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Chapter one


The room was pitch black, except for the soft blue glow of his computer screen.

Jack sat hunched over, his fingers flying across the keyboard, his eyes glued to the flickering light. It was late, very late, and all was still save for the occasional clacking of his keyboard and the gentle hum of the computer.

As Jack sat in front of his computer, he felt a sense of familiarity wash over him. Here, in the safety of this chatroom, he could escape the confines of his ordinary life. Here, he could be anyone he wanted to be. He flexed his fingers, anticipating the rhythm of the keys, as he typed out his cuckold username and logged in.

Jack settled into his chair, his eyes scanning the messages that had accumulated over the course of the day. He smiled as he read the familiar banter of buddies, each one contributing to the collective energy of the room. He then leaned back in his chair, taking in the ambiance of the cuckold fetish, and let himself get lost in the moment.

As he scrolled through the seemingly endless stream of posts, Jack’s eyes caught sight of a photo of a well-built man. He didn’t recognize the nickname. Mister Mysterious.

He clicked on the new man’s profile picture. It showed a lean, muscular torso and a cock that was thick and shaved. Seeing the man’s profile photo somehow turned Jack on. He read the profile bio. “Interested in a husband who likes to show wife without restrictions”.

His profile picture was perfect, Jack thought to himself. He caught himself staring at the guy’s muscles and the veins snaking around his thick shaft longer than necessary. He then checked the man’s location and saw that it was just a few towns away.

Jack’s hands trembled as he started typing a private message to the stranger. “Hello there. How are you this evening?” The stranger’s response was instantaneous. “I’m good. I saw your wife’s picture in your profile, and she’s exquisite.”

Jack had posted a photo of his wife, Emily, on his profile. It helped him get comments from the guys and start chats. Emily’s picture showed her big tits, topped off with thick erect nipples. He had edited the photo to show her pretty smile, long red hair and her ample tits. He didn’t like to post naughty images with her face showing. It made him feel more safe this way.

Emily was 38 and had a gorgeous figure even after two pregnancies. She worked out regularly and monitored her diet. She worked at an advertising agency as an exec's assistant. That meant she always wore nice outfits and especially nice shoes.

They had been married for 16 years. The first ten of which had been amazing in the bedroom. Jack had enjoyed fucking her two, sometimes three, times a month. She was hot in bed and always played along with what Jack wanted.

Six years ago, the passion had died down. Either jack was tired or Emily was beat from work and mom duties. That meant the sex became less frequent and Jack had gone online looking for porn. Sometime then, even though he didn’t know exactly how, he found cuckold porn. It soon became his fetish. He would climax to the photos and videos that husbands posted, showing their wives getting fucked by hot studs.

It didn’t take too long and Jack imagined posting his own wife’s pictures. He had taken lots of them over the years, with Emily in different poses, wearing sexy outfits and scanty lingerie. She usually let him take naughty pictures when they were on vacation or had a few private days to themselves.

Jack loved it when Emily wore the skimpy lingerie he bought for her, especially the sexy ones he would order online. He would ask her to put them on before they went to bed and would watch her undress. He loved how her breasts bounced when she walked, and how her long, red hair fell around her shoulders.

But these days were different. Emily seemed distant, and Jack couldn’t help but wonder if it had something to do with him. He knew he wasn’t as attentive as he used to be, and he worried she was growing tired of him. He was almost only climaxing with guys in the cuckold chatroom now, which meant he wasn’t chasing her for sex either.

As Jack and the Mystery Man typed replies on the cuckold chatroom, Jack soon poured out his heart. Somehow, this man could get Jack to open up and tell more about his marriage than he usually would to the guys. He told the stranger about his concerns for his marriage, about the distance he felt growing between him and Emily. He revealed his fantasies to the stranger, even the desires he had kept hidden.

“I want to see my wife with another man,” Jack admitted as he typed. “I want to see him fuck her. Her eyes lighting up, watching his thick cock. To feel her skin against mine, knowing that she belongs to another man... and that he’s using her in any way he wants.”

Jack’s words came out in a rush as he typed. He had taken his dick out at this point and was already dripping. He would stroke it a few times in between typing, edging himself near climax, then holding off.

Mister Mysterious was also hard and drippy from all the pictures of Emily. He enjoyed a good cuckold husband who was submissive. It meant he could dominate the conversation, and that made his shaft particularly stiff. He responded steadily, choosing his words with care. “Have you ever considered actually making it happen?” He asked Jack, as his powerful hand wrapped and pumped his pulsing shaft.

Jack hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. Could he really go through with this? He imagined Emily’s surprise, her shock, and perhaps even her anger if he told her about it.

But he couldn’t help the way he felt. Jack’s gaze trailed down to his own lap, where his arousal was growing steadily harder in his hand. The chat with Mister Mysterious had really excited him. He stroked himself slowly, letting his mind wander to the possibility of seeing Emily with him. He imagined her submitting to his touch, and his dick twitched at the thought.

Jack let out a shaky breath, pushing away from his desk. He needed to clear his head, to focus on something else for a moment.

“BRB,” he typed into the chatroom and stood up, adjusting his shorts. He went to the stairs of his basement office and climbed up quietly. He then gently checked on Emily. She was sound asleep in their bedroom. He then went to the garage and lit up a cigarette. As he breathed in his mind wondered back to the Mystery Man. He thought about the man’s profile picture.

Jack imagined Mystery Man standing before him, tall and muscular, his handsome features illuminated by the soft glow of lights. He knew this encounter could change everything - his marriage, his relationship with his wife, even his self-perception. He felt excited, uncertain, and scared, but still wanted to move forward.

He finished his cigarette and wondered back to his office. He was unsure of what to say next, so he typed “I’m back” in the private message.

The man replied with a simple sentence, “Ready when you are?”

He took a deep breath and leaned back in his chair, trying to calm his racing heart.

The man then typed, “If your wife isn’t ready yet, maybe you should meet me yourself.”

Jack’s heart raced as he read the message, his mind filled with a mixture of excitement and uncertainty. “I gotta go,” he replied and exited the chatroom. He then stroked his dick as he fantasized about what the man had insinuated.

Jack had seen many husbands online who were into that type of thing. But the idea had never appealed to him. Until now. Soon he was nearing climax. Jack orgasmed hard, while thinking about meeting the Mystery Man in person and showing him Emily’s pictures.

For the next several days, Jack couldn’t stop thinking about the possibility of actually hooking up with the Mystery Man. He would wake up in the middle of the night, his heart pounding in anticipation. Each day, he would picture what might happen, imagining the man’s big shaved cock, his hands on Emily, and the pleasure that might ensue. He tried to push the thoughts aside, reminding himself that this was foolish, unrealistic—but he couldn’t resist the temptation.

Several weeks passed, and every night they would chat into the early dawn. Jack was feeling much more comfortable and shared lots of photos of Emily with the Mystery Man. He even found out that his name was Micheal.
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That Friday night, during dinner, Jack’s mind was consumed with thoughts of going to the cuckold chatroom and finding Micael again.

“Everything okay, darling?” Emily asked, noticing that something preoccupied him in thought and he was playing with the chicken thigh on his plate instead of eating it.

“What’s going on, honey? Are you feeling alright?”

Jack looked up at her, his eyes holding a mix of confusion and guilt. “I’m good, sweetheart,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “I’m just thinking about the Klassen project that I’m working on at the office.”

"I’m sure you’ll figure it out, Jack," she replied. “Now eat your dinner, honey, it’s getting cold,” Emily said as she picked up her fork and took a bite of her food. Jack nodded and took a sip of his wine. Something had always attuned her to his emotions, sensing when something was wrong.

Jack shook his head, attempting to clear his mind. “I’m fine, darling.” He said, trying to sound convincing. He didn’t want to burden her with his thoughts and desires.

After a moment of silence, Emily smiled and put her hand on Jack’s cheek. “You know I’m always here to listen if you need to talk, Jack. If whatever you’re thinking about is bothering you, tell me.” Emily said with a concerned tone.

“It’s nothing, sweetheart… so how’s work at the office for you?” He asked his pretty wife.

She gave a small smile in response and took a sip of her wine. She then leaned back in her seat and sighed contentedly. “My work is fine, dear. We got some new clients, and I’m working on some interesting projects.”

Emily paused for a moment, looking into Jack’s eyes. “You seem different lately, Jack. Is everything really alright?”

Jack felt a twinge of guilt knowing that he had been keeping secrets from Emily. He hesitated for a moment, unsure of how much to reveal.

“You know what honey, I think I want to take some new pictures of you tonight. It’s been a long time and I’ve been really wanting to take some naughty photos.” Emily raised her eyebrow as her green eyes widened. “Ok, maybe we can arrange for that after everyone goes to bed,” she replied with a wink.
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Later that evening, after the household went to bed, the couple went to their bedroom. “I’ll take a quick shower to freshen up,” Emily said, planting a soft kiss on Jack’s lips. She then took off her clothes and soon the sound of hot water running issued from the bathroom.

Jack was already into it. It wasn’t the thought of seeing his wife naked that excited him, but more the idea of showing Michael her pics later.

When Emily returned to the bedroom, she had wrapped herself in a fluffy white towel. “You won’t be needing that!” Jack smirked, as he took the damp towel off revealing her naked body. The hot water had flushed her tits and her nipples stood up.

Her skin was glistening from the steam. Jack stared at her as she dried off her hair. Emily caught him looking and smiled, “Like what you see?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Jack swallowed hard. Secretly, he was thinking about what Micheal the Mystery Man had said in the chatroom. He walked over and held her big tits, leaned down and sucked on her rose-colored nipples. He then ran his hand down her body and cupped her pussy. She had a fresh shave, with just a small tuft of hair above her slit. Her mound felt warm against his palm.

“Why don’t you put on those lacey black thongs, darling, and pose for me by the bed,” he whispered in her ear.

Emily nodded in agreement, her excitement growing with every word Jack spoke. She walked over to her dresser and pulled out the thongs he had requested, stepping into them slowly and seductively. As she made her way back to the bed, Jack unzipped his pants, letting them fall to the ground. His dick twitched with anticipation, ready for action.

“You look amazing,” Jack said as he took in the sight of Emily in the black lace panties. She was standing in front of him, her hands resting on her cocked hips, while her red hair cascaded down her back in loose waves. His eyes traveled over her generous tits, taking in every curve and dip. He knew any straight man would fuck her hard, given the chance.

“Thank you, honey.” Emily replied, blushing slightly.

“I really want to make sure I look my best for our Mystery Man.”

Jack froze. He felt an icy shiver rush down his back, his eyes growing in surprise. It was as if a north pole snow storm had booted him right in the nuts.


Chapter two


“Uh… what do you mean Mystery Man?” he asked.

Emily smiled coyly.

“Jack, honey, I’ve been checking on your computer. I know everything.” She replied.

Jack’s heart skipped a beat as he listened to her words. The bedroom spun around him and he felt faint. Emily knew about his online chats.

Taking a deep breath, he tried to gather his thoughts.

Play dumb… deny everything, he thought.

“What? You’ve been doing what! Checking my browsing history?”

As Jack processed the information, a range of emotions washed over him. Her revelation shocked him, made him angry and embarrassed. And yet, his wife, snooping on his online activities, strangely turned him on.

“I’m uh… I don’t know what to say,” he mumbled. Emily reached out and wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her big tits against him.

“You’re upset because I uncovered your little secret? It makes sense that you would feel betrayed, Jack. But I want you to understand that I’m not mad. I am disappointed though. Disappointed that you would choose to do this without telling me, without including me.”

Jack wondered how much Emily knew about his chatroom conversations and if she was really interested in cuckolding. she seemed to have taken it well.

“Emily, please. Don’t be mad at me, please, I’m sorry,” Jack begged.

Her expression softened, and she cupped his face with her soft hands. “I told you, darling, I’m not mad. I understand you needed an outlet for your… your desires. Actually, I’m a little intrigued by this whole cuckolding thing. I’m also interested in the Mystery Man you’ve been talking to lately. He seems like a perfect match for you. But why did you hide it from me?”

Jack sighed and ran his hand through his blonde hair.

“I don’t know how to explain it, Emily. It’s like a part of me I kept locked away all these years. I’m a different person when I’m in the… the chatroom. I don’t have to be the dutiful husband and father all the time and can be… you know, myself.”

Emily listened intently, trying to understand where Jack was coming from. She loved her husband deeply, and she wanted nothing to ruin their relationship.

“Don’t worry honey, it takes time to understand yourself. I’m happy for you and I’m willing to help you explore your needs… completely,” she whispered against his ear as her hand brushed his cock. “Looks like talking about it has made you hard, yeah?”

Jack was now really in shock. This was not how he expected the conversation to go at all. He thought it was all over. Their marriage. His life. All of it.

“What do you mean, Emily? How could you even think about it like that? That’s not me! That’s not what I am!”

Emily sighed, her voice softening as she placed a hand around Jack’s heck. “I know it’s a lot to take in, Jack. But I want to explore this with you, together. I’m not saying that we have to do things you don’t want to, but I want to understand where you’re coming from. And maybe, just maybe, this will bring us closer together again.” Emily’s words hung in the air between them, thick with implication. She gently pulled away from him and climbed onto the bed.

Jack felt an overwhelming sense of relief. At least she hadn’t screamed at him or threatened to leave him. He wasn’t sure what was going to happen next, but he knew that having an honest conversation with Emily was the first step.

“So, let’s talk about this,” Jack said, wrapping his arm around her waist as he settled beside her on their bed. “I didn’t know how to tell you,” he continued as he found her lips and kissed them.

“You said you will help me explore my desires. What exactly does that mean?”

Emily’s eyes drifted closed as she took in a deep breath. “I’m not sure, honey,” she said, tucking a strand of her red hair behind her ear. “But I want to help you. If you’re unhappy with something, we should be able to talk about it and make it better.”

Jack nodded slowly. “How are we going to do that?” He asked, still struggling to process what his wife was saying.

“Have you found out what he likes to see when he jerks off?” She asked him. “Um… well, yes I have,” jack replied. “Okay, that’s a good start. Let’s take some pictures of what he likes then.” Jack’s dick suddenly raged harder than before.

“I really like how the thought of taking pictures for your friend makes your little dick twitch,” his wife whispered. While teasingly stroking the tip of his erection.

“Emily, please,” he breathed. He still couldn’t believe that his wife was actually doing this. He never never thought she’d be into it this much.

“Don’t worry, honey, I’m not just doing this for him. I want to help you explore this… this need of yours. I want to see you happy,” she said, while dipping the soft pad of her index finger into the slit of his dick, making his pre cum seep out.

Jack leaned in for another kiss, his excitement growing with every touch. He ran his hands over his wife’s body, feeling her curves under his fingers. Emily moaned into his mouth, her tongue exploring his. Her hands moved to his chest, feeling his heart racing beneath her fingers.

They broke apart for a moment, both of them breathless. Jack looked into Emily’s eyes and saw something that he hadn’t seen in a long time - a sparkle of naughty lust. He pulled her closer, feeling their bodies press together. Their kiss deepened.

She traced the muscles in his back before moving down to cup his ass cheek. Jack groaned into her mouth, his hard dick pressed against her stomach as they kissed. Emily’s fingers found the outline of his erection, teasing him with the promise of more.

As they broke away for air, Emily whispered, “I want you to talk more about him. Tell me how he turns you on.” Her eyes glittered with playfulness, and Jack felt a stronger stirring in his groin. He was dripping profusely. It was especially arousing to tell his wife his sincere desires.

“I like how he controls me, how I will give him anything. He wanted to see your pussy, tits, your ass and even your face,” he moaned. “And I let him.”

Embarrassment soaked over Jack, but he couldn’t deny the thrill he felt at admitting such things to his wife.

“You really like him, don’t you?” Emily asked, her voice soft and understanding. Jack nodded, unable to deny the truth. “I feel like I know exactly how to make him feel good,” he admitted.

“Let’s take some naughty pictures for him,” Emily said, getting up from the bed and walking towards the dresser. She opened the top drawer and began rummaging through it. She slipped on the matching bra to her sexy black thongs. The contrast of the black lace was striking against her porcelain skin.

Emily’s hips curved perfectly, her ass incredibly round and just the right size. Her tummy was still tight even after the second pregnancy. Her red hair flowed down to the small dip of her back. She was strikingly beautiful. Jack had seen men stare at his wife all the time when they were out together. Although, since he’d become a cuck-wannabe, he was more turned on watching the men enjoy her.

“You look hot in that, honey,” he said as she sat next to him.

“I hope he likes it.” Emily replied.

Jack’s cock jerked. He could already imagine her close to the Mystery Man, her ample cleavage straining against the fabric of her lace bra as she seduced him.

“He’s got an enormous cock. I saw it in his profile,” Emily whispered seductively in his ear. Jack swallowed hard. “Yeah, I saw that too,” he replied.

“You like his big, shaved cock?” His wife asked him.

“Yes, I like his cock,” Jack admitted, his voice husky with need.

“It makes sense,” Emily replied with a smile. “Considering how you get it hard for him every night,” she continued, while gently stroking her husband’s slippery dick. “That’s right, honey, leak your pre cum while you talk about his sexy cock with your wife.” She whispered in his ear.

“Let’s take the pictures.” She picked up Jack’s phone from the nightstand next to their bed and handed it to him.

“What do you want to show him first?” She mused.

“I’m… well, I guess we could show him your ass,” Jack replied to his wife. Emily got on all fours on the bed, arched her back, exposing her luscious ass. She flipped her red hair over her shoulder and said, “Make sure you get an excellent shot of your wife’s ass for your boyfriend, honey.”

Boyfriend.

The word caused him to freeze again. A flood of lust coursed through his veins, and his hands trembled. He felt like he was in a dream, one in which he had finally found someone who accepted him. Someone to help him explore his passions. And that someone was his own wife.

Jack propped up his phone up and snapped several pictures. Emily changed her pose each time. Every photo was racier than the last. “Take off your bra, sweetheart. He likes to pump his cock while looking at your tits,” Jack said. He was getting more comfortable with this, and Emily was getting more confident.

Emily reached back and unsnapped her bra. Her beautiful breasts spilled out.

Jack stared at them, his phone in hand. He snapped a picture of her luscious breasts, and Emily moaned with delight, feeling herself growing turned on by the attention.

“Jack,” she murmured, “I need you inside me.”

“Not yet, baby,” he said, his voice rough with need. “We should take more pictures for him.”

“For your boyfriend, you mean,” she replied with a wink.

“Yeah, my boyfriend. But don’t you dare say anything about that to anyone, okay? Just to us,” Jack said, smiling and leaning in for a kiss. Emily kissed him back, their tongues intertwining in a sensual dance.

“Slide the thong off and lay your back, honey.” Jack whispered.

Emily propped her hips up and slid the flimsy material down her shapely legs. She then spread her thighs wide, exposing her damp pussy. She was wet as a watermelon, her pink core inviting a man to fuck his cum out.

“Show him your bride’s pussy Jack, let him see how your wife spreads on her marriage bed.” She was getting more excited about this new relationship with her cuck hubby.

She couldn’t explain why, but there was just something about cuckolding that made her feel eager. The adrenaline rush of telling her husband what to do, and the thrill of seeing him comply, was like a drug to Emily. She also liked that he was getting more relaxed talking about his online boyfriend.

“I can’t wait for you to meet your man,” Emily mused, her voice loaded with excitement. “I’m so curious to see what he’s going to make you do.” Jack’s mind was reeling from the words his wife was saying.

He tossed the phone aside and got between Emily’s thighs.

“Wait,” she said. Jack looked at her with curiosity. “What? Something wrong?” He asked. “Nothing’s wrong, just that I want you to enjoy your orgasm… properly,” she whispered, while running her fingers on jack’s chest.

“What do you mean? Of course, I’m going to enjoy cumming in you.” He whispered in her ear. “I think you know what I meant, Jack,” she said, while playfully pushing him away.

“I’ve noticed that you prefer cumming with your boyfriend.” She added. She then slid her sexy body from underneath her husband, leaving him surprised and confused.

“I want you to get on the chat and find your boyfriend. I want you to show him the pictures we took and cum that way.” Her demand flabbergasted Jack. He hadn’t even moved and was still holding himself up on his knees and elbows, as if he was about to enter Emily. His dick stood hard, waving and leaking aimlessly through the air.

He felt a sense of apprehension welling up inside him. He had never thought something like this would come true. But he was happy that Emily seemed totally into it. She was lying on her side of the bed, her sexy legs spread wide, while she toyed with her engorged clit.

He slipped his fingers around and stroked his dick. The touch of his hand on his shaft sent a familiar heat through his body. “That’s a good boy,” Emily mused. “Stroke your dick like a good cuck. You don’t need this pussy.”

Emily had secretly masturbated after finding her husband’s chat room history. She didn’t get upset or jealous. Maybe it had to do with Jack not having cheated on her with some other woman. Maybe it was something else altogether. It didn’t seem to matter much. All she knew was that it turned her on.

Jack was pumping himself into a frenzy. His eyes were closed, and he was picturing the Mystery Man’s sculpted body.

“Imagine your boyfriend’s thick shaved cock, honey,” Emily encouraged him.

Jack felt an extra jolt of thrill shoot through his frame at the thought. He closed his eyes, picturing it was Michael, the Mystery Man’s cock he was stroking.

“Fuck, honey, this is too much,” Jack breathed. Emily laughed, the sound of her amusement ringing through the room.

“You’re not taking him inside you yet. You’re just rubbing him on his dick,” Emily teased.

“Okay, fine, fine,” Jack grumbled, still pulling on his dripping dick. “Don’t get carried away though, sweetheart,” Emily said. “Remember that you’re going to cum after you get him off.”

With that, Emily closed her legs and gestured her husband to stop jerking. “It’s about that time she said,” looking at her smartwatch. “He should be in the room anytime now.”

Jack looked at her with eager, yet nervous, eyes. His heart was racing and he could feel the electricity throbbing through his body. He was about to sex chat with the Mystery Man while his wife watched him.


Chapter three


Jack got out of the bed and put on a t-shirt, then his boxers. Emily wrapped a light robe around herself. They quietly left their bedroom and headed down the stairs to the basement office. “Did you bring your phone?” Emily whispered. Jack nodded.

They reached the bottom of the stairs, and Emily gestured for Jack to enter first. He stepped inside, his heart racing as he took in his surroundings. The room was dimly lit, with only the blue glow of the computer screen casting a gentle light on the surrounding. Jack’s files from work scattered across the desk. Photos of Emily and the family decorated the sides of his computer monitor.

Emily followed Jack into the room. She rarely came down here. It was his man-cave. She went to the club fridge and got a bottle of chilled wine and set it down, along with two glasses.

“Wine?” she asked, pointing to the bottle.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?” Jack replied, a faint hint of amusement in his voice.

“It’ll help you get more comfortable,” Emily replied with a wink, pouring them both a generous glass. She handed one to Jack, then took a seat on the cushy couch.

“So, do you know his real name?” She asked as she sipped her booze.

Jack settled into the computer chair across from Emily. “His name is Michael,” he said, hesitantly.

“We’ve been talking online for some weeks now. I guess you know that already.”

“Michael,” she repeated. “And what does he do?”

“He’s a photographer,” Jack replied, staring at the computer screen. “But that’s not why we connect. We talk about you, us… with him.”

Emily raised an eyebrow, taking another sip of her wine. “I see,” she said, a hint of pleasure in her tone. “You’ve been very frank with him?”

“Yeah…” Jack muttered, feeling awkward again.

“Jack, honey, it’s in the open between us now,” she said as she took another sip of alcohol. “You can tell me everything.” She then flipped opened the robe and placed her dainty foot on the desk, exposing her bare thigh and pussy. “Take it out,” she said. Her tone was demanding, yet irresistible.

Jack trembled, his hands shaking as he reached into his boxers.

With one hand on the keyboard and the other holding his dick, he began typing to Michael.

“Hi,”

“Hi,” came the reply.

Jack’s heart raced. Thoughts came faster than he could type them into words.

“You’re here.”

“I am.”

Jack felt a surge of emotion run through his body. He had always done this secretly, but now Emily was watching him. Her fingers rubbing vigorous circles on her moist pussy. He watched her seductively open her robe more, revealing her naked breasts. Her tits were full and round, her skin perfectly smooth, and her nipples hard and erect.

“Talk to him, honey. Imagine I’m not here. Do your thing with Michael.” She said, noting his hesitation.

“Is she asleep?” Michael the Mystery Man typed.

Jack looked at Emily. She nodded. “She is. A bit later than usual, that’s why I came on late,” he replied.

“No problem,” Michael said.

Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, his mind reeling with excitement. Emily was touching her sexy body, running her fingers over her nipples as she watched him sex chat.

She had a mischievous smile on her face, as if she knew exactly what was going through Jack’s mind. He couldn’t help being aroused by her presence in the room—but he pushed those feelings aside and focused on the Mystery Man’s cock.

“Do you have new pictures for me?” Michael typed.

“I do. One sec, I’ll upload them right away for you,” Jack replied.

He then swiftly hooked up his phone to the computer. Emily realized that he’d done this many times before. Just as promptly, he opened the files folder and navigated to the photos they had taken an hour ago. His mind focused on Michael now, and he wasn’t even looking at Emily anymore. Jack's attending to his boyfriend impressed her.

Emily couldn’t help but feel a little jealous and excited while being able to watch husband’s sexual self come alive. She wondered what Michael would be like in bed. She had thought about a few guys after marriage, but it had been mostly awkward for her. Limited to girl-talk with her friends when they tagged her on a hot hunk from their social feed.

“Want to join, honey?” Jack asked her, gesturing towards the screen.

Emily’s eyes widened. This was more than she had bargained for. But she knew wasn’t ready for that yet. She just wanted to see Jack explore his needs. At least for now.

“No honey, I want to watch you and Michael enjoy yourselves together,’” she replied, while her two fingers dipped in and out of her squishy slit.

Jack nodded in understanding. Emily’s words made sense, but he also felt a bit conflicted. Part of him wanted to indulge in pleasuring Micheal, but he also wanted Emily to get involved.

“Show me your cock,” he typed to Michael.

Moments later, his picture popped up on the computer screen. The man had a chiseled body with a V-shaped torso, toned groin, and light hair on his tanned frame. Shaved and thick, his hefty cock hung semi hard between his muscular thighs. He had shaved his ballsack clean, and it hung low and heavy. The masculine energy of his body made the married couple gasp at the same time.

“I’ve a big load tonight,” Micheal typed. “I hope you got good pics of her for me to cum with,” he continued.

Jack was pumping his dick when he looked over at Emily. The picture Michael had sent held her pretty emerald eyes like a magnet. Just like her husband, the sight of the man’s toned, masculine body had instantly turned her on. She picked up the half drunk glass of wine and finished it. Then reached down and began fiddling the soft wet folds of her plump married pussy some more.

Jack took a deep breath, then leaned forward and placed his fingers on the keyboard.

“I want to help you cum hard,” he typed out. He then uploaded Emily’s new photos for the man at the other end.

“Fuck!” Michael typed. She’s extra hot tonight!

Emily let out a soft giggle. “Tell him you want to meet him,” she mused.

“What! Fuck no!” Jack replied.

"Tell him you’ve thought about what he suggested, and you’re ready to do it." Emily continued, her breath ragged with excitement. Her pussy had soaked the couch. The slippery juices flowing down her shaved lips, pooled under her ass and penetrated the fabric.

Encouraging her husband to meet a stranger in a hotel was beyond anything she would have believed possible. Especially since the stranger was a man. A sexy man, with a beautiful thick cock.

“Okay, I’ll do it if you want me to,” Jack blurted, blushing while feeling an adrenaline rush through his body. The idea of actually meeting Michael and experiencing him in person was incredibly exciting. It made him nervous, but also filled with unexplainable arousal.

Emily let out a soft gasp, pleased with Jack’s response. She leaned back and started masturbating more passionately as she watched her hubby get it on with this dude. She couldn’t help but feel proud of how Jack was so good at getting Michael’s cock harder and harder. It felt incredibly sexy. Her tits were rosy and her skin slick with sweat. She felt slutty, and that made her wetter.

Here she was, sending her man, her husband, off to a big dick stranger. Her mind flashed with images of their wedding day ceremony, the vows they took and the six layered cake they cut together. All the guests had cheered with joy as they placed a bite of their wedding cake in each other’s mouths.

She then imagined Ron, Jack’s best-man, fucking her hard after the wedding party, while her hubby hungrily sucked on his balls. It made her shiver. The aroma of wet pussy filled the basement air.

The conversation between Jack and Michael had grown more intense. Jack was asking him how he would like to fuck Emily. The man wrote back the filthiest replies. Things that would make a typical husband rage with jealousy. But Jack was a cuckold-wannabe. He needed to hear them and get men like Michael off.

It’s all true, he thought to himself. Emily lay spread beside him. Her thighs were wide apart and her pussy hungry for cock, but Jack didn’t crave fucking her.

He actually preferred to get off with Michael instead.

“Yes, I want to see you cum. Tribute my wife please,” Jack typed.

Emily moved up on the couch and watched as her husband chatted with his boyfriend, Micheal. She was learning the slang used in this kink and couldn’t remember the last time she had been this turned on. She had already enjoyed several orgasms watching the two and knew there were more.

"I want to see you shoot that hot cum from your balls, please," Jack typed. “Turn on your webcam, so I can see you nut.”

Moments later, a video feed started. Michael was completely naked. His muscular body was on display as he sat in his computer chair. The room was upscale and softly lit. Classic action movie posters hung on the wall behind him. Michael had positioned the webcam so that Jack could see from his thighs up to his face.

He was more handsome than Jack had imagined him to be. Especially his blue eyes and thick raven hair. He seemed to be in his early thirties. He had a panther tattoo laced with script inked on his left shoulder. The husband and wife both stared at his impressive body, especially his thick cock, which was fully erect. It was at least twice the size of Jack’s dick.

Emily let out a soft moan. “Jack, his cock is enormous,” she whispered. Her fingers were deep in her pussy juices. She had stuffed three fingers in the hole, feeling her walls grip them with hunger. She started pumping in and out, hard and fast, the sloppy noise of wet pussy filling the room. Jack had his hand wrapped around his dick, his legs splayed open as he furiously jerked on it.

"Love your big hard cock," he typed out with one hand.

She had never heard her husband speak to another man like this before. It was almost like Micheal’s cock had possessed him. He seemed oblivious to her presence now, and she felt a new level of excitement surge in her.


Chapter four


As she watched, Emily felt a wave of longing for her own personal satisfaction. She wanted to experience the same pleasure and release that Jack had with this stranger. The Mystery Man was stroking his gigantic cock on the webcam as he looked at Emily’s pictures.

“Show me her face.” He typed.

Jack looked over at his wife. Emily smiled and nodded. Jack opened his picture folder and selected a closeup portrait of her pretty face, smiling. Her beautiful green eyes sparkled and her pink lips looked incredibly inviting. Jack pressed the send button and watched for the man’s reaction on the other end.

He could almost see Michael’s pupils dilate as he gazed at Emily’s lovely face.

"I want to meet you… in person," Jack typed, excitement clearly rising in him.

Emily suddenly felt her pussy cum hard. It was a kind of climax she hadn’t experienced before. It came abruptly and without buildup. Her husband, asking to meet Michael, had sent her over the edge. Her tits shook as she relished the intense climax.

"I’ll meet you in a hotel," Jack continued with shaky hands. “I want to get you off to my wife.”

Jack couldn’t believe he was actually typing that. He looked over at Emily and realized that she had climaxed and he hadn’t even noticed.

“Show me your wife in her wedding dress.” Michael said into his microphone. His voice was deep and velvety.

It was something Jack had never done before. He gazed at Emily as if asking for her approval. “Let him see whatever he wants,” she said.

Her nipples were taut like pebbles and she breathed raggedly. She had agreed to show her wedding day pictures to a stranger who was jerking off his cock. And it made her climax again.

Jack quickly clicked on the folder marked wedding photos, and selected the most beautiful picture of Emily on their wedding day he could find. It was a full body portrait of her standing near a water fountain, her white wedding dress hugging her curves as she innocently held her bouquet. Her hair was all prettied up, with gentle red strands flowing down sensually around her neck.

When Jack clicked the send button and Michael received the picture, Emily’s breasts covered in goosebumps. Her nipples stood proud, hard and erect. Her clit engorged and her bare pussy lips spread out. She was officially a cuck’s wife now.

Michael’s eyes widened as he stared at her beauty. A look of pure hunger and lust etched on his features. “She’s fucking gorgeous,” he moaned, while he pumped his fat, veiny rod faster.

Jack could feel his heart pounding in his chest like a drum. His body became tense with excitement as he watched Michael’s reaction. Emily couldn’t take her eyes off the screen, mesmerized by the sight of her husband and this stranger connecting in such a sensual way.

Jack grew more urgent as he typed out how he would have watched Michael fuck Emily on their wedding night. Describing how he would have sucked the man’s hot load from his bride’s pussy. Cleanup duties, Emily learned it was called.

Emily knew it wouldn’t be much longer until the guys came. She got off the couch and stood behind her husband, her eyes fixed on Michael. She wanted to see the two cum together. Leaning in close, her red lips brushed against her husband’s ear. “Honey, help your boyfriend cum hard,” she whispered.

Even though he had never imagined himself doing it in front of his wife, Jack nodded. His heart thumped as he gazed at Michael’s body. His skin was wet with sweat from the excitement.

“Are you close?” he typed.

“Just about,” Michael said.

He then reached and adjusted the webcam so Jack could see his cock properly. The thick, erect meat pulsated in his powerful hand. He stroked it with full pumps, as the slippery pre cum dripped down his knuckles.

Then suddenly his muscular abs quivered, as if a jolt of electric current had shot through him. He grunted and his cock grew fatter as the tip opened in anticipation.

“I’m cumming,” he moaned.

The spunk shot out in thick milky white ropes. Spewing out the mushroom head of his meaty pole, sperm erupted like silver lava and landed on his tight stomach as he ejaculated.

“That’s it, get every drop out,” Jack urged him.

Jack only felt his wife’s body tense up behind him as she watched the man shoot the thick load. He didn’t see her lips puckered and her nipples poking out like bullets. Jack also didn’t realize her hand was a blur as she finger fucked herself. Michael’s cum had enveloped Jack, leaving no room for him to pay attention to his wife as he jerked his dick.

Then, as if by some force of sexual magic, husband and wife climaxed simultaneously to the striking sight of the man’s ejaculation.

Waves of powerful, concurrent bliss drenched over them. Emily’s hips pumped repeatedly into the air as her knees shook. She was moaning loudly, grunting rather, as her biggest orgasm took over her senses. Quivers shook her sensual body on their own, particularly her tits, as the climax relentlessly worked its way through her system.

Jack’s climax was different. His eyes never left Michael’s cock. He felt his load spew with an extraordinary vigor. It seemed like it would never end. He had never shot that much jizz before. The first time he got laid by Emily in her flat after a movie date was nothing compared to this.

As Jack came to, he finally gazed over at his wife, who was on her knees, still shaking from the strongest orgasm of her life. Her pretty green eyes glazed over as the aftershocks ran through her body. Sweat dripped from her nipples.

He couldn’t believe what had just happened. He had just masturbated in front of his wife and they had climaxed to a man ejaculating. The experience was surreal, and he couldn’t wait to do it again.

“Set up the hotel with him,” Emily whispered, trying to catch her breath.

Jack wiped the sticky nut off his fingers, then typed, “I came very hard to your cock. Let’s meet tomorrow night at the hotel on highway 69, 7 PM.”

“I’ll be there,” Michael muttered, breathlessly.

Jack had taken the first step, with his wife’s encouragement. He couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.


Chapter five


Jack got out of the shower and dried his hair. His dick was hard from anticipation. He was finally going to meet the Michael at the hotel.

As he wrapped the bath towel around his waist, Emily came in. They had exchanged no words yet, but she could sense that Jack was feeling nervous.

She reached over and brushed her fingers through his damp hair, giving him a small reassuring smile.

“You look good enough to eat,” she said, her voice low and husky.

Jack turned to face her, his eyes locked with hers.

For a moment, he forgot about Michael, the pictures, the chat, and everything else that had been occupying his mind. He simply looked into his wife’s emerald eyes and saw the woman - her beauty, her vulnerability, her passion, and her love for him. It hit him like a ton of bricks, a sudden realization of how much he had been taking Emily for granted and neglecting their relationship.

“I’m sorry, Emily. Sorry for ignoring you. I’m sorry for not being emotionally available lately,” Jack said, his voice trembling. “I love you, Emily, and I don’t want to lose you. Please understand that.”

Emily’s heart swelled with tenderness and admiration for her husband. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close. “I love you too, Jack. Of course I understand you. We can work through this together. I promise.”

They stood there in silence for a moment, lost in each other’s gaze. Jack closed his eyes, savoring the moment. He felt lucky to have a wife who supported him.

It was as if, for the first time, he truly understood her as the beautiful and desirable woman she was. Not just as a loyal wife and mother. He reached out and pulled her closer and caught her luscious lips, kissing her deeply, passionately.

As they broke away, Emily placed a hand on his cheek. “It’s getting late, darling. You don’t want to keep him waiting,” she breathed. “Take good care of him… your boyfriend. Make sure he cums good,” she continued, while pressing herself against her husband.

He couldn’t deny it. Seeing Michael in person was exciting. But he couldn’t shake off the slight feeling of guilt. He was about to go to a hotel room and help a man cum, all while his wife was encouraging him to do it. It was a dream come true for him, but also scary.

“I hope he likes the new pictures,” Jack said, his voice uneasy. “I want this to be good.”

“He’ll love them, trust me,” Emily replied, her voice low and playful. They had taken several sets of new photos for Michael the night before.

“Now, come here, let me give you a proper send-off,” she said, while hooking her finger in the damp towel wrapped around her hubby’s waist. She then took it off him, tossing it on the bathroom floor.

She laced her soft fingers around Jack’s hand and led him towards the bedroom. Emily eased back onto the bed, inviting her hubby to join her. He happily obliged, lying down beside her and wrapping his arms around her slender waist. Emily spread her legs and dragged him on top. She hiked up her skirt over her hips and tugged her thin panties aside, revealing her sensitive folds.

Emily held Jack’s erect cock and placed the tip at the moist entrance of her pussy. Jack could feel the heat of her core as she brushed his erection through her moist slit.

She looked into her husband’s eyes. The way she had looked at him the first time they had kissed while on a date. “Jack, would you rather fuck your wife like a real man, or go to your boyfriend, like a cuck?” She asked teasingly.

Jack instinctively knew the answer. He was a cuckold, and he didn’t want to slide into his wife’s hot pussy. He needed to go to the hotel.

“I’d rather be my... my boyfriend’s cuck,” he moaned into his wife’s soft neck.
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Jack stopped the car in the hotel’s parking. This is it, he thought to himself.

Looking at his wedding band, it turned him on that Emily had insisted he wear it for the date. He felt a combination of nervousness and excitement at the thought of meeting the man who had been dominating his thoughts for weeks. He took a deep breath, steeled himself for the pleasure that lay ahead, and stepped out of the car.

While he entered the hotel’s bar, Jack’s mind was racing with thoughts. He tried to contain his excitement, yet he couldn’t help but feel dizzy at the prospect of exploring his cuck fetish.

As his eyes adjusted, he scanned the dimly lit space, looking for any sign of the Mystery Man.

His heart raced when he spotted him sitting at a private table in the corner. Michael was even more handsome in person than he had appeared online. He had a commanding and elegant presence. Jack knew right away that he was Emily’s type.

His piercing blue eyes met Jack’s, and they exchanged a brief nod before the man gestured for Jack to sit down across from him. Michael then waved the server over and ordered a tumbler of whiskey on the rocks. Jack asked for a rum and coke. The pretty girl jotted down the orders on her notepad and left.

Moments later, she returned with their drinks and placed them on the table coasters. “Anything else for you, gentlemen?” She asked. “That’ll be all,” Michael replied.

“Here’s to cuckolding,” Michael said, raising his smokey colored whiskey. The clink of their glasses was a symbol of Jack’s new life as a cuck. Jack hesitated for a moment before taking a sip of the rum. The flavor was strong, with a classic undertone. Michael noticed him struggling and smiled.

“Don’t worry, it’s not poison,” he said with a wink.

“Thanks,” Jack muttered, feeling slightly awkward.

Michael leaned in closer. “I want you to take my picture, Jack,” he said, his voice low and seductive. Jack nodded, feeling a rush of excitement and fear.

“You want me to take your picture?”

“Yeah, show it to your wife later. Let’s see if I’m her type.” The guy replied.

Jack took out his phone and framed the shot. He took a few pictures, then slid the phone back into his pocket.

He took another sip of rum and said, “I’ve never done this before.”

Michael nodded. He then ran his fingers through his thick hair. “It’s okay, Jack. I’ve done it lots of times. We’ll have a good time, I’m sure.”

So this is how a cuck feels like, Jack thought to himself. He was getting a wet spot in his boxers. His pre cum had leaked since they shook hands.

Michael could tell Jack was nervous, and it excited him even more.

“Relax and take it easy, Jack," he said, his voice calm.

“I’m here to help you experience something you’ve always wanted. And when we’re done, I promise you won’t regret it.”

Jack nodded, trying to collect himself, and took another sip of the rum. He was getting into it the zone and he liked it. He could feel the drink burning its way down his throat, warming his stomach.

Jack and Emily had been here a bunch of times. They would swing by for a drink when they had a night to themselves and then hit up the hotel restaurant for the buffet. Michael's presence tonight though, made it a more risque experience for Jack.

“I’m looking forward to seeing your wife’s photos,” Michael said.

Jack slowly nodded. “Yeah, I took some new pictures last night,” Jack replied.

The Mystery Man gave him an irresistibly sexy grin. “Fantastic! I’m so glad you understand me, Jack. Why don’t we go up to my room?”

Jack noticed how fit Michael was. His dark navy button-down shirt was untucked. The open top revealing his chest. Jack caught himself peeking at the man’s body several times. He imagined how the Mystery Man would bring Emily here. He’d buy her a drink to help her relax, just as he had for Jack.

“Jack… Jack are you okay?” Michael’s deep resonating voice echoed through jack’s mind, waking him back to the present.

“Yeah, I’m good.” He replied.

“Okay then. Let’s go to my room.”
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The two men stood up from the bar and made their way to the elevator, the musky scent of desire filling the air between them. While in the elevator, Jack imagined Micheal’s hand on Emily’s neck, whispering sweet nothings to her, with his deep voice. She would kiss him while his hands ran all over her body. He intuitively knew his wife would love to fuck this guy. The elevator ride up to the suite was short. Jack followed Michael down the plush hallway.

Michael slid the key card into the door security and opened it. The room was quiet. There was a queen size bed, a red and black couch, and a desk with an empty coffee maker on it. The curtains were drab, and the room was cool. It smelled clean, the way hotel rooms smell after the cleaning lady came.

They walked in, and Jack closed the door. Michael plopped on the couch and signaled for Jack to join. He breathed in and sat next to Micheal. He could smell the light aroma of his cologne. It was something expensive and masculine.

He felt an attraction towards him, a feeling he had never experienced before, and he didn’t know how to process it. Michael placed his hand on Jack’s knee, sending a delightful shock of energy through him. Jack felt his heart race at the man’s touch, his mind racing with thoughts of submission and pleasure.

“Are you okay with me calling you cuck?” He asked. Jack nodded.

The Mystery Man’s voice was low and tempting as he spoke. “Show me your wife, cuck,” he ordered, a hint of arousal lacing his tone.

“Yes,” Jack replied, his voice barely above a whisper. Michael smiled, a smug sense of satisfaction clear in his expression.

“Good,” he purred. Silence fell between them as he studied Jack.

“It’s okay. Relax. We’re alone here. No one will disturb us. I promise you’ll enjoy this experience,” Michael said, while patting on Jack’s thigh.

Jack felt a warmth spread through his body as the Mystery Man’s words and actions made his heart race with anticipation, desire, and nervousness.

“Show me your wife. I want to see her.”

He glanced again at Michael’s hand, still resting on his knee. He felt the heat rising. “Okay, I’ll show you,” Jack said, his voice full of nerves. As he opened his laptop, a feeling of excitement stirred. He navigated to the hidden folder where he kept all the nude pictures of Emily. Choosing a new one, he double clicked it, and the image appeared on the screen.

There she was. Emily, his wife. Beautiful and serene. Sitting on their bedroom armchair, her luscious legs gracefully folded. She wore a red bra and panties. Matching high heels graced her dainty feet. Her rosy areolas showed through the thin material of her lingerie. The panties rode high on her hips and revealed her creamy skin. Her red hair was in a ponytail, and she had just the right amount of makeup to express her beauty. Perfect wife material.

Michael confidently reached and unbuttoned his pants.

“Unzip me, take out my cock, pump it while I enjoy your wife,” he said.

Jack felt a strong sense of submission. The man’s voice was smooth and hypnotic as he spoke. “Do it cuck, while I enjoy your wife’s beautiful body,” Michael continued, his presence dripping with desire and control. Michael then unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his chiseled abs and chest. His skin shimmered in the room’s soft light.

As Jack looked at the Michael’s broad chest and toned abs, he couldn’t resist anymore. He needed to obey the man’s instruction.

Jack leaned over and carefully unzipped Micheal’s pants, freeing his rock solid cock. He gasped at the beauty of Michael’s thick, veiny erection.

Feeling bold, he slid his hand under and gently cupped Michael’s ballsack, pulling it into view. “Do you like them hanging out while a pump you?” He asked Michael. “Yeah, it’s good this way,” he moaned.

Michael’s voice was enigmatic as he spoke, “You have a beautiful wife, cuck. She looks like a sensuous, seductive woman with a kinky side.” Jack tightened his fingers on the man’s shaft. “How do you like it pumped?” he asked. “Not too tight, even strokes, balls to top,” Micheal replied.

Jack nodded, stroking the man’s cock with more confidence. It was warm and responsive under his touch. He felt a sense of power and control. He never thought he would willingly stroke a man’s cock this way. As he pumped Michael’s shaft, he couldn’t help but imagine it pleasuring Emily, bringing his wife to the edge of ecstasy. Michael was now browsing through Emily’s pictures at leisure. He would often pause on a picture that he liked.

The room was silent except for the sound of their breathing and the wet sound of Michael’s rod being stroked by Jack. Michael was looking at Emily laying on the bed, completely naked, expect for her heels. She had her thighs spread, her delicate hands holding her married pussy open. The pink slit glistened with her natural juices. Looking straight at the camera, her large emerald eyes sparkled with desire. Micheal felt she was inviting him into her.

Jack usually wouldn’t show explicit pictures like this to men online. They showed too much of his wife. Completely exposed, with nothing left to imagine. But now he wanted Michael to see everything. To enjoy it.

“How do you find me, cuck?” Michael asked, a hint of mischief in his voice.

Jack swallowed nervously, feeling uneasy about the question.

“I find you attractive. Your voice and expressions they draw me in,” he admitted honestly. Michael nodded, his smile widening.

“And what do you plan to do with my cock?” He asked, his voice low and husky. Jack hesitated, feeling a surge of desire as he stroked Michael’s cock slowly.

“I… I don’t know. I want to explore my desires and find out what happens,” he confessed. Michael’s grin grew.

“What do you want to explore, Jack?”

Jack hesitated. “I don’t know. Maybe...” He trailed off, unsure of what to say.

“Maybe what, Jack?” Michael prompted, his voice low and smooth.

“I don’t know,” Jack said, feeling embarrassed.

“Tell me,” Michael said, a note of command in his voice.

Jack took a deep breath. “Maybe something like... I want to suck it.”

He had finally let Micheal know what he had been fantasizing about for weeks. The words came out in a hoarse whisper.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock while I look at your wife,” Micheal said.

He hesitated for a moment, then moved closer to Michael and lowered himself to his knees. Jack’s heart was beating faster than ever before. He watched as Michael stood and took off his pants.

Jack’s lips parted slightly, his eyes fixed on the man’s erect cock. Michael closed his eyes, feeling the warmth of Jack’s breath on his shaved balls. Then, he felt the cuck’s tongue flicking against the tip of his penis. “Oh.” He moaned, losing himself in the intense sensation.

He felt his body tensing up as the pleasure built inside of him. He looked down at Jack, who was staring back at him with an intense gaze.

Jack felt a surge of complete submission and embarrassment as his lips wrapped around Michael’s hard cock, taking in as much of it as he could fit into his mouth. It surprised him how the sensation of oral sex with a man felt. It was like a mixture of pleasure and guilt at the same time. He felt guilty for enjoying it, but his body craved it.

“Fuck. Yes,” Michael moaned, his voice filled with pleasure. Jack pulled out his own strained dick from his pants. He was hard and dripping wet while enjoying the taste of a man’s cock. Micheal started thrusting in out of his cuck’s mouth. Jack now understood how women got turned on giving a blowjob to a sexy man.

His heart racing, he got lost in the sensation of cock sucking. Forgetting about his life, his marriage, Emily, and everything else. In that moment, nothing mattered. He was in bliss, consumed by his desires and the need to explore them fully.

Michael pulled his wet cock out of the cuck’s mouth and sat on the couch. He reached for the laptop and looked around for the wedding photos.

“You want me to suck your cock while you enjoy our wedding photos?” Jack asked. The taste of his boyfriend’s cock juices intoxicated him. Michael nodded and Jack eagerly showed him the folder of hundreds of photos from their wedding. He then kneeled between Michael’s powerful thighs and began dragging his tongue over his balls.

Michael’s hard, thick cock stood tall. Jack had seen how the girls in porn would stroke the cock while sucking the man’s nuts. So he did just that.

He lovingly took Michael’s shaved sack and suckled the marbles while he jerked his receptive cock.

Michael loved the detailed attention this eager cuck was giving him. He browsed through the pictures and when he found the one showing Jack placing the wedding ring on Emily’s finger, his hips humped. Jack naturally knew what to do. He placed his mouth on the throbbing cock and took it all the way down.

Michael was moaning and groaning with delight, and Jack could feel the weight of the rod in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the head of Michael’s cock and then took it deeper into his throat. Jack could taste the salty pre-cum and the sweat on Micheal’s skin, and he couldn’t get enough. He imagined how Emily would suck Michael and did it the same way.

Michael’s hips thrust deeper into Jack’s mouth as he looked through the pictures of the couple’s wedding ceremony. Fucking a hubby in the mouth while flipping through such photographs gave him a dominant sense of sexual power.

Jack was taking it all in, the taste of his boyfriend’s cock, the sound of his moans, the sensation of his hips moving with each stroke of his tongue. He could feel his heart racing, his body flush with excitement and anticipation. He knew there would be so much more to explore now, and he couldn’t wait for Micheal to take him and Emily together.

They both got lost in the moment, united by their desires and passion. Michael’s hips humped faster as he let out a groan of pleasure. He was fucking Emily’s hubby in the mouth and soon would take her, too. Jack had been furiously stroking his dick the entire time. His pre cum flowed constantly, and it soaked his palm.

Michael switched to the picture of Emily spread wide. He knew he would sink his big hard cock into her delicious pink hole soon. He would fill it with his cum and Jack would cleanup every drop.

“I’m getting close,” he moaned to Jack. His thrusts were deeper now, taking over the cuck’s throat entrance. He was fucking it as if it was Emily’s pussy, and Jack let him go as hard as he needed.

With every stroke of his dick, Michael got closer to his orgasm. His focus locked on Emily’s gorgeous body, her red hair and plush tits, while his cock explored her husband’s mouth.

“I’m cumming!” He moaned, his voice like gravel and smoke.

Jack tightened his grasp on Michael’s hip, encouraging him to release everything he had. He relaxed his throat as if he had sucked a hundred cocks before. Michael thrust in deep, then held it in.

The cum was extremely satisfying for him. His cock twitched as it shot. Thick scorching hot ropes of semen pumped out repeatedly. He imagined he was cumming in Emily’s pussy. Flooding its pink wet folds with his sperm.

“Oh god,” Jack heard himself moan. He had sucked off a stranger in a hotel room while the man used his wife. The cum was hot, somewhat salty, and sweet. There was lots of it, and Jack swallowed every drop.

He then climaxed.

He just came, like a cuck slut.

All he knew was that it was the best orgasm he’d ever had. Better than any with Emily or his girlfriends before. His jizz spewed out as he savored the flavor of Michael’s nut. The nut his wife had helped generate.

Soon he was feeling the aftershocks of his orgasm, yet he didn’t control it, nor did he have any desire to resist it.

There was a sense of release, a feeling of being free, of letting go.

Michael locked eyes with Jack, his cum-drained cock still lying on Jack’s tongue. “I’ve never had a cuck husband suck my cock like that,” Michael said in a raspy voice, still caught in the afterglow of their encounter.

“I want to fuck Emily while you watch and help. I want to be her man,” he continued while slowly removing his wet cock meat from Jack’s mouth.

Michael’s words took aback Jack, but he couldn’t deny the thrill and excitement he felt as he listened to his boyfriend’s voice. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and smiled.

Jack knew right then that he would do anything in his power to open his marriage and offer his pretty wife to this man. Anything.


Gather around, you sophisticated stallions of intellect and wit! I know you crave the sorts of books that fuel your manly wisdom and stoke the fires of your worldly aspirations. Well, your literary salvation has arrived in the form of two tomes that will sharpen your mind and elevate your spirit…

https://mybook.to/KzxwWw

[image: Vineyard of Desire - A Husband & Wife's Story of Cuckold Threesome Romance]Vineyard of Desire - A Husband & Wife's Story of Cuckold Threesome Romance

Isabelle's sex life with Alex is okay. But she wants something more. Something Alex can't really provide... When she hires a superstar sommelier Damian to help sell more wine, it's not just deals that pop off! Get ready for intense cuckolding, scorching hot sex scenes, high society gang bangs, interracial cuckolding and gay hubby training!

https://mybook.to/V5JQuh

[image: Vineyard of Desires 2 - Straight Married Couple Become Submissive Wife & Gay Cuckold Husband]Vineyard of Desires 2 - Straight Married Couple Become Submissive Wife & Gay Cuckold Husband

Follow Jack & Emily's transformation in the sequel

Available Today!

Jack and Emily get deeper into the thrilling world of cuckolding.

An alternative story like nothing you’ve read before. Get your copy now.

https://mybook.to/XXE7F

[image: image-placeholder]

OEBPS/image_rsrcGJ.jpg
IVY ONYX PRESENILS

HoOT WIFE\.

A STRAIGHT TO SUBMISSIVE CUCKOLD COUPLE STORY





OEBPS/image_rsrcGH.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcGC.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcGF.jpg
‘Y Yo 'o""





OEBPS/font_rsrcGD.ttf


cover.jpeg
VY ONYX PRESENTS

' _-CUCKOLD -~
HUSBAND

A STRAIGHT HUSBAND TO Bl CUCKOLD STORY





OEBPS/image_rsrcGG.jpg
AHUSBAND & WIFE'S STORY OF
CUCKOLD THREESOME ROMANCE





