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Chapter 1: The Seed of Curiosity



Cuckold.

As a young man, I’d never have imagined such a word existed, much less that it could one day define me. The very thought would’ve sparked fury in my younger self—fists clenched, bravado flaring. I grew up in a haze of normalcy: friends, football, family, the usual teenage swagger propped up by schoolyard peer pressure. If you’d told me I’d one day step aside to let another man seduce my wife, I’d have swung at you. But life has a way of humbling us, stripping away illusions in the most unexpected, transformative ways.

I crept toward the guest room door again, a ritual I’d fallen into over recent weeks. Shame burned across my cheeks, hot and undeniable, twinned with an arousal I couldn’t escape. The guest bed groaned rhythmically, its squeaks mingling with the wet, primal sounds of flesh on flesh. I swallowed hard, mouth dry, peering through the cracked door as my wife, Emily, moaned in ecstasy.

“Ohhh, Marcus! I love your huge cock!” Her voice rang out, raw with passion, directed at our well-endowed lodger. Marcus grunted, a deep, satisfied sound, followed by the hungry smack of their lips colliding.

Human desire is a tangled mess. I couldn’t fully unravel the mix of pain and thrill that surged through me. My small erection strained against my pants, a humiliating counterpoint to the shame flooding my chest. I stood there, mesmerized, as Emily surrendered herself—and our marriage—to this supremely equipped stranger.

Penis size, that age-old obsession, wasn’t everything to every woman, but for Emily, I’d learned it was undeniable. Her moans grew louder now, Marcus’s thrusts more insistent, their bodies crashing together in desperate need. “I’m cumming, Marcus! Oh God! It’s—so big! I’m cumming all over it!” she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure overtook her.

Emily and I were high school sweethearts, a fading cliché in today’s world. We’d built a solid marriage, a deep love that carried us into our early thirties. She was my only lover, and until Marcus, I’d been hers. Emily’s beauty was quiet but striking—curvy, with soft blonde hair framing a delicate face. Shy by nature, she carried a subtle, sultry confidence, her full breasts and rounded hips drawing eyes she rarely acknowledged. Wine, though, could coax out her bolder side, peeling back her reserve.

We lived a half-hour from our childhood neighborhood, Emily now an administrator at our old middle school, while I worked as a mechanic after trade school. Ambition wasn’t our forte; we preferred quiet weekends together. Comfortable but not rich, we lived in a modest suburban home. Kids were on the horizon, but first, we dreamed of a European vacation—something our budget couldn’t easily stretch to with little ones in tow.

To save up, I suggested renting out our spare room over the summer. An industrial area nearby drew traveling professionals, and I figured we’d find a taker. “I’m not sure, David,” Emily hesitated when I pitched it. “A stranger in our house? It feels off.”

“I get it,” I said, “but think of an extra four or five grand for the trip.” I saw her concern—trust came naturally to us, but caution was wise. “We’ll vet them thoroughly. If it doesn’t feel right, we walk away.”

She sipped her cheap wine, mulling it over. I grinned, nodding at the bottle. “Picture a four-star hotel, real Italian food—not takeout from Luigi’s.” I forked my pasta for emphasis.

She smirked, raising her glass. “Expensive wine.”

“A bottle with every meal,” I countered.

“We’d forget the whole trip at that rate,” she laughed.

Later, in bed, the wine had loosened her up. “Do me, baby,” she whispered as I thrust into her. Our sex life was decent, though the spark had dulled lately—a common drift for long-married couples. Recently, though, we’d edged into darker, naughtier waters.

I wasn’t a sexual titan, nor well-hung, and lately, I’d been finishing too fast. A twisted thought had taken root, sparked by something Emily let slip. She was gorgeous, often ogled or hit on in public. Where teenage jealousy once ruled me, I’d begun to find it… intriguing. Why, I couldn’t say. The shift started months back with a casual remark.

“A guy at the hardware store asked for my number today,” she’d said, blushing.

“No surprise, love. You’re stunning. Cell or home number?” I teased.

She laughed. “Funny, David. I told him I was flattered but showed him my ring.”

“There’s more to this, isn’t there?” I pressed, sensing her unease.

“You won’t believe what he said.” She hid her face, mortified.

“What?”

“He said, ‘Good. Married women are my favorite kind!’”

A strange jolt hit me—unsettling, electric. I kept cool, replying, “The balls on that guy! What’d you say?”

“Nothing! I bolted!” she said, red-faced but smiling. “I couldn’t believe it!”

That night, I dreamed. Hazy yet vivid, I came home to passionate moans, a chill prickling my spine as I realized it was Emily. The air was thick, seductive. I crept toward our bedroom, hand trembling on the knob. Inside, she lay spread wide, a faceless, muscular man atop her, dwarfing me in every way. Their sex was blurred, my mind shielding the details, but his power was clear as she moaned with wild abandon. I woke sweating, heart racing, a shameful hard-on tenting the sheets. In the bathroom, I jerked off to a frantic, guilty climax.

Her story had planted a seed, one that grew into an obsession. I confessed the dream to her, her shock giving way to flustered curiosity. Weeks later, I admitted it had become a fantasy. She playfully swatted me, giggling. “You’re all I’ll ever need, forever,” she said, but that night, our love-making crackled with new heat. She sensed it, teasing, “Thinking about me with my hung lover?” It was a match to gasoline—I came instantly, groaning as she rubbed my back, smiling.

Back in the moment, I thrust into her, her voice a taunting whisper. “Are you imagining him now?” The images flooded me, and I erupted again. “Fuck!” I muttered, spent too soon. She hadn’t finished.

“Sorry,” I said, smirking. “Your fault this time.”

“I love knowing how to ignite you,” she giggled, kissing me.

“You always have,” I replied, but the fantasy’s grip tightened, unyielding.


















Chapter 2: The Lodger Arrives


The ad for our spare room went up fast, just as I’d figured it would. I’d been upfront in the posting—David and Emily, a married couple looking for a respectful tenant to help fund our dream trip. Responses trickled in, but one grabbed my attention right away.

*Greetings David,

My name is Marcus Reynolds, and I’ll be in your area on business through August. I run a one-man consultancy, preferring private rooms to hotels—I’m done with them after years on the road, and I don’t expense lodging. Your home’s ten minutes from my project site, perfect for a quiet stay over city noise. I’d love to rent the room all summer, assuming you can confirm:


		High-speed internet in the room

		Cable TV access

		A decent showerhead (low pressure’s a pet peeve!)
If yes, I’ll pay above asking—$250 extra monthly—to lock it in quick. I need to start soon.
For familiarity, I’ve attached a photo. I’m 45, career-driven, amicably divorced with two sons. I’ll be busy, but I appreciate a warm home. Let me know if you have questions.
Looking forward,
Marcus.*



Reading it, I kicked myself for not mentioning internet—any business guy would care. His tone was brisk, no-nonsense, but I liked the clarity. I scrolled to his photo: sharp suit, broad build, fit for his age—more put-together than me. It hit me he’d outclassed every other reply.

“Thought that was you for a sec,” Emily’s voice came from behind, startling me.

“Huh?” I turned, not following.

“Him on the screen. Like an older you, maybe bigger. He’s handsome.” She blushed, wine glass in hand, her usual reserve softened by the cheap red. She didn’t often comment on other men—not like that.

I chuckled, hiding a flicker of unease. “You’re a lush, babe.” She looked sheepish, so I shifted gears. “Who is he, anyway?”

“Well, until you called him hot, he was probably our renter,” I teased, grinning.

She covered her mouth, flustered. “Sorry!”

“Just kidding. He’s offering extra to secure it fast—needs to start a project.”

“You said we’d take our time,” she countered, sipping her wine. “Handsome doesn’t mean he’s not a creep.”

“I’ll email him, set up a call tomorrow,” I said, nodding to ease her worry.

She glanced at his photo again, lingering a beat, then rubbed my shoulder. “Okay. I’m off to bed.”

Marcus,

Thanks for the thorough reply. I can confirm all three—internet, cable, and a solid shower (I hate weak ones too). Let’s talk tomorrow when you’re free—here’s my number. Attached a pic of Emily and me for familiarity. Talk soon.

-David

That night, I couldn’t sleep easy. A strange hope gnawed at me that Marcus would work out, and deeper down, I knew it tied to Emily calling him handsome. I tossed, the fantasy I’d confessed to her creeping back—her with another man, faceless but potent. It was unsettling, thrilling.

He called early next morning, voice deep and apologetic. “Sorry for the hour.”

“I’m a mechanic—up with the sun,” I said, brushing it off. His charisma flowed through the line as we talked—his work, his schedule, a bit about Emily and me. Near the end, he caught me off guard.

“Hope this isn’t too forward—I’m a direct guy. Your wife’s very striking.”

His ease threw me, but I played along, stupidly blurting, “Emily thought the same of you last night. Says we look alike.” Why’d I say that? Embarrassment prickled my skin.

He chuckled, smooth as hell. “How about that? I see it a bit! She got a sister nearby?”

“Nope,” I laughed, relieved he took it in stride. We settled payment—cash or check—and his arrival date. “Appreciate the efficiency, David,” he said, a hint of command in his tone, “especially since this isn’t your gig.”

“My pleasure, Marcus.”

“Tell Emily I’m looking forward to meeting her.”

Only I called her ‘Em’—her mom too—but I’d used it on the call, so it didn’t register as odd. “Will do. See you soon,” I said, hanging up.

When Emily got home from work, I grinned. “Looks like we’ve got trip cash lined up!”

Her eyes sparked, then dimmed with caution. “You talked? What’s he like?”

“Relax,” I said, sensing her nerves. “Level-headed, respectful. Good vibe. He won’t be around much.”

“Name again?” she asked, grabbing water from the fridge.

“Marcus. Older than us, divorced, two kids, workaholic. I think you’ll like him.”

“Why’s that?” she smirked, leaning against the counter.

“Dunno. Just a feeling.” I paused, then added, “He said you’re striking. Joked about a sister.”

She bristled, frowning. “That’s bold for a guy living here. Didn’t bug you?”

“Nah, it was polite,” I lied, brushing off the faint sting. “I’d have passed if he seemed off. I even told him you think he’s attractive and we look alike.”

“David!” she yelped, plopping onto the couch beside me. “Why? That’s gonna be awkward now.”

I squeezed her thigh through her jeans. “Chill. We were joking, breaking the ice.”

She brushed hair behind her ear, relenting. “Still, you shouldn’t have said I think he’s hot.”

“Oh, hot now?” I teased, eyes widening.

She swatted my arm, laughing. “Handsome, whatever. You’re ridiculous.”

“Handsome, huh?” I pressed, a jealous twinge sparking. Then, reckless, I said, “Hope you don’t mix us up and climb into his bed.”

Her face flushed, eyes flashing with shock—and something else, alive. “David! What’s gotten into you?”

I blushed too, backtracking. “Kidding, Em! Geez, relax!”

Marcus arrived the next week. Sometimes you meet someone and feel they’ll matter—an instinct I’d later see proven. Opening the door, I took him in: taller than I’d guessed, broad-shouldered, dark hair flecked with gray, a rugged charm in jeans and a polo that hugged his muscled frame. “David, pleasure,” he said, his handshake firm, warm.

“Same, Marcus. Welcome.” I stepped aside, letting him into the family room, then glanced at Emily. Her eyes widened for a split second, flustered—she was impressed. My stomach knotted, palms slick. What had I done, inviting this guy
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A shy wife fulfills her husband’s
forbidden fantasy, cuckolding him with
their charismatic lodger.






