
        
            
                
            
        

    
Watching Lyn

Lyn and I have been happily married for 25 years, and we're not just spouses; we're best friends, confidants, and lovers in every sense of the word. Living in the vibrant suburbs near Dallas, Texas, we've built a life together that's as solid as the Texas bedrock. We're both successful professionals, deeply involved in our community - volunteering at local events, attending church functions, and even coaching youth sports teams. Lyn is 52, but her energy and allure make her seem timeless. She maintains her figure with rigorous workouts at the gym, intense tennis matches on the clay courts, exhilarating ski trips to Colorado, grueling marathon runs through the Dallas trails, and long bike rides under the scorching Texas sun. Her body is thick and sexy, curved in ways that drive me wild - strong, shapely legs that lead up to a full, round ass that jiggles enticingly with every step she takes. Whether she's strutting in tight jeans that cling to her hips or walking nude across our bedroom, that ass is a magnet for my eyes, and I know it's the same for any man who catches a glimpse. But her breasts - those large, natural 36DD wonders - are the hottest thing about her in my eyes. Heavy, soft, and firm all at once, they bounce with a hypnotic rhythm, nipples perking up at the lightest touch or even a cool breeze. I catch guys staring at them constantly, their minds undoubtedly filling with filthy thoughts of burying their faces between those pillowy mounds, sucking and squeezing until she's gasping. Lyn's face is equally captivating, with bright green eyes that sparkle with quiet intelligence and soft features framed by her stylishly cut brunette hair. At 5'6", she's the perfect package of sensuality and grace.

I'm Jon, 53, 5'10" tall, and 185 pounds of solid muscle from years of hitting the weights and staying active. My left arm is sleeved in tattoos - a mix of tribal designs and symbols from my rebellious youth - and I'm the kind of masculine man who doesn't take shit from anyone. In real life, I'm straightforward, protective, and unyielding. But in the bedroom, my cock is smaller than average, measuring just 4.5 inches when fully erect. It's never been a barrier to our passion; Lyn and I make it work, and her satisfaction has always been my priority.

From the very first night we met at a lively Dallas bar during a rodeo weekend, our sex life has been nothing short of explosive. We clicked instantly, our bodies syncing in a rhythm that felt predestined. But early in our marriage, I was insecure about delving into Lyn's sexual history. Discussions about past lovers were taboo, buried to avoid stirring up jealousy. For the first few years, we skirted the topic entirely. Then, gradually, things began to change. We'd snuggle up in our spacious master bedroom in our Dallas home, the ceiling fan whirring softly above us, glasses of bold Texas cabernet in hand. Every couple of months, as part of our foreplay ritual, we'd dim the lights and stream hotwife and light non-interracial cuckold porn movies on our big screen. Lyn is inherently shy and mostly vanilla; she has no elaborate fantasies, kinks, or fetishes of her own. She indulges me in this because she sees how it ignites my desire, how my small cock hardens at the sight of her watching those scenes. I'd observe her reactions closely - the way her breath would hitch, her green eyes widening at the image of well-endowed men, naked and throbbing, plunging into eager wives while their husbands watched from the sidelines, sometimes stroking themselves in humiliated arousal.

I'd lean in close, my hand tracing the curve of her thigh, and whisper comments to heighten the moment. "Fuck, look at that stud's massive dick. He's so fucking hard, veins bulging. Bet that makes your pussy wet, doesn't it, lover?"

Lyn would flush, her cheeks turning a delicate pink, her voice shy at first. "Yeah, it's big... but I love your cock, Jon."

As time passed and she realized how much her words fueled my fire, her responses grew bolder, more teasing. She'd press her thick body against mine, her large breasts squishing softly against my chest, and murmur in that deep, sultry voice, "Oh shit, Jon, see the size of that guy's hard-on? His cock is enormous, so stiff and ready to fuck." I'd groan, my small cock twitching as I encouraged her lewd commentary on those porn stars' impressive tools. It became our intimate game - filthy verbal foreplay over wine that inevitably led to us tearing at each other's clothes, fucking with a passion that left us both breathless. I'd probe for details about her past lovers, and she'd share more openly, describing their sizes, how they filled her, the way they made her cum. These conversations stripped away any lingering jealousy, strengthening our bond and pushing us toward new erotic horizons.

In the last few years, we've woven "the other man" theme into our bedroom play with increasing intensity. I started surprising her with dildos, the first one a Valentine's Day gift wrapped in red silk - realistic models that mimicked the feel of a real cock. Our go-to favorite is this lifelike 8-inch monster, thick and smooth, with pronounced veins, realistic coloring, and a set of heavy balls. The strong suction cup base allows us to get creative; we'd stick it to the wall or the headboard for hands-free fun. In our simulated threesomes, Lyn would bend over standing beside the bed, her thick ass high in the air, sucking my small cock while backing her dripping pussy onto the dildo. The sight was intoxicating - her full cheeks jiggling with each thrust, her large breasts swinging pendulously, nipples grazing the sheets. She'd moan around my shaft, "Mmm, two cocks filling me up," making it feel so damn real. Another favorite setup had her sucking the dildo while I pounded her from behind, my face inches from hers as she lavished that fake cock with her tongue, slurping and deepthroating it like a pro.

We'd name our "other man" after familiar faces - coworkers, actors, athletes - crafting elaborate backstories that heightened the role-play. Both of us contributed ideas, laughing and getting turned on as we built these characters. One of my ultimate thrills was double-penetrating her: my small cock sliding into her tight ass while the dildo claimed her pussy, our shafts rubbing together through her thin inner walls, the sensation driving us both wild. She'd cry out, "Yes, fuck my holes, both of you!" her body trembling as orgasms ripped through her. But the pinnacle for me was watching her perform solo with the dildo. Lyn had a knack for making it theatrical, teasing herself - and me - with slow licks along the shaft, stroking it like a lover's cock, sucking it deep until her lips stretched around the girth, then easing it into her wet slit. Her filthy talk would echo in the room: "Watch me fuck this big cock, Jon. It's stretching my pussy so good." I'd stroke my small dick, mesmerized by her explosive climaxes, her thick body arching, breasts heaving, pussy clenching around the toy as she screamed in ecstasy.

Last year, I mustered the courage to suggest making it real - Lyn fucking another man while I watched from the shadows, my voyeur husband fantasies coming to life. She laughed it off at first, her shy nature surfacing. "Jon, I don't need anyone but you. It's scorching hot as fantasy, but let's keep it that way." Yet, the mere discussion sparked a fire in us, our sessions becoming more intense. Gradually, her curiosity grew; she'd ask if I truly desired it, and we'd hypothesize ways to find a suitable guy - safe, anonymous, no strings attached. My mind raced with lustful images: her thick curves writhing under a stranger, those massive tits bouncing as a big cock plunged into her, creampie dripping out for me to clean up. In public, at Dallas Mavericks games or neighborhood barbecues, I'd discreetly eye the men, imagining Lyn's cheating wife side emerging, her pussy filled with their cum while I watched, humiliated yet aroused.

We have this tradition of exchanging "gift certificates" for sexual favors, a playful way to expand our boundaries. For Christmas, Lyn handed me one that read: "Entitling the bearer to one sexual fantasy of his choice - no restrictions." I'd redeemed a similar one before, pushing her to act out a bi-curious scene where the "other man" fucked my ass after her pussy. She was shocked initially, but when redemption time came, she dove in with gusto, pounding my lubed hole with the dildo while sucking my cock, making me shoot ropes of cum. This time, I decided to go for broke. "Lyn, love, I'm cashing this in. Five days from now, Thursday night, I'm watching you get fucked by another man."

Her green eyes widened in surprise. "Jon, are you for real?"

I nodded, my heart hammering. "After all our talk and play, it turns me on insanely. But only if you're on board."

She pondered, then admitted she wasn't entirely shocked. "I've seen how stories from that online sex stories site get you going - all those hotwife tales." She paused, then asked, "If we did it, who would he be? Do you have someone in mind?"

That question unlocked the door. I laid out my meticulously crafted plan, my small cock stirring as I spoke. We'd head to a upscale hotel bar in downtown Dallas, like The Ritz-Carlton, on a Thursday night teeming with business travelers - men far from home, seeking adventure in the anonymity of the city. We'd survey the room, zeroing in on a guy Lyn found attractive based on looks alone. Then, we'd approach, strike up conversation over drinks, assess his personality to ensure he was the right fit for our "other man" fantasy. If he agreed, and she did, we'd proceed to his room. Safety was paramount: first names only, no personal details exchanged.

"Damn, Jon, you've really mapped this out," she said, her voice laced with amusement.

I detailed our signals - "ladies room" for rejection, "be right back" for approval. If greenlit, I'd make the pitch while she was away: "Would you like to fuck my wife while I watch? It's our shared fantasy." The hotel setting was ideal: high-end crowd minimizing risks, his room for privacy, no way for anyone to trace us afterward.

Then, Lyn contributed her own idea. "He needs to be married - ring on his finger. It feels safer, like he's got something to lose too."

My pulse quickened; she was actively participating! "How does it sound overall?"

She smiled wickedly. "It sounds doable. If it's what you want, I'm in. That certificate obligates me."

We sealed it with a deep kiss, my hands cupping her large breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened. "You're so fucking sexy, Lyn. I love you more than anything."

The wait until Thursday was torture, our anticipation building as we abstained from sex to heighten the edge. My mind was consumed with visions of her pussy stretched by a stranger's cock, cum leaking out for me to lap up in creampie clean-up. Thursday arrived, and we got home early, the air thick with nervous energy. I showered first, stepping out to find Lyn in her most provocative lingerie: black silk boy-short panties that rode up her thick ass cheeks, a matching bra straining against her massive natural breasts, cleavage spilling over like an invitation, and thigh-high silk stockings that accentuated her shapely legs. Her brunette hair was piled high, makeup enhancing her green eyes with smoky shadow.

"Fuck, Lyn, those tits are killing me. You're a walking wet dream."

She blushed shyly. "Hope it does the trick."

I dressed in gray wool slacks, a black silk shirt, and a gray sport coat - casual yet classy. Lyn slipped into a short black dress, low-cut to showcase her breasts' generous swell, a simple gold necklace nestling in her cleavage, and 3-inch heels that made her ass pop even more. She looked like pure temptation, ready to be unwrapped.

"Some lucky fucker has no clue what's coming," I thought, my small cock semi-hard as we drove downtown.

The drive was tense, small talk interspersed with silent glances. We parked near The Ritz-Carlton Dallas, the city skyline glittering like a promise. Walking through the lobby, I felt disconnected from the everyday crowd, my mind on the filthy adventure ahead. We claimed a table in the bar at 7:30, me with a smooth bourbon, Lyn sipping a Cosmopolitan. The room was quiet, a handful of solo men nursing drinks.

"Everyone upstairs jerking to porn?" I teased.

"Just like you on business trips, calling me to describe your strokes," she shot back, her green eyes twinkling.

We eyed potential prospects. Two guys fizzled - dull conversations leading to Lyn's "no" signal. She grew more engaged, scanning the increasing crowd with a hungry gaze that made my cock twitch. After a sip of her fresh drink, she said, "Hold on, I'm checking them out."

She paraded around the bar, her thick ass swaying in that "fuck me" walk, her breasts bouncing subtly. Men's eyes followed her like predators, and I stroked myself discreetly under the table, aroused by their lust.

Returning, she whispered excitedly, "He's here - the dark-haired one in the blue shirt."

We approached Max, a 25-year-old stunner from L.A., married with a ring gleaming on his finger. Sharp features, jet-black hair, dark skin contrasting his white smile. Compact and fit, he exuded youth and vitality. They bonded over L.A. stories, her laughter ringing out as I felt my heart race.

Minutes in, Lyn excused herself with "be right back" - the yes signal.

Alone with Max, I stammered, "We'd like you to fuck Lyn while I watch. It's our fantasy."

He was shocked but curious. We discussed details over another round, him sharing he's happily married but open to life's thrills. After 15 minutes, he stood. "Upstairs?"

In his lavish suite with city views, two king beds dominated. We sat, but Max pulled Lyn to his bed. "Sit with me."

Lights perfect, no cameras. He kissed her deeply, tongues entwining, hands roaming her dress, squeezing her large breasts. I watched from the other bed, stripping, my small cock hard.

They kissed passionately for minutes, hands exploring. Lyn stood, dropping her dress, standing in lingerie. Max groaned, "You're gorgeous."

She undressed him, revealing his toned body. He removed her stockings slowly, kissing her calves, thighs, inhaling her scent. Lyn pushed him back, unbuckling his belt, pulling down his pants. In boxers, his bulge massive.

"Strip, Jon," Max commanded.

I did, my 4.5-incher erect. Max unbraed Lyn, freeing her tits. He worshipped them, sucking nipples, biting gently, making her moan. "These breasts are incredible, so full and natural."

He slid off her panties, slapping her thick ass, watching it ripple. Lyn pushed him up, yanking his boxers down. His huge cock sprang out - 8 inches, thick, veiny.

"Fuck, Max, your cock is perfect," Lyn breathed, stroking it, rubbing it on her face. "So thick, growing for me."

She sucked him, lips stretching, tongue swirling the head, hand cupping his heavy balls. "These balls feel so full of cum."

He pulled back. "My turn to taste you."

Lyn lay back, breasts heaving. Max kissed down her body, lingering on her tits, sucking each nipple until they were rock-hard. He spread her legs, licking her inner thighs, teasing her clit with his tongue. She gasped, fingers in his hair. "Oh god, yes, eat my pussy."

He dove in, tongue-fucking her hole, fingers rubbing her clit. Lyn writhed, "Finger me, Max."

She returned the favor, stroking his cock while he ate her, then sucking him again, deepthroating as much as she could, gagging slightly on his girth.

"I need you inside me," she begged.

He teased her slit with his head, rubbing her clit. "Beg for this big cock."

"Please, fuck my pussy with that huge dick!"

He flipped her to doggy, ass up. "Jon, guide me in."

I held his thick shaft, rubbing it on her wet lips, pushing the head in. He stretched her, thrusting slowly. Lyn moaned, "So full, it's splitting me."

I released, stroking as he fucked her, finger in her ass. She came hard, pussy clenching. I exploded, cum splattering my chest.

He continued, flipping to missionary. More foreplay - he sucked her tits while fingering her, she jerked him. He entered her again, pounding deep.

Then cowgirl: She rode him, tits bouncing. He thrust up, creampie flooding her pussy.

"Clean it up, Jon," Max said, his voice commanding as he pulled out, his massive cock slick with their combined juices, still semi-hard and twitching from the aftershocks of his release. A thick glob of his cum oozed from the tip, landing on Lyn's thigh with a wet splat.

Lyn rolled onto her back, spreading her thick thighs wide, her pussy lips puffy and red from the relentless fucking, Max's creampie starting to leak out in slow, creamy rivulets. Her large natural breasts heaved with each breath, nipples still erect and glistening from his earlier attention. She looked at me with those bright green eyes, now dark with lust and satisfaction, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Come on, Jon, you know you want to taste it. Lick up Max's hot load from my sloppy cunt. Be a good cuckold husband and clean your wife's used pussy."

My small cock, which had never fully softened after my first orgasm, throbbed back to life at her words. The humiliation mixed with raw excitement was intoxicating - seeing my shy, vanilla wife transformed into this cheating hotwife, her hole stretched and filled by a younger stud's superior dick. I crawled between her legs, the scent of their sex hitting me like a wave: musky, salty, with the tangy aroma of her arousal mingling with his thick semen. Max's cum was everywhere - dripping from her folds, coating her inner thighs, pooling on the sheets below.

I lowered my face to her drenched slit, my tongue darting out to lap at the first trail of cum trickling down her ass crack. The taste exploded on my tongue - bitter, salty, viscous, the essence of another man's dominance over my wife's body. "Fuck, Lyn, it's so much cum," I groaned, my voice muffled against her flesh. "Max filled you so deep, didn't he? Your pussy's overflowing with his load."

Lyn moaned, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. "That's right, eat it all, Jon. Suck his thick jizz out of my cheating cunt. You love knowing a real man's cock stretched me wide and dumped his seed inside your wife, don't you? Lick it clean, cuck - taste how much better he fucked me than you ever could with that little dick of yours."

Her filthy words sent a jolt straight to my balls. I buried my face deeper, my tongue plunging into her well-fucked hole, scooping out globs of Max's warm cum. It coated my lips, dribbled down my chin as I slurped hungrily, the lewd sounds filling the room. Max watched from the side, his huge cock starting to harden again, a smirk on his face. "Look at him go, Lyn. Your husband's a natural cum-eater. Bet he's never been this hard before."

I couldn't deny it. My 4.5-inch cock was rock-hard, aching as I humped the bed beneath me, the friction driving me wild. The degradation of cleaning another man's creampie from my wife's pussy - the woman I'd loved for 25 years - was the ultimate turn-on. I sucked her clit, feeling more cum ooze out, swallowing it down greedily. "God, it's so fucking hot," I muttered between licks. "Your pussy tastes like his cum, Lyn. I can feel how loose he made you."

Lyn bucked her hips against my mouth, grinding her sloppy folds on my face. "Keep eating, Jon. Suck every drop of that superior load out of me. You're such a pathetic cuck, getting off on cleaning up after a real stud. Mmm, yeah, just like that - tongue-fuck my creampied hole."

The combination of her taunts, the creamy texture filling my mouth, and the sheer excitement of the moment pushed me over the edge. Without touching myself, my small cock erupted, spurting ropes of my own cum onto the sheets as I continued to devour her cum-soaked pussy. Waves of pleasure crashed through me, my body shuddering as I moaned into her flesh, the taste of Max's seed intensifying my orgasm. "I'm cumming... fuck, eating his cum is making me cum so hard!"

Lyn laughed breathlessly, her own body trembling from the aftershocks. "That's my good cuckold. Cum while you clean me up. Now you know your place."

Max chuckled, stroking his reviving cock. "Damn, that's hot. Ready for round two?"

We continued for hours - another round with Lyn sucking Max while I fucked her ass, then switching, always ending in creampie. I cleaned each one, the humiliation fueling my arousal. Multiple positions: reverse cowgirl, spooning, standing. Foreplay between: mutual oral, tit-fucking.

By midnight, we were spent. "Incredible," I said.

We left, memories etched forever. Now, our fantasies feature "Max," and we hint at repeating in Dallas.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc30.jpg





