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Description:

Black Marks 2

“I'm still trying to make sense of what happened at our new neighbor's house that night. When Vanessa had my wife dress up in a French Maid outfit with her. In front of both me and her husband. I'm still wondering what might have happened if Amelia and I hadn't bailed when we did.

Most days since, I'm glad we got out of there. Especially when I replay what that guy said to me about my wife. And when I remember that Amelia told me she thinks he's a 'good looking older guy'.

Other days, when I fantasize, I regret bringing Amelia away from there as early that night as I did.

But Sterling says he and I have to be patient. If I want him to succeed in cuckolding me. If I want to make Amelia a hotwife. And if he's to 'train' her and get her into his S&M world alongside his own cuckquean partner.

And that's what I want.

Or at least, I think it is..”

Elsewhere in Black Marks 2, Ian's domestic duties for Marcella intensify in front of her husband as excitement mounts ahead of Finn's announced return for the long term at the weekend. But the couple might get more than they expect from that particular visit..

This is a c.40k word, full novel–sized ebook adventure of hotwife sharing erotic romance. Written from the husband’s point of view, it contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including wife sharing, voyeurism, submission, and cuckold humiliation. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.
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Chapter One
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Wes

“There you go,” I smile at the first-time customer and hand him the small white paper bag with his cinnamon swirl inside and then his double-shot espresso.

He tugs up the collar of his coat and nods. Then he hurries back to his mustard-colored Ford, side-stepping big puddles as he goes.

I slide the window of my coffee trailer back across but peer out and up again at the teaming rain and the sky above. Still those big black and purple clouds. The forecast said the downpour would be over by now, but there’s little sign of that. 

The trouble with a pitch like this on the edge of an industrial park is that most customers have to drive to you. And no matter how much better my coffee is, who wants to get out of the car in the pouring rain when it’s only a mile or two to that new drive-through? 

I pull my notepad and pen out from under the chrome countertop and scribble a line or two about that last customer. I’ve started asking a few preplanned questions when I serve people now. Like where they’re from, and where they heard about the trailer. Or what other items they’d like to see on the menu. And I tell them I’m thinking of starting a loyalty program. Gage their interest in that too. ‘Consumer research’. It’s something Sterling suggested when we were at his house that night. 

And the questions and answers come with another bonus too. They keep my mind occupied when things are quiet here. They help a little to stop me obsessing about my wife Amelia and what happened at the Marks’ house.

I’ve brought my laptop today too and with no sign of another customer, I open it and begin to transfer the notes I’ve made so far today into a spreadsheet I’ve started. Maybe when the weather picks up I’ll apply for a license and bring a couple of foldaway chairs and a table with me. Put them up outside so customers can take a break from their cars or wagons and enjoy their drinks or snacks outdoors. It wouldn’t be the worst roadside to sit and relax by. Not with that couple of trees out there and an open field to one side.

Once I’ve added that last guy’s details to the spreadsheet and with no other customers in sight, those persistent other thoughts demand my attention again.

I allow the unsettling memories from the weekend before last to overwhelm me once more. 

Amelia in that French Maid outfit. My wife sat on the lap of an old black guy. An annoying university professor who thinks he knows everything there is to know about business. And who knows more than he should about my Amelia.

He told me he’d love to have sex with her.

My dick shifts in my pants again. 

The guy knows that I fantasize about her as a hotwife. He’s heard about her submissive relationship with her ex. Fleeting though her S&M experience might have been. And his fucking wife has fantasies about him with other women! 

The image of his big dark hand on the pale skin of my wife’s thigh rises again in my head and now I let it stay there. 

How hot was that sight? My dick stiffens rigid and I reach down to feel it through my pants.

For the thousandth time, I imagine what might have happened if I hadn’t insisted on leaving when we did. If I hadn’t reacted to how shocked Amelia looked on his lap when she felt ‘something’ under her butt. 

Another man’s cock stiffening with excitement and ‘readiness’ for her. If she’d then reacted differently, with excitement, if she’d reached down to his pants if she’d touched his...

But even as I visualize the heady scene, shrouds of frustration and confusion descend over me. 

I haven’t even told her about his ‘offer’. Nor about his wife’s supposed preferences. How could I? Amelia’s been barely willing to discuss anything about that night ever since. In or out of bed. I don’t know if she’s trying to pretend the whole night never even happened, or what.

I peer back out at the teaming rain.

Maybe I do need to just tell her everything Sterling said. Maybe there’s nothing to lose. I mean, she and I are back to the way things used to be before Vanessa told her about the importance of sexual fantasies in a relationship. We don’t discuss Sterling or any other guy in bed. She shuts me down when I try. She seems as uncomfortable about it as she ever was. Maybe even more so now. 

Outside, a wagon slows and for a moment it looks like it’ll stop here. He doesn’t. I think the driver was just studying his GPS.

Things would probably be better now if she’d got together with Vanessa at that book club the Tuesday after. If they’d talked things through. But the club wasn’t on last week and then the Marks went away for a long weekend. 

They’re back tonight though. And the book club is on tomorrow. Maybe Vanessa will repeat the suggestion to Amelia that she made when we were leaving their home. That it’s our turn now to host them. 

But would Amelia even agree to do that now? And what makes me think anything more might happen if we did?

That same wagon has doubled back and pulled up outside and a bearded driver climbs down from his cab. The rain has finally stopped.

I serve the guy a milky cappuccino and he grabs a couple of muffins too in a big paw. Then after he’s driven away and I’ve made a note about him, my thoughts are drawn back to Sterling. And what he said about my wife.

‘Train’ her. What might a dominant guy who’s into S&M mean by ‘training’ my wife? If he believes she’s a submissive. Why didn’t I ask him to clarify it?

Probably because what he said shocked the crap out of me.

My dick shifts again in my pants though and it’s no use. I need to jack off. 

I peer back out to double-check on the rain. Masturbation has become as frequent these last two weeks as it was when I was an adolescent. 

I don’t normally do it here, but around the back of the trailer should be OK. That’s where I pee when I have to. Out of sight of the road. I’ll hear any cars or wagons pull up and easily get back to serve them. I can’t wait any longer.

I open the truck door and step down onto the gravel. I pick my way around puddles at the rear and stand near brambles and trees a few feet beyond the truck. The open field beyond it and no buildings in direct line of sight. 

I yank out my hard dick and stroke. 

What if I told Amelia everything? If I didn’t let her close the conversation down and if she couldn’t help but get excited?

I ignore the more logical outcome that my wife would likely be scared to death, and I jerk hard. Fast. I visualize Amelia wet between the legs in bed, telling me how horny it could be to be ‘trained’ by Sterling. Telling me she’s imagined him as her ‘bull’. 

I cum with a gasp and spray the low brambles.

“Oh, sorry,” a female voice says and over my left shoulder, a middle-aged woman drags a little dog away.

Oh, fucking hell! Did she see I was beating -off?

A couple of minutes later though, when I get back to the trailer and inside it, she’s around the front, roadside with her dog. 

If she’d seen what I was really doing she’d have run. Surely? I pull a wet wipe from the drum I keep on one of the worktops and I wipe my hands. Then I slide the window open.

“Sorry about that,” I smile at her. 

“When you gotta go, you gotta go,” the woman shrugs, “He’s the same,” she gestures at the dog, “Glad the rain finally relented so I could bring him outside. Can I get a latte?”

Back on our street later in the evening after dumping the trailer and then picking up the SUV, and those summer days of Amelia writing in the sunny front garden seem an eternity away. There’s no likelihood of Sterling wandering past with his dog and catching my wife out here in the dark. No likelihood of any chance encounter. 

The lights are on in our living room and when I get into the house that’s where I find my wife.

“Hi,” she smiles and gets up from the sofa with her strawberry blonde hair in a high ponytail. “I hope you’re hungry. I’ve got pepperoni pizza in the oven.”

“Sounds great,” I say, and having thought more about it all the way home, I’ve made up my mind. I’m telling her tonight what Sterling said. I want her to know before she goes to the book club tomorrow with Vanessa. Then they might have a meaningful conversation together. Sterling didn’t ask me to keep quiet about what he told me, did he? And if I don’t get it all out in the open then I’m just pussyfooting around what has to be a real opportunity. I could risk it all fizzling out to nothing. And a couple with attitudes and preferences like Sterling and his wife has to be too good an opportunity to completely waste. 

Even if the guy can be a pain in the ass. 

I wait until Amelia has put the food out and we’re at the dining table together. There’s a big bottle of chilled water and two glasses on the table between us.

“So have you heard from Vanessa since they got back from their long weekend?” I ask and try to sound low-key. Ever since hearing they were going away though, I’ve found myself wondering whether it might have been to some kinky BDSM event or other. Or whether my frustrated imagination is just in overdrive since his proposition to me. 

“Nu-huh,” Amelia shakes her head but says nothing more. She hasn’t mentioned having any conversations with Vanessa since that night. Just swapping texts when the other woman told her the club wasn’t on last week and that they were going away. 

I swallow a mouthful of pizza and having established in my head the order of my upcoming sentences, I finalize exactly how to phrase the first. 

With a question. 

“I’ve been meaning to ask you,” I clear my throat, “You know when Vanessa said something to you about a cuckquean?”

Amelia sighs like this is the last topic she wants to discuss.

“Did she mention that’s what she’s into?” I look across at her.

“Er no,” Amelia frowns and her big baby-blue eyes look down at her plate. 

“Apparently it is,” I say and gaze right at her. I wait for her to look back at me. 

“What gives you that idea?” She asks.

“Sterling told me.”

“When?”

“That night.”

“What?” she says and covers her mouth with one hand, gripping her raised knife as she swallows some food, “So he just came out with it, and told you his wife likes to imagine him with other women?” Amelia gives me a dubious look.

“Not quite. He said something like it was only fair that I should know her fantasies because they both knew ours.” 

“So you were discussing me?” Amelia flushes.

“I didn’t have to, did I? You’d already told Vanessa about you and your ex, remember?”

Amelia reddens further and looks down at her plate again.

“Anyway, he told me that’s what Vanessa was into.”

Amelia doesn’t reply. She keeps eating, but slower now.

What will she say to Vanessa about this? Anything?

“He said something else too,” I hesitate a second, but what the hell? I’ve held off long enough. And where has that got me?

“What?” Amelia says the word slowly and looks up at me like she fears hearing, but she knows she must.

“I did try to tell you that night,” I say, “When we got home. Vanessa obviously must have repeated what you told her about my fantasies.”

Amelia’s eyebrows rise.

“Anyway, Sterling said that if we ever chose to make my fantasy real then he..”

“He what?” she lowers her knife and fork.

“Well, Vanessa said you’re his ‘fantasy girl’, didn’t she?”

Amelia’s face is beetroot red and I should probably stop now but I need to get it all out. Bottling it up and keeping it from her has driven me crazy.

“He said he’d like to train you,” my mouth has dried up and I grab the water. I pour a big mouthful but my hand is unsteady.

“Train me? To do what?” her cheeks aren’t getting any paler.

“I guess he assumed from everything he’d heard, that you’re submissive,” I shrug and eye her but my face burns too.

“I only told Vanessa I thought I could be,” her voice cracks, “sometimes.”

“You told her about the stuff that happened with your ex too,” I say, “So he knows that. And we know what Sterling’s into. I’m guessing he meant train you in S&M. But I was too surprised to ask and find out for sure.” My cock has thickened in my pants as I watch her reaction.

“Did he honestly say all that?” Amelia stares across at me wide-eyed and covers her mouth again with one hand. Only this time I don’t think her hand has anything to do with politeness and hiding her chewing. 

I nod my head but then shrug and feel the need to lighten the mood, “You and Vanessa started it,” I grin at her, “dressing up and teasing him.”

“What did you say to him?” her eyes remain wide. 

“I didn't know what the hell to say. I was taken aback by it. Although it was horny too,” I reach for her hand across the table. My dick is rock hard now and I should probably stop the conversation here but the pent-up words keep coming. “He reckons if we did ever decide to make our fantasies real, it would kill more than two birds with one stone. Like, press Vanessa’s hot buttons as well as his. He said he’d love to be your bull.”

“My what?” she gapes at me.

“It’s what the other guy’s called when a wife has an affair with her husband’s approval,” I say but Amelia looks panicked, “Or she just has a little extra fun with the guy.”

“Well, I won’t be having any affair,” Amelia pulls her hand back and away from mine, “Or doing anything ‘extra’. And definitely not with Vanessa’s husband.”

Shit.

“There’s no way I can look Vanessa in the eye tomorrow night,” Amelia shakes her head and her ponytail. “Not now. I’ll text her tomorrow morning and tell her I won’t be at book club.”
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Chapter Two
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Ashley

I set Ian to work with the vacuum cleaner in our living room like Marcie asked me to. Then I go to find her in our bedroom. But when I reach the en suite, I hear the shower running so she must be in there. 

I’m disappointed she didn’t want to answer the front door to him when he arrived, nor give him his instructions herself. I like it when she’s enthusiastic about what she puts the guy through. But on the other hand, it seems she is freshening herself up and getting changed before he’s in front of her. And she did get him to buy a new whip for her before coming here this week. So hopefully she’s planning something special.

“Marce,” I knock on the bathroom door and now she’s singing inside, “OK if I come in?”

“As long as you don’t have company,” she calls back.

“He’s in the living room,” I say and push the door open. I close it again behind me. 

The room is steamy despite the extractor fan and it smells of fruity shower gel - like pear and oranges. On the other side of the frosted glass door, the water beats down over Marcie’s steam-cloaked body. 

My trapped cock surges in the chastity belt. I can’t wait to get out of it again tonight and have sex. She kept me in this cage again all weekend. She made it a condition of agreeing to another visit from Ian. And tonight on a Monday.

I move closer to the shower and try to see more of her shape through the steam and glass. 

“Are you dressing up a bit more for him tonight?” I ask, and I’ve been hoping all weekend that she’ll go for more than just the jeans she wore on his first visit here. Will you do what I’ve asked you to all week? Let him touch or kiss some part of your body. Let me see you tease him to the point of tears. The frustrated submissive who can never have my wife. 

I wish I knew why this excites me almost as much as when Finn takes her.

“I haven’t decided what I’m wearing yet,” Marcie calls back and the shower valve creaks a little as she turns the water off. 

I won’t push her about her outfit. Or about letting Ian kiss her feet or maybe even her butt cheeks. And not just because I don’t want to piss her off. I want her in a good mood to make sure the three of us have a hot ‘scene’ when Ian’s finished his chores. But I also don’t want to force her because I don’t want to remind her of what she’s pushing me to do. When Finn gets back at the weekend. That promise she made me give her. 

Let another guy cum in my face. Man, I couldn’t. How would I ever live with myself after that? It’s one thing to have gone down on my wife last time after Finn had....but to let him cum in my face...

My chest pulls.

Marcie steps out of the shower naked with her long blonde hair transformed to something darker by the soaking. I gaze at the sweep of her glistening curves and a groan escapes my lips. She smiles but her blue eyes gesture at the towel rail so I reach for a fluffy one and hand it to her.

“You’re so hot,” I tell her as she rubs her hair and her bare boobs jiggle.

“So I better get dressed for my slave boys, hadn’t I?” she says and wraps the towel around her body, shielding her nudity again from my hungry eyes.

My dick throbs but Marcie leaves the bathroom. I shove a hand down into my jeans to tug the tough, transparent cage away from skin that feels more chafed with each passing day. 

She knows how much it turns me on now when says that kind of thing. When she pretends to treat me no different than the guy who comes here to clean for us. The guy who will never have her. She knows how frantic I get now when she’s denied me for a few days. And I suspect she’s realizing the same as I am, that my excitement gets stronger every time she locks me. 

Even though another part of me fucking hates my dick locked up like this. I need sex. 

I follow her to our bedroom and it crosses my mind that although she hasn’t said so, she could be planning to keep me caged until the weekend when Finn comes back. 

Except of course, that she’ll want it tonight after teasing Ian. Almost as much as I will. And even Marcie wouldn’t expect me to stay in chastity for a whole week. Even if she could manage without sex until Friday night. 

And man, I have to work eight to ten hours a day with scissors in my hands. I’d be a danger to my fucking clients before I even got to Wednesday. Never mind Friday.

Marcie sits at her dressing table with the towel around her and her hair dryer blowing through her damp, blonde hair. 

I stand and watch her.

“Stop staring at me,” she eventually shouts above the dryer but she laughs too. “Go and supervise your friend,” she gestures at the door.

“I’d sooner stay and watch you,” I grip the front of my pants and the chastity belt inside, I pull the thing away some more from my balls and cock.

“We can’t leave him by himself all night,” Marcie yells.

“He’ll be OK,” I shake my head and admire her cleavage above the towel, “He always does exactly what he’s told.”

“I wish you would sometimes,” Marcie laughs and she turns off the dryer. Then she stands and with her lush hair falling around her shoulders she pulls the towel away from her body. 

“Fucking hell Marce,” I shake my head and gaze from her full breasts with their perfect pink nipples and then down past her flat belly, her gorgeous shaved slit, to her long, supple legs. Then all the way back up again. 

She approaches me wearing only her grin but then she turns her back on me. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs over her shoulder and she nestles her warm bare buttocks against my caged groin. 

“Oh Marcie,” I hold the sides of her bare hips and quiver with need for her.

“Did he get me the new whip?” she asks over her shoulder. She rubs her ass gently into my confined cock and balls and her freshly-washed and dried hair is fragrant in my face. Hair that’s once more so blonde that it’s almost white.

“Yeah,” I gasp and peer down at the dark split between her pale cheeks as she grinds gently against me. “It’s like a riding crop,” I say, “same as that one Finn borrowed before.”

“Mmm,” she murmurs and rubs her butt up and down a little harder on my helpless, numbed genitals. 

I burrow my face into the back of her scented hair and kiss the top of her shoulders. I reach around her to feel her tits but she slaps my hand away. She laughs though and continues to grind her buttocks into me. 

She’s really started getting off doing this sort of thing to me. 

“Go and check on what he’s doing out there,” she says over her shoulder, “Let me get dressed. You’re the one who wanted him here.”

My phone rings in my back pocket and I step back and away from the torment of my wife’s heated behind and pull out my phone.

Phil?

“I better take this,” I say and I leave Marcie in our bedroom. I need to find out why he’s called before I tell her he has. 

“Hey, Phil,” I answer quietly in the hall. I reach down into my pants to adjust the grip of the chastity belt on my still-agitated cock. 

This is the guy who Marcie says is ‘even better’ in bed than Finn.

“Hey, Champ. Long time no speak. How’s it hanging? Apologies for not being in touch in a while,” he says in that deep southern drawl of his. “Things been mad busy. On-site, and my new home and with the new clubs coming on stream for Richmond and everything.”

“I bet,” I say and clear my throat. I haven’t seen the guy since he and Finn took my wife at the same time on that big red bed in the adult club dungeon. 

In front of me and Ian. 

“I didn’t want to speak to Marcie before you and I talked first,” he says.

What does he want?

I visualize my wife writhing on that kinky red bed between this guy and Finn, two of them all over her while Ian and I watched. He and I both chained to the foot of the bed. Other amused onlookers aware that I was the ‘Scandinavian’ beauty’s cuckold husband. 

My disabled dick twitches in it’s shell. 

“That little lady of yours made a huge impression on a lot of people on her first visit to Richmond’s club.”

“Oh,” I say, and don’t know whether I should feel pride or something completely different .

“We don’t get many women through there who are as good with a whip as they are on their hands and knees,” Phil chuckles. “Not when they’re drop-dead gorgeous like your wife. She seemed to enjoy herself in the dungeon too, right?”

“I guess,” I say and cough. Does he remember how hard and how many times he and Finn made her cum that night?

“We touched on it back then,” he says, “but Richmond and I are still keen to have her in a regular dominatrix role there. Particularly now with the party season on the horizon.” 

What the fuck would that involve? I want to ask that exact question but I can’t get my words out properly. 

“I hear the pair of you still have a lot of expense getting that big house of yours straight? Well, maybe some extra income could help you with that. And between me and you Champ, we’ll pay for her time with or without Finn’s involvement. Whichever way you and her prefer to play it.” 

Is he plotting behind Finn’s back? 

Or maybe he’s mentioned this to Finn and the lodger told him he doesn’t want my wife to go back to that club.

“Look, I know how much you enjoy watching Marcie lord it over that other subbie guy you and her befriended,” Phil says, “Well, imagine watching her do the same thing to several of them a night on a regular basis. Subbie girls too. And getting well-paid in the process.”

I can imagine it. Vividly. But she’d never do it.

“I’m coming down your way again as soon as I can, and then the three of us can discuss it. Terms too. Meantime, if you like the idea of watching her in an occasional professional role Champ - and I know how much you like to watch your girl - then maybe give a little serious thought to how we could entice her?” 

“I don’t know,” I mumble and try to juggle mental images of my wife dressed up and prowling around like a blonde Catwoman in front of strangers, and then with the look on her face if I suggested she do something like that for cash. 

“Give it some thought ahead of us getting together,” Phil says, “You can be sure the money on offer from Richmond will be good. And obviously, you’d always be more than welcome to come with her whenever she’s working. Play whatever part you want in the dungeon.”

“I’ll think about it,” I say and I’m shaking both at the nerve of this guy and a terrible excited sense of dread. 

I could never put myself through what I did that last time in their club. And especially not now Marcie likes me in chastity for longer periods. Who knows what kind of shit I might do?

“If you prefer to tell her I’ve called,” he says, “then maybe you want to prime her about what I’ve told you.”

I peer down the hall at our bedroom door but it’s still closed. 

“You could sound her out for me, and if you get any useful feedback, give me a call before the three of us sit down?”

“Right,” I say as if I agree, but I’m still shocked by what I’ve heard. Shocked that he’s called at all like this after so long. 

“I’ll get myself booked in for one of your super fade trims too when I’m back down there,” Phil chuckles, “Get myself a fresh look before that super sexy wife of yours sees me again.”

“Yeah, right,” I try to laugh.

Phil hangs up and I stuff the phone back into my pocket with my head spinning and my face on fire. I know when we were at their club he and his boss mentioned Marcie potentially working there. But I assumed they were just being polite, because she was being publicly fucked. 

Do they honestly think my wife would go on the payroll of somewhere like that?

I take a deep breath and head back to our bedroom. 

“Woah,” I gape and all thought of Phil drains away at the sight in front of me. Marcie in a tiny denim mini skirt. And a tight black top that shows a lot of cleavage. 

She even put eyeliner on.

“Like it?” she twirls around in the mirror. 

She’ll drive Ian wild. 

“Who was on the phone?” she asks and steps into a pair of black heels. Her long bare legs look incredible.

Heels too though. She’s pushing the boat out to tease him tonight.

“Phil,” I say and cross the room to pull her to me. 

I grind my caged groin into her. Waves of delicious frustration wash through me and make me sweat.

“Phil?” Marcie’s eyebrows rise and she peers right at me, “What did he want?”

“A haircut when he comes back. Amongst other things,” I say but don’t want to get into everything he said right now. I want to keep her focused on tonight. 

And my focus is pulled down to her bare legs in the little skirt. I reach down and caress her thighs. “Ian will go out of his mind when he sees you dressed like this.” 

And so would Finn if you dress this way at the weekend. 

“When is he back?” she continues to peer at me.

Is she looking forward to seeing Phil too?

“He’s not sure yet,” I shake my head and kiss the side of her neck. My palms caress her hips.

“You’d better go check on Ian,” Marcie gestures at the door, “and if he’s finished the living room he can come here. Bring the new whip.”

In a daze and with my cock pressed tight against the cage bars I leave the room to find our visitor.

He’s in Finn’s bathroom, knelt near the toilet, and now stripped down to his underwear. 

Pink underpants. 

I didn’t tell him to take his clothes off but after the last time, I guess he assumed it. 

What the fuck are the pink pants all about? 

The padlock of his chastity belt clacks on the bars of the cage as he wipes the base of Finn’s toilet. 

“Ian,” I clear my throat and he looks up. 

My face burns. Are we really so different from one another, me and this pathetic guy cleaning the bathroom of my wife’s lover? 

“Marcie wants you in the bedroom.”

“Right,” he says and climbs to his feet. His face flushes, “should I finish Master Finn’s room later?” he asks with a hand shielding his pants and the bulge of his chastity belt.

“I guess,” I shrug and not for the first time the madness of my life slaps me in the face. 

Two guys locked in chastity by my wife. 

“She wants the whip you bought too.”

I grip the stiff, black leather riding crop he gives me and then lead the semi-naked man down our hallway toward our room. His bare feet patter on the tiles behind me and his labored breathing quickens. I seriously hope Marcie doesn’t get him to lick my mess off my chest like she did last time he came here, Horny as I am to cum, that particular scene wasn’t one I want to repeat any time soon. 

But if she makes that a condition of letting me out...

“Mmm, look at you in those pretty pink pants,” Marcie points at him and giggles when we reach our room. “They’re the same color as your chastity belt,”  she struts toward him on her heels.

"I bought them especially...,” Ian mumbles and stands frozen with his hands at his sides and his breathing fast but shallow. His head bows but his eyes peer up in adoration as my wife approaches him.

“I hope you haven’t tried to play with what’s inside these lacey bits,” she murmurs near his ear and eases a hand down into his pants.

Fuck, Marce. She’s feeling him up. 

Ian whimpers, like a combination of dull pain and sheer ecstasy. The nipples on his flabby man-boobs stand to attention. 

“Wait here,” Marcie says to him and she withdraws her hand.

Ian gasps. 

“I’ve got a wicked idea,” she smiles at me as she takes the whip from my hand and then sashays over to her dressing table. “But I think you should take your clothes off too, Ash. Like my other slave.”

Oh, man.

Maybe I could argue. Maybe I could suggest some alternative, or refuse. But I’m as hypnotized by my wife as the other person in our bedroom is and I pull my shirt off over my head. 

My nipples stand on end just like his. 

“Everything,” Marcie looks back from playing with one of her lipsticks and she eyes my pants.

I nod my head and undo my belt. 

I love it too much when she treats me this way.

I toss my pants after my shirt, onto the floor in the corner of our room. 

Marcie returns to Ian with the whip in one hand and her lipstick in the other. 

What the hell is she doing? 

“I do like this new implement,” she swipes the air with the whip and it fizzes. 

Ian shudders.

Marcie props the weapon under one arm and tells Ian to pucker his lips. “You need lipstick if you’re wearing pink pants,” she grins at him and then carefully traces around his mouth with the little red lipstick. 

Fucking hell, Marce. 

Ian’s face is almost the same color as his lips. 

“There,” she stands back, “What do you think Ash?”

“I don’t know,” I mumble and try to make sense of what she’s just done.

“You should have rouge on too for that drag queen look,” she says to him, “Another time maybe. And I’ll make you buy a wig too if you come here again. You can be a slave girl instead of a slave boy.”

“Whatever you say Mistress Mar..”

She cuts him short with a fast movement and a blow from the whip. Across his left side.

“Uhh, thank you, Mistress Marcella,” his twisted mouth looks demented, like the fucking Joker with the lipstick around it.

She hits him again and leaves a deep pink welt on his hip. Then again and he hollers.

“Did Mistress hurt you?” she pouts at him but then her free hand is back down inside the front of his pants. 

Ian whimpers and bites his lip.

I know I asked her to get more physical with him, but seeing it like this it twists my belly. 

“Come on Ash,” she smiles over her shoulder at me, “Don’t be left out.”

“My two slave-boys,” she purrs as I reach her, me even nuder than Ian, “Well slave-boy and girl.” She tosses the whip onto the bed beyond us and then cups my bare testicles too with her other hand.

I gasp in chorus with Ian’s whines as we’re both felt up.

“My chaste slaves with their sexy chastity belts,” Marcie says to me.

“Yes, Mistress Marcie,” Ian replies for me, exhaling hard, his chest rising and falling fast.

“Because that’s what you are, isn’t it? ‘Boys’ at best. You’re not men. Mmm,” she kneads my shackled testicles, “Not like Finn. Or Phil.”

Oh, Marcie. I fondle her nearest hip through her little skirt 

Marcie lets go of our genitals and struts back over to her dresser in her heels. She opens one of the drawers there and picks something out. She holds it up between an index finger and thumb. 

The chastity belt key.

“So Ashley thinks you should be rewarded tonight Ian,” she says to him and she tugs his pink pants down his thighs.

“Uhh,” he whines and his shoulders shake. His pink chastity belt drools pre-cum

“What do you think, slave girl? Do you deserve a reward?”

“I don’t know Mistress Marcella, whatever you say.”

“Hmm. Fetch that towel,” she gestures at the discarded bath towel she used earlier, “Spread that on the edge of my bed and then sit on it. “Would you like to see me with a man again slave girl?”

“Oh yes please Mistress,” Ian mumbles as he lays the towel out on the near end of the bed and sits on it. “Is this OK, Mistress?” he looks up at my wife with his Chastity belt partly gleaming under our bedroom light. 

“Uh-huh,” she says and then sits gingerly on his lap with an arm around his neck.

Fuck.

Ian’s face turns beetroot red and his body quivers. 

He can’t look at her.

“So shall we unlock your little pecker and give you some relief?” Marcie holds the chastity belt key in his face and her eyebrows rise. 

“If it pleases you, Mistress Marcella.”

“It might,” she shrugs, “We’ll see.” She slides off his lap and down to her knees right in front of him.

Marcie, what the fuck?

I tug at my own belt with both hands.

She leans over his groin with her long blonde hair draped on his bare thighs and she twists the key in the padlock.

He looks like he’s going to pass out.

“There,” she smiles up at him and then leans back and away, “Take it off so I can get at it.”

‘Get at it’? She’s going to...

Ian winces as he peers down between his legs and pulls the pieces of his chastity belt apart. They drool and drip with strings his pre-cum. His dick is far from big, but it’s stiff and stands upright and eager in my wife’s face. 

“Eew,” Marcie grimaces, “Don’t you dare get any of that mess on this bed. Ash, bring him some tissue so he can wipe his dirty little thing.”

Like a robot, I turn away and then from her dresser, I tug two then three squares of paper from the box on the top. I hand them to her. 

Still on her knees, Marcie peers between Ian’s legs and dabs at his cock with them. “Here, she says to him, “clean it some more for me.”

Ian nods and takes the paper, then trembling he wipes all around his erection. 

“Mmm,” Marcie smiles and she reaches for his stumpy tool, “That’s better.”

“Oh Mistress,” he murmurs as her fingers tighten around his shaft.

She’s on her knees playing with his dick. She’s never done that. Fuck, Marcie. 

“Is this what you wanted Ash?” She asks over her shoulder, “Is this what you wanted to see me do?”

She’s not giving him head? Not Ian. No fucking way. 

I move closer.

Marcie purses her lips and blows her breath all over his balls and then she peels back the skin on his stumpy dick, and strokes it in her face. 

“Oh thank you, thank you so much Mistress,” he squeezes his eyes shut and his whole body shudders.

“Mmm, this is very hard, isn’t it?”

Ian cries out and Marcie scampers backward out of the way. 

His head and shoulders slump forward and he clutches his spewing dick with both hands. 

It was too much for him.

“Fuck, come on Marcie,” I need it now,” I grip my chastity belt, “I’m desperate after watching you do that.”

“Who said you were coming out of yours?” Marcie climbs up and comes to me. She takes my trapped balls into the same hand that she used to bring Ian off and she squeezes them. She plants kisses on the side of my neck. 

“Please, Marce?” I whimper and sound almost as hopeless as Ian earlier.

“Nu-huh,” she shakes her blonde hair and then the fingers of her other hand pinch my right nipple. “I want you to wait until the weekend when Finn gets here,” she kisses my neck again and massages my balls, “I want you really desperate on Friday. Right now I want to test my new whip out some more while he tidies up for us in here. I’ll let you watch.”
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Chapter Three
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Wes

On Tuesday back on the site at the edge of the industrial park, I don’t know where the fantasy goes from here. The rain pours down again and matches my mood. The dark but thrilling thoughts that heated me for so long now feel like they’ve been put to death. Suffocated by the choke of vanilla reality. 

I should never have handled things the way I did last night with Amelia. I shouldn’t have dumped everything on her out of the blue and told her exactly what Sterling said. If there was ever any chance of something happening between him and my wife then it’s gone now. 

I sigh and stare out at the weather. I could have just let the two women get together tonight at the book club. Heard what came out of that before I told Amelia anything. 

But I couldn’t wait, could I?

Sure, Sterling was never the kind of guy I’d previously imagined my wife involved with - or even just flirting with a little - but there were so many indications that something could have happened between them. If handled properly. More than with any other guy we’ve known since we got married. I mean, she admitted she thought he was an ‘attractive older man’. He thought Amelia was hot, and even his fucking wife was encouraging the pair of them! 

I feel sick. What a fuck up. I’ve well and truly blown the best chance I’ll ever have.

An SUV pulls up and I serve the driver with a double shot cappuccino and a chai latte then write a line or two about him in my notebook. And then, a little before lunchtime when I’m transferring my morning notes onto the spreadsheet in my laptop and the rain outside has finally stopped, an Audi pulls up. I don’t pay attention to who gets out until he speaks. 

“What do you recommend then Wes?” a deep voice asks and when I peer out at him through the window above the counter, Sterling Marks grins at me. 

What the..? 

My chest tightens but I smile back at his large frame in an overcoat and I close my laptop.

“Sterling,” I say and will my face not to redden, “What are you doing out here?”

“I was on my way back from a DEI meeting,” he says, “Driving along the freeway minding my own business when saw the sign for the park over there. The name rang a bell, and then I remembered why. My neighbor runs his business from here,” he grins again.

“Right,” I nod but for some reason feel embarrassed too at having no customers when he’s here. 

“So do I get a look around the premises?” his eyes gesture beyond me to the inside of the truck. And standing there in front of me in his long coat I’m forcibly reminded again of what a big guy he is.

“If you really want to,” I shrug, “there’s not a whole lot of room for two people to move around though.” 

Especially when one of them is your size.

“Don’t worry about it,” he shakes his head and checks his wristwatch, “I can’t stay too long. It would be interesting to see it though. And sample one of your brews.” 

I wipe my hands on the front of my apron and stand. I unlock the door at the side of the trailer and then move back so he can squeeze inside with me.

Unlike me, Sterling has to lower his shoulders a little to avoid his head hitting the chrome ceiling. 

“I only brought one seat with me today,” I say and move down the trailer to the far end to give him more space, “I only bring the other one when Amelia comes.” 

“How is young Mrs Fairchild?”

“She’s good yeah, thanks,” I nod but the mention of her name between us flusters me.

Outside, a yellow wagon pulls up and the driver gets out. The arrival of someone who wants my coffee comes as a relief.

“Here, you want to sit down?” I say to Sterling, “While I serve the guy.”

“Sure,” Sterling drags the foldaway seat out of the way, down the trailer, and sits.

“Hey,” I smile at a bearded dude in a hoodie but I’m conscious of Sterling watching me.

“Can I get an Americana with two sugars and a couple of apple Danish?” 

I serve him but don’t make a note about him after he’s gone. Instead, I lean back against the worktop at the other end of the truck and face Sterling.

“Vanessa says Amelia pulled out of their book club outing tonight,” he says it like a question and eyes me.

“Yeah, I think so,” I say but don’t elaborate. I’m not sure what reason my wife gave when she messaged Vanessa.

“I hope it’s not because of my behavior or reactions the other weekend?” he says.

“No, no,” I shake my head, a bit disarmed by his apologetic manner. 

“I can be blunt sometimes,” he shrugs, “Vanessa always says I should soften my pragmatism. Try to be more than merely analytical with others when I communicate.”

I’m not sure what he means.

“Look, can I get you a coffee?” I ask, resorting to more familiar ‘ground’ in this weirdly unfamiliar situation. I’m in my workspace, but so close to a middle-aged black guy who openly admitted how much he’d love sex with my wife. 

He offered to ‘train’ her.

“Espresso would be perfect,” he smiles, “You don’t do a Ristretto by any chance, do you?”

“Ah,” I smile at his knowledge. “Never been asked for one before, but sure. I can put less water in. Give it that sweeter more concentrated flavor.”

Sterling grins at me.

“I was hoping the four of us might get together again at the weekend,” he says while I prepare his drink.

He expects to carry on where we left off? Just like that?

“We might benefit from a ‘clear the air discussion’,” he says, “Vanessa and I are concerned that you were both a little taken aback by events at ours that evening.”

“I guess some parts of it were just a surprise,” I say over my left shoulder. 

“Can I ask specifically which parts, Wes?” he eyes me.

“Well, for one, seeing my wife dressed that way,” I say and pour his drink. 

And when she sat on your knee. 

“I rather enjoyed the sight,” Sterling says.

“I bet,” I say and look right back at him. I hand him his drink and then he offers me cash which I refuse. 

“Did what I said to you,” he asks slowly with his drink in one hand, “when you and I were alone, did that surprise you as well?”

“Yeah,” I shrug but don’t know what else to say. I lean back red-faced with my now cold cappuccino. What do you say in a situation like this? 

But I don’t want to appear too uptight in front of the guy. “It’s not every day someone comes right out with it and says stuff like that about your wife.”

“I’m sure a lot of other men must find Amelia irresistible,” he says and sips his drink. “The coffee is delicious too by the way Wes,” he holds up the little paper cup.

“Other men might think the same thing about her,” I say and my groin tingles as I discuss my wife this way with another man, “But none of them ever told me like you did. Or made the suggestions you did.”

“My bluntness again,” he shrugs.

“I mean, I didn’t mind hearing it,” I say and feel my face heat up even more.

“What about Amelia?” Sterling reaches to the side and puts his cup down on the chrome countertop, “Did you tell her about the conversation you and I had?” 

“Only last night,” I say.

“You waited that long?”

“I was trying to...trying to figure out whether or not to tell her. What to say,” I shrug. I don’t want to make it obvious just how much I’ve obsessed about that night at their house.

“Do you think that’s why she canceled book club with Vanessa tonight?”

“Possibly,” I say and my stomach balls, “I mean, I told her everything. About Vanessa’s cuckquean thing too.”

“She wasn’t aware of that?”

“She said not.”

“Well look, we’d like to invite you both to ours again this weekend. Friday or Saturday. Whichever night suits you best. Hopefully, we can clear up any concerns. And get things back to normal between the girls too. My wife’s worried that she’s losing a friend,” he reaches for his drink again and drains the remains. 

I think I’ve just about rationalized Amelia’s liking for spending time with an older woman like Vanessa - given my wife’s estrangement from her own Mom. But it still seems odd to me somehow that Vanessa would think so much of my wife. 

And anyway, I don’t even know if Amelia would agree to go to theirs again. 

But I do need to ask Sterling something. My heart thumps in my shirt. 

“You know that conversation you and I had that night?” I ask him and take another sip of my drink to wet the inside of my mouth.

Sterling nods his head.

“What did you mean when you said something about ‘training’?”

“Training Amelia?” he shows me a slow smile.

I nod and my cock shifts in my pants.

“What did you think I meant?”

“I wasn’t sure,” I mumble, my face probably scarlet, “I was guessing you meant something to do with your S&M interest.”

“Her interest too, I believe?” his eyebrows arch.

“Maybe,” I nod and my mouth has dried right up.

“I was merely thinking that if your wife is a little anxious about exploring that side of herself, and potentially fulfilling your fantasies and everyone else’s in the process, then it could be a good approach.” 

“How do you mean?” I croak.

“Don’t think my Vanessa was any less hesitant about opening up to her submissive side when she and I first talked about it,” Sterling shrugs, “Years ago. She had to be encouraged and developed too. But if it’s something you’d like to witness Wes - and personally I’m sure it could help to achieve your lead fantasy - then there are several entry-level submissive activities I could initially guide Amelia through. With Vanessa alongside her to increase your wife’s comfort level and provide additional reassurance.” 

Holy crap.

A lime green Renault pulls up and a couple get out. I serve the pair of them with my hands shaking like I’m an alcoholic. 

The female customer pulls her knitted cardigan tighter around herself and smiles sympathetically at me. 

“What kind of ‘entry-level’ activities?” I ask Sterling when we’re alone again. But even as I do, I know the notion that my Amelia might agree to whatever he suggests is ‘fanciful’ at best. 

“Non-sexual, of course,” he says and accepts the offer of a top-up for his drink.

“Non...?” I repeat part of the phrase he used. 

“At least at the outset,” he says.

I peer at him from the coffee machine.

“The same initial activities I introduced Vanessa to,” he shrugs, “and which gradually, over a little time, drew out and developed her latent inner submissive.” 

“Right,” I nod like I understand. My heart pounds and my cock thickens at the mere thought that this guy has even considered such ‘development’ for my Amelia.

“And in the case of your wife, if you wanted it Wes, we could design the activities to ultimately open her up to service her Master sexually.”

Fuck me. I think I nod my head. 

“So for example, we might start by introducing her to public displays of being under control,” he says.

I’m barely able to even listen properly anymore. 

Sexually servicing her 'Master’. That last word means him. 

“What would ‘displays’ involve?” my dick is hard in my pants and I hide it with a hand.

“It could be similar to a little basic fashion show, but in one of our homes. Amelia would model different outfits chosen by myself or even by Vanessa. You’d watch as your wife was directed to pose under Vanessa’s guidance.”

It’s hot, but there’s no way Amelia would agree to anything like it. 

“We would work on developing her understanding and eventually her enjoyment of what it means to be showcased on the say-so of a Master.”

I’m sure Vanessa referred to him as ‘Master’ when she and Amelia were handing out drinks and wearing those maid’s outfits.

Sterling crosses his legs the other way on my chair and reveals a length of long, check sock below the black flesh of his calf.

I serve another wagon driver before my neighbor carries on where he left off. 

“Then we could progress Amelia to trust exercises,” he says.

How can I lean here against my own counter top let an old black guy describe his weirdo fantasies about my wife? 

“Trust?” I grab my cup and hold it in front of my face. 

“Nothing too onerous,” he shrugs and smiles at me, his top leg swings on the one beneath in the confined space of the trailer interior, “Again, something we’d do in our home or yours. We create a controlled environment. Perhaps an obstacle course before Amelia is blindfolded. It worked well with Vanessa back in the day.”

He’s living in a fucking dream.

“The blindfold symbolizes her vulnerability and reliance on others for instruction. We have her navigate the course under Vanessa’s direction. Or mine. All while you observe her ordeal. It can be extremely erotic, Wes.” 

Is the guy serious? March my fucking wife around an ‘obstacle course’ in his house while she’s blindfolded?

But I want to know more about the ‘sexual’ side of what he thinks he can achieve.

“How does that..how does any of that lead to...sexual activity?” I falter with the words.

“You’d be surprised how excited a submissive will get in such situations,” Sterling grins at me. “Particularly if there are others present who she trusts and who encourage and reassure her. But let’s all have our clear-the-air discussion first Wes,” Sterling rises. “I’ll lead that but until then, I’d recommend you don’t talk Amelia through all these details you and I just discussed. Not yet anyhow.”

I arrive home a little after seven o’clock with Sterling Marks’ manic words still echoing in my head. 

I must have looked as shocked as I felt before he left because he apologized again. He said he was prone to getting ‘swept up’ in his desires. Especially when fantasizing about Amelia. 

I was shaking when he said that. Then after, when I was alone again, I jacked off around the back of the trailer. Twice. 

On our driveway in the dark, I turn the SUV engine off and peer at our little bungalow. The living room light and the one in the bedroom are both on. 

What would Amelia say if she knew how she’d been discussed today? 

I get out, lock the car, and head to the front door. There’s no way I’m telling her everything Sterling said this time. She’d totally freak out. 

“Hey Ames,” I call out as I walk in through the front door. I’ll tell her he came by the truck today, but just that he was apologetic. And that he suggested a ‘clear the air’ get-together. There’s a hell of a lot for me to think about after hearing what he said. 

But I do want her to agree to go to theirs at the weekend. This is still potentially too good an opportunity to waste.

Amelia is at the stove in jeans and I hug her slender waist from behind. Her warm butt is firm but spongy against my groin. 

Sterling imagines my wife parading around for him in different outfits. I bet he means lingerie.

“You’ll never guess who called by for coffee at the site this lunchtime,” I say and kiss the back of her neck. 

“I bet I can,” she says over her shoulder.

“Who?” I peer at her.

“Sterling,” she says and turns back to the stove.

“Have you seen him too?” My stomach balls again. 

Did he come round here when he got back home? Why didn’t he tell me he was planning to do that? 

”No,” Amelia shakes her head and stirs the garlicky sauce in the pan, “Vanessa came over when she got back from work. She asked me if everything was OK. She tried to get me to go to the club tonight. She told me he’d been to see you.”

“You still didn’t want to go with her tonight?”

“I need to get my head straight,” she shakes that head of strawberry-blonde hair.

“Right,” I peer down at her pert, jutting behind in the denim. “Did she say anything else?”

“Well, she invited us to theirs again at the weekend,” Now Amelia does turn to me and she wipes her hands on a tea towel. “So the four of us can have a heart-to-heart.” She simulates inverted commas with her fingers for those last three words. “But I’m assuming you already know that.”

Vanessa and Sterling are working on both of us together.

“Yeah, Sterling mentioned it,” I say and kiss her forehead. “What do you think?” I ask, to gage her feelings, in case I need to try and persuade her. 

“At first I didn’t know how we could,” she sighs and then looks up into my eyes, “Not after the last time. But she was upset and obviously worried that I was pissed about what happened. And then after she left, and I thought more about it, and about what she’d said, I thought maybe we should go. I mean, I love Vanessa, and nothing that bad happened there, did it? Maybe we overreacted.”

I could probably kill this off right now if I wanted. 

But why would I? This is the sort of situation you dream of. How many times are Amelia and I ever going to run into a couple like the Marks?

“Yeah,” I nod and hold her shoulders, my cock thickens in my pants, “I was thinking the same. We just go and hear what they have to say,” I shrug, “I’m sure we probably did overreact.” 
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Chapter Four
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Wes

Later in bed, Amelia is in a little t-shirt that’s almost the same shade of blue as her eyes. She flicks at her Kindle in the lamplight. I lay alongside her in only my shorts and I brood. 

She might have put all thought of this coming weekend out of her mind but after everything Sterling said to me, how the hell can I? 

I replay his words and visualize my wife parading outfits for the older black man and his ‘cuckquean’ wife. 

My dick stiffens rock hard but I’m not stupid. I know my Amelia would never do anything like that. Even with me there to provide the ‘reassurance’ Sterling talked about. 

Whose wife would do anything like that for another man? 

I push a hand down under the bedding and squeeze my dick through my shorts. 

Hell, even if Sterling believes he could get my Amelia to strut around in clothes he chooses and then somehow develop that into him getting his hands on her, he’s deluding himself. I mean, yes, she’s admitted in bed that he’s good-looking, but with a wife like mine, even a confession like that from her is a million miles away from her ever doing anything sexual with the guy.

But he said I’d be surprised by how turned on those kind of games can make a ‘submissive’. And if Amelia has suppressed that side of herself and kept it bottled up for a long time...

Plus maybe he has experience doing this kind of thing with other women besides Vanessa? Maybe he’s ‘trained’ others? My cock throbs in my hand. I need to ask him and find that out. 

It’s devious and underhand I know, but if Vanessa is working on Amelia from one direction, and if maybe Sterling guides me to do the same from another, to convince Amelia, then who knows? Wouldn’t that multiply my chances of making Amelia more open?

But to what? How far would I ideally want my wife to go with a man like Sterling? I don’t even like the guy.

My dick throbs though and I peer at Amelia alongside me as her slender index finger taps the device to turn to another page.

“What are you reading?”

“Chekov,” she says.

Isn’t that the boring Russian writer they were studying at the book club? Does that mean she plans on going back there?

“I thought you’d given up on the club?”

“I didn’t say I’d given up,” she shrugs her shoulders and her pert boobs shift under her blue t-shirt, “I just needed time out tonight.”

“Right.” 

So what does that mean? The friendship with Vanessa is already back on?

I repeat my earlier inner question about Sterling. How far would I want her to go with him? Say, he somehow managed to get her to parade around that way he talked about. Then what?

Then maybe he has further steps in the seduction process which he hasn’t told me about. 

But even if he doesn’t, and he’s making this shit up as he goes along, then just her dressing up sexy again in front of him would be as hot as hell, wouldn’t it? Look how many times I jacked off after seeing her in that Maid’s outfit, and on his lap the last time. What could she wear a second time?

Amelia puts her Kindle away and reaches for her lamp. 

I leave it a moment and then wrap an arm around her.

Imagine if I did tell her everything Sterling said to me and she got excited. 

Except she wouldn’t. She’d panic for sure. And she’d probably avoid him and Vanessa for good. Besides, he recommended I say nothing about our conversation. Not yet anyhow. He can’t be as big a novice at this as me. 

And why would he be? If his wife gets off on the whole thing too, then why wouldn’t he have had other lovers? 

I squeeze Amelia’s warm body to me and she snuggles right in. I kiss her and her mouth responds to mine. I lean up then ease her t-shirt up her pale body and kiss both her tits. I imagine I’m Sterling. Amelia’s pretty pink nipples drawn between the lips of his black mouth. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs.

I suck her left nipple hard and her fingers fondle the hair on the back of my head. 

“That’s nice Wes,” she moans.

The nipple hardens between my lips and I suck it harder, until she cries out.

Hell, I got carried away. 

“Sorry,” I say and kiss her lips. I’m rock hard and everything I heard today froths inside me. 

“Mmm, no, it was a nice pain,” she says.

“Pain can be ‘nice’?” I smile at her, but her eyes are closed. 

“Mmm, sometimes.”

“Maybe you should have let Sterling put you over knee like he suggested that night,” the words bubble out before I can stop myself. 

Why did I say that?

Amelia’s eyes don’t open but she smiles and her hand rubs the front of my shorts.

She’s smiling.

“He told me again today how hot he thinks you are,” I say, encouraged by her reaction. 

“Wes, don’t,” she murmurs but she gropes at my shorts and my hard cock inside. 

Is she turned on by what I said? 

“Why not?” I ask and reach down her between her legs. My fingertips trace the lips of her hole.

“He’s Vanessa’s husband,” she whispers but grips my cock.

“Yeah but she doesn’t mind, does she?”

“Mmm, she was so upset when she came to see me,” she strokes me slowly.

I don’t want her worried about her friend’s emotions. I want her focused on pleasure. I ease two fingers into her. She’s wet.

“Uhhmmm,” she murmurs and strokes me, “Vanessa said he’s insatiable.” 

“Sterling?”

Her eyes are still closed but she nods. 

“What did she say?” I suck one of her tits again. I bet he’d be insatiable for this. I touch her clit and she gasps.

“Mmm, I think he gets too much for her sometimes,” Amelia moans.

Maybe you should help your friend out. I pull my cock from her hand.

Amelia spreads her thighs a little wider and I lean over her and ease my cock to her hole. 

“Oooh,” she pulls me to her. 

I push in hard, feel my cock cocooned by her wet heat.

“Could you feel he had a hard-on when you were on his lap Ames?” the words spill out again and I shove in hard then out and back in, grip her bare hips with both hands and suck her left then right tit.

“Uhh, Wes, don’t.”

“Uhh, uhh,” she works her body against me.

“So did he have a hard-on under you, Ames?” I repeat.

One of her arms leaves my back where she’s holding onto me and she holds her warm palm lightly over my mouth to silence me. It rocks over my face as we fuck.

I’m too close to care now though. I grip both her hips so tight and then work my face free and bury it in one side of her neck. I smack into her. My head fills with terrible cascading images. My slender wife parading in heels and revealing clothes for an older black man. In a mini skirt I buy her especially to show her legs to him. Oh, Ames. In a swimsuit. Oh, hell. With the heels. In her underwear with heels. Images of Amelia on his lap in her underwear, reaching down to his pants. But it’s too much to bear. I cum hard and cling to my wife. 

Afterward, as I lay there breathing hard and trying to recover, guilt and shame form big lumps in the pit of my gut. Their ‘infection’ spreads to my heart as I try to interpret Amelia’s reaction just minutes ago.

Was she turned on about him and what I told her? Has she felt that way about Sterling all along, but known at the same time that the feelings were wrong, so tried to suppress them? 

Angsty though I still am, my cock already twitches again.

But maybe before, Amelia was just humoring me and indulging my fantasies. 

It wasn’t that long ago that Vanessa explained to my wife how one partner’s frustrated fantasies can often cause big problems in any relationship. Maybe seeing her friend again today reminded Amelia of that. 

So what exactly did Vanessa say to her, besides the fact that she’s seemingly struggling with her own husband’s demands? 

And what if the thought of Sterling’s ‘insatiability’ excites my wife?

“So we’ll go to theirs at the weekend then?” I turn to Amelia in the darkness. 

“For Vanessa’s sake if nothing else,” Amelia says softly.
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Chapter Five

[image: ]


Wes

I’m in our bathroom with the door locked and I’m jacking off already. Before we even set off to the Marks’ house. I don’t want to take any chances, I want to be clear-headed when we get there. 

I work my cock through my fist and replay Amelia smiling when I mentioned her over Sterling’s knee again. Her wetness when she talked about his insatiability. 

What if somehow Vanessa is trying to ‘recruit’ my wife to help her cope with the sexual demands that Sterling makes on his own wife? Oh, hell. But would any woman do something like that? 

I visualize both women in the French Maid’s outfits, Vanessa’s comments about her husband ‘always fantasizing’ about a pair of ‘serving wenches’. To ‘wait on him hand and foot’. Two submissives. His wife and mine. 

I replay Amelia on his lap again and his hand on her pale thigh and then his bold, words when he turned up at my coffee trailer this week. Those things he suggested we might one day get her to do. Outfit parades and blindfolded. That phrase he used: ‘Opening her up to sexually service a master’.

I spray the pan and stand astride it breathing hard. 

My desire shatters into sharp crumbs of logic that shower and quickly irritate me. Shame fills me.

Let’s see how that smart-ass Sterling tries to manipulate things when we get to his house. 

In our bedroom, Amelia stands and pulls a pale blue dress on over her white underwear set. The outfit is conservative and loose-fitting. It makes her look demure, even if the neckline does offer a glimpse of her pert cleavage. 

“You still want to go tonight?” I ask her and open my wardrobe to look for some fresh jeans. Having just cum my desire is weak. If she said she didn’t want to go, then right now I’d probably agree. 

“Yeah, we should,” she shrugs, and then still standing, she leans toward her mirror. She puckers her lips and moving the sides of her long strawberry-blonde hair out of the way, she draws a creamy peach-colored gloss over her lips. 

I gaze down at the back of her dress as the linen is pulled tighter over her round buttocks. I glance at her shapely, pale calves and bare ankles and feet. And as I do, I can't help but wonder what might be going through Sterling’s head right about now, when he knows I’m taking his ‘fantasy girl’ around to his house again. And what he’ll be hoping for when he sees her tonight.

My heart-rate increases and my cock shifts in my pants. 

Amelia peers back at me and she smiles but I’m imagining her as the subject matter of another man’s heated masturbation. As the subject matter of dirty sex talk in the Marks’ bedroom between him and Vanessa. 

“If I give you a signal that I want to leave again tonight,” she says, “then I want you to bring me home.” 

I nod my head.

Unlike our first visit to the Marks’ house together, this time it’s the hulking frame of Sterling himself who answers the door. 

“Come in, come in,” he smiles at us both and shakes my hand. He kisses one side of Amelia’s face but doesn’t leer at her as she goes inside ahead of me. He’s in a white linen shirt and chinos and he’s all smiles. 

The buxom Vanessa greets us in their spacious hallway wearing heels and a low-cut chocolate-brown dress that clings to every curve. It exposes plenty of her amble bosom too. She plays with a string of pearls around her throat but tonight she looks a little tired around the eyes.

“What will you both have to drink?” Sterling asks from behind me, “I’ve got a new cocktail shaker if anyone’s feeling adventurous.”

“I’ll stick to wine if you have it,” Amelia says as Vanessa takes her hand and leads her ahead, toward their glossy kitchen. Vanessa with her large swaying hips and backside but with all the grace of a panther alongside my slender wife. The swell of Amelia’s slimmer butt in the looser dress rounds out her slighter figure.

I wonder what’s going through Sterling’s mind as he looks at both women?

We reach the Mark’s kitchen and outside in the back garden, the nights have drawn in since we were last here. Beyond their two large windows, floodlights expose their sprawling lawns.

Sterling pulls two beers from one of their chrome fridges for me and him and then he pours Amelia a glass of Chardonnay French wine. Vanessa, with a gin, leans back against the highly polished black island in the center of the room. There’s a gleaming stainless steel ice bucket on one side of her and a loaded bowl of pears and oranges on her other, she crosses her other arm over her large, barely concealed cleavage. 

I’ve never been especially attracted to black women. But the more I see of Vanessa, the more I suspect that even though she’s in her forties, she probably gets a lot of attention from other men. 

We all make a little small talk about their weekend away (which was to the mountains), about how the other couple is finding the neighborhood now that they’ve been in it a little longer, about work, and then about the book club.

“Ames, you better be coming next week,” Vanessa’s eyebrows arch then she sips her gin and tonic, “it wasn’t the same without you on Tuesday.”

Vanessa’s keenness again reminds me how odd I still find it that the two of them appear such good friends. 

Could Vanessa be motivated mainly by the excitement of her husband seducing my wife? 

How likely is that? She and her husband are two professional people with good careers. 

Aren’t I here tonight mostly for the same reason though? I mean, I’ve chosen to spend part of my precious weekend in the company of a man who much of the time is a pain in the ass. All because I’m excited by his desire for my wife. Because of what he’s told me he wants to do to Amelia. 

“Let’s just dispose of the elephant in the room first so we can enjoy tonight,” Sterling blows out his cheeks, “first things first, I really must apologize for the hiatus I caused. The last thing I wanted was to create a chasm between you two ladies. Indeed, between any of us.”

“It’s fine,” Amelia shakes her head and then sips her wine.

“It was my fault really,” Vanessa shrugs under the kitchen spotlights, and her huge black bosom judders, “My idea to goad Sterling. Although God knows he doesn’t need much encouragement.”

Amelia and I laugh but Sterling sighs and lowers his eyes, he looks a little sheepish. 

“No, it was all my fault,” Vanessa repeats and squeezes her husband’s thick forearm, “Sometimes it’s hard to switch off from the day job and counseling. I should never have gotten into sexual fantasies with you Amelia. Too much too soon. The story of my life.”

“It’s OK,” Amelia shakes her head but flushes, “It’s nice to have someone more mature to talk to about things. Oh, I didn’t mean you’re....”,

“Forget it hun,” Vanessa reaches for my wife’s hand, “I’ve been called far worse than ‘middle-aged’. And I know it can be easier to talk to another woman.”

“I suppose statistically we men don’t communicate quite as much about personal issues,” Sterling says and drains his beer glass. “What would you say, Wes?”

“Yeah, Pretty much.”

“It’s true,” Vanessa sips her drink, “but a shame all the same. Communication is the key to longevity in any relationship.”

“Which is why we’re all here tonight,” Sterling holds up his glass and everyone repeats his gesture. “But I thought you weren’t wearing your counselor hat tonight, Vanessa?” he says to his wife.

“My bad,” our hostess laughs and a little while later we adjourn to their living room.

Amelia sits alongside Vanessa again on one of the twin cream-colored sofas while Sterling and I face them on the other with a low coffee table between them and us.

While the girls chatter about Amelia’s progress with the book my wife is writing, Sterling gradually returns to what seems to be his second favorite topic whenever we talk. Business theory.

For a while, he drones on about something called ‘Corporate Governance Models’ with an unwarranted (and unwanted) explanation of different corporate structures. He uses abstract phrases like ‘Agency theory’ and ‘Stakeholder theory’, and then their implications for business ‘ethics’. I try but struggle to understand their relevance in the real world for a small business like mine. And it doesn’t take long for me to wonder how the hell we got onto the fucking topic and then pretty soon after, whether we should have agreed even come back here at all. 

But as the evening wears on, and the drinks flow like the last time, I eventually manage to wrestle some control back over the conversation. I mention that once my business is more predictable I need to make time to start working-out and exercising like he obviously does. As I’m talking through, his dark eyes stray to my wife’s legs on the opposite sofa. 

My groin twitches in my pants and a moment or so later I catch his eye as his gaze leaves my wife and I smile at him. 

But hell then, with girls discussing Chekov, our conversation somehow stumbles onto the excruciating topic of DEI initiatives at Sterling’s Uni and as it does, it reminds me more than ever that the guy really can be one long-winded asshole. 

Even if currently he’s the closest I’ve ever come to achieving my long-held fantasy for Amelia. 

I stare at him as he talks and I remind myself too of what he came to say to me at the trailer, and of how much he professes to desire my wife. There’s little sign of any progress in that direction tonight. 

A few minutes later though, with Amelia having excused herself for the bathroom and Vanessa refused anyone else’s help with fetching another round of drinks, Sterling lowers his voice at me and peers beyond me at the door to the hallway. “If you’re still keen to dive into it,” he says, “I thought I’d open up the discussion in a useful direction when they both get back,” he focuses his eyes right on me.

“What are you going to say?” I whisper and my heart pounds in my chest.

“You’ll see. But back me up, OK? You’ll get the gist of it.”

I nod my head just as Vanessa reappears with a tray of drinks.

“You boys never get told it’s rude to whisper?” she cocks an eyebrow.

“I’m afraid it was me leading our guest astray,”  Sterling holds up a broad black palm as if in surrender.

“Hmm, no doubt,” his wife smiles at him and then Amelia is back.

“So I’ve been thinking since the last time you two came here,” Sterling looks from me to Amelia opposite.

She crosses her legs alongside Vanessa. 

“I think I know why my wife chose those outfits the ladies wore that night,” he says.

Why the hell is bringing that up again?

“Oh?” Amelia says and looks a little like a foal in bright, swerving headlamps. And despite the drinks we’ve all had, her cheeks have flushed.

“It's because she and I used to play a little S&M game where I’d get her to dress up in my favorite outfits of hers and order her to parade around for me.”

Surely he doesn’t imagine for one second that Amelia will do anything like that right here and right now?

“It’s true,” Vanessa says to Amelia and she rolls her eyes, “and sometimes I’d be expected to wear a blindfold as well.”

My face heats up.

“A blindfold?” Amelia’s brow knits.

“To make the task a trust exercise,” Sterling says. “Where the submissive participant must rely on the dominant for their safety. I’d lead Vanessa around the room and she’d have to trust me.”

‘Lead?’

“Oh,” Amelia says and her cheeks remain rosy but her eyes are wide.

I try to catch her eye but hers are on Sterling.

“Ha,” her face breaks into a smile and she turns to Vanessa, “Maybe we ought to get the men to dance around in our favorite outfits of theirs one night,” she says to the other woman and they both laugh.

“I might hold you to that,” Vanessa says.

I don’t know what Sterling thought he’d achieve talking about that, but I don’t think the topic is going anywhere. And obviously Amelia didn’t mean what she just said.

“Well, we were talking about fantasies before,” Vanessa pats the top of one of my wife’s thighs, “You know how Sterling first got me to open up about mine?”

Amelia shakes her head. And I suspect that if she was still stone-cold sober I’d get one of those ‘Take me home now!’ looks from her.

“We played a game of dare,” she says and reaches to the coffee table between us for her gin, “One where we both had to take turns and speak for a whole minute describing a favorite sexual fantasy.”

“The poor younger version of Vanessa was mortified,” Sterling grins.

“I’m not surprised,” Amelia shakes her head.

I glance at Sterling and his eyes widen at me.

“I don’t know,” I say and hope I’m correctly reading what looks like a cue, “Sounds like it could be a fun thing to do.”

“Oh we all know your fantasies, Wes,” Amelia rolls her eyes.

My face burns but I guess I asked for that response from her.

“Yeah, but the detail?” Sterling’s eyebrows rise, “They’re the real fun part. Go on Wes. I dare you.” 

My heart thumps in my shirt, but even if I reveal ‘something’, there’s no way I’m telling all. “Should I?” I glance at Amelia.

“It’s up to you. It’s your dare,” Amelia says and Vanessa squeezes her thigh again.

“OK,” I say and put my beer down on the coffee table between us. I think I understand what Sterling’s trying to do. “Seeing how everyone seems to know all about mine anyway, I guess it’s no big deal,” I say like I’m feeling brave, but I hold my breath.

“That doesn’t count as part of your sixty seconds by the way Wes,” Sterling laughs and looks at his watch, “I haven’t started the countdown yet.”

Amelia and Vanessa laugh but my wife looks a little anxious too. Although there’s been no ‘I want to go’ signal from her. 

“OK, Go,” Sterling says, and holding the forearm with the wristwatch near his face, he swipes his other hand downward like a race instructor. 

“And no talking slow to stretch it out,” Vanessa says and Amelia laughs.

“What, you mean like you will when it’s your turn?” I say to my wife.

“Er, I won’t be saying anything about mine,” she raises her eyebrows and then sips her wine.

“Focus,” Sterling frowns at me and taps his watch.

“OK, OK,” I say, “so I guess one of mine would be to see Amelia strip off for another guy.” 

There. I said it.

“Wes!” Amelia squeals and leans forward to take a swipe at my knee.

“Just to see you exploring another side of yourself,” I say and gaze right at her.

“More detail needed, Wes,” Sterling tuts and grins at me, he’s still holding his arm up, “What would Amelia be wearing before she disrobed?”

“Ster-ling!” Amelia squeals again and tries to hide her face behind her wine glass. Vanessa laughs and hugs my wife to her.

“Something sexy and short,” I say and my dick has thickened in my pants, “Something to tease the guy. Something to get him worked up in advance.”

“This is so embarrassing,” the flush of Amelia's cheeks deepens to cherry red and she crosses her legs toward Vanessa. 

But still no signal from me to get her out of here. Although she might not be too happy with me when we do get home.

Sterling glances at her exposed legs and her ankles.

“It’s only for fun,” Vanessa reassures her, “What sort of sexy outfit, Wes? Which one of her dresses? Have I seen it?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” my bottom lip sticks out. How do I know which of my wife’s dresses the woman has seen? “Maybe I’d buy Amelia something especially for the occasion.”

“That would be a pretty submissive act by a husband Wes,” Sterling smirks, “to buy his wife a nice outfit just to please another man.”

“I guess,” I say and I’m pretty sure I’ve gone the same cherry color Amelia did before. 

“And what would happen once Amelia had all her clothes off?” Sterling’s voice thickens.

Amelia gasps.

“Sterling stop!” Vanessa reaches across and slaps her husband’s knee. 

“OK, sixty seconds are up,” he waves his hand. 

Amelia sighs and shakes her head but embarrassed or not she’s laughing along with Vanessa.

“OK, so who wants to go next?” Sterling asks, “I suppose it should really be you or I Vanessa. Why don’t you go first?”

“I’d just pick up my fellow cuck’s story,” Vanessa shrugs.

‘Fellow cuck’?

“Go on then,” Sterling nods, “Sixty seconds. Go.”

“The man who Amelia strips off for would be Sterling.”

“Van-ess-a!” Amelia nearly spills her drink and she gapes at the older woman.

“What?” Vanessa gazes back at her with a smile, “I thought we were supposed to be honest?”

“You can be too honest, you know,” Amelia shakes her head.

“That’s not sixty seconds,” I say and goad the other woman. My cock is hard in my pants.

“OK, well they kiss one another,” Vanessa shrugs.

“Wow,” I grin at her.

“Excuse me?” Amelia peers across at me, “Don’t I get a say in this?”

“And me,” Sterling grins at my wife.

“No. It’s my fantasy,” Vanessa pouts.

“And mine,” I say and laugh.

“Well, I for one don’t object to any of the content,” Sterling says.

“You wouldn’t,” Vanessa says to her husband. 

Amelia and I swap glances but she still doesn’t make any obvious signal.

“What else Vanessa?” I ask, pushing the subject as far as I dare, “I don’t think your sixty seconds are up yet.”

“I think they are Wes,” Amelia says.

“I’m not sure what else,” Vanessa swaps glances with her husband then bites on her bottom lip, “I guess he would put his hands on Amelia.”

Next to her Amelia looks like she’s having trouble swallowing.

“Time’s up,” Sterling raises his hand.

“Thank God for that,” Amelia presses an opened palm to the base of her throat. 

“Indeed,” Sterling says to my wife, “Any more and I’m sure you’d have run out on us again.”

“I think we’re beyond that now Sterling,” I say with my stomach doing somersaults. “Anyhow. It’s your turn now, right?”

“Well,” he lets out a big sigh, “I do like the way this seed fantasy has progressed. So I might carry it further.”

“How did I know you’d say that?” Vanessa rolls her eyes.

“You started it, darling,” he swigs on his beer.

“I think you’ll find Wes did,” she shakes her head.

“Yes, but you continued it,” I say to the black woman and laugh.

“Don’t you start on me Wesley Fairchild,” Vanessa wags her finger at me but then she grins. 

Strangely, something flutters in my stomach flutters at the busty older woman’s mock reprimand. I glance at Amelia next to her to make sure she doesn’t look horrified at what’s going on around her. 

She doesn’t. But I suspect several glasses of wine have helped. Plus this time, not having to sit on another man’s lap.

“So, to further develop Wes’s fantasy,” Sterling clears his throat and checks his watch, “Amelia does indeed strip off in front of me,” he pauses, “But only of course, to please her husband and my wife.”

The girls laugh again and my cock shifts in my pants.

My face burns though. 

“And then I encourage her to strut around in front of me in her birthday suit, so I can admire every inch of her.”

“Sterling!” Vanessa lobs a cushion at him, “You’re terrible. I’m sorry about him, Ames.”

“What?” he holds the soft projectile in both hands and laughs, “What was I supposed to say?”

“What else?” I ask to encourage him, one hand over the front of my pants to hide my rock-hard cock. 

If this never goes any further it will still go down as another seriously hot night in this house. 

“Wes, you’re supposed to be on my side!” Amelia cries out.

“I am,” I grin at her.

“Well, after Amelia..” Sterling begins again.

“Your fantasy girl,” Vanessa mutters under her breath and it’s Amelia’s turn to give a playful slap to her friend.

“Yes, after Amelia has paraded around to show me every inch, I’d probably blindfold her and walk her around some.”

“Er, walk me around?” Amelia looks from him to Vanessa and then finally at me. 

“Then finish the whole episode off with her over my knee and a gentle spanking.”

Wow.

Amelia squeals for the third or fourth time tonight and hides her face behind her cushion.

“OK, Amelia, Your turn.” Vanessa eases the cushion away.

“I don’t think I can speak,” my wife wafts her face with the palm of one hand. 

“I think you hit one of my wife’s hot buttons,” I say and laugh but my face burns too and my dick is surely leaking pre-cum.

“You be quiet, Wes,” Amelia puckers her lips at me.

“Come on then Ames, it’s your go,” I ignore her comment, and thrilled that she still hasn’t indicated that she wants to go home, I encourage her, “And you have to carry the story on.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes,” the three of us say at the same time.

“I want to revise it a little first,” Amelia reaches for her wine and takes a big mouthful.

“In what way?” Sterling’s pupils dilate as he gazes openly at her with a smile on his face.

“Well for one, I wouldn’t take all my clothes off,” she says and flushes again.

“Oh, that’s a huge disappointment,” Sterling says and Amelia laughs. 

“To me too, to be honest,” I say.

“Wes, you’re supposed to be supporting me,” Amelia says.

“And I am. But you’re not supposed to rewrite my whole fantasy.” 

“Depends what it is,” Amelia says.

“OK, so you’re down to your underwear?” Vanessa pats her thigh.

Those two are fucking persistent. 

“Sheer? Or semi-sheer?” Sterling asks my wife.

“Sterling, I don’t have semi-sheer underwear.”

More’s the pity. But I can hardly believe my wife is even involved in a conversation like this.

“Wes is buying the outfit for you to take off in his fantasy, remember?” Sterling says.

“Semi-sheer it is,” I say and hold my glass up. 

“What about the spanking at the end of the scene though, Amelia?” Vanessa eyes my wife with a strange smile on her wide mouth, “Would you want to re-write that too?”

“I might leave that part in,” Amelia says and then hides her face again with a cushion.


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter Six
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Sterling Marks

“Is my slave cold?” I smile at Vanessa in her high leather collar and the short, black satin dress I decided she should wear tonight. She’s shivering outside the club with me and her nipples are on end under the thin fabric and no bra. I zip my warm, fleece-lined coat up to my throat and grin at her.

“Yes, I am cold Sterling, you swine,” she pouts but we both know she likes this.

“Is that any way to speak to your Master?” I ask her quietly, “Especially somewhere like this.”

“Shouldn’t we put the masks on before he comes to get us in?” she moves from high heel to high heel, presumably in an effort to keep warm. 

“Leroy says we’d only draw more attention to ourselves in the masks than without them,” I shrug and consider the advice my online acquaintance gave before inviting me here. I glance at the discrete white neon word ‘Traders’ on the wall, and then the purple logo around it. 

“We don’t want him to see our faces either, do we?” Vanessa moves her little shoulder bag further up her arm and her warm body closer to me. She’s shaking with the cold, her bust vibrating and her hard nipples poking at her dress.

“Well, he’s seen this body already,” I whisper in her ear and run a hand over the contours of her pantyless ass, “Why else do you think we got invited.”

“Don’t remind me,” she sighs, “But he’s only seen photos of me.”

So far.

“Sterling?” a guy in a suit and red tie emerges from the other side of the security guard and offers me his hand.

He’s not what I expected. 

He’s black yes, but small and I didn’t imagine him in glasses. Or a wispy goatee.

“And you must be Vanessa,” he smiles at my wife and takes her hand. His eyes are all over her breasts but he’s not even as tall as her, let alone me. “Come on in. Let me show you around.”

“Shouldn’t we put our masks on now?” Vanessa looks from him to me.

“Up to you guys,” he shrugs, “Like I’ve been telling Sterl; If it helps you relax then you go for it. I mean, we all want to relax and have a good time, right? But Photography ain’t allowed here, even in the dungeon.” 

“Do you know where the washroom is, Leroy?” Vanessa asks him when we’re in through the door where it’s warmer, “I’ll go put my mask on.”

“Sure,” he points her beyond the cloakroom where another sign has neon sign images of a male and female. 

Only two genders catered for here by the look of it. 

“Quick as you like,” I gesture her on and then watch her go.

“Wow,” Leroy watches her too. “Now that is the kind of collared sub I need in my life.”

“Yeah? Well, you better start looking for one of your own,” I say and he laughs.

“You’re lucky your wife plays,” he sighs as Vanessa disappears, “Wish mine would. You’re one lucky dude.”

“I’ll drink to that,” I say and hand my coat in to the girl behind the counter. I gaze beyond Leroy to where lights flash and music thumps.

“And we’ll get a drink as soon as she’s back,” he nods then gestures toward the flashing lights. “So on this level, you’ve got the main bar. They got pole dancers and the hotwife area I told you about. Upstairs is the Mezzanine where the private rooms are and the gloryhole. And the main pleasure dome is downstairs in the basement. But where else you gonna find a dungeon, right?”

“Sounds good,” I nod and glance back toward the washrooms. I can’t wait to get started. 

“How does this compare so far with the club you played in where you lived before?” Leroy looks asks.

“That wasn’t as grand as this one seems,” I say, “Just a small dungeon. St Andrew’s cross, spanking bench, Gallows rack but plenty of whips and chains. And it wasn’t invitation only.”

“Nice,” Leroy grins at me, “But you can join here if you like it. You only need to be recommended by me.”

“I’ve never tried a gloryhole,” I say.

“So you gotta do it tonight,” He grins.

I intend to.

Vanessa strides back to us with her bra-less breasts and her hips shifting under the thin fabric of her black dress. The equally black, lace mask that frames her eyes makes her look like something out of the movie ‘Eyes Wide Shut’. Her nipples might have softened with the warmth inside but she’s still got plenty of bare cleavage on show for everyone to admire at my side.

I glance right toward Leroy and he’s watching her every step. It always makes me proud when my wife is admired. 

“So I was telling Sterling earlier,” he says to her but then looks at me with a frown, “She calls you ‘Sterling’, not ‘Sir’ or ‘Master’, right?”

“Until we’re in a scene,” I say and he nods and then gestures us to follow him.

“Up there is the mezzanine floor,” he says over his shoulder and points away and up to the right, “which I’ll show you later.”

“Let’s focus on the dungeon for Vanessa,” I say and take her hand as we get further inside and the crowd thickens.

“No worries,” he yells back, “we’ll get drinks down there.”

We pass a bar on our right and then a young white girl dressed with a lot of eye makeup and nothing on her oiled body but the tiniest red string bikini totters by on high heels with a loaded silver tray held high.

Vanessa squeezes my hand and smiles at me.

“Pole dancing,” Leroy points ahead and a little to the left, and she and I gaze in the direction of two exotic dancers with a small audience.

“And this over here is the hotwife area,” Leroy slows beyond the large bar at a section of several high tables and stools away to our right. 

Most tables are empty, but on three of them, women in very short skirts and revealing tops sit alone, nursing drinks. Several feet from each stands a different man. 

“How does that work?” Vanessa asks him.

“Guys take their wives there and wait for bulls to approach,” Leroy shouts above the music, “So any wife sitting there like those three is fair game. Sitting there says, “I want to be fucked.”

“But not by my husband,” I say and laugh.

“You got it,” Leroy grins at me. 

“I think you and I both know someone who’d wet himself with excitement if we ever got our little doll Amelia onto one of those stools, don’t we?” I whisper in Vanessa’s ear as Leroy moves forward again.

“Sterling, you’re wicked,” she squeezes my hand.

“You know it,” I say and pinch her ass hard.

Leroy leads us single file down a steep stone staircase that certainly looks the part. There are fake flame lanterns on either side of us and gone is the electronic dance music from the ground floor level above. The music is slower, sleazier as it drifts up. 

“Like I told Sterl,” Leroy says as he grips the handle of a padded red leather door at the bottom of the stairs, “They have regular events in the dungeon but tonight it’s nice and quiet. Be a good opportunity for you to check it out.”

Vanessa gasps as we move into the red-lit interior. 

It’s a huge space. Massive. Stone walls and flooring. The former is decorated with endless lengths of chain and leather items of torture and restraint. My balls bristle. Several white bodies hanging, writhing, and whining. Beaten. I love it. A smattering of small high tables here and there with drinks on.

I fix my eyes on a nude brunette tethered to a wall with a ball gag in her mouth. Great little body. 

Leroy grins at me, “You like?” he gestures around the whole place. 

“This is the real deal,” I nod my head.

“Should be,” Leroy says, “Cost the big boss a pretty penny.”

I glance at the brunette again and then away from the wall to where a hefty, naked white male hangs by his wrists from two thick chains connected to a girder on the ceiling. He looks like a whale someone caught, skinned, and exhibited. A busty redhead and a tall blonde circle him with whips.

“They even got dog cages for cucks and subs too,” Leroy points across to the far side of the room away to our right. 

Two rows of crates with steel bars. One row on top of another. All are unoccupied but the possibilities are obvious. 

My phallus throbs in my pants. I need relief and soon. It won’t wait until I put on a show for Vanessa upstairs. Besides, Leroy will be expecting his reward. I’ll kill two birds with one stone. 

I gesture the pair of them to the bar across the dungeon first and buy a round for us all. 

Then when we have our drinks, I focus beyond the overweight white guy being beaten by the two women and gaze at a giant St. Andrew’s on the stone wall. A wooden letter ‘X’ with leather restraints and chain shackles on each of the four ends. For wrists and ankles.

“What’s the story with using the equipment?” I murmur to Leroy as the masked Vanessa continues to gaze around wide-eyed. 

“On a free night, like this, if no one else is using a piece of kit want, then you just grab it.”

“That go for the restrained women too?” I grin at him.

Vanessa scowls at me.

“Nah,” he laughs, “You got to ask first.”

“Vanessa I’d like you to undress,” I face her.

“Here?” her voice tremors.

“Where else?”

“Fuck,” Leroy mumbles and moves right alongside me. He crosses his arms and watches my wife. 

“Sterling, are you sure?” She glances either side of us.

It’s not quite as easy to read her face with her mask. Ordinarily, I’d assume she was just play-acting the reluctance. But to some extent, she will be anxious. We’ve never been here before. 

Wait till she hears what happens next.

“We’ll use ‘Master’ now,” I say to her and look right into her eyes. I gesture at the dress, near her breasts. “Undress. I want you to show your appreciation to my friend Leroy for getting us the guest invite this evening.” 

Leroy offers me his fist to bump but without taking his eyes from Vanessa. Crass, but I accept.

Vanessa frowns but she hands me her drink.

I put it down on one of the nearby high tables. 

“Can you help me with the buttons?” her voice cracks as she looks at me, “Please Master.”

Leroy purrs.

“I suspect Leroy might like to do that?” I smile at him and raise my eyebrows. I take his drink from his fingers and put that down with hers. Then I stand back. 

Leroy’s lack of height gives him an almost comical look as he moves behind my statuesque wife and reaches up for the top button at the back of her dress. 

He opens it and the other buttons nimbly and fast enough though and then leaves Vanessa clutching the linen to herself.

I gesture for her to drop it to her ankles and off. 

She swallows hard but then head held high she lets the dress fall to her high heels.

Someone passing by murmurs what sounds like approval and I swell with pride. 

“Hands by your sides,” I say to her and she complies. Beneath her leather collar, her heavy bust rises and falls, in tandem with her rapid breathing. “Relax, my Precious,” I say and stroke one side of her face.

“Yes, Master,” she mumbles. 

“Woah,” Leroy gazes at her big naked behind. “Even better in the flesh man,” he strokes his chin and moves around in front of her. His eyes linger on her magnificent double DD breasts – a bigger chest than any I’ve seen since we got here. Then his gaze strays lower, to her shaven sex. “This is some body.”

“Thank you,” I say.

I bet he’d love to fuck her. Well, he won’t be. 

“So here’s what I’m thinking,” I say to the pair of them, “I go take a good look around upstairs, pick a girl to take outside and who I’ll enjoy a little later in front of her.”

“Yes, Master,” her hands clench at her sides as a couple of old white guys pass us by and size her up.

Dirty bastards.

“Sounds good,” Leroy eyes Vanessa’s breasts again, “These look all-natural,” he peers at me.

“They are,” I nod then turn to Vanessa, “And while I’m upstairs, you stay here under Leroy’s command.”

His eyes light up and his gaze rises from Vanessa’s nudity to my face.

“Could I put her on the cross?” he gestures with his head.

“That’s fine,” I nod.

“Ster..Master,” she looks right at me,  “I thought you and I would be doing things together tonight.”

“And we will. As soon as I get back,” I say then turn my attention to Leroy, “Please remember: No penetration or passing her around. And if you beat her, don’t mark her.” 

“You can trust me,” he holds up his right hand like he’s swearing an oath.

“Vanessa, I want you to behave exactly as Leroy tells you to,” I say and my shaft is hard. But not just for the glory hole. Leory knows our limits from the online conversations. And he knows he’ll never get near her again if he oversteps the mark. “I’ll be back shortly, my Precious,” I kiss the side of her face and wink at him. I’d like to enjoy her humbled by him but I’ve got places to be. I head back to the stone steps.

I’m told the viewing area for the gloryholes is to the right of the bar on the mezzanine floor. But it’s the male entrance to the holes that I want, so upstairs at the bar there, I head left and walk fast. Not solely because I have no wish to leave Vanessa alone with Leroy any longer than necessary. I do trust him. But I need to quench my thirst.

The entrance I seek is dark but well signposted and an illuminated bottlegreen check mark indicates that at least one of the booths is vacant. 

I slip straight into a small dark room and there’s another symbol lit up on one wall inside. A crimson ring the circumference of a saucer just below waist height. Dimmer white light inside that. My shaft stiffens further but I push a hand into my back pocket for my credit card and cash.

There doesn’t seem to be anywhere to feed payment though. 

Free oral sex? Now, that is classy. 

I peer down below my waist to the red ring in front of me. The white light comes from the other side of the wall. Where the girls must be. 

I unzip and pull out my erection but I feel around the hole with my other hand first, just in case. 

A small and soft white hand with a wedding band on takes mine and my fingers are kissed, one is sucked. 

“May I suck your cock?” a high voice from the hole asks.

Yes, you may.

I feed my rod right through and it’s grabbed with two hands.

“Mmm,” the voice murmurs and I’m sucked.

Oh yeah. I plant a raised palm on the wood wall and work my hips. I’m not sure she can get it too far into her mouth though.

“Yeurch, yeurch, yeurch,” the girl groans and my testicles are felt up too. 

I liked the idea of anonymous sex, but now I’m at it, I’m frustrated I can’t see the girl. I can’t watch her struggle and choke. And every girl I’ve seen working here tonight was something special. I close my eyes and concentrate. 

Amelia. Oh, yeah, Amelia, suck it little one. Take it. 

Damn, the girl on the other side of this wall is good. 

I thrust my hips, trust her management of my shaft while it’s worshipped. This girl knows exactly what to do. Uhh yeah, Amelia, hit my sweet spot, little doll, little kitten. Damn. 

I make it last as long as I can, make her work for my load, but I’m conscious of Vanessa downstairs, and with sexy little Amelia in my head, I discharge faster than normal. 

The girl sucks me clean then I zip up fast to get back downstairs to Vanessa.

She’s spreadeagled on the cross and her bare body silvered with perspiration. Her masked eyes meet my gaze and she grimaces there. Long, ornamental silver clamps dangle from her dark teats, and a trail of sweat dribbles down between her boobs.

Leroy stands in front of her with another man in a suit and a woman with stiffly coiffured gray hair. 

“What did you do to her?” I ask him, my earlier pride replaced by mild irritation.

“Just the clamps and a light hand smacking all over that lovely, body,” he caresses my wife’s left hip and murmurs something to her. 

“Did she behave as I instructed?” I ask him.

“She was as good as gold,” he smiles at her.

“OK, let’s get her down. I’m taking her upstairs.” 

I’m tempted to humiliate her a little more by having her walk through the club as naked as she is now, perhaps even finding out whether the clamps can be taken from the dungeon too. But once we have her down I relent. 

The couple close by say something to one another about her ‘beautiful black skin’. 

“Please don’t leave me on my own again while we’re here, Master,” Vanessa whispers in my ear and then kisses me there.

I allow her to dress again and when she has and she’s returned from the washroom where she’s freshened up and looks presentable again, she clings to my arm. We leave Leroy talking to some swaggering white guy in a tux who seems to know everyone.

“Did Master see a lady he liked the look of?” Vanessa asks from behind me on the stone steps up and she pinches my butt.

“Plenty,” I say over my shoulder, “Choosing only one will be the challenge.”

“You’re cruel,” she murmurs but we both know she loves it.

I lead her to the ground floor bar first where the music is loud and I order her a large wine. And a beer for myself.

“How did you get on with Master Leroy?” I ask her.

Vanessa shrugs.

We take our drinks and watch the pole dancers for a little while, with Vanessa close at my side. Then I gesture her to follow me to the stools and high tables of the ‘hotwife area’ away to our right.

“They’re both very pretty,” Vanessa says in my ear above the music and she’s right about the two women seated on their own. 

One is a slender young thing with a blonde ponytail and a short skirt. The other, a more busty brunette with heavier makeup and a golden bustier.

“Which do you think Master will choose?” I peer back at Vanessa.

“I know exactly which one,” she sighs and takes hold of my arm.

I laugh and remove her hand. I beckon Vanessa to follow me again then ease past a guy who’s stood a few feet away from the little blonde. 

I approach her table.

“Hey,” I say to her and she smiles at me wide-eyed and then at Vanessa.

“Can we join you?”

“Uh-huh,” she nods. And she’s got pretty, sapphire blue eyes. Not baby blue like our neighbor’s, but alluring all the same. Pretty breasts in a plunging top too.

“I don’t know exactly how this works,” I say, “So can I get you a drink?”

“Thanks, but I have a cocktail,” she indicates her drink and glances beyond us to the guy we passed.

“So, how does this hotwife area work?” I ask again, surprising myself with how tongue-tied I’ve become.

“I think what my husband would really like to know,” Vanessa clears her throat, “Is; How does he get you somewhere so he can have sex with you? And while I watch?”

“Oh,” the blonde’s lips part. “Well, we can see if one of the private rooms upstairs is available,” she shrugs and her throat flushes. “The washrooms might be difficult for the three of us. The management don’t go in for all that gender-neutral washroom stuff.”

Neanderthals.

“You could just take me outside if you wanted,” the girl gestures to a white ‘exit’ sign on a far wall. “They have heaters and sofas out there where you could sit,” she smiles at Vanessa.

“Sounds good,” I nod and reach for my wallet. “What about the money?”

“You just give my husband a tip at the end of the encounter. But only if you feel I deserve it. The amount is up to you. Whatever you think I’m worth.”

Vanessa and I exchange glances. And if being left with Leroy, or what he did to her, didn’t ‘do it’ for her, then her face and eyes sure show excitement now. 

“Are you available at the moment?” I ask the blonde as she plays with the straw in her drink. Can it really be this easy? 

“Sure,” she slides from the stool. She’s not much shorter than Leroy but her ass is a nice pert shape in the little skirt. “I’ll just let my husband know.”

I watch her walk to the young guy on the stool and she says something in his ear. 

He glances over at us and then she returns to my side. 

“Would you object to him coming outside with us?” she looks up right into my eyes. “He likes to watch as well,” she smiles at my wife.

Outside, the heaters are the same pyramid shape as that thing on our lawn that I need to get rid of. The sofas though are soft white leather. But we don’t sit. None of us. I want more oral. I’ve never had two from different women within an hour of each other. And this time I need to pull hair while she’s down there. 

I ask Vanessa to fetch one of the turquoise cushions from a sofa and to lay it at my feet.

The blonde doesn’t need telling what to do. She drops to her knees almost before I’m ready.

And her rosy-cheeked husband doesn’t wait for an invitation to start jacking. He’s at it before his wife has my erection in her hands.

I beckon Vanessa closer to me as the girl gives me head. This one’s not as skilled as the faceless one in the gloryhole, but she’s keen. And he seems the same.

“Oh, Master,” Vanessa watches wide-eyed. She exhales hard, her breasts swelling and falling under the thin fabric of her dress as she breathes. She comes even closer to my side and we kiss as down below the girl slobbers and sucks.

“Uhh, big black cock babe,” the husband on my other side, thrashes his little white dick through his fist, “Does it taste good babe? Uhh, Big black cock in your mouth?”

“Mmm yeah,” she slobbers over my balls, “Big black cock, so big, mmm.”

Can we calm all this racial shit?

“Is she good, Master?” Vanessa whispers in my ear and kisses me there, one of her hands massages my ass. Or maybe it’s the girl’s hand doing it to me.

“Real good,” I gasp and let my head roll back. Not as good at it as you my Precious. But there’s no need for you to hear that. 

“Mmm,” Vanessa kisses my ear again, “Imagine it’s your little doll on her hands and knees at your feet.”

“I am.” And that Amelia was shackled downstairs with you before too.

“Uhh, yeah suck him, suck him, uhhh,” the husband gasps and grips the end of his tool as it disgorges into both hands. “Oh Babe, oh,” his shoulders slump, and his body trembles.
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Chapter Seven
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Wes

I wipe the countertop down in the trailer on Tuesday mid-morning. The rain pours down again on the other side of the window even now, four days after that ‘clear the air’ get-together at Sterling and Vanessa’s, I can’t stop thinking about it.

Hell, what husband could put a discussion like that out of his mind?

Amelia and I sitting with another couple and openly talking about our sexual fantasies together! I could never have imagined my wife doing anything like that. And I mean ‘ever’.

And she, my wife, was the main subject of everyone else’s fantasies. 

My dick shifts again in my pants. If I hadn’t beaten off around the back of the van three times already today, I’d go and do it again. But I need to save something for Amelia when I get home.

She didn’t talk a whole lot about that discussion after we left Sterling’s that night. But she was horny in bed. And she hadn’t seemed anxious to leave theirs either.

Credit to Sterling though, and Vanessa too, they didn’t push anything further after that discussion. We had another drink and by then it was late so we said our good-nights.

I replay the whole scene the four of us imagined. My wife stripping off for Sterling. Oh, yeah. Down to semi-sheer panties I’d supposedly been out and bought specially for the occasion. But then Sterling smooth-talking my wife into taking everything off. Giving Vanessa what she wanted and Amelia kissing him. His hands on her...

In my private and extended version of the same fantasy, Amelia is on the lap of that ‘insatiable’ guy again. This time nude. Oh, yeah. And she feels the lump of his hardness near the crack of her butt. But this time Vanessa encourages her to relieve her husband. Oh hell, Amelia. 

And my wife does what they want.

She wouldn’t need to take his cock inside her. It wouldn’t need to be full sex. If she only touched another man’s erection that would be enough.

I squeeze mine through my pants. 

OK, let’s say she relieves him properly. She strokes his black dick until he cums. Fuck. In front of me and Vanessa. Yeah. And then to ‘thank’ my wife, he spanks her.

I can’t get my breath. I need to calm down. I force the pictures out of my head. 

I glance out at the empty roadside but Amelia’s words about that spanking suggestion won’t be denied. 

She said she wouldn’t re-write that part of Sterling’s fantasy. How hot was that?

Although maybe she just felt she had to say something in front of that open-minded couple. Like she didn’t want to appear uptight or lame. Especially after we bailed that first time at theirs.

But whatever her motivation, that whole discussion was a big step for me and Amelia.

Maybe Sterling has other steps mapped out?  

I finish wiping down the chrome countertop and then check my phone.

There’s a missed message from Amelia. 

Has she been as possessed by last weekend as I have? But in a negative way, and changed her mind about going back to the book club tonight with Vanessa after all? 

A weight sinks in my gut. 

I press her name on the screen and it rings.

“Hey, Wes.”

“I think I missed a call from you,” I say and brace myself for disappointment. 

“Yeah, Sterling was on a half day today and he called by this afternoon.”

He did what?

“He didn’t know your number to call you. He and Vanessa just joined a spa at one of the local hotels and he’s wondering if you want to go with him to the gym there tonight, while we’re at book club.”

“A gym?” With Sterling?

“You’re always saying you need to exercise,” she says.

“Yeah but...”

“It’s as good an excuse as any,” she says, “He said he’d pick you up at 7-30 if you want to go. They’ve got a steam room and pool and everything. It sounds cool.”

Does he want to talk to me about Amelia? Find out how she feels after last weekend. Is this another of their ‘pincer attacks’ on us, like when he came here and she called in on Amelia at home?

My dick twitches in my pants at the prospect of another man wanting to spend time with me purely because he fantasizes about seducing my wife. 

And he knows I fantasize about it too. 

I put the phone down from Amelia and my head is full of questions. 

Answering them though will have to wait. Because I can’t.

I glance out front of the trailer and beyond at the road. Then I hurry outside and around the back. 

Out of sight of the road I pull out my cock.

Sterling wants to talk to me about Amelia again, doesn’t he? He wants to find out how I feel after that last get-together. How we both feel. Why else invite me to his new gym while our wives are out together? He knows I never work out. 

I jack to the thought of the dominant black man’s desire for my wife. 

Amelia parading around in front of him. Taking her clothes off for him. In front of not just me and him, but Vanessa too!

And somehow, that fourth person there, watching as well, makes the humiliation all the more intense. 

Who knew the thought of humiliation like that could be such a buzz?

I cum over brambles and bushes then shake then wipe with a paper tissue. 

I make my way back to the trailer still doubting I’ll have time enough time to drop it off later then get back home and eat before seven-thirty. 

And even if I do, I can hardly then go and exercise on a full stomach, can I?

I arrive home a few minutes after seven and Amelia has already gone to the book club with Vanessa.

The smell of her perfume and the knowledge that my wife may already be subject to more of the other woman’s overtures about her husband makes me forget food. I want to spend the evening with Sterling. I want to hear him talk about my wife. I’ll take a cereal bar or two with me. Get something more substantial to eat when I come back. 

In our bedroom, I change into jogging bottoms and a sweatshirt. I sit on the edge of our bed and pull on a pair of trainers. But the whole while, I’m mentally running through how I’ll answer any questions he asks me about Amelia. I squeeze my dick through the jogging bottoms. 

Headlights pull up outside at exactly seven-thirty and I pull a zip-up hoodie on over my sweatshirt and head for the door. 

“Evening,” he says when I climb into his Audi alongside him. The car smells of the leather interior. “Glad you decided to come,” he grins but doesn’t look ready for any workout. He’s in a suede jacket and jeans. But there’s a leather holdall on the rear seat. He must be getting changed at the gym.

“Thanks for inviting me. It’s a good excuse not to sit on my ass in front of the TV all night,” I smile and pull on my seatbelt. The car smells of his smoky aftershave as well as the leather.

We make a little small talk en route and when he tells me that the last spa he and Vanessa were members of (back where they used to live) was a ‘good place to meet new people’, it makes me wonder whether they’re casting their ‘net’ wider than merely me and Amelia. A weird sense of jealousy seeps through me.

“There’s a gym and a pool at the university,” he shrugs, “but I don’t particularly want to run into work colleagues or students in my leisure time,” he laughs. “No sauna or steam rooms there either. Vanessa’s looking forward to chilling there at weekends now we’re signed up. You and Amelia will both have to come with us sometime.”

So you can ogle my wife in her swimsuit? My cock stirs in my pants.

“Was she OK after the discussion at ours over the weekend?” he asks as we wait at a red light.

“Yeah,” I nod. I think so. “She was relieved everything got back to normal between us all,” I say and look expectantly at him. I wait for him to ask or to say something more about my wife. 

“Excellent,” he nods and the light changes, “Good friends are hard to find.”

We reach the Fasebury Hotel without him mentioning my wife again and I’m torn between believing he’s either saving it until we’re inside the place, or whether somehow that conversation the four of us had about the ‘group fantasy’ changed his mind about Amelia. 

Perhaps his wife decided it was more important to protect her friendship with Amelia than to indulge her husband’s (or her own) fantasies.

The spa entrance to the Fasebury is around the side of the building and with its own parking facilities, distinct from the hotel’s main parking lot. Sterling tells me he and Vanessa looked at a couple of other options before they decided on this place. Apparently, the owners just spent a quarter of a million on giving the gym equipment and changing room area a big makeover so it’s ‘state of the art’.

He signs me in at reception as his guest and then as I’m already changed and ready, he points out where the gym itself is and suggests I go in there to warm up. He says he’ll join me from the changing rooms once he has his kit on.

The gym is huge and air-conditioned so cooler than I expect and I’m glad I put a sweatshirt over my T-shirt.

Several people are working out but it’s years since I used a gym, and the equipment looks way more complicated than I remember. All the machines have touch screens and with no obvious instructor in sight, and not wanting to appear dumb by asking anyone else for help, I head for the free weights.

I’m using two 7 kg dumbbells for bicep curls when Sterling reappears in a tight vest and pair of slim-fit jogging pants. 

Now I’m doubly glad I put the sweatshirt on. In his vest, he looks in even better condition than he normally does.

“You warmed up Wes?” he asks and stretches his calves.

“I wasn’t sure how to use the machines so I just went for these,” I hold a dumbbell up.

“Let me show you how to work the bike. A few minutes of cardio is the best way to get started.”

Great. Is he going to be as free with his gym ‘expertise’ as he is with his business ‘know-how’? This could be a long night.

I sit on the bike and let him program via the screen for the twelve-minute period he recommends. He tells me each of those minutes will be divided into two lots of twenty-second bursts where I have to pedal as fast as possible, each followed by ten seconds where I can ‘take it easier’. 

Whatever. 

Sterling hits one of the numerous running machines across the gym and while I pedal on the bike, it strikes me again, that if there wasn’t a ‘connection’ between him, Vanessa and Amelia then there’s no way I’d want to spend any time with him. 

And even the so-called ‘connection’ between him and my wife might be mainly in my head. I’ve been telling myself that the guy is obsessed with my wife, but he’s barely mentioned her all night. 

From the bike and after Sterling’s own warm-up, he suggests we move onto the chest pull machines.

“We’ll start you on 25 kg,” he leans over me, black muscles rippling as he adjusts the stack of weights, “three lots of ten pulls. You should be fine with that,” he nods and then sits at an adjacent machine.

I push the sides of my machine forward but it takes all the effort I can muster to move it. I try not to make too much noise gasping but I glance to my left to try and see what weight Sterling is moving so freely.

‘70 kg’? The guy is so much fucking older than me.

I grit my teeth and push the wings again. Will myself to move it. 

I manage but have to give up after the first set of ten. 

Alongside me, Sterling powers through three lots of at least ten, maybe even more. And seemingly without breaking a sweat. 

When he’s finished, we move on to a pair of other machines, with Sterling suggesting I reduce my weight to fifteen. And then finally, after several more machines and me close to puking with the effort, he asks if I’ve had enough.

“Yeah, I think I’m out of practice,” I say but cant look him in the eye. 

“Sure, I’ve been working out a lot of years,” he nods, “No worries though. Let’s go through to the wet side and relax a bit.”

“Oh, I didn’t bring any swimming trunks or anything,” I say. But I don’t especially want to strip down to my bare chest in front of the guy. “I’ll wait in the bar area if you want to sauna or whatever.” 

“No worries,” he slaps the top of my back, “Next time maybe. I’ll just take a quick shower.”

“I could do with the washroom,” I say. Possibly to throw up. Let’s just hope he doesn’t hear me. 

Sterling leads me down a corridor in the same direction he went when we first got here. But halfway down it and before we reach the changing area and washrooms, he bumps into a guy with a badge on his shirt who’s the spa manager and they stand chatting. 

“I’ll just nip to the toilet,” I point down the corridor. 

Sterling nods and I hurry away.

Inside the male changing area with walls of lockers all around, and guys in various states of undress, beyond them I find a passageway to a row of urinals with a couple of toilet booths too. I hurry to the nearest one.

I hurl almost before I’ve locked the door but nothing much comes up. I’ve only had a fucking cereal bar since breakfast.

I wipe my face with toilet roll, flush the toilet, and head out of the booth.

“Everything OK?” Sterling asks from across the changing room where he’s stripping. White guys get dressed on either side of him.

And then Sterling is naked.

Hell. 

I hope the shock of his ‘length’ doesn’t show on my face but surely it must. 

“Yeah fine,” I say and look away fast from Sterling’s swinging black snake, “See you at the reception area when you’re ready?” I don’t hang around for his response. I keep moving. 

His dick was as thick as a fucking wrist too.
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Chapter Eight
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Wes

At a red light on our way home, I still can’t get the image of my companion’s circumcised penis out of my mind. And with something that fucking size, I may never. 

But he’s still made no further mention of Amelia and somehow, now that I’ve witnessed how the guy is endowed, my need to hear her name on his lips is intense. 

Although I’m doubly glad now I made this trip in my gym kit so I didn’t have to get changed in front of him. 

“I wondered whether we should talk about...you know,  about Amelia,” I peer across at him. 

Do all the other guys who see him get changed there think the same thing about how big he is?

“Would you like to talk about her?” he side-eyes me.

Doesn’t he want to?

“I just thought, you know, after what you said..”

Has he changed his mind about her? Why? 

“I don’t want to put undue pressure on you Wes,” he says as the car pulls off again, “I know what a big step anything like this would be.”

“Right,” I nod.

“Maybe it's too soon for you. For the both of you.”

What happened since we went to their house? Is he playing hard to get, or does he really fear I couldn’t handle it?

“I don’t think it’s too soon,” I say and clear my throat, “not for me anyhow.”

“But there are two of you to think of,” he says.

“Of course, yeah,” I say. 

“Have you and Amelia spoken much since about that four-way conversation we had? The fantasies.”

“Yeah,” I say, “and I’ve been thinking a whole lot about it too.”

Sterling smiles.

“Have you done anything like this before?” I ask one of the questions that’s been on my mind, “You know, someone else’s wife?”

“Not exactly,” he shrugs and keeps his eyes on the road. “There was a colleague in my previous job. She was married. We became close and it could have happened. There was an attraction there, no question.”

“What was she like?”

“Blonde. Compliant. Although she was no Amelia.”

My cock surges and somehow the words reaffirming his opinion of my wife relieve me.

“She was my age and she and her husband didn’t get on. So it was a different situation from you two in that respect as well.”

“Sure,” I say and glance across at him with a nod to try to encourage him to say more.

“Vanessa was the real problem that time though,” he sighs.

“But I thought she wanted...”

“She was insecure about the fact that Delia and I worked together. That we’d be carrying on the relationship when Vanessa wasn’t around. Even when a person has sexual fantasies about their partner’s unfaithfulness it doesn’t eradicate all conventional jealousy. But I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you that. Anyway, I’d made the mistake of letting Vanessa know that Delia had problems in her marriage. So my wife put two and two together and panicked.”

“Right,” I say. “It’s understandable, I guess. I wouldn’t want Amelia to get involved with some guy whose marriage was falling apart.”

“That’s why Vanessa is happier about my fixation on Amelia,” Sterling nods and accelerates past a truck. 

‘Fixation’? He’s ‘fixated’ with my wife.

“I keep thinking about those exercises you talked about trying to get Amelia involved in,” I say and my mouth has dried up.

“You’d like that?” he peers across at me.

“Yeah.” And the ‘sexual activity’ you said they could lead to. An image of his sleepy but monstrous black cock rises in my head again and my belly churns.

“You still happy about sex?” Sterling clears his throat, “Me and her?” 

“Yeah,” I should say more but my heart beats so fast and it’s not easy to breathe. How could Amelia’s body even accommodate what this old guy has between his legs? “How would we do it though Sterling? What would be the next step?”

“Let’s see what Vanessa reports back with from their latest outing together,” he says and sounds so much calmer than I feel, “Then we can all see where we go from there.”

Sterling drops me off at nine-thirty and I head inside with my heart still thumping and my cock stiff. 

Amelia isn’t home. She must be at Vanessa’s. That means when Sterling gets home they’ll see each other again.

I squeeze my cock through my pants and hurry to the bathroom. I should save this for Amelia but I can’t wait. I push my pants down and stroke fast.

The size of the guy’s dick! He wants my wife! I thrash my cock through my fist and imagine Amelia’s face if she’d seen Sterling naked too. Could something happen between the pair of them? If it was just me and him trying to formulate some devious plan for him to seduce her, it would be a mountain to climb. But with Vanessa ‘happy’ about it and potentially encouraging Amelia too...

I cum with a groan and the mental image of my wife’s eyes and open mouth gaping as her gaze falls on Sterling’s penis.

But as I wipe up afterward, the excitement that dazzled me is now clouded out by dark thoughts. 

It would be insanity to risk letting him anywhere near my wife. Not least of all, because if his dick is that big when it’s limp, then what happens to it when it’s hard?

In the kitchen, I scroll the browser on my phone and ask the search bar about average gains in penis size from flaccid to erect. I mean, I know how much bigger I get, but what about everyone else?

Am I seriously fucking doing something like this? 

But I make several amendments to my initial question and a few minutes later get the confirmation I’m looking for. 

‘Growth percentage tends to remain within a similar range (around 40-50% for length and 20-30% for girth) across different individuals, regardless of their baseline size.’ 

I stare at the words. Forty to fifty percent longer than that?

Amelia gets home a few minutes later. The sight of her in her jeans and jumper and the knowledge that she and Sterling have surely been in each other’s company again crumbles my apprehension and restores that queasy fever inside me. 

“Sorry I’m late,” she smiles and kisses me, “Got stuck at Vanessa’s.”

“I thought Sterling must have tied you up there,” I say.

Amelia rolls her eyes.

“How was the gym?” she asks and tries to squeeze one of my biceps, “I can’t tell much difference yet.”

“It was OK,” I shrug. I’m not admitting to puking up. 

When do I tell her what I saw in the changing room? Should I say anything?

“One of the other girls at book club has thrown her husband out,” she says as she fills the kettle. 

I don’t want to talk about that. I want to hear what Sterling said to her. And what she and Vanessa spoke about while it was just the two of them. 

“He was messaging other girls online,” she says, “Liking their photos.”

“She threw him out for that?”

Amelia reaches for a cup from the cupboard and I admire her pert butt. 

Did Sterling do the same when she was at his?

“Did Vanessa bring up that discussion we all had last weekend?” I ask.

“A bit,” she shrugs but then looks right at me and her big, baby-blue eyes turn serious, “Wes, I’d hate it if I found out you were messaging other girls. Liking photos of them in their underwear.”

“You’ll never have to worry about anything like that,” I take her hands, “I’m not interested in other women. Only you. And other men.”

Amelia frowns for a second but then she rolls her eyes and shakes her head.

“Sterling brought it up again,” I squeeze her hands and then pull her to me and into my arms, “You, I mean.”

“Don’t tell me that,” Amelia murmurs into my chest.

“Why not?”

“You’ll put me off ever going to theirs’ again.”

“I think I put myself off going to the gym with him again,” I say because despite misgivings about letting her know, about maybe scaring her, I can’t keep quiet about what I saw. And I have to see her reaction. 

“Was it a tough workout?” she peers up at me, “Vanessa says he pushes himself hard in the gym.”

“It was more about what I saw in the changing room afterward.”

Amelia’s eyebrows rise.

“He’s enormous,” I peer downward to indicate what I mean.

Amelia’s cheeks redden but she rolls her eyes again.

“Seriously, Ames. I never saw anything like it,” I say, but even as I do, the look in her eyes suggests I should possibly have kept quiet about it.

“Vanessa said he’s big,” Amelia nods.

Vanessa told her? How the hell would Sterling’s dick crop up in conversation?

“How come you were talking about that?” I ask and there’s an icy feeling inside me now even though my dick throbs and my heart beats fast. I’m still holding Amelia in my arms, and looking right into her eyes.

“She just mentioned it when she was complaining he’s hard to satisfy,” she shrugs and looks away.

“When I saw it,” I say and wait for her to look at me again, “I kept thinking what you’d have said if you’d seen it too.” 

“That’s not likely to happen, Wes,” she says and her eyes meet mine again.

“I think it would if he had his way,” I kiss her neck and let my erection brush against her. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs and I pull her jumper up over her bra.

“Not here,” she tugs her jumper back down, “in the bedroom.”

I grab her hand and hurry her out of our kitchen.

In our room, she smiles and kisses me but I push her back onto the bed. I lean over her and as looks up at me I pull her jumper back up and her bra too, both over her tits in one go.

Her nipples are rock-hard.

“God, you’re so hot,” I caress the sides of her slim body and bury my face in her boobs. 

“Mmm,” she moans and holds my head as she’s sucked, “Vanessa said she and I should do one of those outfit parades together.”

Oh my God. “In front of Sterling?” I stop kissing her tits and gape at her.

“And in front of you. She thinks I’d love it. She said it would feel empowering. But I know I’d never have the confidence.”

Oh my God. Oh my God!

“Why not?” I ask and rip open the button of her jeans. My heart races with both fear and excitement.

Her hands reach for my pants and she tugs at the zipper, her breath quickens.

“You could do it if Vanessa was there alongside you,” I say and drag her jeans and panties down together, “Doing it with you.” I kiss her mouth and ease two fingers into her.

Saturated. 

“I’d be there too,” my fingers slick inside her, “Making sure you’re OK.”

“Uhh Wes,” she groans.

“It could be so hot Ames,” I grip my cock before she can even get a hold of it and I work it at her hole. I can’t wait any longer. My mouth devours hers and I push inside her. 

“I want to do it for you if I can,” her lips break free of mine as we fuck and she gazes up into my eyes.

Holy shit. I grip her hips and stab frantically into her.

“Uhh, uhh Wes, you’d have to be there though,” her voice trembles.

“I will, I will. I promise, I promise.” 
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Chapter Nine
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Wes

My Pop opens the front door to his home with an evening newspaper tucked under one arm. He grins and waves us inside. And then as he hugs Amelia, the aromas of roasted chicken and fresh herbs become apparent. The hallway is lit by the same pair of old dimmable pull-cord wall lamps they had when I lived here with them and my sister. 

“Your mother’s in the kitchen,” Pop says but she appears in the hallway too, with a broad smile on her face and an apron tied around her waist. Her hair is pulled back in a loose bun but she pushes at it as if tidying it then wipes her hands on the apron before hugging us both. 

“Let me get drinks for everyone,” Pop eases past us all to the kitchen.

I lean against the door frame while he grabs beers and a wine bottle from the beat-up old fridge with our old family photos stuck on. Amelia chats easily with my mom. She always did. Amelia’s petite frame in contrast with Mom’s fuller figure. Amelia’s polka-dot white dress is conservative, but even so, it accentuates her tiny waist. And as she moves to help Mom with one of the pans, the fabric hugs her figure just enough to hint at her round butt and then the outline of her pert breasts. 

It only triggers shameful reminders of the conversations we’ve had about a black man’s dick and now, thrillingly, of her parading in front of Sterling. 

How the hell did Vanessa talk her into that?

And yet again too, I’m reminded of how Amelia answered that spanking element of those fantasy questions at the other couples’ home. 

Not here. I shunt the thoughts out of my head.

“Can I help you set the table?” Amelia asks my Mom, and then when gestured to, she reaches into a cupboard for the dinner plates.“It always smells so lovely in this kitchen,” my wife says with a bright smile. Her big baby blue eyes sparkle and looking at her, it’s inconceivable to believe she meant what she said about ‘modeling’ any clothes in front of another man. 

But did she mean it? Has that other woman who she looks up to so much, gotten to her as cleverly as Sterling tries with me? Is Amelia genuinely concerned about what might happen if my fantasies are continually neglected? Did she get scared hearing about some other woman at her book club whose husband turned to other women online? Maybe because he too was frustrated? 

Or maybe it’s darker than that. Has Amelia honestly always harbored secrets depths and hidden darker passions?

Wait. This is my Amelia we’re talking about.

“A kitchen is all about the love you put into it,” my mom says to my wife and hands her the cutlery.

Pop rolls his eyes at me.

“Speaking of ‘loving’ what you do,” Mom says to Amelia, “How’s the writing going?”

Amelia’s expression shifts and anxiety crosses her pretty features. “It’s progressing,” she shrugs, “But slowly. I’ve been doing as much as I can in between the client work.” Her cheeks flush, “It’s certainly given me even more admiration for authors from the past. Their old manual typewriters and having to re-write everything over and over.”

“You should be proud you’re even trying,” my Pop chimes in from near the fridge, “I’m sure it’s no easy task. Otherwise, we’d all be doing it. We really admire you, sweetheart. You keep at it.”

“Thanks,” Amelia replies, her voice barely above a whisper but her gratitude obvious. I can see how much their support means to her, and it warms me.

“And how’s the world of the coffee bean?” my mom turns her attention back to me. 

I straighten up and try to frame a positive response. “Yeah, it’s building,” I nod, “The regular site at the industrial park is getting more clients, and Pop’s idea about adding pastries and snacks to the menu has increased turnover per customer.” 

“It’ll take time for the word to get around,” my dad hands me a can of beer and Mom adds an empty glass for my other hand. “The important thing is you keep showing up,” he nods, “and you keep marketing. You’ll have a coffee empire before you know it.”

Amelia sets the table for Mom, her movements graceful but focused. The girl from a rich family who somehow always effortlessly fitted in here. But even as I watch, guilt crawls over me about the seedy outcomes I’m plotting and hoping for with her. A wife who my mom and Pop love so much. 

“So Amelia, are things still the same with your parents?” Mom asks her.

Amelia nods her head and flushes.

“It’s such a shame,” Mom glances at my Pop.

“Perhaps this Christmas could be..., a good time to try again to mend relationships? Do you think?” Mom stumbles over her words.

“Maybe,” Amelia sighs but her mouth is tight now, like it’s reluctant to speak on the same topic.

I glare at my Mom to indicate she should stop. 

And then we eat. 

And as ever when my Mom cooks, the chicken dinner is good. But the timing of this invitation here is less so. It might have been better coming in a week or two. The reminder of a ‘normal’ family life might make Amelia feel guilty too. About what we discussed last night and about what Vanessa suggested to her.

Later, we drive home from my parent’s house with me chewing over some more about the potential impact tonight had on my wife. And on any hope of what she said last night ever coming true. If there ever was any real hope. 

But I also let myself wonder about our relationship with the Marks and where it ultimately might go. The air between us feels charged with unspoken thoughts. But it might all be only in my head. I glance over at Amelia. She’s staring out of her window at the night, like she’s lost in a world of her own.

“Wes,” eventually it’s her who breaks the silence, “Being with your Mom and Dad again made me realize something.”

Here we go.

“What’s that?” I look away from the road and over at her again.

“How much I envy you. Your parents are so supportive. Of both of us. I wish mine were the same.”

“They love you,” I reach across for her firm thigh, “the same as I do. And your Mom and Dad do too. They’ll accept your career choice one day. They just need time.”

“Hmm,” she sighs and looks back out of the window again.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you.,” she says, “Or without your family,” she squeezes my hand on her thigh with both of hers. “I’m trying to give you what you want, Wes.”

I glance at her face. 

“And you do,” I say, “You are.” 

Does she mean...?

“I’ve been thinking all day about what Vanessa said to me about dressing up again.”

I want to say ‘Me too,’ but I just nod. And hold my breath.

“She kind of made me see things in a different light.”

Oh, wow. Did Amelia mean what she said in bed last night?

“How do you mean?” I try to stay focused on the road but it’s hard. And I’m getting hard too. 

“I know it’s something you’d like,” she says slowly like she’s gauging my reaction, “and she and Sterling would never judge us for it.”

“No, they never would,” I shake my head. My guts churn with a sickening excitement that scares me too, but my cock pulses, “They’re older,” I say “Experienced. They understand this kind of thing more than we do.” 

“Vanessa always says most women are submissive if they’re honest, and she says that after things went wrong with my ex when he used to...you know..”

“Tie you up and..?” I struggle to swallow. The mention of her ex though sends a pang of concern through me.

“Uh-huh,” she interrupts me and nods, “Well, she’s sure I’ve suppressed what I really want too. I mean, I’m not sure that’s true,” Amelia shakes her head but when I glance at her she’s gazing right at me, like she wants a response. 

“Suppressed what?” I ask.

“She says I bottled that side of myself up. She says that’s why submission games in a supportive environment can be empowering. She says it’s more than just giving up control, it’s about finding the freedom in it.”

“Right,” I say, my breath little more than a croak. 

“So maybe there’s a part of me that wants to explore that side of myself too.” 

Oh. My. God.

“Tell me honestly Ames,” I say and my tongue is so dry that it clicks in my mouth, “that first night at theirs, when you wore Vanessa’s outfit ...did you...did you enjoy acting like his maid? Getting told what to do by him?”

A middle-aged black guy. My dick is iron hard in my pants. 

“It was mortifying,” she shakes her head, her cheeks flushed even in this light. “But it was a kind of rush. More than I expected.”

“You looked incredible,” I say, and mean it. My cock leaks pre-cum.

“The thrill of dressing to please I guess,” she shrugs. 

“That’s so hot,” I say and I can’t wait to get her home. 

“But if I do something like that again,” she says, “I won’t be wearing anything of Vanessa’s.”

“No, no, of course not,” I touch the brakes as a wagon up ahead slows down. 

“And I want to do it at our house, not theirs,” she says and she’s looking dead ahead, “Where I’ll be more relaxed. Although I doubt I’ll be at all relaxed.” 

“Of course you will. I’ll be right there with you. So when? This weekend?”

“The longer I put it off, the more likely I am to talk myself out of it completely,” she laughs.

“This weekend it is then,” I squeeze her hands.

“And I decide which outfits I wear,” she says and looks right at me, “and they won’t include any sheer underwear.”
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Chapter Ten
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Ashley

Man, just my luck to be stuck out on the far side of town last thing Friday evening with my final private client. Today in the salon was back-to-back appointments and since then I’ve had to race from one ‘private’ to the next. But Marcie and I need the cash.

“We still haven’t settled on where,” the guy on the chair in front of me in his dining room shrugs his shoulders under the apron as I snip at the top of his hair. 

Sorry Man, but tonight I don’t care about your options for where to holiday over Christmas. What I do care about is that my workload between now and the new year will only build. And that if I don’t get done with your hair soon, there’s a chance Finn will be back in my home with my wife before I get there. 

Although tonight it’s not just what might happen before I get there that worries me. 

I’m still anxious about that promise Marcie wrung out of me. About next time she’s in bed with Finn and how she wants him to ‘finish’. 

I put my scissors down on the client’s dining table alongside us and pick up my hand mirror to show him the cut.

“How’s that for you?” I show him the back and sides of his standard two-step fade. I peer beyond him and up to an ornamental clock on his wall. Fingers that show twenty past seven. Finn told her he’d be back around seven. Shit. He’s probably there, and if he is, there’s no way the pair of them keep their hands off one another until I get back too.

Despite my tension, my cock shifts and thickens, the excited flesh pressing hopelessly into the tough TPE bars of my chastity belt. Marcie’s had me in it all week. Sometimes I know it was a serious mistake to ever admit how much more intense it is when she’s with Finn and I’m denied. But I know she feels that same intensity too. 

I move around the client with the mirror a little, to show him the front and top of his trim. There’s more movement involved with private clients. No big mirrors in front of them like in the salon. But I always wrap an elastic band around the padlock to deaden any sound of it knocking against the belt. I don’t want any awkward questions. 

“I don’t mean to be a pain in the ass,” the says and peers back at me with a dopey grin on his face, “But you think we take the lower sides down a ‘1’ after all?”

He wants more off? For fuck sake. Will I ever get out of here?

“Yeah, sure,” I fake a smile and swap the mirror out for the Wahl razor. 

That’s it then. I’m not meeting up with my wife before Finn starts fucking her.

I start up the left side of the guy’s head but mentally focus on what it will be like to have the lodger living with us full-time again after so long. 

Marcie better not expect me in chastity Monday to Friday every week.

My cock shifts again in my pants though as I consider that possibility. Real long-term sexual denial while Marcie has a live-in lover. Fuck. When he was living with us seven days a week before chastity wasn’t an issue. Man, who’d have fucking believed this of me and Marcie?

It’s almost ten past eight when I finally arrive home. Marcie’s is the only car on our drive. But maybe Finn doesn’t have transport again. It always seemed hit-and-miss when he’d have that truck he shared with Phil. 

He might have been dropped off by his buddy. Marcie and him might already be together in there. Doing in Finn’s room.

But Phil didn’t let me know he’d be back this way tonight. And surely he would have, after that call he made about Marcie and Traders.

I close the car door as quietly as I can. Confused about the situation. But if Finn is in there with her and they’re at it, then at least I’ll hear them while they’re unaware. 

Hear how my sex-starved wife behaves with him when she doesn’t know I’m there. 

My dick shifts again and I kick through a mound of autumn leaves that I’ll need to tidy up over the weekend and then ease my key into the lock. I gulp a deep breath. 

“At last,” Marcie says, a glass of white wine in one hand and platinum blonde hair piled up high on top of her head. Her silky, pale pink dressing gown clings to her curves. 

“What’s up?” I ask quietly but with a pounding heart. He’s not in the living room behind her. I peer away to the right and the hallway in the direction of Finn’s room. She’s in her dressing gown. Have they already done it? Marcie, couldn’t you wait?

“I was expecting you back ages ago,” she says, “Didn’t you get my messages?” She looks gorgeous, her face made up and body scented with jasmine. 

“My battery died,” I shrug, “I forgot to take my charger. I was in a mad rush this morning. Where is he?” I whisper. 

“He’s not back yet,” she sighs. “And I’ve got the kitchen to tidy as well as finish getting myself ready.”

“I thought he was coming at seven,” I try to understand what she’s said, “I thought you’d have been ready for then.” 

“He called me to say he’d been delayed and wouldn’t be here until nine so I thought there was no rush. But now he’s just texted to say the traffic’s cleared and it’ll be half-eight. I can’t decide what to wear and the kitchen’s such a mess.”

“Who cares about the kitchen?” I ask and hug her. 

Mmm, she feels and smells so good. My groin twitches with longing as it nestles tight between her warm thighs. 

“It’s a week since Ian did it,” she holds her glass of wine out of the way and peers back over her shoulder toward the kitchen. Then she gazes at up me again, “I think me and you got out of the habit of keeping it clean. Will you just do the dishes and tidy up a bit in there while I get ready, Ash?” she asks, “I don’t want Finn thinking we’ve been living like pigs since he went away.” 

I should be pissed because I’ve been working non-stop, but I’m too turned on. Even by her asking me to tidy the house for the return of her lover. But I look right into her big blue eyes with the thick eyeliner framing them and I can’t help wondering whether I should be concerned. 

Then she rubs her body against mine and smiles. 

“OK,” I groan, “You go get yourself ready,” I fondle her silken-covered butt cheeks then kiss her neck. “But first you have to show me what’s under your dressing gown.” 

“Quick then,” she rolls her eyes and hands me her wine. The she fumbles with the knot in the belt of her gown. She undoes it and opens both sides wide.

“Oh, fuck Marce,” I groan at the skimpy black push-up bra and tiny matching panties. I reach for her waist with my free hand but she backs up, wagging her finger and shaking her head. 

“Make the kitchen look nice, then if there’s time we can have a little play in the bedroom before he gets here.” 

Her words are all the motivation I need. 

I dump my coat and hurry to the kitchen.

It’s not the first time this has crossed my mind, but what she’s got me doing right now isn’t too different from the way she treats Ian when he’s here. But in this condition, locked all week, even that agitates my cock and desire for her even more. 

I squirt washing-up liquid into the sink and run the hot water. 

I collect the unopened mail from a worktop while the water fills and I stuff the letters and flyers into the draw. Then I wipe all the tops down and add this morning’s dirty plates to the pile in the sink. I wash them all with my mind focused on what could lay ahead in the next few hours. 

Marcie’s clearly excited. Nervous even. But after tonight, when he’s settled back in, what will it be like with him here every night again? It's been so long. And the sexual relationship she and I have has changed a lot since then too. 

What happens about Ian’s visits as well? There’ll be all the more cleaning and tidying for him to do with Finn is back.

And what if Marcie tries to sleep overnight with Finn on a regular basis? 

My chest pulls but my dick twitches too. She’s stayed in his room almost all night more than once already, hasn’t she? What if she’s already wondering how to get my agreement to let her do it every night?

She wouldn’t.

My dick shifts again in the chastity belt. I wouldn’t allow it. No matter how much she ‘starves’ me. 

I dry the last of the dishes and head for our bedroom. 

“All done?” she puckers her lips at the standing mirror there.

“Oh Wow Marce,” My dick throbs equally as much as my heart aches. 

She’s in the same tiny denim mini-skirt she wore for Ian and a very low-cut black top. Her long bare legs in black heels look amazing.

No guy could resist her. Much less someone who’s already enjoyed that body.

She moves back from the mirror a little and turns sideways. She inspects herself some more. 

I gaze at the roundness of her jutting behind and her full breasts in the low-cut blouse. 

“You said we could have some...,” I mumble somehow intimidated by the beauty of the creature standing before me. And by my denial of her for days. My own wife. But right now it feels like she’s equally someone else’s. “You said you and me would have some time first.”

Marcie leaves the mirror alone and struts over to me in her heels. 

“Fuck, Marcie,” I reach down and run my hands up her smooth bare thighs to the hem of her little skirt. My heart races in my chest.

“No touching under there,” she moves my hands away from her little panties, “Not for you,” she gives me a mischievous smile and kisses me. “Not yet. Finn gets it first tonight.” 

“Oh, fucking hell, Marce.”

She smiles again and presses her lips to mine.

“Can I at least see your tits?”

“What do you say?”

“Please.”

“Mmm, you’re almost begging,” she kisses around my ear.

“I’m desperate for you. You look so hot.”

“Mmm, you think Finn will think so too?”

“God yeah,” I try to drag her blouse up.

“Pull your pants down and sit on the edge of the bed,” she says.

Fuck, yeah. 

I obey right away.

I don’t know what I expect next, but it’s not what happens. Marcie gets to her knees in front of me. Like she did to Ian on Monday.

“Marce?” I peer down at her between my bare, spread thighs. My cock throbs in it’s cage. 

She looks up into my eyes and then yanks her blouse up. Her bare tits bobble free. 

No bra.

“Oh Marcie,” I gasp and reach for her exposed flesh.

She giggles free and then squeezes closer to me on her knees.

“Mmm, is this what my boy wants?” she holds her bare tits in both hands and lowers her head and shoulders. She squeezes her warm boobs onto either side of my chastity belt and balls and holds them there, embracing my hog-tied groin in her warm embrace. 

“Ohh,” my head rolls on my shoulders and I groan at the wonderful frustration and desire for the woman I adore. 

“Does that feel good?” she twists her blonde head to one side and peers up at me from my balls.

“I can’t wait to get inside you again,” I try to caress her head but she blocks me with one of her hands. 

I groan again but lean back on the bed, so I don’t have the added torture of seeing as well as feeling her.

“Mmm,” Marcie purrs down between my legs and still clutching my trapped genitals between her boobs she sways them gently from side to side, rocking my cage with them and sending incredible friction through my nerve endings which, if she doesn’t stop, will surely make me cum. 

“Oh man, yeah that’s good Marce,” I exhale and my breathing deepens, my head and shoulders right back down on the bed.

“I won’t get you too excited,” she laughs, and then too fast her warmth is gone and she’s back up on her feet. She pulls her top back down and we both look to the door and noise somewhere in the house.

“Guys?” Finn shouts. “I’m back. With a surprise. Got Phil with me.”
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Chapter Eleven
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Wes

“I thought I might wear this as one of them,” Amelia lays one of her black party dresses out on our bed.

I’ve gone out of my mind thinking about tonight ever since she said on Wednesday that she’d go through with it. Hell, we’ve had more sex together over the last 48 hours than in any two-day period I can remember. And a whole lot of jacking off by me in between times. All along though, I’ve fully expected her to change her mind about doing this with Vanessa. But if at any point she has, then she’s never said so to me.

And now that the time is almost here, it’s me that’s in two minds. I’m shitting myself. 

Although a feverish excitement too means I can barely breathe.

I peer down at the suggested dress. She doesn’t seem sure about it. Even now, so close to their knock on our door. But I know what she looks like in that dress. Elegant and gorgeous. It sets off her strawberry-blonde hair and makes her blue eyes really stand out. Even if it’s not short enough to show a lot of leg. Not like that French Maid outfit she wore. The hem of this will only show her flesh from just above the knee down. And very little cleavage. It’s hardly likely to raise Sterling’s blood pressure much. 

And yet my heart thumps so fast in my chest. Just because Amelia is willing to do this at all. Parade around in front of another man in two different outfits. It was supposed to be three, but Amelia apparently convinced Vanessa to reduce the number.

I want to suggest she go more daring, but I don’t want to dent her confidence or risk her pulling out of tonight. Even at this late hour. I know she’s been stressed out about what to choose.

I’ll try another tack.

“What’s Vanessa said about her outfits?” I ask and as I do, I try to imagine what it might be like to see the voluptuous black woman too strut around in front of her husband and me. I doubt she’ll be shy about putting plenty of flesh on show. This whole thing feels like some crazy swinger’s night in a movie or erotic fiction. 

Even if there’ll be no hardcore ending.

“Last time I spoke to her she still hadn’t decided,” Amelia sighs, “Oh Wes, what have I got myself into?”

I glance at my wife who’s now facing her wardrobe and chewing on her bottom lip. 

Originally, I imagined that having Vanessa at her side tonight could only help Amelia relax. But the more I’ve thought about it, the more another possibility has grown on me. That our more confident and well-endowed neighbor might intimidate my wife and make her withdraw into her shell. 

“I’m sure she’ll guide you when she gets here,” I smile at Amelia but I have an idea too. “If you wanted to wear a black dress, what about your pleated one?” I ask. It’s backless. Showing her back might not be typically erotic, but hers is slender and beautiful and it would at least expose some part of her to him early, and maybe even ease Amelia into the concept of putting more of her body on show to him. 

My cock twitches in my pants.

“I suppose I could,” she says and picks through her wardrobe again. 

She pulls out the black, pleated A-line style dress that if I remember it right, has a neckline around the base of her throat. Still no boobs on show and it’s not short. The dress is ‘pretty’ rather than sexy, but she should be relaxed in it. And at least it’ll show more skin to Sterling than the other black one she chose. 

“I could put this one on first,” she says, “Then maybe change into something more fitted?”

Yesss. I nod.

“I’d guess all Vanessa’s will be fitted,” I say and my heart is in my mouth. 

“That’s what I’m thinking,” Amelia peers through her wardrobe again.

“Short and low cut too I bet,” I say, when maybe I shouldn’t, but I watch her reaction.

Amelia doesn’t respond. She keeps looking. 

“Would you wear heels with whatever you choose?” I ask hopefully.

“I’ll have to,” Amelia shrugs, “Vanessa always wears heels. I don’t want to look short next to her.”

I want to tell her I doubt Sterling will care too much about her height while she’s strutting around in front of him, and while he’s imagining doing God knows what to my wife. But even if I’ve said similar stuff to that in bed with her the last couple of nights, now would probably not be a good time. 

“What about that red dress I bought you last Christmas?” I ask and my mouth is parched. She’s never put the red dress on again since trying it the first time after she unwrapped it. It’s stayed at the back of her wardrobe. But God, the thought of her in something so short and with a neckline so revealing in front of Sterling Marks. With his huge cock...

Amelia’s eyebrows rise.

“It’s a festive color and we are nearly in December,” I shrug hopefully, “and it’s not like you’re going outside in it. No one else would see you in it.” 

“It’s probably exactly what Vanessa will wear,” Amelia rummages further through her wardrobe.

She’ll need to decide fast. They’ll be here soon.

“There you are then,” I shrug, “The red dress would be perfect.”

To my delight and surprise, Amelia picks the pillar box red velvet number out and holds it in front of herself. She carries it to the standing mirror. “I can’t wear this Wes,” she shakes her head and her throat flushes.

“Why not?” I ask and my cock pulses in my pants, “You could wear the same black heels for both dresses. Plus, I thought part of tonight was about turning your husband on?”

Amelia rolls her eyes but she drops the drops the red dress on our bed with the black one and turns back to her wardrobe again.

Is she wearing it? 

“Of course you could always choose lingerie,” I say, excitement getting the better of me.

“Yeah, right,” Amelia laughs but the sight of that red dress has pushed me over the edge and I can’t stop.

“I don’t mean skimpy stuff,” I say, “not panties and bra or anything like that.” 

“Wes!” she gapes then frowns at me.

“You’ve got a black satin negligee set somewhere, haven’t you?” Another unworn gift. “That one’s not too revealing.”

“It’s for you and me in the bedroom,” she gasps, “It shows my boobs.” 

Exactly. And almost all your legs. 

“Only a bit of cleavage,” I say with my face heated right up, “Besides,” I say and move close to her. I wrap my arms around her, “Don’t you want to tease Sterling a bit too, and make everyone happy?”

“You better go out of the room now Wes, you’re stressing me out.”

Reluctantly I do what she asks me to and I leave Amelia alone to decide. She won’t have long to do so. The Marks will be here soon. 

Is tonight as momentous as it feels? Are Amelia and I really standing at the edge of something that could change our lives forever?

Or am I overreacting? As thrilling, terrifying, and intoxicating as this all feels right now, will it only end in anti-climax and embarrassed early nights all around? 

In the kitchen, I grab a beer. I don’t want to think about what she might finally choose to wear. I don’t want to build up my hopes and get crushed by disappointment.

But my heart races and my mind freewheels. 

What if she does wear the red dress in front of him? The prospect makes me quiver all over. It makes me sweat, but it cramps my gut with tension too. I picture Sterling’s expression when he sees her tits in it. He’ll never have had such a good look at them. The dress shows more of them than that fucking French Maid outfit. His eyes will be all over them, and her legs. 

My cock stiffens and throbs and I squeeze it.

Don’t get your hopes up, Wes.

But maybe the sight of Vanessa’s wardrobe choice will embolden Amelia? 

Please let that happen.

How will she react to being in the spotlight though? And if he starts to dictate poses for her to strike? Hell. Will she get beyond her self-consciousness and enjoy the ‘submission’ Sterling talked about? Will she embrace it? In front of us all? Could this older black man awaken something in her? 

Or will tonight only reinforce her inhibitions that her body isn’t good enough? Confirm to her that inviting other people into our relationship will only ever damage what she and I have.

Excitement overcomes my other concerns though and thrums through my veins as I think about the possibilities. I could do with jacking off again but there’s no time. 

“Get a grip, Wes,” I mutter and take a big mouthful of beer. 

I check the time on my phone but still, my imagination persecutes me. 

What will I be expected to do tonight? Anything? Just sit next to Sterling and encourage his enjoyment of my wife’s appearance? Surely I’ll have to make positive noises about the way Vanessa looks too? 

Will Sterling take total charge of the night? Here, in our home? 

The thought both angers and excites me.

I finish my beer and just as I do, heels click on the path outside the kitchen door and voices murmur there. And then the doorbell rings.

I take a deep breath and try to calm my panic.

“Ames,” I call toward our bedroom, “Vanessa and Sterling are here,” I steel myself as I walk the handful of steps toward the door.

“Good evening young man,” Sterling in a zip-up black cardigan and chinos hands me a bottle of Champagne, “Sustainable Certification,” he gestures at the bottle.”

“Hey,” Vanessa in a busty red jumper but modest black jeans and carrying a holdall greets me with a warm kiss on either cheek. 

My nostrils fill with even more of her zesty perfume fragrance than usual. A rush of nervous energy pulses through me. 

“Where is she?” Vanessa peers beyond me.

“In the bedroom,” I say and hope I sound calmer than I fucking feel. “When I left her she was still deciding what to wear.” 

Sterling smiles at me.

Vanessa nods knowingly and her eyes sparkle with intent or mischief or something similar. “OK to go find her?” she asks, “I thought I’d change with her. I’m not planning on staying in jeans.” 

“I’m sure our host hopes you’re not,” Sterling grins and then gazes around the small space that makes up our hallway and the kitchen.

“You go ahead Vanessa,” I say, “Into the lounge and it’s the door opposite the sofa. You’re hardly likely to get lost in our house.” I’ve been so wrapped up all week in imagining how Amelia might look tonight that I forgot how small our bungalow would seem to our visitors, compared with their own new home.

“OK to grab a couple of glasses?” she gestures at the kitchen cupboards, “I’ve got another bottle in my bag.”

I nod and show her where the glasses are kept.

“You’ve decorated it very nicely here,” Sterling purses his lips when we’re alone and he gazes all around again. 

I’m almost certain I’m being patronized but my pulse beats too fast to care. All I can think of is Amelia with Vanessa in our bedroom. Two striking women curating an experience for the domineering man in front of me. My wife and his about to act like his pair of ‘playthings’. 

Is that what tonight really is?

“Thanks,” I say in response to his comment, forcing a smile as my mind races ahead again, “Shall I open the champagne?” The cork of another bottle pops from our bedroom and the girls laugh.

“There’s an argument that says we should have the ladies do that,” Sterling rubs both hands together, “but I’ll take a beer for now if you have any. Let’s keep the girls focused on their clothes for now.”

“Why don’t you go into the living room?” I ask him and take in rapid, shallow breaths. I’m conscious of how cramped we are here near the kitchen, with only the dining table to separate us from the living room. “Make yourself comfortable. Sit where you like.” 

In my head all week, I’ve imagined him on the sofa tonight, with me using the armchair so that when Amelia sits, she’ll have to do it alongside him. 

My hands tremble as I shove the champagne bottle in the fridge and then grab two beers. 

I take a deep breath and then find Sterling where I hoped he’d be. On the sofa. Facing the low coffee table and our bedroom door beyond.

Did he choose there so he’d be sat next to my wife at some point? He crosses his legs and looks up at me with a contented smile, his nostrils flare and there’s an air of expectation and confidence about him that’s seriously at odds with the nerves I feel. 

“Here you go,” I hand him his opened bottle of beer and can’t hide the tremor in my voice.

“Excited?” he looks up at me, “She’ll be fine. All girls like dress-up games. And Vanessa will look after her.”

I nod and then sit on the armchair alongside with my beer. The air feels suffocating and thick with anticipation. 

Occasional dual laughter rings out through the door of our room. I have to lean to my right for a better view of our bedroom door and I do that repeatedly. Sterling only has to look directly ahead to see our room.

“What outfits did Vanessa bring?” I ask to break the silence that feels like a solid presence.

“You think my wife would tell me?” Sterling chuckles. He leans forward to the coffee table and sets his bottle down there. “She likes to create a little drama out of these events. It’s part of the excitement. Even for a submissive.” 

“Right,” I nod as if I understand. “I just hope Amelia feels comfortable.”

“I’m sure she will,” Sterling says in a quieter voice, “Gradually. It’s important we don’t rush her. Vanessa will guide her, but so will I. We all want your wife to feel safe and confident. That’s key in any successful BDSM scene. It’s about trust and exploration. So she can bloom at her own pace.” 

I nod but can hardly breathe. “She’s been nervous,” I say and eye the bedroom door again, “We both have. I can tell she wants to try and do this but...”

Sterling raises an eyebrow, and that smallest of actions somehow cuts me off mid-sentence. “Hesitancy is completely normal, Wes. This isn’t just a physical journey for her— for all of us - it’s emotional too. And Amelia in particular will need to feel like she can open up without fear of judgment.”

I hope all his grand words don’t turn out to be little more than a hollow intro to a total failure of a night.

“Right,” I say but my heart won’t stop racing, “I just hope she doesn’t panic.” Like she did that first time.

“We won’t let her panic,” he says, “It’s all about creating an environment where she can explore those submissive feelings without pressure. Once she sees how liberating it can be, I think she might surprise you.”

Exactly how much has Amelia confided in Vanessa about her submissive fantasies?

“Surprise me?” I ask and take a mouthful of beer. How I hope so. 

“Certainly,” Sterling’s tone shifts as he reaches for his beer again. “Once she begins to feel empowered in her choices, that’s when the withheld feelings surface.” There’s a glint in his eye that sends a shiver down my spine, “I saw the same with Vanessa initially,” he says.

“Really?”

More laughter from the bedroom.

Sterling nods and then leans over toward me like he’s about to share a secret, “And of course, while Amelia is guided on her journey of self-discovery, we’ll keep in mind the broader outcome you and I have in mind. Vanessa too, to be truthful. Your wife’s body in sexual service to me.” He pauses as if letting the weight of his words settle.  

Oh God. I breathe like I’ve just surfaced from underwater. His arrogance is hard to bear, but my excitement is stronger. What would a cock like his do to my Amelia?

“You think that could happen tonight?” I whisper. 

“Not unless I’m extraordinarily lucky,” he replies smoothly as our bedroom door opens.
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Chapter Twelve
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Ashley

Phil too! I pull my pants back up and glance over at Marcie who’s back in the mirror again but now playing with her hair.

“Did you know Phil was coming?” I gape at her. Has she spoken to him since I told her about the Traders’ offer? “Why didn’t you say anything?” I ask.

“He’s probably just dropping Finn off,” Marcie shrugs then inspects her profile again.

Let’s hope so. My guts churn as I watch her. 

It will be awkward enough just with Finn back here. Never mind Phil too, and Marcie dressed the way she is.

“Come on then,” she picks her wine up from her dresser and gestures me out of the room with her.

“Here they are,” Phil, with the carefully designed stubble on his strong jaw, is all smiles in our living room, “Finn went to the bathroom,” his sharp eyes indicate the hallway for a split second before they devour Marcie. 

“Can I get you a drink?” she asks him.

“I can’t stay long,” he says but he pecks the side of her cheek. 

Good. Leave as soon as you like.

“Beer would be good though champ,” he extends a hand to me and when we’ve shaken, he looks at us both, “I need a quick word with the pair of you,” he eyes the hallway in the direction of Finn’s rooms.

I know what this is about. My chest pulls but I nod then hurry to the kitchen for his beer. Finn can fetch his own. 

When I return, Phil is already talking in hushed tones to Marcie about Traders. 

“Phil, I’m not a...,” Marcie frowns and can’t seem to finish her sentence. But given some of the ‘employees’ at that place, I can probably understand why. 

I hand Phil his beer and he pops the cap.

“And I’ve got a job that keeps me plenty busy enough already,” Marcie shakes her head and Phil glances back at the hallway, “Buying for a department store is a full-time occupation, you know,” she says to him.

“We can work out hours to suit you,” he opens a palm at her, “Every other weekend or whatever you want. Be real good money as icing on top of your day job. Help with the cost of this big old place.”

“There’s too much to do with Christmas coming up,” Marcie shakes her head again. 

“You’ll have my man Finn back now to work on the house for you,” Phil shrugs, “When he’s not on-site down here for me.”

“Someone say my name?” Finn appears with several days’ dark growth on his face and his phone in one hand. He gives Marcie a big smile.

She doesn’t wait for his approach. She puts her wine glass down and goes to him. Finn hugs her tight and one of her legs bends back at the knee in his embrace.

My chastity belt is fit to burst. 

But so is my heart.

Phil winks at me. “I was just telling Ash and Marcie that you’ll be happy to help around the house again now you’re back won’t you?” 

“Sure,” Finn nods. “And you’ve always got Ian, your number two fan if I’m not around, right?” he pinches Marcie’s behind and she squeals.

She pretends to slap his hand and my face burns.

I glance from him to Phil and neither can seem to take their eyes from my wife. 

“So do I get payment upfront for my work around the house?” Finn asks her and smiles. His eyes stay on hers.

“You’ve only just got home,” Marcie rolls her eyes.

Wait. Did I miss something?

Does he mean the three of them?

“Yeah, but I haven’t seen you in days,” he pulls my wife close again.

“Weeks,” she pouts.

“A lot of time to make up for,” he kisses her forehead and one of his big hands is on her ass.

Fuck. And in front of Phil

Marcie looks from me to Phil. 

“Be OK if my boss comes with us to the bedroom?” Finn asks her.

“Finn!” she squeals but he squeezes her tight again, both hands on her ass now.

Him and Phil. My dick throbs in my pants. 

“Ash?” Marcie asks over her shoulder and she pushes at Finn’s broad chest as if annoyed with him. But she’s giggling too.

I glance at Phil and he winks at me again.

“If you’re...,” I stammer red-faced at my wife, but I can’t deny her, I can’t deny them, “If you’re OK with it, Marce.”

I watch transfixed as Marcie reaches her arm and hand out to Phil and then the three of them leave the room. 

“Do you want your wine, Marce?” I call after her, a fire of hopelessness raging in me.

“Can you top it up Ash?” she calls back.

Their hands are all over her.

“Can I get a beer Dude?” Finn yells as they disappear. 

I scoop up my wife’s almost empty glass goblet and race to the kitchen. 

Is this what I’m reduced to now? A waiter for the men who fuck my wife in our home?

My cock throbs like crazy in its cage, squeezed and squashed hard and painful against the bars of the cruel mobile prison my beautiful wife locked me in. She’s restrained me there, ‘neutered’ me while she gets all the sex she needs from someone else. From two other men.

My heart pounds so fast that it must be dangerous as I grab the wine and beer. Beer for me too. My hands tremble as I pour a fresh glass for her. How will she look in his bedroom already? In his arms. Under their control. Relaxed? Thrilled? Her imagined laughter mixing with the virtual deeper voices of her lovers’ urgings sends wave after wave of heat through me. 

But with the wine poured, twisted jealousy too swirls around me. But this is what I always wanted, isn’t it? 

I gasp a deep breath, steady my nerves, and head for, then through the living room. This is my role now. Supporting, submitting. Denied.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Wes

Vanessa strides into the living room with her head held high and a tight black dress that clings to her every buxom curve. Amelia trails her in her own black outfit - the pleated backless one. 

She picked it. 

The women hold hands and what looks like stretchy fabric on Vanessa showcases her huge bust and voluptuous backside. Amelia sweeps her strawberry-blonde hair away from her eyes with the back of one pale hand, while the other clutches Vanessa’s. As if for dear life.

“Ta-da!” Vanessa announces and pulls Amelia alongside her to face us. “What do you think, gentlemen?” 

“Beautiful,” I say and gaze at my wife. She’s put gentle waves in her long hair and more makeup on than normal. 

Is that Vanessa’s doing?

Amelia’s calves, ankles, and shiny black heels look lovely in the dress, and my dick twitches. I glance from her to Sterling.

His dark eyes light up, and a satisfied smile spreads wide across his dark face. “Absolutely stunning,” he shakes his head, his deep voice smooth and commanding. “You both look incredible.”

Vanessa extends her left leg and points the toe of her heel at us, then rests her free hand on her waist. She gestures at Amelia.

My wife giggles and then flushes as she copies Vanessa’s stance. Her A-line dress is modest compared to Vanessa’s way shorter, way more daring outfit. 

“Do we get a twirl?” Sterling asks, his gaze unwavering and unashamedly fixed on my wife, not his own. “Show us the backs.”

“Remember what I told you,” Vanessa lets go of my wife’s hand and rotates with both hands on her wide hips. 

Again my Amelia follows suit. A little awkwardly.

My eyes are drawn to the pale expanse of Amelia’s exposed back and then to the bulbous buttocks in Vanessa’s tighter dress.

“Wow,” Sterling rubs his chin. Momentarily his eyes dart to his wife but then return to mine. “Such lovely fair skin,” he murmurs, almost under his breath. “Now, Amelia,” he says, addressing her directly and with his tone shifted to one of authority that stiffens my cock. “Let’s see how you can showcase that beautiful dress. Vanessa, help her out.”

Vanessa takes Amelia’s hand again and the pair of them face us a second time. Amelia’s cheeks remain flushed and she laughs nervously as Vanessa whispers in her ear.

Then with a deep breath and her hand freed by Vanessa, my wife makes cautious but graceful, red-faced movements, turning slowly to her left side, the fabric swaying around her legs as she displays the delicate curve of her back and hint of her butt in profile. 

Who is she actually doing this for? Vanessa? To help her friend appease a demanding and ‘insatiable’ sexual eccentric? For Sterling himself, because she’s attracted to him and his confident, dominant persona? To his wealth and the taboo of a black man like him? Or is it mostly for me? To eliminate any risk to our relationship if she continues to deny my enjoyment of other men wanting her. 

Or is it primarily for herself? To satisfy her submissive inner-self, the one she’s kept muted all these years?

Maybe it’s all of the above. 

I gaze at her and she’s so beautiful. Mine, but clearly desired so strongly by the arrogant man on our sofa. Tingles of hot excitement inside me battle with stabs of ice-cold jealousy. 

“Let’s try the backward glance,” Vanessa repositions herself right in front of us. She turns her back to us again and then glances over her shoulder. Firstly at me and then Sterling. She gives us a dirty smile and then arches her back some more, accentuating her prominent curves. “The pose highlights the shape of my backside but gives a peek of my cleavage too,” she says to Amelia.

“You’ve got a much better figure than me,” Amelia says and moves her hair away from her face again.

“You have very different figures,” Sterling corrects my wife and crosses his legs away from me, “Both delightful. Complementary, even.”

‘Complementary’?

“You do it too,” Vanessa smiles at my wife, “Arch your back and stick a hip and your butt out.”

“Do I have to?” Amelia laughs but she sounds awkward. 

“Absolutely,” Sterling gestures at her and my groin thickens, “It’s what tonight is all about.”

Amelia sighs but she turns her back fully to us once more then takes a deep breath, mimicking Vanessa’s stance. She arches her back gently, glancing over her shoulder with a shy, embarrassed smile at me, her pleated black dress flowing gracefully around the tops of her legs. Her butt isn’t as prominent as the other woman’s, but neither is the dress as tight. Her eyes leave me and she glances at Sterling.

“You’re a natural, Amelia,” he says to my wife, “Are you sure you’ve never modeled?”

“I wish,” Amelia says. 

“OK Vanessa,” Sterling gestures airily with his beer bottle, “So let’s demonstrate how you showcase your outfit and body to a Master - or Masters,” he smiles at me, “through movement.”

Amelia reddens again and I’m certain I do. 

The older woman’s shoulders ease back and her chin rises. Surreal though this whole situation is, Vanessa exudes an air of poise as she begins to glide around our little living room, broad hips swaying in a rhythm that after just a step or two becomes almost hypnotic. It’s a fluid sashay, where each step in her high heels looks effortless even if in reality it’s highly calculated and possibly trained into her. 

How many times has he made her do this before somewhere? 

Amelia watches, still red-faced and biting her bottom lip. 

Am I fucking dreaming all this?

“You have to feel the movement,” Vanessa says as she turns again at the far end of the room and begins to sashay back, “Own it. You’ll easily do it.” 

“Why don’t you set off now too, Amelia?” Sterling gestures at my wife and his instructions to her in our own living room both thrill and irritate me.

“Head and shoulders back,” Vanessa smiles at Amelia as the older woman reaches us again, en route to the other end of the room, “Let your body invite admiration.” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Amelia sighs.

“I do,” Sterling mutters quietly.

Vanessa turns again and continues, but I keep expecting Amelia to laugh and say she’s had enough of tonight, and that this whole performance is absurd. 

Instead, she clears her throat and her chin rises. She sets off toward the approaching Vanessa.

“That’s it,” Sterling purrs in a quiet voice as she goes and then he winks at me, “See how that posture highlights her rear? Even in a loose-fitting dress?” His dark eyes return to the backs of my wife’s pale legs and then he smiles at Vanessa as she passes us again from left to right, hips still sashaying and big bust still wobbling. 

Amelia turns at the wall and still flushed in the cheeks and neck she begins to come back. 

“When you consistently walk that way with the head high and shoulders back,” Sterling says to her as she approaches, “It’s not only about enhancing the backside and bust. Your legs appear even longer and all the more enticing. And you, young lady, already have some very enticing pins.”

Amelia smiles and then lowers her eyes, but she keeps moving. 

“Head up,” Sterling calls out.

“Oops, sorry,” Amelia giggles and lifts her head back.

My dick stiffens, rock hard in my pants.

I keep holding my breath, waiting for someone to call a stop to this seemingly endless and humiliating series of lengths the two women make up and down our little living room.

“You’re doing so well,” Sterling praises Amelia as she passes us again, “But Vanessa and I always knew you would. What do you say, Wes? Are you enjoying this as much as I am?”

“They’re amazing,” I mutter, and pre-cum leaks from me because he’s mentioned Amelia’s body to her and she hasn’t objected. But I feel an almost overwhelming rush of emotions. A strange pride in Amelia for taking these steps for me and for herself, but also, an unsettling anxiety as Sterling clearly revels in his role as MC. With the accent on the ‘M’. There’s something intoxicating, almost hallucinatory about seeing my wife seemingly embrace her compliant role.

But jealousy won’t leave me alone either. It gnaws hungrily at my heart too and sickens my stomach. 

“OK,” Sterling puts his beer down on the coffee table again then claps his hands together, “Why don’t you girls take a break and get yourselves a drink?”

“Thank God for that,” Amelia gasps, her cheeks still flushed bright pink.

“Before they go back to the changing room Wes,” Sterling holds up his empty bottle, “Shall we have another drink too? Vanessa can serve.”
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Chapter Fourteen
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Ashley

With my hands full of drinks I have to knock on Finn’s door with the toe of my foot.

No response but I don’t care. I use my elbow to push the handle down and ease the door open with a shoulder. 

Thanks to Ian, Finn’s room is way tidier than the lodger himself normally leaves it. My wife is on her knees again and with her tits out too. But this time in front of two standing men. She claws at their pants.

“Oh Marce,” I don’t know if I say it, or just think it.  

The look of adoration on her upturned face suggests a whole lot more lustful intent than in our room before. 

They’ve barely been in our home five minutes and my wife is so willing to give herself to them. So willing to give me nothing.  

Finn moves right in front of Marcie with his pants right down now and holds the middle of his engorged erection in Marcie’s face. Alongside him, Phil’s pants fall and he masturbates slowly at her. 

Marcie reaches for them both.

Reeling, I put the drinks down on Finn’s dresser. 

Man, I wish I could jack off. 

Finn gathers my wife’s blonde hair behind her head in one fist and holds the back of her skull with his other hand. 

“Open your mouth,” he peers down at her. 

“Mmm,” she kisses the tip of his huge tool and tries to take it into her mouth.

“Open your mouth,” Finn grunts again and moves his hard-on back and away from her lips. He pulls her head back and down by her hair and her chin rises.

He’s rougher than usual with her. 

Marcie gazes up at him with her head held tight and her mouth open wide. 

Finn smiles down at her then his lips part and he dribbles a mouthful of saliva down to her outstretched tongue.

What the fu..?

“Mmm,” she moans, her bare chest heaving, nipples hard.

“Open,” Finn repeats.

Has she done that before for him? Maybe when I wasn’t in the room? Or is he just trying to impress Phil? 

“I want it nice and sloppy,” Finn peers down at her and drools saliva again, “Been waiting too long for this.”

“Mmm,” Marcie obeys him and then swallows.

He sticks his cock deep into her mouth.

Marcie chokes.

“Hell, yeah,” Phil, murmurs and jacking a little faster, he reaches down and gropes Marcie’s tits. 

“Oh damn,” Finn groans and holds her hair tight, “I’ve been thinking about your mouth all week. Mmm yeah, you always suck me so good baby.”

“Mmm, uck,” Marcie almost gags, but she doesn’t stop. Her tits slap against his legs but his dick must be deep, real deep, it has to be skewering my wife’s throat. 

I claw at my chastity belt.

Finn holds her head and face tight against his groin and doesn’t move his hips. His head is back and his eyes closed. Like he’s paralyzed by what my pretty wife is doing to his giant cock. Marcie’s nose is squashed into his lower belly and her chin almost under his big, hairy balls. 

“Give it her,” Phil mutters and Marcie reaches to her right again for his dick too. 

Oh, Marcie. What are you letting them do to you? What have I let them turn you into? 

“Mm, more sloppiness,” Finn murmurs and draws his cock from Marcie’s drooling jaws.

She leans her head back as far as his grip on her hair will allow and she opens her mouth again. She looks up expectantly at Finn and he spits in her mouth a third time.

“Fuck,” Phil murmurs.

When did he start doing this to her? She doesn’t seem surprised or disgusted by it. 

She strokes Phil with her extended right fist as she sucks Finn again but her rhythm is as jerky as her slapping bare tits and it’s unsteady, like she’s distracted by one thick cock or the other. But who could blame her?

“Take it right down baby,” Finn groans and holds her head tight, “All the way down.”

Marcie groans through her nose and then for a moment, she falls still. Then she leans back and with a huge gasp and deep intake of breath the cock springs from her mouth. Still stroking on Phil’s big cock, she immediately gorges on Finn’s again. 

“Like seeing your wife this way Champ?” Phil grins over her at me.

I can’t speak but I nod my head 

“Sexy Viking wife on her knees for two cocks, eh?”

‘Viking?’

“Not beating off?” he asks me as his dick is jerked for him.

I shake my head.

“Mmm, he’s all locked up,” Marcie slobbers around Finn’s balls and then draws him back into her mouth.

And then he’s face fucking her and she’s going mad on it, her right hand thrashing Phil’s erection as she chokes on Finn’s.

“Uck, urgh, uck, uck urgh.” 

I work the front of my pants with both hands.

“I’m gonna cum,” Finn gasps.

“No,” Marcie pulls it from her mouth, “Do it on Ash, do it on Ash.”

Shit, no Marcie no.”

“No fucking way,” Finn pulls her head back again and screws his dick back into her throat. “I need to cum down here.” 

Thank God.

He holds her tight to him and accelerates his hips and Marcie is bounced on the backs of her calves. Her rhythm must be too disjointed for Phil now because he’s standing back stroking himself again as Finn pushes his big lower body at my wife. 

Finn gasps, his legs astride and holding tight onto Marcie’s head as his bare buttocks clench. He unloads into her upturned face. 

“Fuck,” Phil shakes his head at the scene.

“You going?” Finn releases the gasping Marcie and holds her toward Phil on her knees. Finn moves aside breathing heavily.

Phil takes Finn’s place and jacks in my wife’s upturned face. 

“Mmm,” she moans, and her tongue flickers at the undersides of his balls and she takes over with his dick in both her hands. 

“You want to pass me my drink, dude?” Finn asks and he’s slumped on the armchair trying to get his breath back. 

Red-faced I turn from the sight and and the violent sounds of my wife gagging as she’s face-fucked a second time. 

“Sorry about this champ,” Phil grunts from behind me as his balls slap Marcie’s face, “I got to cum in her mouth too.”

Marice squeals through her nose but she keeps on sucking too, bare tits smacking into his legs.

I hand Finn his beer can just as Phil grunts and his shoulders slump over my wife’s bowed head.

She coughs and splutters but takes it all. 

Phil disengages from my wife and sits back on the edge of the bed laughing. 

“Good as you remember?” Finn asks him around his beer.

“Better,” the other man shakes his head.

I gaze down at my wife still kneeling on the floor in her little denim skirt with her head lowered and tits heaving. 

“Be nice to have some time alone with her,” Finn says and he’s looking at me, not Phil. “That alright with you, Ash?” 

Phil peers at me from the bed. 

I should tell the pair of them to ‘Fuck right off’. I know it. This is my house and she’s my wife. But man, I can’t. I’m in a fever after what I’ve watched. Marcie treated like little more than a sex doll by them both. 

“Marce?” I ask with a dry mouth. 

She nods from her knees and then gazes up at me with a streak of thick cum in her matted blonde hair and her makeup smeared on her cheeks. She makes no attempt to hide her tits or erect nipples. “I’m hoping for some pleasure of my own now,” she smiles up at Finn and then crawls over to him. 

“You saying you didn’t enjoy that bellyfull?” he smiles at her and drags her up onto his lap.

“Two belly fulls,” she pokes his chest with an index finger, “And spit too Finn, you pig.”

He squeezes her to him and laughs.

I stagger from the room with my head in pieces. 

I pace the living room just like I did the last time Finn was here. The hardwood floor creaks beneath my feet, and wave after wave of frustration washes over me. 

The image of Marcie’s lips wrapped around those cocks plays on repeat through my mind, teasing me mercilessly. Those terrible noises. I grab at my chastity belt, this constant reminder of my situation. 

I find my phone and check the time. Will the digits to move faster. Each second stretches out. I can’t help but feel suffocated now by this cocktail of frustration, terrible jealousy, and disabling arousal that makes my skin tingle. 

I want to go and listen at their door like I did that last time too. But hearing without seeing right now would be too much. 

I do venture as far as his hallway though and Laughter erupts from Finn’s room. A pang of pain hits my chest. What are they doing in there? The question sends another rush of heat to my cheeks And something else to my groin. 

I replay the scene again. Marcie on her knees, her hair cascading around her shoulders, her lips glistening. The way she looked up at him, at the both of them, blue eyes sparkling with desire. And yet here I am. Left here under lock and key like her dirty little secret. 

I take a deep breath, trying to stay calm, but it’s impossible. 

In the living room, I grab a cushion and hug it then fling it back down. I sit with it and turn on the TV. I try to distract myself by flipping through channels. But that too will never work.

Then, finally, I hear it—a strangled voice calls my name from down the hall. 

Marcie. 

My heart leaps and I do the same from the sofa. 

She wants me. She didn’t forget me. 

I straighten up, excitement coursing through me as I hurry to his door. 

I don’t knock. I just go inside. 

Finn stands bare-assed with his back to the door and facing the bed. And facing Marcie who’s on all fours on it. His cock sways in her face again. Phil kneels on the bed too. Right up behind my wife and thumping into her doggie style. 

Two of them at the same time?

She supports herself on one hand and reaches for Finn’s dick.

Sucking him again.

Her tits swing back and forth from Phil toward Finn and she bleats like a birthing cow. 

I move around for a better view of the horror show. My wife’s black panties lie in a crumpled ball on the floor with her little denim skirt. 

Phil’s palms are flat on the small of Marcie’s back. His fingers spread wide over her bare flesh.

“Mmmng, mnng,” she moans into Finn’s groin.

Where do these guys get their stamina? Is that the difference between alpha bulls and husbands like me?

Or is my wife just so hot that no guy can help himself?

Finn grips a fistful of Marcie’s matted platinum-blonde hair like he did before.

“Uhhmm, uck, mmm, uck, mmm,” she moans like she’s tucking into a hot chocolate fudge cake. But it’s another man’s dick. And she already had two of them. 

“She wants this load in your face dude,” Finn says over his shoulder.

“Both of them,” Phil says from the other end of my wife and without even raising her gaze from her bare behind. 

Oh, my God.

“Uck, mmm, uhhmmm,” Marcie’s eyes open and find me. She nods her head- even with her hair in Finn’s grip and her tits slowing under her as she spits his tool out and mumbles, “Mmmn, Please Ash, oh, let them cum in your face, mmm, like you said you would.”

Finn feeds her his cock again and she closes her eyes, hollows her cheeks out with her hunger. Her tits slap together.

Doesn’t she even care about an orgasm of her own? Why’s she more concerned with pleasing these two and trying to get me to do something so gross?

Gross though it most surely is, in the red mist of this heady, denied state as my gorgeous wife is heaved back and forth between the two strong masculine bodies, like something they both reject but then need again, I stand powerless to resist her. 

“Be best if you knelt on the floor here, Dude,” Finn gestures near the foot of the bed without breaking his pace into Marcie’s face, “Don’t want to mess up the bed or rug.”

Dazed I do as he wants. As she wants. I climb down and I kneel. Close to Finn’s clenching buttocks. 

Oh God, what am I doing? But I pull at and shake the front of my pants.

“Mmmm,” Marcie murmurs and her eyes watch me, she gorges on Finn and shoves her bare buttocks back at Phil. 

“Oh yeah here it cums,” Finn grunts and widens his stand, he grips Marcie’s knotted hair tight a second time, “Here it is.”

Marcie forces her head back and tugs him from her mouth. 

Finn takes over with his cock and swivels at me. 

My demented frustration lights and consumes me and I lean my head back and open my mouth like I saw my wife do before. 

What are you doing? What are you doing? I opened my mouth, I opened my mouth... 

Hot fluids stripe my face and wipe across my closed eyes, spurt over my lips and teeth.

“Mmm, oh God,” Marcie moans from the bed, “uhh, so hot.”

Finn’s gone but the bed still creaks and Phil slaps into my wife fast and hard and she cries out, her head and shoulders crushed right down into the bed by him and her fingering herself as she gazes at me. 

I keep my head back so the hot, pungent mess on my face doesn’t drip.

“Do it on Ash too,” she whines at Phil, “uhhm do it on Ash, please.”

And Phil clambers from her like he’s late for something. His big hard cock in his fist and I crawl to meet him, reach for his thick cock as it erupts in my face and spews through my hair. 

“You got it on the fucking floor dude,” Finn moans from somewhere. 

And then Marcie is off the bed with nothing on and down on the floor with her nipples stiff and kissing and licking my face, kissing me through their cum and devouring it off me. 

“Shit, look at that,” Finn murmurs, and the pair of them watch us together on the floor. 
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Chapter Fifteen
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Wes

Sterling asks where the bathroom is and when he goes, I catch Amelia’s arm before she can leave me to help Vanessa with the drinks. 

“Are you still OK?” I ask her.

“Did I look as ridiculous as I felt?” she asks.

“No way,” I hug her, “You looked incredible. Like a professional model. Like Sterling said.”

“I just wish I had Vanessa’s confidence,” Amelia kisses me.

“She’s obviously been doing stuff like this a whole lot longer than you,” I look right into her baby-blue eyes. 

Amelia kisses me again. “You sure I looked OK?”

“You’re perfect,” I say, “And I’m not the only one who thinks so.”

Amelia presses her lips to mine a third time. “Will you put some music on for when we come out next time? It might help me relax. Look, I better go help Vanessa.” 

I watch her go and the absence of any request for me to bring tonight to a close both thrills me and scares the shit out of me.

Both woman reappear with more beers for us before Sterling is back and then they head back to our bedroom hand in hand. And before I can learn what Amelia plans to change into. 

Sterling returns when I’m on my own.

“Your wife is incredibly desirable,” he says and he sits then reaches for the fresh beer.

“I’m glad you think so,” I say and mean it, even if my excitement at his words is knotted with embarrassment. “She’s still worried about how she looks.” 

“She’ll relax more as she goes on,” he leans back on the sofa as if he’s very sure of his words and of my wife. “She’s doing so well.”

I nod and feel a swell of pride mixed with more pangs of jealousy, and irritation again too at this smart-ass.

“She asked for music this time,” I say.

“That will be fine,” Sterling nods, “But back me up on the finale.”

On the what? 

The bedroom door re-opens faster than it did before. Beyonce’s ‘Naughty Girl’ on one of our playlists drifts from the Bluetooth speaker across the living room. Both women appear almost at the same time. Each with a drink in one hand. 

My breath catches in my throat.

Amelia put the red dress on!

“Wow,” Sterling murmurs.

The previously ‘rejected’ short red velvet ‘gift’ clings tightly to Amelia’s willowy curves. It accentuates her slender figure and displays her bare thighs and the whole long length of her legs in shiny black heels. Hell. The exposed flesh of her pert, pale cleavage is pushed up and out too in the plunging neckline, presenting my wife’s delicious boobs to her two-man audience. She’s transformed from the demur, pretty wife who wore that earlier black dress, into something way hotter. She’s reddened her lips too. Is that Vanessa’s doing?

Woah. And I barely even noticed the other woman. 

Vanessa stands confidently beside my wife in a striking white corset that contrasts dramatically with her glossy, dark skin. The laced outfit cinches her waist and enhances her voluptuous shape. Her tits, her hips. I glance from her and back to my wife in her fiery red. Together the striking pair create a vivid contrast of color. A picture of magnetic, Goddess-like womanhood.

“Wow,” unable to come up with a word of my own I echo Sterling and exhale hard. 

“Ladies,” Sterling says from our sofa, his tone is commanding again but somehow encouraging too, “You both look absolutely stunning. Now put those drinks down let’s display those beautiful outfits.”

I sit entranced as both girls move at once. As if they either decided between them in the privacy of our room before what they’d do. Or as if their earlier parade has emboldened them. And I guess even the red dress seemed no big deal to Amelia once she saw what Vanessa was changing into.

Amelia sashays up and down with her shoulders back and head held high, like she did before. And like she’s been told. Vanessa walks only a few strides ahead of her. The older woman’s big behind sways and her buttocks, glossy under our living room lights, wobble under the back of her corset in high-cut white panties.

At least there’s been no mention of ‘obstacle courses.’

Amelia’s shapely, trim butt and the bare backs of her thighs and lower legs stiffen my cock even further as she follows the other woman. 

I watch, unable to speak as my wife and his are told to ‘stop moving’, then to ‘come closer’ to us. Then the black man at my side instructs them through repeats of their earlier poses in their other outfits. 

This time though, the red-faced and red-throated Amelia’s rear, breasts, and bare legs are all presented far more clearly and provocatively than before. And this time too, Sterling makes her and Vanessa linger in each position.

I shift in the armchair, impossibly excited and agitated. But bordering on rage too at the man’s audacity with my wife. 

Is she enjoying it? Does she want me to call an end to it? Why doesn’t she say? I try to read her face. But she doesn’t look my way. She’s watching for more instruction.

My cock thrums in my pants.

“Relax and have another drink now girls,” Sterling gestures at their glasses, “You both did so well again.”

It’s over?

Amelia exhales hard and she and Vanessa giggle together as they collect their glasses from the coffee table.

“Do you remember how we concluded your first ever controlled display session for your Master, Vanessa?” from his seated position close to me, Sterling runs a palm across Vanessa’s prominent bare buttocks, “That important early step in your conditioning?”

“I do,” she says and sips her drink. 

“Well, I think we should have a similar finale this evening,” Sterling leans right back on the sofa and pats his lap, “Let’s have you across my knee, Vanessa,” he says to his wife.

Holy crap. 

A stunned silence seems to envelop me. I glance at Amelia’s face crimson but she’s gaping at her friend, her breath catching in her chest as she does. 

“Vanessa?” Sterling repeats more firmly and he frowns at her.

“Yes... Master,” Vanessa responds and lowers her eyes.

Amelia and I swap glances and then my wife moves back to allow Vanessa clear access to Sterling.

The old man pats his lap again and Vanessa gets down across it on our sofa, belly first and black butt in the air. 

I move back a little so that I’m not so close to the top of her head.

They’re really going to do this in front of us? 

I peer up at Amelia again but she’s wide-eyed with her almost empty glass of champagne, watching our visitors.

Willing though Vanessa’s surrender is, there’s something weirdly confident about it too.

“Amelia,” Sterling says as he slides one hand around his wife’s waist. “You might like to pay close attention.”

My wife swallows hard but seems transfixed.

Sterling begins softly patting Vanessa’s rear with his other broad hand, “An experienced dominant will alternate where he - or she - strikes,” he explains in a steady voice that sounds like it’s describing something mundane on a YouTube video, “To keep the sensation fresh and heighten anticipation.” He delivers a sudden firm smack to Vanessa’s backside, eliciting a blink from my wife and a gasp into the sofa from Vanessa.

“Rhythm is important,” he says and slaps his wife’s left cheek, then right, “A lighter touch on one side makes the harder strikes on the other feel more intense. It’s all about building tension. And trust.”

Is this actually fucking happening?

Vanessa squirms slightly but holds her composure. Only her screwed-shut eyes give away her pain. 

As Sterling continues to slap and stroke, then slap and pat and stroke, I steal another glance at Amelia. Her lips part slightly as she watches, her brow knotted down the center. 

Is this the kind of treatment she’d get off on?

“There,” Sterling taps his wife’s shoulder and she rolls away and onto the floor on her knees. She gazes up in what looks like adoration at him and he leans forward to her then takes her face in both hands. “My Precious,” he smiles and kisses her full on the lips. 

And as they kiss, Amelia and I swap another red-faced glance.

“Your turn,” Vanessa says to Amelia from her knees.

“I can’t do anything like that!” Amelia squeals.

“Sure you can,” I say, and my cock throbs in my pants. And then I’m on my feet, behind the still-kneeling Vanessa, trying to hide my erection in my pants with one hand while I try to take my wife’s drink from her with my other. “Come on Ames, it’s what you’ve fantasized about. You’ve said so yourself....”

“Wes!” she tries to hold onto the drink but she’s giggling, red-faced for sure, but giggling nonetheless.

“No one here will judge you for anything we get up to in private,” Sterling looks up at my wife with dilated pupils and he waves Vanessa out of the way on her knees. He smiles at my wife and pats his vacant lap. 

Fucking hell. 

“Go on Ames,” I kiss her and her fingers relax away from her drink.

I think I could pass out.

“What if I can’t handle it?” Amelia’s voice cracks and she gazes at Sterling.

Oh, God.

“I’ll guide you through it,” his voice is throaty now, “You’ll find you’re stronger than you give yourself credit for.” 

“You will Ames,” Vanessa smiles up at my wife from her knees, her big bosom heaves in the corset, “Go on. It’s liberating. I promise.”

“Liberating,” Amelia sighs like she doesn’t believe it but she moves her hair out of her eyes again and steps toward Sterling.

Oh, Amelia.

He reaches out and pulls her down over his knees. 

Amelia squeals as she’s held down facing away from where I was sat. And then Sterling has a hand on her tightly sheathed behind.

Oh, my God.

Amelia wriggles on his lap and Sterling pushes his other hand down between her shoulder blades, forcing her face into the sofa. 

“You’ll enjoy it more if you don’t resist,” Vanessa says from her knees and she strokes the back of my wife’s blonde head. 

Sterling’s left hand leaves my wife’s firm behind and it rises. He delivers a sharp slap that makes both her buttocks quiver and she cries out. 

Fuck. I squeeze my dick.

Amelia tries to shield her cheeks with a hand but Sterling grabs both her wrists and holds them together.

“Vanessa: Hold her hands or she won’t fully relax,” Sterling’s excited eyes instruct his corseted wife to crawl along the floor toward Amelia’s head. 

Vanessa kneels up again and takes control of Amelia’s wrists and arms from her husband. 

Sterling holds the backs of Amelia’s thighs down with one hand and delivers another firm slap to the back of her dress with his other.

Again my wife squeals. But there’s no cry for help. 

“See how she responds to each strike?” he smiles up at me and I remove my hand from the front of my pants. He runs his black palm across Amelia’s raised butt again, over the mounds of both her cheeks, “An experienced Dom knows the importance of listening to his charge. He lets their reaction help guide him.”

I nod my head. “Are you OK Ames?” I croak.

“Oh, I’m just fine,” she half-laughs into the sofa, and without the use of her hands, she tries to blow hair out of her eyes. 

“You’re doing so good,” the kneeling, Vanessa squeezes Amelia’s gripped hands and then lowers her head to kiss one of them.

“She is doing well,” Sterling says, “But if we’re to gage reactions properly then we ought to see the effects on this lovely behind. Let’s lift the dress a little.”

Amelia shrieks and tries to lift her head. 

“It’s OK Ames,” Vanessa leans over her and kisses the side of her face.

I wait to hear Amelia call my name but she still doesn’t.

“There we go,” Sterling eases the hem of my wife’s dress up and over her pert rounded buttocks. He reveals white panties and creamy skin. “Oh, my,” he murmurs and his hand roams over her bare hips and then her cheeks.

Oh, hell, oh hell.

“Mmm,” Vanessa moans from her knees.

Sterling slaps Amelia hard and the sound is way louder than on her dress and my wife cries out. I squeeze my dick. Better watch out I don’t cum. He massages the flushed bare cheek but then smacks her again on the other. Then he swaps again and again until she squeals. 

Vanessa holds both Amelia’s wrists with her hands now and Amelia’s little fists clench. Then with a tenderness that’s so different from her husband’s cruelty, she picks Amelia’s strawberry-blonde hair away from her eyes. 

“Trust is key,” Sterling murmurs across my wife’s upturned behind as he carries on smacking it and making it shudder, making her whole petite body shudder. All the while maintaining a steady rhythm, “Knowing when to pull back is just as important as knowing when to push forward.” 

She’s sobbing, Amelia is crying. 

“Sterling, stop!” I yell out, “You need to stop.” 

Shit. I was so worked up I didn’t even notice she was upset. 

But she didn’t call my name.

Sterling leans across and peers at my wife’s head and face and then eases her off his knee and down onto hers on the floor alongside Vanessa.

“Well done, Hun,” the other woman kisses my wife but Amelia, her makeup streaming down her face seems more concerned with rubbing her reddened butt and pulling her dress back down. 

Sterling leans forward and takes my wife’s head in both hands, exactly as he did with Vanessa before. “You should be proud of yourself,” he looks right into her eyes and smiles at her.

“All I can feel right now is how sore this is,” she pouts and rubs at her behind again.

“You’re adorable,” he says and plants his lips on hers. “Like my little ivory doll.” 

What did he say?

“I need another drink,” Amelia gasps and climbs to her feet.

“Here, let me help re-do your makeup,” Vanessa says and goes after her.

“Did you enjoy that?” Sterling grins at me when we’re alone.

“Yeah,” I nod and my cock still hasn’t gone down. And I still can’t believe what I just witnessed.

“Same here,” he says and indicates the huge bulge in his chinos.

Hold crap.

“What a lovely tight little ass she has,” Sterling whistles. “Such creamy skin there and on the backs of her thighs.”

I nod my head. 

“We’ll get her there Wes,” he whispers and winks at me, “Exactly where we want her. Don’t you worry about that.”

The girls rejoin us a few minutes later, still in their last outfits but with Amelia’s makeup restored and their glasses refreshed. Amelia hands us fresh beers too and then Sterling moves along the sofa so the pair of them can sit on either side of him.

The Master, bookended by his beautiful submissive women. One petite young white wife in her tight red dress and another voluptuous older and black one in a corset. Both just spanked by him! 

Sterling spanked Amelia! The truth won’t sink in.

My head tries to process what my eyes just saw and the new, resulting reality around us now. But life looks and feels turned upside down as Amelia, with her little feet bare now and tucked up under her ass, unbelievably she participates in some mad three-way conversation about where the two women usually buy their clothes from.

I want our guests to go so I can quiz my wife on what just happened. So I can have sex with her while we talk about it. 

Hell. She’s been spanked by Sterling. 

Finally, a little before midnight, he announces that he and his wife ‘Better go’. He gestures her up from the sofa with him and when we too are on our feet, Sterling embraces my barefoot wife and whispers something to her that makes her laugh. Then he warmly shakes my hand and I’m hugged by his buxom wife.
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Chapter Sixteen
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Ashley

I begged Marice to get me out of chastity as soon as she got tired of licking their mess off me. She brought herself off with her fingers while she was down there on the floor with me. She shocked me with it. I had no idea where that debauchery came from. I still don’t. 

I wanted her to leave them and go back to our room with me. I needed to be inside her. I needed to reclaim some part of her that she’d allowed Phil or Finn to have. Her pussy or her mouth. But she wasn’t ready to leave the men.

She told me where she’d put the key though, so I went alone and found it in one of her shoes at the bottom of her wardrobe. I just couldn’t wait. It had been a week! I beat off right there and then on my hands and knees again but on our own bedroom carpet. 

And after I had, I wasn’t sure how I’d ever face our lodger again after what he’d done to me. 

Facing Phil seemed easier. I mean, all I had to do was keep telling him I had no availability whenever he wanted his hair cutting. But Finn is in our home again 24/7. At least until the new year when his rental agreement is up. 

What must he and Phil think of me? And of Marcie too for the way she acted in Finn’s room?

But maybe, it's only guys like me who think so much about other people’s opinions. Men like Finn and Phil - bulls - they just ‘act’. And they ‘take’. They take what they want and probably give little thought to any of it. Or to husbands like me.

Ian has been on, asking me if we want him here next week. I need to speak to Marcie. But swapping messages with him again only highlighted my own situation. How much different does my wife treat me now from the way she does Ian?

He’s in chastity whenever he comes here too, isn’t he? What if she wants me in chastity the whole time Finn’s here? If she only let me out once in a while for quick release and then caged me again? While he gets all the sex he needs. And Phil too whenever he decides to call.

One thing’s for sure. I should do everything I can to make certain she doesn’t go anywhere near Phil’s club. She’s turned cruel enough with me now without getting any further inspiration from the way she might end up treating submissive strangers in that dungeon. And it’s one thing to be belittled and denied for days by her in our own home. Another thing entirely if she wanted to do it in public. Like she did to me that other time in Phil’s club.

Wes

I don’t know if there’s anything in life that can split your feelings or opinions in two quite as much as being on the brink of a lifestyle like this. Drawing so close to your wife being intimate with another man. 

You want it so much. And yet you fear it the same amount. 

In our case, a big part of my fear and desire comes from the fact that Sterling is so much more experienced and sure about where we might be headed. Even about my wife’s motivation. But the intense dual feeling comes from him being a conceited arrogant asshole too. 

It was mind-blowing to watch my Amelia pose for an older man and then be spanked for her trouble. Somehow too, it’s all the hotter because the guy’s wife was alongside mine the whole time. Maybe seeing Vanessa’s excitement too reflected my own back to me somehow. 

Or maybe Vanessa’s greater level of submission compared to Amelia’s added to the whole intensity. Because that hinted at what may lie ahead for my wife if Sterling has his way. If he can mold or ‘train’ Amelia the way he thinks he can. 

Oh, hell. Even the idea of Amelia being ‘shaped’ to a ‘Master’s’ liking makes my dick hard. 

Amelia doesn’t like to talk about what happened quite as much as I do. Although she has brought it up in and out of bed since.

I don’t give her any indication that my feelings are mixed. I don’t tell her about my fear. I just do what Sterling told me to and I reassure her. I tell how beautiful she looked submitting to him and that I’m sure Vanessa was as impressed and proud of her as me. 

I guess deep down I’m also a bit concerned about her admission that she suppressed her submissive feelings and I can’t help wondering why she never fully admitted them to me before Vanessa and Sterling came on the scene.

But then I remind myself that Vanessa is a professional relationship counselor. She talks to people about their marriages and gets them to open up about their feelings for a living. Of course, Amelia would get drawn on her emotions by a friend like her.  

And scared though I am sometimes, I know I shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. In theory, this is potentially one hell of a gift horse. As long as I keep a reign on how far or fast it gallops away from me. And that Amelia is always happy with the situation. 

If it starts to turn sexual though, would I want Amelia to experience a dick the size of his? 

What would she think of mine after seeing or even feeling Sterling’s? 

I squeeze my dick through my pants. 

Sterling told me he’d call by the trailer early next week. So with that and Amelia going to book club again with Vanessa, I guess I’ll wait and see what they say about last weekend. 

Right now though, I need to beat off again.
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A Final Thank You
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Thanks for downloading this ebook and reading all the way to the end. If you’d like to be first to hear about new Tinto Selvaggio ebook releases, be first in line for Free Audiobooks as soon as they’re published, and Get my Free 11,000 hotwife cuckolding ebook right now–then sign up for my Newsletter here. 

I’ll only ever contact you when there’s a new release and I won’t share your email address with anyone else.





Did you enjoy this book? You can get exclusive, pre-publication access to early chapters of the next installment, along with other exclusive stories and content by joining me on Patreon.
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