp tendrils. Her thighs trembled faintly from the aftershocks of her last orgasm; her pussy felt swollen, tender, gloriously used. Thick rivulets of cum still seeped from her entrance, warm and viscous, pooling beneath her on the sheets she and Jon had chosen together five years earlier. The room smelled overwhelmingly of sex: her sweet arousal, the sharp musk of two men's releases, the faint salt of Jon's devoted tongue still lingering on her skin.

Max shifted first, rolling onto his side to face her. His cock, thick even when softening, rested heavy against his thigh, glistening with their combined fluids. He traced lazy circles on her hip with his fingertips, gaze appreciative but unhurried.

"You still want more?" he asked quietly, voice low and gravel-rough.

Lyn turned her head to look at him, then at Jon, who knelt beside her, breathing hard, eyes dark with a mixture of awe and lingering hunger. She reached up, cupped Jon's cheek, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth where traces of cum still shone faintly in the lamplight.

"Yes," she whispered. "I want both of you. One more time."

Jon's cock jerked at the words, already hardening again despite the intensity of his earlier release. He nodded once, wordless, throat working as he swallowed.

Max moved behind her first, guiding her onto her side so she faced Jon. He lifted her top leg, draping it over his own thigh, opening her completely. The position let him press against her from behind while Jon stayed close in front, their bodies forming a warm, intimate sandwich around her.

Max nudged the thick head of his cock against her entrance again. She was so slick, so open from everything that had come before, that he slid in with one slow, steady push. Lyn gasped at the renewed stretch, walls fluttering around his girth as he filled her once more. The angle let him sink even deeper; she felt every veined inch drag along her sensitive inner ridges.

Jon watched the penetration up close, mesmerized by the way her pussy lips parted and clung to Max's shaft. He leaned in, pressing soft kisses along Lyn's collarbone, then lower to her breasts. His tongue circled one stiff nipple, then sucked it gently into his mouth while his hand slid between her thighs. His fingers found her clit, swollen and slick, and began to circle with the same slow reverence he had shown with his tongue earlier.

Lyn moaned, caught between them. Max's deep, measured thrusts rocked her forward onto Jon's hand; Jon's fingers teased her clit in perfect counterpoint, building the pleasure higher with every stroke. She felt worshipped, adored, utterly desired by both men in their different ways: Max's powerful, claiming rhythm from behind, Jon's gentle, devoted attention in front.

"Look at her," Max murmured over her shoulder to Jon. "So beautiful when she's taking it like this."

Jon lifted his head from her breast, eyes meeting Max's for the first time. There was no jealousy in the look now, only shared understanding, shared reverence for the woman between them. He nodded once, then returned his mouth to her nipple, sucking harder while his fingers pressed firmer circles on her clit.

Lyn's moans grew louder, breathier. The dual sensations overwhelmed her: the thick cock stretching her from behind, the skilled fingers teasing her most sensitive spot in front. Her hips rocked instinctively, chasing both at once.

Max's pace quickened, thrusts turning sharper, deeper. His hand slid around to grip her breast, squeezing in time with each plunge. Jon matched the rhythm with his fingers, rolling her clit faster, feeling it throb under his touch.

"I'm close," Lyn panted. "Don't stop... please don't stop."

Max groaned, hips snapping forward. "Come for us. Let us feel you."

The command pushed her over. Lyn's back arched; her pussy clenched hard around Max's cock in powerful spasms. She cried out, sharp and unrestrained, thighs quaking as orgasm ripped through her. Fresh wetness flooded around Max's shaft; her clit pulsed wildly against Jon's fingers.

Max thrust through her climax, pace faltering as his own release built. He buried himself deep one final time, cock swelling, then pulsing. Thick jets of cum erupted inside her again, flooding her already overflowing pussy, adding yet another hot load to the creamy mess. Lyn whimpered at the sensation, feeling every powerful spurt paint her walls, the warmth spreading, overflowing immediately in thick white rivulets that coated Max's balls and dripped onto the sheets.

Max held himself deep through the last tremors, breathing hard against her neck. When he finally eased out, a slow, heavy stream followed, thick and pearly, sliding down her thigh.

Jon moved without hesitation. He guided Lyn onto her back again, spread her thighs wide, and lowered his mouth to her. His tongue plunged deep immediately, lapping at the fresh flood, tasting the mingled releases of both men one last time. He was thorough, devoted, swirling inside her, sucking gently to draw out every drop he could reach. Lyn moaned softly, fingers threading through his hair, hips lifting to meet his mouth.

When he had cleaned her as much as possible, leaving her glistening and empty, Jon rose over her. He positioned himself at her entrance, slid inside with one smooth glide. Her pussy welcomed him instantly: plush, swollen, slick with the remnants of everything that had happened. The sensation was even more intense now; she felt softer, warmer, more receptive than ever before.

Jon groaned, low and reverent. "Lyn... God, you feel like heaven."

He began to move, slow and deep, savoring every inch of her transformed warmth. Lyn wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, hands roaming his back. Max watched quietly from the side, stroking himself lazily, content to witness the final reconnection.

Jon lasted longer this time, drawing out the pleasure, rocking into her with steady, loving thrusts. Lyn met him stroke for stroke, hips rising, soft moans mingling with his. When the edge approached he buried his face in her neck, breathing her in.

"Come inside me," she whispered. "One more time. Make me yours again."

The words undid him. Jon thrust deep, cock pulsing as he spilled into her, adding his final load to the creamy depths. He shuddered through it, hips jerking gently until every drop was spent.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, bodies entwined. Max rose quietly after a few minutes, gathering his clothes. He leaned down, pressed a soft kiss to Lyn's forehead.

"Until next time," he murmured, voice warm.

Lyn smiled sleepily. "Maybe."

Max slipped out, door closing softly behind him.

The house fell quiet except for the rain tapping the windows and their slowing breaths.

Jon rolled to his side, pulling Lyn against his chest. She curled into him, head tucked under his chin, one leg draped over his hip.

They lay in silence for long minutes, simply holding each other.

"Thank you," Lyn whispered finally. "For letting me feel that. For being here through all of it. For... wanting me like this."

Jon kissed her hair. "I should be thanking you. Watching you, tasting you after, feeling how incredible you were... it was more than I ever dreamed. You're everything to me."

She lifted her head, kissed him slowly, deeply. "I love you. Always."

"I love you too."

They drifted toward sleep, bodies still humming, hearts full.

In the quiet dark, Lyn murmured against his chest, voice thick with drowsiness.

"Maybe... someday... we could do this again?"

Jon smiled into her hair, already imagining the possibilities.

"Maybe," he whispered back.

The rain continued to fall outside, soft and steady, washing the city clean.

The End... for now.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
UNEXPECTED STRANCLEK
AH OTWIPE






OEBPS/image_rsrc8F.jpg





