
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Cuckold's Delight

        

        
        
          Stacy and Jesse Jones

        

        
          Published by Stacy Jones, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CUCKOLD'S DELIGHT

    

    
      First edition. December 27, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Stacy and Jesse Jones.

    

    
    
      Written by Stacy and Jesse Jones.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Stacy

	    

      
	    
          
	      1

          
        
          
	          A Sharing and Caring Family- Part one

          
        
          
	          A Complicated Family - Part One

          
        
          
	          A Caring and Sharing Family - Part two

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Mother's Taboo Desires Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Desert Nights: A Mother's Seductive Awakening

          
        
          
	          Mom's Temptation Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Tropical Desires Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Sexual Odyssey - My Slutty Wife

          
        
          
	          Gang Banged Fantasies Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Mother's Descent Into Exhibitionism

          
        
          
	          Desert Degradation - A Taboo Encounter

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Sultry Encounters: Unfaithful Desires

          
        
          
	          Public Playground Of Passion

          
        
          
	          Unbridled Desires: A Sinful Vacation

          
        
          
	          Desires Unleashed - Cuckquean Chronicles

          
        
          
	          The Forbidden Affair

          
        
          
	          Unseen Desires Unveiled

          
        
          
	          Seduction Unraveled - Taking Her Son's Best Friend

          
        
          
	          The Scandalous Neighborhood Affair

          
        
          
	          The Seven-Fold Slut

          
        
          
	          Seraphina And Liam

          
        
          
	          Four Shades Of Futa Intimacy

          
        
          
	          The Futaverse: A Gay Man's Paradise

          
        
          
	          The Sisterhood Of Curves

          
        
          
	          The Shared Sanctuary

          
        
          
	          Forty And Fabulous

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Delight

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Jesse Jones

	    

      
	    
          
	      1

          
        
          
	          The Advocate Of Shadows

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Ecstasy

          
        
          
	          Crimson Confessions

          
        
          
	          The Suburban Seduction Project

          
        
          
	          The Surrogate Lovers

          
        
          
	          The Gathering Of The Titans

          
        
          
	          The House Of Reawakened Desires

          
        
          
	          Four Shades Of Futa Intimacy

          
        
          
	          The Futaverse: A Gay Man's Paradise

          
        
          
	          The Sisterhood Of Curves

          
        
          
	          The Shared Sanctuary

          
        
          
	          Forty And Fabulous

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Delight

          
        
      

      
    
    


The Cuckold's Delight



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: The Lingerie 'Mistake'
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The air in the boutique was thick with the scent of jasmine and vanilla, a cloying sweetness that felt like a physical touch. Soft, pulsing electronica drifted from hidden speakers, a heartbeat rhythm beneath the murmur of a sales assistant helping another customer. Susan traced a finger along a rail of silk, the cool slip of it a shock against her skin.

“This one,” Richard said, his voice close to her ear.

He hadn’t pointed to the elegant chemise she’d been eyeing. His hand was on her lower back, steering her gently to the right, toward a mannequin that looked less like it wore lingerie and more like it was caught in a particularly delicate spiderweb.

“Richard, that’s practically nothing,” Susan laughed, but it was a thin sound. She crossed her arms over her chest, feeling suddenly seen in the dim, intimate light.

“It’s lace. Italian.” He stepped closer, his body heat a familiar presence behind her. His fingers brushed the small of her back, then drifted up her spine, a slow, deliberate trail. “Look at the work. It’s art.”

The mannequin wore a babydoll. The cups were a complex pattern of floral lace, so fine she could see the dark shadow of the dummy’s nipple through it. The shorts were mere suggestions, scalloped edges clinging to the curve of the hip.

“It’s transparent,” she whispered.

“Sheer,” he corrected, his lips now against her temple. His breath was warm. “There’s a difference. It’s about suggestion. Mystery.”

Susan felt a flush creep up her neck. They’d been married eighteen years. They had a mortgage, a golden retriever with arthritis. This wasn’t them. Saturday mornings were for grocery runs and washing the car, not for staring at forty-dollar lace panties that covered less than a postage stamp.

“Can you imagine,” Richard murmured, his hand settling on her hip, “just the outline of you in this? The shape of you, but soft, blurred by the pattern?” His thumb stroked the denim of her jeans. “Those college boys next door, the ones who are always ‘accidentally’ in their driveway when you get the mail? They’d have a stroke.”

She elbowed him gently. “Stop it.” But she didn’t move away. A strange, fizzy sensation bubbled in her stomach. It wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“I’m just saying. It would be a kindness to wear it. Let the poor kids die happy.” He was grinning; she could hear it in his voice.

“You’re terrible.” She turned to face him, searching his face. He looked normal. Her Richard. A little grayer at the temples, smile lines a bit deeper. But his eyes were dark, intense in a way she hadn’t seen in a while. “You really like it?”

“I love it,” he said, simple and direct. “I love you in it. I love the idea of you in it. Of knowing what’s underneath while everyone else just... wonders.”

The sales assistant glided over, a phantom in black. “That’s one of our most popular pieces. We just got it in caramel, which would be stunning with your skin tone.”

Richard didn’t hesitate. “What’s her size?”

“Richard!”

“What? It’s my birthday next week. This is my present.” He winked at her, then turned his full attention to the assistant. “We’ll take it. And what about that teddy? The black one with the keyhole front?”

An hour later, they walked out into the bland daylight of the shopping plaza, squinting. Susan carried the discreet black bag with the boutique’s elegant script logo. It felt heavier than it was. Inside were three sets: the caramel babydoll, the black keyhole teddy, and a blush-pink corset with garter straps that Richard had produced from a back shelf like a magician.

“Three?” she’d asked, her voice airy with disbelief.

“Variety,” he’d said, kissing her neck as he handed his credit card over. “Mood-dependent.”

In the car, the normalcy of the cracked leather seats and the empty coffee cup in the holder was jarring. Susan stared straight ahead. “That was... an experience.”

Richard started the engine. “You didn’t hate it.”

It wasn’t a question. She glanced at him, at the quiet, satisfied smile on his face. He looked content. Proud. Not of the purchase, but of her.

“No,” she admitted, the word soft in the quiet car. She looked down at the bag in her lap. The fancy paper rustled. She thought of the lace, the sheer panels, the way the sales assistant had nodded with professional approval. She thought of the college boys next door, all biceps and backward hats, who sometimes helped her carry in the groceries. A slow, private smile touched her lips. “I didn’t hate it at all.”

The bag sat on the passenger seat between them all the way home, a silent, rustling monument to the afternoon’s shift. Susan felt hyper-aware of her own body, of the weight of her breasts against her bra, the curve of her hips in the jeans. It was a familiar awareness, but today it was sharper, lit from within.

Richard had always been a good-looking man. He’d kept in shape, not with the obsessive fury of some middle-aged guys, but with a consistent, quiet discipline that maintained a solid, broad-shouldered frame. He filled out a t-shirt in a way that spoke of latent strength, not vanity. In their private life, he was more than enough—generously, impressively so, a fact he wore with a calm confidence that had always thrilled her.

And Susan knew she turned heads. It was just a fact, like the weather. Her body was a classic, womanly shape she’d learned to stop fighting in her thirties. Her breasts were full, her stomach softly rounded, and her butt—well, it was undeniably big, a fact highlighted by every pair of jeans she owned. Walking through the grocery store, filling gas, even picking up the dog’s prescription, she felt the glances. The quick, sliding looks from other women assessing, and the longer, hungrier stares from men, young and old. She used to hunch her shoulders against it. Now, most days, she just let it roll over her, a neutral background hum to her errands.

But today, with that bag in her lap, the hum felt like a current she was suddenly plugged into.

At home, the normalcy was almost absurd. The dog thumped his tail. The dishwasher needed emptying. Richard dropped his keys in the ceramic bowl by the door with its usual clink.

“So,” he said, nodding toward the stairs. “Mood-dependent, right? What’s the mood?”

She laughed, a real one this time, nervous and bright. “I need a glass of wine before I even look at that stuff again.”

“Fair.”

He opened a bottle of Malbec while she fed the dog. They moved around their kitchen, a well-worn dance. He handed her a glass. Their fingers brushed.

“Try one on,” he said, his voice casual. No pressure. Just a suggestion.

“Now?”

“Why not? The lighting’s good.” He gestured toward the living room, where the late afternoon sun slanted in, golden and thick with dust motes.

Her heart did a funny little tap-dance against her ribs. She took a long swallow of wine for courage, picked up the bag, and went upstairs without another word.

In their bedroom, she emptied the contents onto the king-sized bed. The fabrics were sinful against their plain navy duvet. She chose the caramel babydoll. The lace was even finer than it seemed in the store, whispering against her skin as she undressed. She shimmied into the shorts, which clung to the full swell of her hips. The top settled over her breasts, the lace doing absolutely nothing to conceal the dark areolas or the fact that she was already getting hard. She stared at herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the door.

A stranger looked back. A confident, knowing stranger. The sheer fabric didn’t hide her, it framed her. It celebrated every curve, every softness. It was the most provocative thing she had ever worn.

She heard Richard’s quiet footsteps on the stairs. He didn’t come in. He stopped in the hallway. She could feel his presence on the other side of the door.

Slowly, she turned the knob and stepped out.

He was leaning against the opposite wall, wine glass in hand. He didn’t speak. His eyes travelled down her body and back up, a slow, thorough journey. His expression shifted, the easy affection melting into something hotter, more possessive. A muscle flickered in his jaw.

“Jesus, Susan,” he finally breathed, the words husky.

“Well?” Her voice was barely a whisper.

He pushed off the wall, closing the distance between them. He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his gaze like a physical caress. “You see what I see? You see what that does?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Those boys next door,” he said, his voice low. “The tall one, Jake, who washes his car every Sunday without a shirt. The stocky one with the tattoos. The smart-ass one with the glasses. You think they could handle this? You think they’d know what to do if they saw you in this, just once, through a window?”

The fantasy wasn’t his alone anymore. It unfolded in her mind, vivid and shocking. She saw their faces, their dumbstruck expressions. She felt a powerful, dizzying surge of power.

The thought was a lightning strike, jagged and white-hot, arcing from the fantasy in her mind straight down to her core. The power wasn't just in being seen; it was in being wanted with that kind of raw, dumbstruck hunger. Her breath hitched.

Richard saw the change in her eyes, the dilation of her pupils swallowing the hazel. He moved.

He didn’t just kiss her. He consumed her. His mouth was on hers, hard and demanding, one hand tangling in her hair, the other gripping her lace-covered hip hard enough to leave a mark. It was a kiss of possession and surrender all at once. He broke away, his forehead pressed to hers, his breathing ragged.

“You’re thinking about it,” he growled, the sound vibrating through her. “Aren’t you?”

She could only nod, her lips swollen and tingling.

“Tell me.”

“I’m thinking... about their faces,” she managed.

That was all he needed. He turned her, his hands firm on her shoulders, and bent her over the hallway console table. A vase of dried hydrangeas wobbled. Her reflection in the gilded mirror was a blur of caramel lace and flushed skin. He pushed the flimsy shorts aside, not even bothering to take them off, and his mouth was on her.

There was no gentle preamble. His tongue was a ruthless, knowing pressure, licking into her with a focus that made her cry out, her fingers scrambling against polished wood. He was picturing it. She could feel it in the intensity of his touch. He was tasting her and imagining them watching, imagining them taking their turn.

“They’d line up,” he muttered against her, his words hot and wet. “Just to get a taste. You know that.”

He stood, fumbling with his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet hallway. He pushed his jeans down just enough. He was already hard, straining. He guided himself into her with a single, deep thrust that punched the air from her lungs.

He set a brutal, possessive rhythm, each drive of his hips slamming her against the table’s edge. The lace of the babydoll scraped her nipples with every movement. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place.

“Think about it, Susan,” he commanded, his voice gritted with strain. “Not just one. Three. All of them. Young, hard, no idea what to do with a woman like you except fuck her.”

She moaned, the image coalescing—hands, mouths, the weight of different bodies.

He pulled out suddenly, the cold air a shock. Before she could protest, she felt the slick head of him press against her other entrance. He pushed in slowly, relentlessly, stretching her in a different, deeper way. She gasped, a sharp sound of pleasure-pain.

“One in each hole,” Richard breathed, his body curling over hers, his mouth at her ear. He began to move again, a slower, more deliberate cadence. “That’s what you’d give them, wouldn’t you? You’d take all of it. Be full of them. Tell me you’re thinking about it.”

“Yes,” she sobbed, the word breaking apart. The obscenity of it, the sheer physical logistics, ignited her. She was thinking about the stretch, the overwhelming fullness, the surrender of being used for pure pleasure. Her own, and theirs.

“Whose would be in this sweet ass?” he grunted, driving into her. “The big one? The tattooed kid? He looks like he could pound you for hours.”

She was beyond words, nodding wildly, her cheek pressed to the cool wood.

“And this perfect pussy?” He slid a hand around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles that matched his thrusts. “The smart one. He’d watch, he’d learn, he’d make sure you came until you screamed.”

The climax tore through her, violent and silent for a second before a ragged scream escaped her throat. It felt like being unmade. Richard followed with a choked shout, his body locking, pouring into her as he held her hips flush against him.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the faint smell of sex and dust and dried flowers. He softened inside her, slowly withdrew. They stayed there, bent over the table, coming back to themselves.
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