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Foreword

Dear Reader,

Thank you for picking up Workshop BBC Awakening.

This story was written for those who crave raw, immediate heat and unfiltered exploration of a long-married wife’s awakening to the intense pleasure only a dominant, well-endowed Black bull can deliver. From the very first pages, Lyn discovers what her body has been missing for decades, while her devoted husband Jon learns the intoxicating thrill of watching—and cleaning up after—her transformation into a confident hotwife.

Expect explicit interracial action, heavy size contrast, multiple intense orgasms, voyeuristic cuckold humiliation, and a creamy finish that leaves everyone satisfied. If you enjoy instant hooks, lush mature curves, and the delicious shift from hesitant curiosity to eager addiction, you’re in the right place.

Turn the page and let Lyn show you just how good it feels when a neglected wife finally gets the deep, powerful fucking she deserves.

Enjoy the ride,

Joseph Robert

North Pole


Chapter 1: Theater Flames

Lyn’s fingers trembled as they traced the heavy, warm ridge bulging against Reggy’s slacks in the shadowed alcove just steps from the theater seats. Even only half aroused, the sheer mass of him pressed insistently into her palm—already far thicker and longer than Jon’s entire stiff four inches. Heat flooded her face and pooled low in her belly, her breath coming in shallow little bursts while the distant pulse of sensual music from the stage still vibrated through the walls.

She had slipped out alone for the evening, telling Jon she needed a girls’ night of culture. The erotic dance performance had stirred something restless inside her thick, fifty-year-old body—every slow grind and powerful thrust on stage reminding her how long it had been since she felt truly filled, truly taken. A few glasses of rich red wine past her usual limit had melted her usual careful restraint into something bolder, hungrier.

Then Reggy’s deep, smooth voice had cut through the crowd like velvet thunder. “Lyn? That you, boss lady from back in the day?”

Twenty-three years of marriage, and here she was—flushed, tipsy, standing inches from the man who used to bounce rowdy patrons at the bar she once managed. Back then he had been twenty-two, lean and lanky. Now at thirty-five he towered over her, broad shoulders filling out a crisp black button-down, dark skin gleaming under the low lights, every inch of him radiating raw masculine power.

His gaze dropped openly to the deep cleavage spilling from her emerald dress, the heavy weight of her large natural breasts rising and falling with each quick breath. “Damn… you still look like pure trouble wrapped in silk. Those curves got even more dangerous with time.”

Lyn laughed, a nervous, throaty sound, but she didn’t pull her hand away from the growing heat beneath his zipper. Instead her fingers squeezed gently, exploring the impossible girth. “Reggy… I shouldn’t be doing this. I’m married.”

“Yeah?” He stepped closer, one large hand sliding boldly along her waist to cup the generous swell of her hip. “And is that little husband of yours finally giving this body what it deserves? Or are you still stuck with those quick little finishes that leave you staring at the ceiling?”

Her cheeks burned hotter. The wine made the words slip out before she could stop them. “He tries… but he’s only four inches on a good day. And it’s over in under two minutes most nights. I haven’t felt properly… stretched… in years.”

Reggy’s low chuckle rumbled through his chest. He leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Four inches? Poor short-dicked white boy. Bet he barely tickles that hungry little pussy. You deserve a man who can actually reach where you need it, Lyn. Someone who can pound you until your legs give out and you’re still begging for more.”

A fresh rush of wetness soaked her lace panties. She bit her lip, thighs pressing together as her nipples tightened into aching peaks against the thin fabric of her dress. “I… I’ve never done anything like this before. But tonight… I need it. I need to feel what a real cock can do.”

His hand boldly palmed one of her heavy breasts right there in the alcove, thumb circling the stiff nipple until she gasped. “These tits always drove me crazy back at the bar. So full, so soft. Been dying to get my hands on them since I saw you tonight. Tell you what—if you want this dick, you’re gonna get every thick inch. No gentle bullshit. I’m gonna open that tight married pussy wide and show you what you’ve been missing.”

Lyn’s knees nearly buckled. She gave his swelling length one last hungry squeeze, feeling it thicken further under her touch until she knew without doubt it had to be at least eleven inches and brutally girthy. The contrast made her dizzy with need.

“Come with me,” she whispered, voice husky with sudden decision. “My husband’s at home, but there’s a private workshop behind the house. Detached. Soundproof enough. No one will interrupt us.”

Reggy’s grin flashed white in the dim light. “Lead the way, sexy. I’ve been waiting thirteen years to wreck this thick white body properly.”

She grabbed his large hand and tugged him through the exiting crowd, heart hammering with a mix of guilt, excitement, and overwhelming arousal. The cool night air hit her flushed skin as they climbed into her car. During the short drive to their secluded, upscale property, her mind raced. Jon was probably already in bed, small cock soft and satisfied after his usual two-minute routine weeks ago. She didn’t care anymore if he woke up. Tonight she was finally going to get fucked the way a woman like her deserved—hard, deep, and by a dominant Black man half her age who knew exactly how to handle every lush curve she offered.

By the time they pulled into the long driveway and slipped quietly around the side of the main house toward the detached workshop, Lyn’s panties were drenched. She unlocked the heavy door with shaking fingers, flicked on a single soft lamp that bathed the spacious, tool-lined space in warm golden light, and turned to face Reggy.

The moment the door clicked shut behind them, she sank to her knees on the cool concrete, thick thighs spreading wide as her hands frantically worked his belt and zipper.

“Show me,” she breathed, eyes locked upward on his powerful frame. “Let me see what’s going to ruin me for my husband forever.”

Reggy threaded his fingers through her dark brunette hair and smirked down at her. “That’s my girl. Time to worship the cock that’s about to stretch that neglected pussy wide open.”


Chapter 2: Workshop Worship

The heavy workshop door had barely latched before Lyn dropped heavily to her knees on the smooth concrete, her thick thighs spreading wide beneath the hem of her emerald dress. Her full breasts heaved with every rapid breath, nipples stiff and visibly straining against the silky fabric as she stared up at Reggy with wide, glassy eyes. Without a word she yanked his belt open, dragged the zipper down, and tugged his pants and boxer briefs to mid-thigh in one eager motion.

His heavy cock sprang free, swinging heavily between his muscular legs like a dark, veined club. Even at half-mast it dwarfed anything she had ever seen—already longer and thicker than Jon’s full, rigid four inches. The smooth, chocolate-brown shaft pulsed with latent power, the wide, flared head glistening faintly under the single overhead lamp. Lyn’s mouth watered instantly.

“Oh my god…” she whispered, voice cracking with raw hunger. Her soft, manicured hands reached out, wrapping around the warm, weighty length. Both palms together barely circled its impressive girth. She gave it a slow, testing squeeze and felt it swell even thicker in response, the skin velvet-soft over steel-hard core. “It’s… so much bigger. I can’t believe how heavy it feels.”

Reggy chuckled low in his chest, one large hand gently cradling the back of her head while the other rested on his hip. “That’s what a real man brings to the table, Lyn. Not that pathetic little pink stub your husband waves around. Go on—taste it. Show me how bad you’ve been craving something that can actually fill that pretty mouth.”

Lyn leaned forward, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the broad head. The clean, masculine scent of him filled her senses, making her pussy clench emptily. She dragged her tongue slowly along the underside, tracing the subtle ridge where head met shaft, then swirled around the tip, savoring the faint salty tang of his skin. Encouraged by his soft groan, she opened wider and took the head between her lips, sucking gently while her hands stroked the thick base in long, twisting motions.

The sheer size forced her jaw to stretch in a way that sent sparks of pleasure-pain through her. Saliva quickly coated him, making every glide slick and noisy. She bobbed deeper, taking more of his growing length until the head bumped the back of her throat. Instead of pulling back she relaxed, humming around him, letting the vibrations travel along his shaft while her heavy breasts swayed and brushed against his thighs with every movement.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Reggy murmured, fingers tightening slightly in her brunette hair. “Look at you—married white woman on her knees for Black cock like you were born for it. Bet your husband never gets his little thing sucked like this. He probably finishes the second you touch him.”

Lyn moaned loudly around his cock at the words, the humiliation twisting into fresh heat between her legs. She pulled off just long enough to gasp, “He does… sometimes he doesn’t even last thirty seconds once I put my mouth on him. I’ve never been able to take my time like this… never had anything this thick to worship.” Then she dove back down, sucking harder, hollowing her cheeks while one hand slipped between her own thighs to rub frantic circles over her soaked panties.

Reggy watched her with dark, hungry eyes, slowly rocking his hips to feed her more of his now fully erect eleven-inch monster. “That’s it, baby. Get it nice and wet. You’re gonna need every drop of spit when I slide this between those thick white thighs. Your tight little pussy’s never had to open this wide before, has it?”

She shook her head without releasing him, eyes watering with effort and lust as she forced another inch past her gag reflex. Strings of shiny saliva connected her lips to his glistening shaft every time she pulled back for air. Her large breasts jiggled heavily inside her dress, the deep cleavage now damp with her own spit. She could feel her clit throbbing under her fingers, her inner walls fluttering with desperate need.

After several long, messy minutes of devoted sucking and licking, Reggy finally pulled her off his cock with a wet pop. A thick strand of saliva stretched from her swollen lower lip to the shiny head before breaking. He hauled her to her feet, spun her around, and bent her forward over the sturdy wooden workbench that dominated the center of the room. Her heavy breasts flattened against the cool surface, nipples scraping deliciously as he hiked her dress up over her wide hips.

Reggy hooked his fingers into the waistband of her drenched lace panties and peeled them down her legs, letting them drop around her ankles. He spread her feet wider, exposing her glistening, puffy lips and the tight pink entrance that had only ever known Jon’s inadequate little cock.

“Damn, look at that pretty married pussy,” he growled appreciatively, running two thick fingers along her slit and collecting her abundant wetness. “Already dripping like you’ve been waiting thirteen years for this. You ready for me to open you up, Lyn? Ready to feel what a real man’s cock can do?”

Lyn pushed back against his hand, voice breaking into a needy whimper. “Yes… please. I need it so bad. Stretch me. Fuck me deeper than he ever could. I don’t care if Jon hears. I don’t care about anything right now except feeling you inside me.”

Reggy lined up the broad, slick head of his massive cock against her entrance and began to push. The pressure was immense—her outer lips parting slowly, reluctantly, around the sheer girth. Inch by relentless inch he sank forward, her tight walls stretching around him in burning, exquisite waves. Lyn’s mouth fell open in a silent cry, fingers clawing at the workbench as her entire body trembled.

Halfway in, the first powerful orgasm crashed through her without warning. Her legs shook violently, a long, throaty moan tearing from her chest as her inner muscles spasmed wildly around the thick invasion. She had never come from penetration alone—Jon’s quick, shallow thrusts had never reached the spots Reggy was already brushing.

“Oh fuck… oh my god, I’m coming already…” she gasped, voice hoarse and stunned.

Reggy didn’t stop. He kept pressing deeper, feeding her more of his length until his heavy balls finally rested snug against her soaked folds and the head kissed places inside her she hadn’t known existed. Only then did he pause, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness while her body continued to flutter and pulse around him.

“That’s just the beginning, baby,” he murmured, one hand stroking soothing circles over her plump ass cheek. “By the time I’m done with you tonight, you’re gonna sound like a completely different woman. And your little husband is never gonna be enough again.”

Lyn could only moan in dazed agreement, her thick body still quivering from the aftershocks, pussy stretched deliciously around the biggest cock she had ever taken—ready for the deep, relentless pounding she had craved for decades.


Chapter 3: Deep Black Pounding

Reggy held himself buried to the hilt inside Lyn’s newly stretched core, letting her feel every pulsing inch while her walls rippled and fluttered around his thickness. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced—full, heavy pressure that reached places Jon’s short, hurried strokes had never touched. Her thick thighs trembled against the workbench, breasts squished flat beneath her, nipples tingling from the cool wood.

“Easy now,” he murmured, voice low and steady as his large hands gripped her soft hips. “Breathe through it. Let that tight white pussy learn how to take a man who actually knows what he’s doing.”

Lyn exhaled a shaky laugh that dissolved into a moan when he gave the smallest experimental roll of his hips. The movement sent fresh sparks racing up her spine. “It’s so deep… I can feel you everywhere. My husband never… he never gets close to this.”

Reggy answered by drawing back slowly, almost to the tip, then gliding forward again in one smooth, deliberate stroke that made her eyes roll back. The drag of his thick shaft against her sensitive inner walls created a delicious friction that had her gasping. He set a measured rhythm—long, powerful glides that let her feel the full weight and length of him each time he bottomed out, his heavy sack tapping softly against her swollen clit.

Within minutes her second climax built with startling speed. It rolled through her like a slow-building wave, cresting hard as her entire body seized. A raw, throaty cry escaped her lips, louder than anything Jon had ever drawn from her in twenty-three years. Her walls clamped and released in rhythmic pulses, coating Reggy’s cock with fresh slickness as pleasure crashed over her in bright, shuddering bursts.

“Listen to that pretty voice,” Reggy praised, never breaking stride. “That’s what a real fuck sounds like. Bet your little man has never made you sing like this.” He reached around to cup one of her heavy breasts, rolling the stiff peak between his fingers while his hips continued their steady assault.

The added stimulation pushed Lyn straight into another peak. Her legs buckled; only Reggy’s firm grip kept her upright as she came again, harder this time, a keening wail echoing off the workshop walls. Sweat beaded along her spine, her dark hair sticking to her flushed neck.

Without warning Reggy pulled out, spun her around, and lifted her onto the workbench so she sat facing him. He hooked her knees over his elbows, spreading her wide, and stepped between her thick thighs. The new angle let him watch her face as he pushed back inside—slower this time, savoring the way her eyes widened and her full lips parted in a silent gasp.

“Look at me while I fuck you,” he commanded softly. “I want to see exactly what this big Black cock is doing to that married pussy.”

Lyn’s gaze locked onto his as he began thrusting again—deeper, more purposeful strokes that made her heavy breasts bounce freely with every impact. Each plunge sent jolts of intense pleasure radiating outward until she was panting, nails digging into his broad shoulders. The contrast of his dark, muscled torso against her pale, soft curves only heightened the thrill.

A third orgasm slammed into her without mercy. Her head fell back, mouth open in a long, broken moan as her body convulsed around him. Clear fluid trickled down her inner thighs, mixing with the steady sheen of her arousal. Reggy groaned in approval, picking up speed, the wet sounds of their joining filling the workshop.

Outside, hidden in the shadows beside the side window, Jon stood frozen. He had crept across the lawn after hearing strange, feminine cries drifting from the detached building. Now his small hand was wrapped tightly around his four-inch erection, stroking frantically as he watched his voluptuous wife get railed by the tall Black stranger. The sight of Lyn’s face twisted in ecstasy—something he had never once produced—sent a humiliating rush of arousal through him. His little cock throbbed painfully in his fist. He came hard within seconds, warm spurts landing on the grass at his feet, but he didn’t stop. His hand kept moving, eyes glued to the way Reggy’s thick shaft disappeared repeatedly into Lyn’s stretched opening.

Inside, Reggy shifted again, laying Lyn back fully on the workbench and pressing her knees toward her shoulders. The position folded her lush body, exposing her completely as he drove downward with long, forceful strokes. Her large breasts jiggled wildly with every thrust, soft flesh rippling in time with his movements.

“You feel that?” he growled, voice rough with effort. “That’s what you’ve been missing all these years. A cock that can actually own this pussy.”

Lyn could only nod frantically, another climax already building low in her belly. “Yes… god, yes… don’t stop. It feels too good…”

Her fourth release hit like a sudden storm—body arching sharply off the wood, a sharp, breathless cry tearing from her throat as every muscle tightened and released in waves of blinding pleasure. Reggy rode her through it, hips never faltering, drawing out her pleasure until she was limp and gasping beneath him.

From his hidden vantage point Jon pumped himself to a second, weaker orgasm, knees shaking as he bit back any sound. The mixture of shame and raw excitement left him dizzy, yet he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scene—his confident, thick-bodied wife reduced to a moaning, quivering mess under the younger Black man’s relentless pace.

Reggy leaned down, capturing one of Lyn’s stiff nipples between his lips while continuing to grind deep inside her. The dual sensation sent her spiraling toward yet another edge. She clutched at his back, nails leaving faint trails across his dark skin, lost completely in the overwhelming sensations he was wringing from her body.

The night was far from over, and both Lyn and the secretly watching Jon were only beginning to understand just how thoroughly her world was about to change.


Chapter 4: Hidden Voyeur Climax

Reggy’s hips snapped forward with renewed intensity, driving his thick length into Lyn with deep, possessive strokes that made the sturdy workbench creak beneath her. Her thick legs remained folded high against her chest, knees nearly touching her shoulders, leaving her completely open and vulnerable to every powerful plunge. Each thrust sent ripples across her soft belly and made her heavy breasts bounce in hypnotic, heavy arcs. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the workshop—sharp, rhythmic slaps that mixed with her breathless cries.

Lyn’s head thrashed from side to side, dark hair sticking to her damp forehead. Another climax was already coiling tight in her core, tighter and hotter than the last. “Reggy… oh fuck, I’m so close again,” she panted, voice cracking with desperation. “You’re hitting spots I didn’t even know I had.”

He answered with a wicked grin, grinding his pelvis against her clit on every downstroke while his hands gripped the soft flesh of her thighs for leverage. “That’s right, baby. Let it all out. I want to feel this married pussy squeeze me when you come undone one more time.”

The pressure exploded through her without warning. Lyn’s entire body arched violently off the wood, a raw, guttural wail ripping from her throat as waves of blinding pleasure tore through every nerve. Her inner walls pulsed wildly around his girth, milking him in frantic spasms while fresh slickness coated his shaft and dripped down to pool beneath her. She shook uncontrollably, large breasts quivering, toes curling tight as the orgasm seemed to go on and on, longer and more intense than anything Jon had ever coaxed from her body in their long marriage.

Reggy rode her through every tremor, his own breathing growing ragged. “Goddamn, you come so pretty when you’re getting properly fucked,” he growled, never slowing his relentless pace. Sweat glistened on his dark chest as he leaned over her, capturing her mouth in a messy, demanding kiss. Their tongues tangled while he continued pounding into her, drawing out her pleasure until she was whimpering into his mouth.

Outside the side window, Jon remained pressed against the glass in the darkness, his small hand flying furiously up and down his four-inch erection. The sight of his voluptuous wife lost in ecstasy—face contorted in bliss he had never seen, body jolting with every deep thrust from the tall Black man—had him throbbing painfully. He had already come twice, sticky trails cooling on the grass at his feet, but the humiliation only fueled him. His knees felt weak, yet he couldn’t stop stroking, eyes locked on the way Reggy’s thick, dark cock disappeared repeatedly into Lyn’s stretched, glistening entrance.

Inside, Reggy straightened up, hooked Lyn’s ankles over his shoulders, and drove downward with even more force. The new angle let him sink impossibly deeper, the broad head pressing firmly against her cervix with every plunge. Lyn’s eyes flew wide, another sharp cry escaping as yet another orgasm built with frightening speed.

“I can’t… I can’t stop coming,” she gasped, nails raking down his arms. “It’s too much… you’re too big… it feels too fucking good.”

“Come for me again,” Reggy demanded, voice rough with his own building release. “Milk this big Black cock with that greedy white pussy. Show me how bad you needed this.”

Her fifth climax hit like a freight train. Lyn’s whole body seized, back bowing sharply as a long, broken scream tore from her lungs. Her walls clamped down hard around him in rhythmic contractions, fluttering and squeezing as pleasure flooded her senses in bright, overwhelming bursts. The intensity left her vision blurring at the edges, legs shaking violently in the air.

That final, powerful grip pushed Reggy over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan he buried himself to the root and erupted inside her. Hot, thick jets of his release flooded her depths, pulse after heavy pulse painting her inner walls. He kept grinding through his orgasm, ensuring every drop stayed deep as Lyn continued to tremble beneath him, aftershocks rippling through her.

For a long moment they stayed locked together, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Lyn’s heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly, a soft, satisfied smile playing on her swollen lips. “That was… incredible,” she whispered, reaching up to touch his cheek. “I’ve never come like that in my life. Never felt so full… so completely taken.”

Reggy leaned down, kissing her slowly and deeply before pulling out with a wet slide. A thick trickle of his cum immediately began to leak from her well-used entrance, running down her ass cheek onto the workbench. He gave her plump rear a firm, affectionate slap. “You handled that big dick like a champ, Lyn. Anytime you need more, you just say the word. Your little husband can’t compete with this.”

She laughed breathlessly, sitting up on shaky arms. “I think I’m ruined for anything else now.”

He pulled up his pants, flashing her one last hungry grin. “Good. Text me soon. This thick body deserves regular visits from a real man.” With that, he slipped quietly out the back door of the workshop and disappeared into the night.

Lyn remained on the workbench for another minute, catching her breath, feeling the warm evidence of Reggy’s load slowly dripping from her. A wicked little thrill ran through her at the thought of going back to the main house like this—marked, satisfied, and still leaking.

Outside, Jon frantically stroked his small cock to a third, shuddering orgasm. Thick spurts landed on the side of the workshop as he watched his wife begin to gather herself. His heart hammered with a dizzying mix of shame, arousal, and strange new excitement. Quietly, on trembling legs, he slipped away from the window and hurried back across the lawn toward the main house. He crept inside, wiped himself clean, and slid into bed, pretending to be asleep while his mind replayed every moment he had just witnessed. His little cock, spent three times already, still twitched faintly beneath the sheets.

Lyn soon followed, humming softly to herself as she made her way back to their bedroom, ready to share every filthy detail with the man who had no idea she knew he had been watching.


Chapter 5: Bedroom Reckoning

Lyn slipped quietly into the master bedroom, the soft click of the door barely audible over the low hum of the ceiling fan. Her emerald dress was rumpled and slightly askew, the fabric clinging to her sweat-dampened skin. Between her thick thighs, a warm, steady trickle of Reggy’s release continued to seep from her well-fucked pussy, slowly coating her inner lips and threatening to run down her leg. She could still feel the delicious ache where his massive cock had stretched her open, her body humming with the afterglow of more orgasms than she could count.

Jon lay perfectly still under the sheets, eyes closed, pretending to sleep. His heart pounded so hard he was sure she could hear it. The image of his wife writhing beneath that tall, powerful Black man replayed behind his eyelids—her heavy breasts bouncing wildly, her face twisted in pure ecstasy, sounds of pleasure pouring from her that he had never once managed to draw out in twenty-three years of marriage. His small four-inch cock, already drained three times that night, stirred traitorously beneath the thin fabric of his pajama bottoms.

Lyn smiled to herself in the dim moonlight filtering through the curtains. She knew he was awake. She could sense the tension in his small frame. Without a word she peeled off her dress, letting it pool at her feet, then climbed onto the bed completely naked. Her large, natural breasts swayed heavily as she crawled toward him, nipples still stiff and sensitive from Reggy’s mouth.

“Jon…” she whispered, her voice husky and teasing as she slipped under the covers. Her soft hand found his thigh and slid upward until her fingers wrapped gently around his stiffening little cock. It was already rock-hard again, twitching eagerly in her palm. “Mmm, someone’s excited. Were you waiting up for me?”

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his voice steady. “I… I thought you’d be home earlier.”

Lyn gave his modest length a slow, affectionate stroke, thumb circling the sensitive head. “I had a little detour. Remember that erotic dance show I went to? Well… I ran into someone from my old bar-managing days. Reggy. He’s all grown up now. Tall. Strong. And packing something I never expected.”

She leaned closer, her heavy breasts pressing warmly against his arm as she continued the lazy, teasing strokes. Jon’s breath hitched. “He… he what?”

“Oh, baby,” she purred, lips brushing his ear. “He had the biggest, thickest Black cock I’ve ever seen. At least eleven inches and so girthy my hand couldn’t even wrap around it properly. I couldn’t resist. I took him straight to the workshop and let him fuck me senseless.”

Jon’s hips jerked involuntarily, a soft whimper escaping him as she tightened her grip just a little.

“I dropped to my knees the second the door closed,” Lyn continued, voice dropping into a sultry whisper while her hand kept working his small shaft with perfect, practiced rhythm. “I sucked him so deep my jaw ached. He tasted so good—clean and masculine and so much thicker than you. Then he bent me over the workbench and worked that monster into my tight little pussy inch by inch. I came before he was even halfway in, Jon. Came so hard my legs gave out.”

She felt his cock pulse strongly in her hand. A bead of precum leaked from the tip, making her strokes slicker.

“Once he was all the way inside… god, it was like nothing I’ve ever felt. He fucked me so deep, hitting places you’ve never reached. I came over and over—five, six times maybe. I lost count. I was screaming, shaking, making noises I didn’t even know I could make. He flipped me around, folded me in half, and just pounded me until I was a dripping, quivering mess. And when he finally came… he filled me up so much it’s still leaking out of me right now.”

Lyn shifted, swinging one thick thigh over Jon’s chest. She straddled his face, lowering her freshly used, cum-filled pussy slowly toward his mouth. The scent of her arousal mixed with Reggy’s thick, musky load filled his nostrils—salty, slightly sweet, unmistakably different from anything he had ever tasted from her before.

“Clean me up, sweetheart,” she murmured, voice gentle but commanding as she settled her soft, plump lips right over his mouth. “Taste what a real man left inside your wife.”

Jon hesitated only a second before his tongue darted out, lapping eagerly at her swollen folds. The first thick glob of Reggy’s cum slid onto his tongue—warm, creamy, with a potent flavor that made his head spin. He moaned into her, the vibration drawing a soft sigh from Lyn as she began to rock gently against his face.

“That’s it… lick it all up. Every drop of that superior Black load. He stretched me so wide, Jon. I can still feel how open I am. You’d slip right out if you tried to fuck me right now.” She reached back and resumed stroking his little cock, now slick with his own leaking excitement. “But you love this, don’t you? Hearing how another man made me come harder than you ever have. Watching me get properly fucked while you hid outside jerking your tiny dick.”

Jon’s muffled groan vibrated against her clit. He licked deeper, sucking gently, swallowing every bit of the evidence of her cheating as his own orgasm built rapidly under her skilled hand.

Lyn rode his face with slow, deliberate grinds, her heavy breasts swaying above him. “He told me to text him anytime I need more. And I think I will, baby. My body needs this now. Needs to be stretched and filled and used by a big, dominant Black cock while my sweet little husband waits at home… or watches.”

The combination of her filthy words, the taste of another man’s cum, and her soft hand pumping him sent Jon spiraling. With a helpless cry into her pussy, he came for the fourth time that night—weak, watery spurts coating her fingers and his own stomach while his tongue continued lapping frantically at her creamy center.

Lyn moaned softly, grinding through his orgasm until she felt him go limp beneath her. Only then did she lift off his face, glistening with a mix of her juices and Reggy’s load. She looked down at her husband—flushed, spent, eyes glazed with a strange new mix of shame and adoration.

“We’re retired, Jon. Plenty of time and money to explore whatever we want.” She leaned down and kissed him deeply, letting him taste the remnants on her tongue. “And what I want… is more of that big Black cock. Lots more.”

Jon could only nod weakly, his small cock giving one final, exhausted twitch between her fingers.

Their comfortable, carefree life had just opened up to an entirely new, deliciously filthy chapter. One where Lyn would finally get the deep, powerful fucking she deserved, and Jon would learn to love every humiliating, arousing second of it.



The End
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