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Foreword


Welcome dear reader to Book 2 of the New Boyfriend for A Cuckold Couple series featuring our loving married duo, Jack and Emily. To enjoy the story much more, read book 1 first!
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Come Back Home


Jack felt delirious while sitting in his car at the hotel parking lot. He still sensed Michael's heat after having helped him climax while viewing Emily's provocative photos.

He couldn’t contain his excitement any longer and whipped out his phone, sending a text to his wife, Emily.

“I did it, honey. Can’t wait to tell you everything!” With trembling fingers, he started the engine and drove back home.

When he arrived, Emily was waiting for him, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. The moment their lips touched in a passionate kiss, Jack felt the electricity between them. They broke away, breathless, and he recounted his experience.

“Babe,” he panted, “you won’t believe how it happened. I sucked Michael off at the hotel room while he looked at your pictures!”

Her eyes widened, and she bit her lower lip, eager for more details. “Tell me everything,” she breathed seductively.

Jack led her to the couch and sat down, taking a deep breath before diving into the story. “We met at the bar, just like we planned. Michael was so confident, so dominant. We had a few drinks and then went up to his suite.”

As he spoke, Jack’s hands mimed the actions he had taken with Michael. “I could feel his thick cock pressing against his pants, and I couldn’t resist. I reached out, stroking him through the fabric. His moans only encouraged me.”

“Did you take it out?” Emily asked, her voice a mix of curiosity and arousal.

“God, yes,” Jack replied, his excitement building. “I unzipped his pants and pulled out his throbbing dick. It was so much bigger than I ever imagined, and I knew I had to have it in my mouth.”

“Did you swallow?” she asked, her hand inching toward her own body as she listened intently.

“I did,” he said, his voice thick with lust. “I sucked him off, taking every inch of that beautiful cock into my mouth. Michael was in ecstasy; he even praised me for being such a good cocksucker.”

“Tell me more,” Emily urged, her cheeks flushed with desire.

“Michael grabbed my head and guided me, the rhythm fast and furious. He fucked my mouth while looking at our wedding pictures. It was so dirty, but I couldn’t get enough of it.”

“God, that’s so hot,” Emily breathed, her hand now between her legs as she pleasured herself to the sound of her husband’s confession. She had slid the thin fabric of her panties to the side and was working her engorged clit.

Jack continued, his words dripping with eroticism as he relived the moment. “He finally came, his hot cum filling my mouth. I swallowed every drop, loving how it felt sliding down my throat.”

Emily’s moans grew louder, and Jack knew they were both on the edge, their desires fueled by the explicit retelling of his encounter with Michael. The air between them crackled with sexual energy, and they both knew there was no turning back.
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The married couple , their lust ignited by the retelling of Jack’s encounter with Michael, eagerly retreated to their bedroom. The door shut behind them, sealing them inside their private sanctuary. Emily’s eyes were wild with desire, her chest heaving as she pressed herself against Jack.

“Make love to me,” she whispered hotly, her fingers fumbling with the buttons on his shirt. She tore it open, exposing his chest, and ran her hands over him, nails digging into his skin.

Jack felt a pang of deep pleasure. The thrill of sharing his experience with Emily was intoxicating. He kissed her deeply, feeling her wetness against his thigh as they pressed together. His heart raced, but when he reached down to touch himself, he found he couldn’t get an erection.

“Darling, what’s wrong?” Emily asked, concern lacing her words.

“I... I don’t know. I’m so turned on, but I just can’t...” he trailed off, frustration clear in his voice.

She looked into his eyes and seemed to understand. “It’s okay, honey. I get it. You need more now since you’re a cuck.” Her voice sharpened, taking on a commanding tone. “Eat my pussy while you talk about your boyfriend, Michael’s thick cock.”

Jack didn’t hesitate, dropping to his knees and burying his face between her legs. As he lapped at her slick, bare folds, he described Michael again. “His cock was so perfect, Emily. Thick and veiny, with a swollen head that glistened with pre-cum. The taste was intoxicating.”

Emily moaned loudly at his words, her hips rocking against his face. “Oh god, that’s so fucking hot. Keep going.”

“Michael knew how to use it, too,” Jack continued, his own arousal growing. “He grabbed my head and fucked my mouth, making me gag on his length. I felt so submissive, completely at his mercy.”

The thought of his submission to Michael sent a jolt through Jack’s body, and he felt his dick stiffen at last. He moved to enter Emily, but she stopped him.

“Wait,” she panted, her voice strained with desire. “I want you to masturbate instead. That’s what really gets you off, isn’t it? Thinking about your boyfriend Michael?”

Jack couldn’t deny the truth in her words, and he obeyed without question. He stroked himself as he continued to pleasure Emily with his tongue, both of them moaning and writhing in ecstasy.

“Remember how he came into your mouth?” Emily gasped, her body trembling on the edge of orgasm. “Tell me again.”

“He fucked my mouth as if it was your pussy. His cum filled my mouth, hot and salty. I swallowed every drop, loving how it felt sliding down my throat. And I knew I wanted more,” Jack confessed, his voice raw with need.

Emily moaned loudly, rubbing her inflamed pussy harder against his lips. “Did you gag? Choke on his big dick like a whore?”

“Yes,” Jack breathed. “I was choking and drooling all over. He didn’t care. Just used me however he wanted.”

At that moment, they both climaxed, crying out in unison. “Michael!” Their bodies shuddered together hard, overwhelmed by the intensity of their shared orgasm.

They clung to each other afterward, their breathing heavy and labored. Jack knew things would never be the same between them. But as he looked into Emily’s eyes — still shining with lustful satisfaction—he realized that this fresh path was one they could explore together.


The Secret Room


Jack was flustered as he entered his office the next morning. Every fiber of his being was still aflame with desire. The scent of Michael still lingered in his nostrils, a potent reminder of their tempestuous encounter at the hotel.

Emily and Jack often took the same train to work in the morning. While it was obviously convenient, they also got to chat along the way. Fortunately for them, their respective businesses were in the same skyscraper—just on different floors. This meant they could often meet up for lunch.

Jack really tried to focus on work, but the images of that night played like an erotic film in his mind. Michael’s powerful hands, his thick cock, his sensual growls.

“Hey, Jack!” greeted Carla, his coworker, snapping him out of his reverie. “Morning, Carla,” Jack replied, trying to keep his voice steady and his thoughts away from Michael.

Finding solace at his desk, Jack tapped furiously on his phone’s screen, composing a text message to Emily, his wife and confidante.

“Baby, I can’t stop thinking about Michael and that night at the hotel. I’m struggling to focus on work,” he typed, his fingers trembling slightly.

Almost immediately, his phone vibrated with a reply from Emily. “Tell me more, baby. It’s okay if you think about it a lot, it’s natural because he’s your boyfriend. What’s on your mind?”

Jack chewed his lip, hesitating for a moment before typing his response. “The way he dominated me... The feeling of submitting to him completely. It’s just so intoxicating.”

“Remember when we talked about exploring new desires?” Emily’s reply read, her words encouraging and understanding. “This is something we will discover together. But for now, try to focus on your work. We’ll talk more tonight.”

Jack sighed, attempting to regain control of his thoughts. He knew Emily was right—they needed to talk about it in person, to navigate these desires together. But the magnetic pull of Michael’s memory was unrelenting, making it difficult to concentrate on anything else.

“Okay, honey. I’ll do my best,” Jack responded, squeezing his eyes shut momentarily. “I love you.”

“Love you too, baby,” Emily’s text read. “We’ll get through this together.”

Jack took a deep breath and turned his attention to the stack of paperwork on his desk, determined to focus on the task at hand. But in the back of his mind, Michael’s presence continued to smolder, igniting a fire that would not easily be extinguished.
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Jack’s phone buzzed again, jolting him from his futile attempts to concentrate on work. Emily’s response filled the screen with a surprising suggestion.

“Jack, maybe you should text Michael and ask for some photos of him. And send him some pictures of me too. It might help you refocus if you can get the craving out of your system,” she wrote.

Jack’s heart raced at the thought. He hesitated, his fingers hovering over the screen, unsure if he should follow through with Emily’s suggestion. He could feel the prickling heat of arousal simmer within him as he considered it. The conflicting emotions swirled around in his head, but ultimately, he couldn’t resist the temptation.

“Alright, I’ll do it,” Jack typed back, before adding, “Thanks, babe. This means a lot to me.”

“Of course, honey. I just want you to be happy,” she replied.

Taking a deep breath, Jack opened a new message thread and began typing to Michael, his pulse quickening with each word.

“Hey Michael, I can’t stop thinking about our night together... Would you mind sending me some pics of your sexy, shaved cock? I have something for you, too.”

Before he hit send, Jack scoured his photo gallery for a few racy images of Emily, choosing the most enticing ones. He hesitated one last time, feeling a rush of excitement, before finally pressing the send button.

As the message sent, Jack’s heart pounded in his chest, and sensations flooded his body with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. He couldn’t help but wonder how Michael would react to his brazen request and the intimate photos of his wife. The thrill of the unknown fueled the fire of desire that continued to burn within him, leaving him yearning for even more.
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The soft ding of Jack’s phone cut through the silence in his office like a knife, causing his heart to leap into his throat. He glanced around, making sure no one was nearby before hastily unlocking his phone. There, on the screen, was a message from Michael.

“Hey Jack, I’m glad you enjoyed our night together as much as I did. I’d be happy to send you some pictures. Hope these bring back some wonderful memories... and maybe inspire some new ones.”

Attached were several explicit images showcasing Michael’s shaved cock. All from various angles, each one more tantalizing than the last. Jack’s breath hitched as he opened each photo, his body responding to the sight of Michael’s impressive manhood.

“Fuck,” Jack whispered under his breath, unable to look away from the screen. His pulse raced as the images stirred up vivid memories of their encounter at the hotel. The taste of Michael’s skin, the wet sound of his cock when Jack had stroked it - it all came flooding back. The crotch of his pants tightened with his erection. He gazed down to check he wasn’t leaking through the fabric.

“Damn, Michael... these pics are incredible,” Jack typed, his fingers shaking slightly as he composed the message. “I can’t believe how hard you’re making me right now. I need to see you again soon.”

“Likewise, Jack,” Michael’s response came. “Your wife is stunning as always, by the way. I’ve been fantasizing about her since you sent those photos. Maybe we should all get together sometime?”

Jack’s mind raced as he considered the proposition. Was this happening? Was he willing to share Emily with Michael, to explore this side of himself further?

“Maybe we should,” he replied hesitantly.

What would this mean for their relationship, for their future together? But damn, just thinking about Emily and Michael fucking gave him a wild rush of excitement.

“Let’s talk more about it later. Right now, I’ve got some work to do... if I can focus,” Jack added with a wry grin, knowing full well that Michael’s cock sizzled into his mind for the rest of the day.

“Sounds good. Looking forward to it, Jack,” Michael replied, leaving Jack with a mix of emotions as he tried to return his attention to the tasks at hand. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t shake the images from his mind or quell the desire that coursed through him like a wildfire.

He knew he had to send Michael’s cock shots to Emily.
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Jack couldn’t contain his excitement as he forwarded the explicit photos of Michael to his wife, his heart pounding in his chest. Here was sending cock shots of a man to his own wife. He typed out a quick message: “Babe, check out what Michael just sent me! Tell me what you think.”

Within moments, Emily responded with wide-eyed emojis and a string of exclamation points. “Oh my god, Jack! That’s... wow! I can’t believe he sent those. I’m so turned on right now.”

“Me too,” Jack admitted, feeling a flush of heat spreading through him. “I can barely concentrate on work. Want to meet me in the... special room? We can... discuss this further.”

“Good idea. I’ll be there in five,” Emily texted back, her words tinged with anticipation.

The special room was their code for a quiet office supplies storage area nestled on the 27th floor of their building. Jack had stumbled upon the room years ago when he was looking for printer ink. Almost no one knew it existed, so it was a safe, private place nestled in quiet corner of the building. The couple had hid in the room to fuck several times when they were dating.

As Jack made his way towards the special room, his mind raced, recalling the images of Michael’s shaved cock, thick and erect. He found the enormous head and thick ridge arousing. The thought of Emily’s reaction to the tantalizing photos made him even more turned on. Reaffirming his excitement at the prospect of sharing his wife.

He cautiously stepped into the room, checking for signs of life. Emily followed soon after, and he wedged a few boxes behind the door to make sure it wouldn’t easily open. They shared a brief look, their eyes both filled with an enticing mixture of desire and interest.

“Did you see all his pics?” Jack asked, his voice low and husky. “Michael is something else.”

Emily nodded, biting her lip. “I never thought I’d feel turned on doing this. It’s... pervy.”

“Are you interested in exploring this... with Michael?” Jack tentatively inquired , wanting to gauge Emily’s state of mind.

“I’ve thought more about it,” she breathlessly replied , her green eyes locked onto his. “I want to fuck him, Jack. But only if you’re there with me. Are you okay with that?”

Jack hesitated for a moment before answering, his own arousal and fascination outweighing any lingering doubts. His wife of sixteen years, his sweetheart, his bride, wanted to submit to another man.

“Yes. I want to see you with Michael, baby, to watch him take control of you.” His words were shaky, but the hotel experience with Michael had moved him. He knew he wanted this. He needed this to happen.

Inside the dimly lit supplies room, the air was thick with yearning as the married couple each stared at the explicit photos of Michael on Jack’s phone.

“God, he’s just so... hung,” Emily breathed, unable to tear her eyes away from the image. Her fingers trembled slightly as she explored her own body, succumbing to the irresistible pull of desire. She rubbed her pussy through her skirt, pressing down on her mound to stir her juices.

“Yeah,” Jack agreed, his voice straining with arousal as he unzipped his pants and began stroking himself in response to the sight of Michael’s shaved cock. “I can’t believe how turned on I am by this.”

“Neither can I,” Emily admitted, her breath hitching as she continued to touch herself. “Are you thinking about what it would be like to be with him again, Jack?”

“Every time I look at these pictures,” he confessed, his hand moving faster now, the sound of his wet pleasure softly echoing through the room. “But I also think about watching you with him, seeing him take control and pound it into you, and it drives me wild.”

“Me too,” Emily whispered, her fingers working into her pussy. She had hiked her office skirt over her hips and pulled her scant panties down mid thigh. Her shaved pussy was dripping.

“I want him to use me like he did my husband,” she breathed.

Their moans intermingled, the sounds of their mutual pleasure creating an intoxicating symphony within the confines of the office supply room.

The married couple lost themselves in a world of desire and fantasy. The images of Michael dominated their thoughts as they brought themselves closer and closer to release.

“Jack, I’m almost there,” Emily gasped, humping her puffy pussy lips on her fingers, her climax imminent.

“Wait for me, honey,” Jack pleaded, his breathing ragged and uneven. His fist wrapped around his wet dick, pumping quickly, as he held his phone with the other hand so they could enjoy the cock pictures together.

Within moments, they both reached their peaks. Their groans of ecstasy blending together as they experienced their shared release.

Emily noticed how her climax was more feral, unlike the orgasms she had experienced in this same room with Jack, back when they were dating. It was a savage orgasm that ripped through her hips.

Jack unloaded at the same time his wife came. The cum shot in torrents that twisted at the end of their trajectory, staining the boxes of office supplies as they landed. His eyes never left Michael’s smooth, hung cock.

Panting, they took a moment to catch their breath, the intensity of their self-pleasure leaving them both flushed and elated.

“Wow, that was... intense,” Emily managed, her voice a mix of wonder and satisfaction.

“Definitely,” Jack mumbled as he zipped up his pants. “I can’t believe how much this has affected us both. We should really talk about meeting Michael together.”

“You’re right, honey,” Emily answered, her resolve strengthened by their passionate encounter. “We can explore our desires with him, see where this new thing takes us.”

“Only if we’re in it together, though,” Jack reminded her, his tone protective and loving even amidst the erotic haze still clung to them.

“Of course,” Emily affirmed, her eyes shining with love for her husband. “Together, every step of the way.”

They exited the supply room, their bodies tingling with exhilaration, savoring the knowledge that they were embarking on an electrifying journey into the realm of cuckolding, submission and dominance—together.


The Jazz Bar


The dimly lit downtown bar, with its faint aroma of whiskey and aged wood, provided a welcome escape from the bustling city outside. A few patrons scattered around, quietly sipping their drinks or engaged in hushed conversations.

It was evening, and Jack and Emily had just gotten off work. They thought they’d grab a drink there before catching the late train home.

“Doesn’t this place remind you of where you met Michael?” Emily asked, her voice tinged with excitement. She took a sip of her Strawberry Daiquiri, feeling the warmth spread through her body.

Jack looked around the room, taking in the dark corners and flickering candles on the tables. “It does,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing slightly with the memory. He swirled the ice in his rum and coke, lost in thought for a moment. “So, honey, do you really think we’re ready for something like this?”

Jack leaned closer to her, his hand resting gently on her thigh. “I think we both know how much we’re turned on by Michael,” he said. “And... introducing him into our marriage could be exciting.”

“True,” Emily conceded, sipping her cocktail as she considered the idea further. “But it’s one thing to talk about it and another to actually go through with it.”

Jack nodded in understanding. “We’ll take it one step at a time. There’s no pressure to jump into anything we’re not comfortable with.” His fingers traced circles on her leg, eliciting a shiver from Emily.

The atmosphere in the bar grew heavier with unspoken fantasies and possibilities as they discussed their desires and concerns.. The faint strains of jazz music in the background only added to the sensual ambiance.

“Remember, we’re in this together,” Jack reassured Emily as they finished their drinks. “Whatever we decide, we’ll make sure it’s right for both of us.”

[image: image-placeholder]

Emily glanced around the dimly lit bar, her eyes lingering on the few patrons scattered about. The sultry music reflected her built-up desires since telling Jack about finding his cuckold chatroom.

Sipping their second round of drinks, they continued talking about how giving in to their desires might change their marriage. “I have an idea, sweetheart. How about we approach a stranger, maybe right here in this bar, just to see how it feels?” Jack whispered.

“You mean... okay, maybe you’re onto something there,” Emily replied, a smile shaping on her pretty lips. “You know, honey, I think it is a good way to test the waters,” she continued.

“Over there,” Jack murmured, nodding discreetly toward a handsome man with an athletic build seated at the far end of the bar. He exuded an air of confidence, his muscular arms visible beneath the tight sleeves of his simple black t-shirt. From this distance, it was difficult to determine his exact features, but there was something undeniably magnetic about him.

Emily’s heart raced as she caught sight of the man, feeling the unmistakable pull of attraction. She glanced at Jack, searching his eyes for any hint of jealousy or insecurity. Instead, she saw a flicker of excitement mirrored in her own feelings.

I love how he’s appreciating men sexually; she thought to herself as she gazed at her husband.

“Should we...?” she began hesitantly, unsure if they were really prepared to take this step together.

“Only if you want to,” Jack replied, his voice steady but strained with anticipation. The thought of watching Emily with another man still scared him. But it also aroused him, and the reality of approaching a stranger added an extra layer of complexity to their desires.

Taking a deep breath, Emily nodded, bolstered by Jack’s support. “Let’s do it.”
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They exchanged nervous smiles before slowly making their way toward the man at the bar. As they approached, more details came into focus. The man’s dark hair, slightly disheveled from running his fingers through it, and the sharp angles of his face that hinted at a quiet intensity.

“Hi,” Emily said, her voice wavering slightly as she tried to maintain her composure. “I’m Emily, and this is my husband, Jack.”

The man introduced himself as Aston. His rich voice sent shivers down Emily’s spine. “Nice to meet you both.”

“Mind if we join you?” Jack asked, trying to appear more casual than he felt.

“Of course not,” Aston said, gesturing to the empty seats beside him. “Have a seat.”

As they settled into their chairs, Emily’s mind raced with thoughts of what might happen next. Her body tingled with anticipation, but her heart pounded with anxiety as well. She glanced at Jack, who seemed equally nervous but determined to push forward.

“Nice place,” Emily commented, attempting to break the ice. “Do you come here often?”

“Now and then,” Aston replied, his piercing gaze never leaving her. “It’s an enjoyable spot to unwind after a long day.”

“It is,” Jack agreed, joining the conversation to ease some of the tension. “We like it here too.”

As they continued to chat, Emily noticed the way Aston’s eyes persisted on her, his interest clear in every lingering glance. The unspoken desires hung thick in the air between them. She knew it was only a matter of time before they would have to confront the truth of their intentions.

Emily found herself drawn to Aston’s physical appearance. She had never allowed herself to get to carried away with guys before. She was married, of course, and it meant she was off limits. Wearing her wedding ring, she would point it out when a guy would test his luck with her. But it was different now since this whole cuckold thing had started.

Aston’s chiseled jawline and broad shoulders caught Emily’s attention while he spoke about his construction company. His piercing hazel eyes seemed to bore into her very soul. Confidence oozed from every pore, and she could hardly contain her desire as she imagined what it would be like to spread her thighs for him.

The thought aroused her, feeling a pool of desire swell between her legs as she looked at him. Her pussy grew more delicate as he stared back at her.

“Last summer we hiked the Xinantecatl Volcano trails. Let me tell ya that was one hell of an adventure!” Aston was boasting about trips with his buddies as the alcohol worked its magic on him.

“Have you ever tried a different... type of adventure?” Jack asked tentatively, his voice barely more than a whisper as he glanced between Emily and Aston.

The man raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued by the question. “What kind of adventure are we talking about here?”

Jack hesitated for a moment before responding, his heart pounding in his chest. “Well... I’m not sure how to put this, but... expanding our horizons, as a married couple, has always fascinated me.”

The corners of Aston’s mouth slowly curled up into a sly grin, showing that he understood the meaning of what Jack was saying. “Interesting,” he said, his gaze shifting from Jack to Emily with a newfound intensity. “And how does your beautiful wife feel about this?”

Emily blushed deeply, her pulse racing as the reality of the situation began to sink in. She felt a strange combination of excitement and fear, unsure of what would happen next but unable to deny her growing attraction to the handsome stranger.

“I... I think I’d be open to it,” she stammered, her voice barely audible above the low hum of the bar. “With the right person, of course.”

“Of course,” Aston agreed, his eyes locked onto hers as he leaned in closer. “You need someone who can appreciate the finer aspects of such an arrangement—someone who understands the delicate balance of power that exists between the three parties involved.”

His words hung heavy in the air, their relevance clear. The tension between them was palpable, and Emily found herself unable to look away from Aston’s intense gaze.

“Are you... suggesting that you’d be interested in joining us?” Jack asked cautiously.

“Perhaps,” Aston replied, his grin widening ever so slightly. “But first, we’d need to establish some ground rules to ensure everyone’s comfort and satisfaction. After all, trust is the cornerstone of any successful encounter. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Absolutely,” Emily murmured, her heart pounding in her chest as she considered his words. She was excited by the prospect of bringing a man into their marriage. But fear also crept in as she considered how it could affect their relationship.

“Good,” Aston said, nodding in approval. “Then let’s discuss the details over another drink, shall we?”

As the conversation with Aston continued, his magnetic presence drew Emily in more. They discussed their fantasies and desires over another round of drinks, but as the details became more explicit, Emily felt a growing unease in her stomach.

“Wait,” she whispered, placing a hand on Jack’s arm to signal her discomfort. “I... I think we should go.”

Jack furrowed his brow, clearly disappointed, but he nodded in understanding. “Sure, honey. We can take our time with this. It’s a big step for us.”

“Thank you,” she breathed out, not quite meeting Jack’s eyes.

“Of course.” Jack turned to Aston, doing his best to mask his disappointment. “Hey, it was great talking to you, but I think we need some time to think things over.”

Aston raised an eyebrow but nodded, his piercing hazel eyes gazing at Emily’s. “I understand. Take all the time you need. Reach out if you decide you’re ready.” He slid his business card over the bar top.

“Thanks,” Jack muttered, taking the business card and gripping Emily’s hand in his as they stood up to leave.

The couple walked toward the exit, and Emily glanced back at Aston one last time. She noticed the way his broad shoulders filled out his shirt and the confident smirk still playing on his lips.
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“Are you okay?” Jack asked softly as they stepped outside into the cool evening air, concern etched on his face.

“Relieved,” Emily admitted, taking a deep breath. “But also... conflicted.”

“About what?” Jack pressed gently, his arm around her waist.

“About how much I wanted it,” Emily confessed, biting her lip. “But then, the reality of it all just became too overwhelming.”

“Honey,” Jack said, turning her to face him. “We only do this if we’re both comfortable. And if we never get there, that’s fine too.”

“Really?” Emily asked, seeking reassurance.

“Of course,” Jack replied, pressing a tender kiss to her forehead. “Our relationship comes first.”

Relief and gratitude washed over Emily as she leaned into Jack’s embrace. They stood there for a moment, taking solace in each other’s arms, before heading home to process the night’s events.
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Later that night, Jack and Emily lay in bed, the muted glow of the bedside lamp casting a warm light over their bodies. The silence between them was heavy with unspoken thoughts. Finally, Emily broke the tension.

“Jack, honey,” she said hesitantly, her voice just a whisper. “Do you remember how Aston looked tonight?”

Jack’s heart skipped a beat as he turned to face her. “Yes,” he replied, his voice thick with anticipation.

“His muscular arms, chiseled chest, and the way his shirt strained against his broad shoulders... it was... enticing,” Emily continued, her voice growing bolder as she spoke.

As she described Aston’s physique, Jack felt his arousal growing, and he stroked himself slowly. Noticing this, Emily slid her hand between her legs, her fingers finding her swollen clit, rubbing small circles around it.

That they weren’t having intercourse lately actually excited her. Together, they would masturbate to Michael and now to Aston. It seemed so natural to her it didn’t bother her in the least; it aroused her greatly. She hadn’t been this fired up all the time since she had dated Jack years earlier.

“His bulge was so prominent,” she moaned softly, her breathing becoming more labored. “I couldn’t help but imagine how big and hard his cock must be.”

“Tell me what you would want him to do to us,” Jack urged, his hand now moving faster around his hard dick as he pictured the scene. He was so relieved that Emily was getting more and more into cuckolding and talking about alpha men and cocks. It really turned him on that she wasn’t asking him to fuck her.

Emily closed her eyes and let the fantasy consume her. “Aston would take control right away, ordering us both onto our knees. He’d make me suck his gigantic cock while you watched, unable to touch either of us.”

Jack groaned at the image, his strokes becoming more frantic as Emily continued. “He’d fuck my mouth until I gagged, then pull out only to shove his throbbing length into your waiting mouth. We’d take turns sucking him, desperate for his approval.”

“God, yes,” Jack muttered, his entire body trembling with need. “What else would he do?”

“Once we satisfied him, he’d bend me over the bed and slide his cock inside me, filling me up completely. Imagine Aston taking your pussy from you, Jack,” Emily panted, her fingers now madly working her engorged clit.

“He’d fuck me rough, not caring about my pleasure, only his own. You’d watch, your hands behind your back, unable to touch either of us.”

“Fuck,” Jack gasped, feeling his orgasm approaching fast as he listened to his bride’s graphic description.

“Then, when he was ready to finish, he’d order you to lie down on the bed,” Emily continued breathlessly, her voice cracking with arousal.

Her beautiful thighs fully spread, the unique aroma of hot pussy engulfed the bedroom. “He’d make me straddle your face, my pussy dripping with our fuck juices... He’d hammer me right over your face. You’d see how much better his is... then... then he’d fill your wife’s pussy with his cum, causing you to taste both him and me.”

At that moment, Emily’s body tensed, her hips started to spasm rhythmically, and she cried out as her intense orgasm washed over her. Her soft skin shimmered with a layer of dew-like sweat as she came.

Spurred on by the explicit nature of their shared fantasy. The sight of his wife climaxing was too much for Jack, and with a shudder, he followed suit. His slick release coated his hand and stomach as he climaxed, imagining the taste of Aston’s cum.
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Lying in a tangle of sweat-soaked sheets, Jack and Emily exchanged a glance, the electric energy from their shared fantasy still crackling between them. It was as if they had stepped into a new realm of their marriage, one where their deepest desires were no longer hidden, but brought to life through their intimate conversations.

“Emily, sweetheart,” Jack began hesitantly, his fingers lightly tracing patterns on her bare thigh. “Do you think... we’re ready for this? To make Michael our boyfriend and do whatever he wants?”

She took a deep breath, considering his question. The idea of submitting to a powerful man like Michael was exhilarating. “I don’t know if we’ll ever be completely ready, Jack. But tonight... it felt so real, so right. Didn’t it?”

Jack nodded slowly, his own doubts dissipating as he recalled Emily’s moans and gasps, the way she writhed beside him as they imagined Aston’s dominating cock. “It did. God, it really did.”

“Then let’s do it,” Emily whispered, her voice filled with excitement. “Let’s set up a date with Michael, see where it goes. We don’t have to commit to anything right away. We can take it slow, and if either of us isn’t comfortable, we stop.”

“Okay, let’s do it baby,” Jack agreed, a sense of anticipation building within him.

“Promise me something, though?” Emily asked, her eyes searching Jack’s face for reassurance.

“Anything,” he replied without hesitation.

“Promise that no matter what happens, we’ll always communicate with each other. If we’re uncomfortable or if we want to try something new, we’ll talk about it. Together.”

Jack smiled softly, reaching up to brush a stray strand of red hair from Emily’s face. “Of course, darling. I promise.”

As they drifted off to sleep, visions of dominant men and submissive desires danced through their dreams, a tantalizing taste of what was to come.


Hermes


Candlelight flickered across the dining table, casting a warm glow on Jack and Emily as they shared an intimate dinner.

Emily loved taking advantage of empty nights in the house to treat them both to a romantic dinner. When everyone else was out of the house, they were free to savor an evening together.

The aroma of the homemade lasagna wafted through the air, intensifying their anticipation for the conversation they were about to have.

“Jack,” Emily began, her voice sultry and confident, “I think it’s time we text Michael and see when he can meet us.”

Jack felt his pulse quicken as he nodded in agreement. The thought of allowing a man into their marital bed both intimidated and excited him. But he felt prepared now. He had been dreaming of becoming a cuckold for years, and Emily’s recent interest in the lifestyle made him eager to begin.

“Honey, I’m glad you brought this up,” Jack admitted, swallowing hard. “I’ve realized that as your husband, I haven’t been able to satisfy all of your sexual cravings. I now know I am a cuckold, and I can finally admit that to you.”

Emily reached across the table, taking Jack’s hand in hers and giving it a supportive squeeze. “Thanks, babe,” she breathed. “You had to keep it as a secret for a long time, but now things are different between us. In fact, it’s already improved our relationship. I’m happy that you don’t feel pressured to perform in bed. Why don’t you text Michael right now and see if he’s available?”

Jack pulled out his phone, his fingers trembling slightly as he typed out the message to Michael. He hit send and waited; the seconds ticking by like hours.

Finally, the reply came, and Jack couldn’t help but smile.

“Michael says he’d love to meet us for dinner at the Hermes,” Jack relayed to Emily, feeling thrilled at the prospect.

“Perfect,” Emily purred, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Hermes... that’s the upscale hotel near the airport, right?” Jack nodded, unable to contain his joy.

Over the rest of their meal, Jack and Emily playfully flirted and discussed what they wanted from their encounter with Michael. They spoke openly and honestly, expressing their interest in pushing the boundaries of their relationship and diving headfirst into the world of cuckolding.

“Jack, I want you to know how much I appreciate your support in this,” Emily said sincerely. “It means the world to me we can be open and honest.”

“I feel the same way, honey,” Jack replied, his heart swelling with love for his wife. “I’m so grateful that you didn’t get mad at me when you realized that I’m a cuckold.” Emily winked at him as she blew a kiss.

As they finished their dinner and cleared the table, anticipation swirled in the surrounding air. Little did they know just how much their lives would change after meeting Michael at that fancy hotel. But one thing was certain; they were ready to embrace the thrilling world of cuckold pleasure together.
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The sun was setting as Jack and Emily arrived at the luxurious hotel, casting a warm glow over the imposing building. They stepped out of their car, nerves and anticipation tingling their senses, and tipped the valet before entering the grand lobby. The plush carpeting, ornate chandeliers, and opulent décor clarified they were in a place of indulgence and desire.

Emily had dressed for the occasion; her fiery red hair cascaded down her shoulders in loose curls, framing her pretty face and drawing attention to her sparkling green eyes. Her short dress hugged her sensual figure, accentuating her ample breasts, narrow waist, and toned thighs. A pair of strappy high heels completed her ensemble, adding an air of sophistication and allure. As she passed through the lobby, her perfume left a seductive trail that captivated those around her.

“Good evening,” a handsome attendant greeted them, guiding the couple towards the elevators. “The restaurant is on the 23rd floor. Enjoy your evening.”

Stepping into the elevator, Jack and Emily exchanged nervous glances, each trying to contain the excitement bubbling within them. When the doors opened again, they found themselves in a sophisticated restaurant with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city skyline. The lights of the bustling metropolis below seemed to dance in tandem with their beating hearts.

“Your table is right this way,” said the impeccably dressed server, leading them past rows of white linen-covered tables illuminated by flickering candlelight. As they settled into their seats, Jack couldn’t resist stealing glances at his beautiful wife, admiring her stunning appearance and sensual demeanor.

“Let’s order some cocktails while we wait for Michael,” Emily suggested as she perused the menu, her voice trembling ever so slightly betraying her excitement.

“Great idea,” Jack agreed, summoning the server and placing their orders.
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As they sipped on their expertly crafted cocktails, Emily’s gaze was drawn to the entrance of the restaurant. A tall, striking man had just walked in, his presence commanding the attention of everyone in the room. His raven hair framed a chiseled face, accentuating his piercing blue eyes that seemed to hold a secret promise of untold desires. Michael’s muscular body was encased in a tailored suit that only added to his polished and seductive air.

“Is that him?” Emily whispered, following Jack’s line of sight.

“Yes, that’s him,” he replied, as he became mesmerized by the approaching figure.

“Good evening, Emily, Jack,” said Michael, extending his hand towards Jack with a warm smile.

“Michael, it’s great to meet you again,” Jack replied, shaking his hand and immediately recalling the sensation of having sucked the man’s thick cock recently. The memory ignited a fire within him, fueling his arousal and excitement for the night ahead.

“Likewise,” Michael said, his deep voice resonating like a caress. He turned to Emily and took her offered hand, gently brushing his lips over her knuckles. “It’s a pleasure to meet such a beautiful woman.”

“Thank you,” Emily responded, blushing at the compliment while her heart raced in anticipation.

The trio perused the menu, each selecting a dish to indulge in. Michael chose a succulent filet mignon with truffle-infused mashed potatoes, while Emily opted for the blackened sea bass atop a bed of wild rice and asparagus. Jack decided on the braised short ribs accompanied by roasted root vegetables.

“Whisky on the rocks, please,” Michael requested from the attentive server, who nodded and promptly departed to fulfill their orders.

As they awaited their food, the conversation flowed seamlessly between them. Laughter filled the air as they delved into lighthearted topics, discussing favorite movies, hobbies, and travel destinations. Their words danced around each other, a verbal ballet that showcased their growing connection.

“Your dress is stunning, Emily,” Michael remarked, his eyes appreciating the way the fabric hugged her sensual figure.

“Thank you,” she replied, blushing at the compliment and feeling a twinge of excitement as his gaze lingered on her toned thighs.

“Jack, you’re a lucky man,” Michael added, his voice rich with masculine charm.

“Believe me, I know,” Jack agreed, looking at his wife with adoration.

Finally, their food arrived, and they savored each bite, the exquisite flavors a testament to the luxurious atmosphere surrounding them. The meal ended far too soon, but the night was still young.

As the plates were cleared away, Emily’s nerves got the best of her. She fidgeted with her napkin, uncertainty clouding her thoughts. Sensing her apprehension, Michael leaned in closer, locking his piercing blue eyes onto hers.

“Emily, you have nothing to worry about,” he assured her, his voice strong yet soothing. “Tonight is all about exploration and pleasure. I want you to feel comfortable and safe.”

His confidence was alluring, putting her at ease almost immediately. She allowed herself to relax, her body responding to the authoritative tone of his words.

“Thank you, Michael,” she whispered, a grateful smile gracing her lips. “I just needed to hear that.”

“Of course,” he replied, reaching out to caress her hand. “Your desires and boundaries are important to me.”

Jack watched the exchange with pride, knowing that they had chosen the right man to help them explore their deepest fantasies.
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As the night deepened, they moved to the hotel’s lavish bar, settling into plush velvet chairs grouped around a low table. The amber glow of the room cast a sultry light on their faces as they sipped from their glasses, the weight of their desires filling the air with electric anticipation.

“Jack and I haven’t had intercourse for quite a while,” Emily whispered, her voice soft but steady, emboldened by the alcohol and Michael’s reassuring presence. “He knows he can’t satisfy me as a woman, the way I crave, and we both want you to fuck me, Michael.”

Jack’s heart raced as he watched his wife take the daring step. She had grown so familiar with Michael, and Jack felt his arousal surge as she confessed to him about their lack of martial penetration. His dick rose drastically, pushing insistently against the fabric of his trousers.

Michael leaned back in his chair, one leg crossed over the other, his expression predatory yet patient. “And what about you, Jack? Are you ready to submit to me again?”

Jack swallowed hard, his arousal palpable. “Yes, I am,” he replied, his voice thick with desire. “I’ve accepted my role as a cuckold husband, and it excites me to think of watching you and Emily together, knowing that I could never please her like that.”

“Good,” Michael purred, taking a slow sip of his whiskey. “Your honesty is what will make this experience so much more rewarding for all of us.”

“Tell me, Emily,” Michael continued, his blue eyes locked onto hers, “what do you fantasize about when you imagine our encounter?”

Feeling bolder now, Emily described her fantasies of being taken forcefully by Michael, her body trembling under his powerful thrusts as her husband watched. She spoke of wanting to be dominated, controlled, and utterly ravished.

“Ah, I see we share similar tastes,” Michael said, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “I’ll fulfill every one of your desires, Emily. And as for you, Jack...” He turned his gaze to the eager cuckold. “You’ll have the best seat in the house to witness your wife’s transformation into a woman who knows what true pleasure feels like.”

Jack nodded, his heart racing with excitement. It was clear he had fully embraced his role as a cuckold husband, and the anticipation of watching Emily and Michael together only fueled his desire.

“Tonight,” Michael promised, raising his glass in a toast, “is just the beginning of our journey together. Cheers to exploration, submission, and the satisfaction of our deepest desires.”

Their glasses clinked together, sealing their pact, as they drank deeply from the potent elixir of their shared fantasies. The night stretched out before them, ripe with the promise of unbridled passion and unforgettable experiences as they surrendered themselves to the world of cuckold pleasures.
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Emily’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson as she listened to the explicit tales of Michael’s experiences. His words were vivid and enticing, painting a picture in her mind that left her both shocked and aroused. She leaned closer, hanging on his every word, her breathing shallow and her pulse quickening.

“Have you ever been with a woman who needed to be tied up?” Emily asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “You know, so she couldn’t escape your grasp?”

Michael’s eyes sparkled with mischief as he replied, “Oh yes, many times. I like the feeling of having complete control over my partner, their body yielding to my desires.”

“Tell me more,” Emily insisted, shifting in her seat as the growing heat between her thighs became almost unbearable.

“Imagine, if you will,” Michael began, his gaze locked onto Emily’s, “your wrists bound tightly together, the silk rope cutting into your delicate skin just enough to remind you of your vulnerability. Your legs spread wide, leaving nothing to the imagination, as I take my time teasing and tormenting you until you’re begging for release.”

“God, that sounds amazing,” Emily breathed, her eagerness clear in her glazed green eyes.

“Wait, there’s more,” Michael said with a devilish grin. He leaned closer to Emily, so close that she could feel his warm breath on her neck, sending shivers down her spine. “Once I’ve had my fill of playing with you, I’ll look over at Jack, allowing him to see the desperate need in your eyes. And only then, when you’re on the verge of losing your mind, will I give you what you crave.”

“Please, tell us... What would you do next?” Jack urged, his voice strained by his own arousal.

“Ah, but where’s the fun in giving away all my secrets?” Michael teased, leaning back in his chair. “I think it’s time we move this conversation to a more... suitable location.”

“Where do you suggest?” asked Emily, her eyes wide with anticipation.

“Join me in the penthouse suite I’ve secured at the hotel’s top floor,” Michael proposed, his voice dripping with confidence. “Up there, we can continue our exploration with no distractions.”

“Lead the way,” Jack said, his excitement palpable as he and Emily exchanged excited glances.

“Before we go,” Michael added, “I want you both to know that tonight will be unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before. Trust me, allow yourselves to surrender completely, and I promise you will never forget this.”

As they rose from their seats, the trio shared a knowing smile, each of them eager to embark on the next phase of their carnal journey together. The atmosphere was filled with unspoken desires and passion. It was clear to the married couple that their lives would be forever changed by what awaited them in the penthouse suite.


Penthouse


The elevator doors closed with a soft swoosh, enveloping the couple and their man in a cocoon of opulence. The air was thick with anticipation, and Emily shivered in delight as they ascended to the penthouse suite.

She glanced over at her husband, who wore an expression of pure excitement mixed with nervousness. His hand squeezed hers reassuringly, and she responded with a flirtatious smile.

“Are you two ready for this?” Michael asked, his blue eyes sparkling under the dim elevator lights. He stood tall, confidently leaning against the mirrored wall, his muscular frame imposing yet alluring.

“I hope so,” Emily replied breathlessly, her heart pounding in her chest. Images of what lay ahead consumed her thoughts, each one more tantalizing than the last. A year ago she didn’t even know what cuckolding was, and now she was a cuckold’s hot wife.

“Good,” Michael said, grinning wickedly. “I can’t wait to show you both what I have planned.”

He then pulled Emily into his embrace, her hand still gripping her husband’s. Emily could sense the man’s powerful presence, unlike any she’d ever felt before. His aura was both more potent and stimulating than any other man she had experienced. The sweet scent of his cologne teased her nose, a mix of anise with hints of leather and pepper.

Her pussy moistened instantly, and she could feel it swell in arousal. The longing within her was palpable; she needed to be kissed by Michael. Almost as if he had read her thoughts, his inviting lips met hers with a scintillating embrace. A surge of rapture coursed through her veins, leaving her entire body tingling, while a sped up heartbeat sent blood pounding to all the right places. She squeezed her husband’s hand, as if to tell him she was Michael’s woman now.

As the elevator continued its ascent, Emily’s arousal intensified. “Your lips taste like honey,” Michael whispered in her ear. She imagined how Michael would take control of her body, using her in ways her husband never could. She imagined Jack watching, his own arousal growing as he embraced his cuckold desires. The thought of submitting to Michael while her husband bore witness sent trembles down her sexy thighs.

“Almost there,” Michael announced, interrupting her lascivious thoughts as the elevator came to a gentle stop. The doors slid open to reveal a lavish hallway adorned with rich artwork and plush carpeting.

“Follow me,” he commanded, striding confidently toward the suite. Emily and Jack exchanged excited glances, their hearts racing as they trailed behind him.

They reached the door to the penthouse suite, and Michael produced a golden key card from his pocket. He slid it through the reader, and the lock clicked open. With a flourish, he pushed open the door and stepped aside, gesturing for Emily and Jack to enter first. “Welcome to your playground,” he declared, his voice dripping with seduction.

Emily gasped as she stepped over the threshold. The suite was enormous and luxuriously appointed, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city below. A plush king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, adorned with silk sheets and an assortment of pillows.

“Wow,” Jack whispered, echoing Emily’s awe. “This is... incredible.”

“As you open your marriage bed to me, you deserve the best,” Michael replied, closing the door behind them. “Now, let’s not waste any more time.” His eyes locked onto Emily’s, the heat of his gaze causing her to shiver with anticipation.

“Emily,” Michael’s voice boomed, assertive and commanding. He looked her straight in the eyes, his gaze unyielding. “I want you to undress for me.”

Emily felt chills run through her petite body and puddle in her pussy as she met his gaze, captivated by his dominance. She slowly reached behind her, unzipping her tight dress and allowing it to fall to the floor, pooling around her feet.

The delicate black lace lingerie she wore underneath emphasized the fullness of her large breasts and their erect nipples. Her red hair cascaded over her shoulders like a fiery waterfall, framing her porcelain skin. She unhooked her bra and slid it off her shoulders. Her tits were rich and bouncy. The rose-colored nipples became taut under Michael's gaze. Delicate fingers then gently peeled the thin panties off the curves of her hips. Her shaved pussy had a slight hint of fiery red hair above her slit, leading the eye to her shapely thighs and firm, round butt.

She noticed how Michael’s eyes lingered on her, taking in every inch of her feminine figure. He had seen her nude photos before, but now he was drinking her in with his eyes as she stood in front of him. Her perfume, a blend of vanilla and jasmine, filled the air, further enthralling him.

“Good girl,” he praised, a grin playing on his lips as he continued to study her with all her vulnerability. “You look absolutely stunning.” Emily blushed at his words, feeling a surge of pride that she could affect him so much.

Jack’s eyes widened, fixated on the erotic scene unfolding before him. His heart raced with anticipation, his palms sweaty and shaky as he observed Michael’s assertive presence and Emily’s submission to him.

“Jack,” Michael called out without taking his eyes off Emily. “You’re here to watch and help, remember? Make yourself comfortable and enjoy the show, and follow what I tell you.” His words dripped with authority and sent a shudder down Jack’s body, all the way to his dick.

With a gulp, Jack unzipped his pants, as he took in the sight of his wife standing before this man, willingly offering her body. This was the moment they had both talked about for so long; it felt surreal to see it come to life. He could barely contain his excitement, knowing that he was finally giving in to his deepest desires, embracing his role as a willing cuckold husband.

“Emily,” Michael commanded, his voice firm yet seductive. “Get on your knees.”

Without hesitation, Emily obeyed, sinking gracefully to the floor. Her eyes remained locked onto Michael’s, seeking approval and guidance. The vulnerability in her gaze only heightened Michael’s arousal.

He motioned for Jack to join them and then pointed to his trousers. Realizing what he wanted, Jack quickly unbuckled and unzipped them to help Michael take off his pants. He softly ran his fingers across Michael’s smooth, shaved groin before grasping the base of his hardening cock. He lifted the shaft so that his wife could examine it better.

“Touch me,” Michael instructed. Emily reached out tentatively, wrapping her slender fingers around his thick, throbbing cock. She marveled at its size and weight, feeling her excitement growing.

Jack watched intently, his hand moving faster over his own much smaller yet very hard erection as he reveled in witnessing his wife explore Michael’s beautiful rod. The cock they had climaxed to, as husband and wife.

“Good wife,” Michael praised, his hand resting on Emily’s head. “Now, suck my cock, show your husband how you can do it better than him.”

Emily complied with Michael’s wishes, taking him inside her mouth and swirling her tongue around his length as her hands moved together on his shaft. It clearly aroused her. She hadn’t touched another man sexually in over sixteen years. Jack felt a combination of envy and arousal watching his wife willingly pleasure this man with her gorgeous lips. The lips he had kissed tenderly so many times. It was obvious how much more enthusiastic Emily was about performing fellatio on Michael, and how she could use both hands to guide him in her mouth.

“Look at your hubby, Emily,” Michael ordered. She turned her gaze towards Jack, her emerald eyes filled with lust and submission as she continued to suck Michael’s enormous cock.

“Show him my cock,” Michael whispered. Emily plopped the thick shaft out of her mouth, then held it up so her husband could look at it. Jack had removed his pants and his thighs spread open as he jerked his dick. His eyes fixated on their boyfriend’s sexy wet cock. Emily ran her fingertips over the pulsating veins as her gazed switched between the man’s impressive erection and her husband’s eyes.

“Your wife is a natural cock-sucker, Jack,” Michael said with a wink. “She’s going to love what comes next.” With that, he guided Emily from her knees to the edge of the bed and instructed her to lie down. She opened her thighs and held them with her hands, offering herself to her boyfriend. Michael positioned himself between her spread legs, his muscular body poised and ready to take control.

“Do you need my cock in your married pussy?” Michael asked, his voice low and sultry.

“Y-yes,” she stammered, her cheeks flushed with desire. “Please, fuck me.”

Michael placed his heavy cock in between her swollen bare folds. He brushed the head up and down her wet slit, then slowly entered her, causing Emily to gasp in pleasure at the feeling of being stretched and filled by him. His enormous cock head pushed her lips wide as it found her hole. Emily dug her fingernails into his muscles as she bit his shoulder. She was tight from not being properly fucked in a long time.

Jack watched on, entranced by the sight of his wife being taken by another man. Images of their honeymoon flashed in his memory. He was more erect now than he had been that night. He could see the intense connection forming between Emily and Michael, and it only fueled his own desire further.

“Your husband is enjoying this just as much as you are, babe,” Michael whispered into her ear, his words sending shivers through her entire body. He had found his rhythm and was stroking in and out of her wet hole with ease.

Emily couldn’t deny the powerful feels coursing through her—the exhilarating mix of pleasure, submission, and the knowledge that her husband was happily giving her to another man.

As the intensity of their fucking increased, so did the emotional connection between all three of them. Emily surrendered to Michael completely, while Jack reveled in the realization that this forbidden fantasy had become a reality.

“Tell me how it feels, Emily,” Michael demanded, thrusting his rod deeper inside her. Her hungry pussy had opened thoroughly, allowing Michael to take it as roughly as he liked.

“It feels... unbelievable,” she moaned, her eyes locked onto Jack’s, who was still stroking himself fervently. “I’ve felt nothing like this before. It was never this good with... with Jack.” The words came naturally, her true feelings becoming clear.

“Good,” Michael said with a satisfied grin. “Because this is only the beginning.”

“Jack, come here,” Michael commanded, his tone imposing yet inviting. Jack hesitated for a moment before obeying, his heart pounding in his chest as he approached the entwined couple.

“Kiss her breasts,” Michael instructed, and Jack dutifully leaned down to place gentle kisses on Emily’s flushed tits. He could feel her erect nipples against his lips, and the scent of her arousal filled his nostrils. Watching his wife being pleasured by another man had ignited something deep within him—a desire to submit, to relinquish control, and to revel in his newfound role as a willing cuckold.

“Good boy,” Michael praised Jack, sending a quiver down to his balls.

“Now, I want you to suck my cock while your wife watches.”

Jack’s eyes widened, but he didn’t hesitate. He lay beside them on the bed and gently slipped Michael’s shaved cock out of his wife. Her pussy had covered it with juices. He stroked it a few times just to feel how slippery it had become.

Jack then slowly guided the enormous head into his eager mouth, sucking on it as Emily masturbated. He then switched to licking the entire shaft, tracing the veins with his tongue. He glanced up to see Emily gazing at him. They lovingly looked into each other’s eyes. “Oh, my God! Honey, you’re so good at it,” Emily breathed raggedly as her pussy juices squished around her fingers. “Kiss our boyfriend, baby,” Jack moaned. Emily found Michael’s lips, and they kissed. The kiss became dreamy and tender as Jack sucked Michael deeper, signaling his arousal at watching his wife lovingly kiss their boyfriend.

“Does that turn you on, sweetheart?” Michael whispered against her neck, while he continued to thrust into her husband’s open mouth. “Seeing your husband pleasure me like this?”

“God yes,” she whimpered. She looked at her husband and could see the intense arousal in his eyes—an intensity she’d never witnessed in all their years together. It thrilled her, and it made her feel more eager than ever before.

“Tell him,” Michael said firmly, as he tugged on her hard nipples. “Tell your husband how much you love seeing him like this.”

“Jack, honey,” Emily breathed, unable to tear her gaze away from him. “I love seeing you do this. Sucking our boyfriend’s amazing cock. I love seeing you pleasure him. It’s so... exhilarating.”

Jack couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride in his submission, knowing he was pleasing both his wife and the man who had claimed her. It was a powerful mix of emotions — vulnerability, arousal, and utter devotion — that left him feeling more connected to Emily than ever before. The moment felt more meaningful to him than their wedding night.

“Keep going, Jack,” Michael encouraged him, his voice thick with lust. “You’re doing a good job on my cock,” he moaned, while he thrust in and out of Jack's mouth. The act allowed him to enjoy his alpha masculinity, knowing that he was claiming a married couple.

Emily could see the clear pre cum dripping from her husband’s dick all the way to his balls. Sensing that Jack would soon climax from the sucking, Michael slowed his thrusts and pulled his wet, hard cock from Jack’s mouth. He then picked up Emily and spun her around. “Arch your back and spread your knees,” he told her.

Emily’s body quivered with anticipation, feeling the heat radiating from Michael as he positioned himself behind her. Her voluptuous ass presented for him. The room filled with the scent of their mingled arousal, a heady perfume that intoxicated them all. Michael grabbed a fistful of her ass flesh and pulled her open. The action freely exposed her wet entrances to him. He then brushed the mushroom head of his fat cock up and down her married holes. Emily shivered as her body responded to him. Michael steadied himself. Grabbing her hips, he mounted her and pushed his shaft into her pussy. It sucked him in all the way to his shaved ballsack in one gulp.

“Emily,” Michael said huskily. “Tell me how it feels to have your husband watch while I fuck you,” Michael demanded.

“Oh my God... It feels so... incredible,” Emily admitted, her voice breathless and full of tenderness. “It makes me feel so wanted... it makes me feel like a woman.”

Michael slowly thrusted his cock inside her. She moaned loudly for him; her nails digging into the bed as waves of pleasure rolled through her body.

“God, you’re so tight, baby,” Michael groaned, enjoying the pleasure of her wet warmth enveloping him. His dominant grip on her hips settled her, guiding her movements as they found their rhythm together. He then gripped her long red hair and tugged on it. “Fuck, like you belong to me,” he coaxed her. “Fuck, like you have never fucked before.”

His words became an intoxicating hex.

Emily began fucking him back, meeting him thrust for thrust. Her back arched more while her ass spread wider for Michael. Her moans had turned into grunts and sweat dripped off her beautiful tits.

“Fuck me... take my cunt... fuck Jack’s pussy and make it yours,” she groaned.

She then climaxed on his cock, the orgasm ripping through her being. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth hung open as odd sounds escaped her throat while her body convulsed ruthlessly.

Jack stroked his cock with frantic, almost brutal determination, the sounds of Emily’s unreal orgasm fueling his lust. He had never made her cum this way. He reveled in the noises she made as Michael brought her to climax. Never had she cum like this because of him.

“Jack, honey, do you like what you see?” Emily panted as she came to, her pretty green eyes locked onto her husband’s.

“Y-yes, darling,” Jack sputtered, his chest heaving with excitement. “Seeing you submit to Michael like this... letting him fuck you this hard in front of me... cumming on his cock... is indescribable.”

“Good,” Michael growled, his thrusts intensifying as he neared his own climax. “Because I want you to remember this moment, Jack. Remember how it feels to see your wife completely surrender to me.”
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“Emily, switch positions,” Michael commanded. “I want you on your back.” Without hesitation, Emily moved into the missionary position. Her legs lay wide as she looked up at Michael with a mixture of anticipation and devotion. She was pulling on her taut nipples when Jack realized she still had her heels on while offering her pussy in the baby-making position.

“Look at me, darling,” Michael moaned, entering her pussy slowly, deliberately. He fucked her with a steady rhythm, each thrust sending shivers down her body, making her tits shake. Her beautiful green eyes sealed onto his, unable to look away even if she wanted to.

“Admit it,” Michael demanded, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Tell me you love me.” He then caught her lips and their tongues twirled around each other.

Caught up in the moment’s intensity, Emily raggedly gasped out her confession.

“Yes... I love you, Michael.” As the words left her lips, her next climax smashed into her, the sensation washing over her like a tidal wave. Copulating with this man in front of her husband, she had declared her love for him. “That’s my girl,” Michael praised, continuing his relentless pace as he kissed her flushed neck.

Jack felt a jumble of emotions — arousal, envy, and an odd sense of relief.

“Jack, I want you to suck on my balls while I get ready to unload inside your wife, the woman who loves me,” Michael ordered, his voice strained but determined.

Swallowing hard, Jack nodded, getting behind and taking Michael’s smooth balls into his mouth. The flavor was musky, masculine and distinct. Gently sucking his marbles while Michael fucked, Jack placed his hand on his wife’s ankle and started jerking himself with the other. He was excited to make their boyfriend happy.

“Enjoy it, Michael,” Jack whispered between licks and sucks. “Nut into my wife, unload the cum from your beautiful balls the way you like and make her feel amazing.”

Hearing her husband’s words sent Emily into another whirlwind climax. Her body jumped as the sharp orgasm twisted her muscles under Michael’s chiseled body.

The tension in the room was palpable, the air thick with lust and longing. Michael’s hip movements became increasingly deliberate, his breathing labored as he neared his peak. Jack ran his hand over Michael’s sculpted ass, encouraging him to fuck as hard as he needed.

“Are you ready for this, baby?” Michael panted, his voice hoarse with desire.

“Please,” Emily moaned, her body trembling beneath him. “I want it. I need your cum. Make me yours, my darling.”

Michael’s thrusts grew forceful, his body slick with sweat as he drove himself deeper into Emily. Her moans matched his rhythm, and she wrapped her legs around him, urging him on as she kissed him. “I love you, Michael,” she whispered softly in his ear.

“Jack... I’m going to cum in your wife,” Michael announced between grunts, his voice filled with raw desire. Jack, still dutifully sucking on Michael’s balls, felt a surge of excitement at the words. He increased the passion of his ministrations and began stroking himself faster, the anticipation of what was to come nearly unbearable.

“Please... fill me up, Michael,” Emily begged, while her husband worshiped their dominant lover.

And with one last thrust, Michael tensed up, then released his seed inside Emily. He grunted hard like a savage as he buried his seed in her. His thick cock released the spinning ropes of hot jizz into her pussy. He had declared her as his. Emily had another powerful orgasm at the same time and convulsed under Michael while screaming his name.

Jack had continued to suck and lick on Michael’s nuts, determined to bring pleasure to them until the very end. Michael had cum in his wife the same way he had unloaded in Jack’s mouth.

“Emily... Michael...” Jack muttered, once the familiar scent of Michael’s sperm entered his nostrils. The mixture of pleasure and humiliation drove him over the edge. His dick erupted in his hand, his cuck-release spilling onto the floor as he continued to suck on Michael’s balls, desperate for the taste.
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As their climaxes subsided and they each gasped for breath, the three found themselves enmeshed in a sweaty, sated heap. Michael gently disentangled himself from Emily, his softening cock leaving her, and collapsed onto the bed beside her.

Jack, his face flushed with a mix of emotions, let Michael’s balls slip from his mouth and moved to join them.

“Thank you,” Emily whispered, her eyes shining with gratitude as she looked from her husband to Michael. “Both of you.”

“Thank you too, honey,” Jack replied, leaning over and gently kissing her forehead. As he pulled away, he glanced at Michael, his eyes filled with a newfound respect and admiration for the man who had brought them here. “And thank you, Michael.”

Michael smiled, his chest still heaving as he caught his breath. “It was my pleasure,” he assured them, his voice warm and genuine. “I’m glad we could share this experience together.”

Jack and Emily had explored uncharted territory, where they relinquished all control to an alpha male. It was an experience unlike any they had ever encountered before.

And as they drifted off to sleep, sated and content, each knew that they would never forget the night they had shared. A night opening a world of untapped desires and endless possibilities.
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