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Description:

'I don’t know what my wife Amelia and I do from here.

What does any young couple do after the wife has been willingly dominated by their older black neighbor? In front of her own husband, and the other guy’s wife.

But our neighbor, Sterling, is convinced he can get my wife to go even further. 

He’s told me confidentially that with his training, she'll eventually accept all her suppressed submissive desires. 

He says Amelia will ultimately open herself up completely to his S&M world. A world he currently shares only with his cuckquean wife Vanessa.

But excited as I am, I'm still unsure. And I think Amelia feels the same. I mean, How could any couple be certain about treading a path as dark as this?'

'Black Marks 3' also follows Ash and Marcie as they try to adapt to life with her live-in lover back in their home 7 days a week. 

But this time around, Marcie knows all about male chastity...

This is a c.34k word plus, 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

The traffic ahead slows again in the snow. This time, for an upcoming junction. I peer into the night to my right and a brightly lit store window. There’s a twinkling Christmas tree in a furniture store. It’s draped with thick red and silver tinsel and fake white snow, scattered over what I’m guessing are fake gifts. 

I look back at the road and the traffic ahead. It’s scary how even such a vivid scene as the one in that shop window can be blotted so easily from my mind’s eye by what happened at the weekend. 

But what husband could dim the mental image of his wife over the knee of an older black man? Who could tame the memories of Amelia being marched up and down her own living room by another couple?

My stomach drops again. But something shifts between my legs too and I ease a hand down there under the steering wheel. Customers were far and few between at the trailer today. Which in some ways was just as well. I had to creep out behind the back of the trailer three times to relieve myself. 

Despite the weather. 

I glance at the traffic as it inches forward but then stops yet again. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve done this since his message came through, but I pick up my phone and swipe to Sterling’s text message again.

‘Hey, I was planning to get across to you today but couldn’t make it. You game for Gym again tomorrow while girls out? Bring trunks too and can use wet side at spa? S’

I still haven’t replied. I don’t know if I’m going. It looks like he’s trying to establish the gym visits as a regular weekly event for him and me. Probably thinks he can ‘train’ me too. In how to deliver my wife to him. 

My gut and lower region twitch again. Even though Sterling’s arrogance and his attempt at manipulation irritate the hell out of me too. 

And even if I did go with him to his spa club again, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t want to get changed in front of a man who’s endowed like him. Or even be in a swimming pool alongside such a well-built guy. 

I’m not sure how to feel about him following up so fast on the weekend either. Surely it means he’s keen for more of Amelia? Or at least the wants to make sure I’m OK about what happened on Saturday. He knows Amelia found it difficult after that first time at theirs and the maid’s outfits. 

I take a deep breath and let it out slowly to calm myself.

The weird thing is, that this time, after what happened last weekend, it seems like it’s me who’s more upset than Amelia. 

Or at least she hasn’t admitted to being upset this time. 

The traffic moves forward in a couple of quick spurts and then I’m at the head of the line. I indicate left and after waiting for several cars to pass, I slip my motor out for the final stretch to home. 

When she’s alone, Amelia could be every bit as affected by last weekend as me. I mean, I haven’t told her exactly how I feel, have I? I’m still doing what Sterling suggested. Not displaying my mixed emotions. Because he said that would only confuse her. And that does make sense. So I’ve kept encouraging her. Kept telling her only how hot it all was. Even how beautiful she looked that night and how proud I am of her. Some of which might seem odd things to say, given what she let that guy do to her.

But she and I have had a lot of sex these last forty-eight hours or so. 

I cross a roundabout which is still thick with snow and then make a right into our estate. 

A few of the bigger properties are covered outside with Christmas lights and decorations. We haven’t gone for it to that degree. We don’t have the space at ours. And even if we did, the expense wouldn’t make any sense. Not until the coffee business takes off a little more. And it’s been especially quiet this month so far. 

I pull onto our street and as I approach our little bungalow with the small string of white lights wrapped around the tree out front, I spot two familiar shapes leaving our drive. 

Vanessa, pulled along by little Coco on his leash. 

She’s been to ours. To find out how Amelia feels about what Sterling did to her? Is this part of their strategic double act to manipulate both of us?

Vanessa waves and grins at me then she gestures at the snow that’s started to fall again. And even little Coco’s white fur looks dull in my headlamps compared to the color of our lawn. 

“Hi Wesley,” Vanessa calls over her shoulder when I’m out of the car. She waves again as she walks back toward hers. “I can never get Coco past your house,” she yells, and somehow the snow makes her voice sound kind of flat, “He always wants a cuddle from your wife.” 

She’s acting like nothing untoward at all happened at the weekend. 

I wave back but can’t help wondering whether her husband is every bit as drawn to Amelia as the dog appears to be.

“Ames? I’m home,” I call without looking when I’m in through the front door where it’s warm. I toss my keys into the drawer above the shoe rack there. 

“Hey,” Amelia shouts back from the living room area but I can’t see her on the sofa. The kitchen light away to my left is on, and there’s a smell of something spicy cooking there which makes my stomach rumble. 

I hang up my coat and then pass our little dining table on my left on my way to find Amelia. 

She’s knelt on the floor alongside the TV, adding a gold bauble to a branch near the bottom of our little Christmas tree. Her butt always looks so good in tight jeans. 

“Vanessa brought this round,” she says over her shoulder and she weighs the bauble in her upturned palm, like it’s a big piece of ripe fruit, “It’s got the year on it and a baby reindeer. Isn’t it the cutest?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I shrug, but my focus is split between the bare flesh of her little feet, her ankles, and a sliver of her skin that separates the top of her jeans from her jumper. Seeing Vanessa again doesn’t seem to have bothered my wife any.

“How come she brought it around for us?” I ask but my eyes now rest on a round backside that’s been spanked by another man.

My heart races. 

“She bought a pack of two and only needed one. She thought we’d like the other,” Amelia shrugs, and then with the bauble fully fastened to the green branch, she climbs to her bare feet and comes to kiss me.

“Mmm,” I missed you today,” I say and hug her warm body. I move her strawberry blonde hair away from her face and kiss her again. The wool of her cream jumper is soft and fluffy but when her boobs crush against me they’re as lovely and firm as ever. 

“That’s nice to know,” she peers at me with those big, baby-blue eyes. 

“Are you and her going to book club tomorrow night?”

“Yeah, she came to check on that too,” Amelia says. “And I better check on the dinner.” 

“Sterling texted me about the gym,” I say and follow the wiggle of her pert butt.

“Oh, right,” she says but she doesn’t look back.

In the kitchen, she stirs something in the pan.

Is she deliberately avoiding eye contact because I mentioned Sterling’s name? 

“Did Vanessa say anything about last weekend?”

“Just asked me how I was after it,” Amelia shrugs again from the stove, and then she does glance at me. “She said how much fun it was to do that with me and you,” her cheeks flush as she continues to stir. “Much better than when it’s just her and Sterling.”

How much of Vanessa’s enjoyment was because my wife shared the ‘responsibility’ of keeping Sterling ‘happy’? 

“What did you tell her?” I ask and open the fridge for a beer. I try to act calm, “When she asked how you were feeling about it.”

“I said I was muddled.”

She hasn’t admitted that to me. 

“Muddled, in what way?” I lean against the wall and try not to frown or stare too hard. My stomach has dropped again.

“A lot of emotions came up, I guess,” Amelia shrugs and then she too goes to the fridge.

“When? What?”

“During. After.”

“What emotions?” 

“But Vanessa said she was the same,” Amelia shrugs.

“Her thinking got ‘muddled’ too?”

“She said she felt different intense emotions at the time. And over the last two days,” Amelia plucks an opened bottle of white wine from the fridge and pours herself a glass.

“Like what?” 

Did they both get anxious, as well as turned on? Like me? But what would Vanessa be anxious about?

“She said she was jealous,” Amelia sips her wine.

“But I thought she liked the idea of..?”

“She did. I mean, she does,” Amelia says from behind her glass, “She said she enjoyed watching me with.... But it made her insecure. She said that was natural though. I told her it was the same for me.”

“You got jealous?” Now it’s me who’s confused.

“Insecure,” Amelia rolls her eyes but she laughs, even though her cheeks remain flushed.

“What were you insecure about?”

“What do you think, Wes? Another man saw my bottom.”

He did more than just ‘see’ it, Amelia. 

My dick thickens in my pants. Both at her words, and the memory.

“You know how I feel about my body,” she shakes her head and then sips her wine.

I’m pretty sure I know how Sterling feels about it too. 

“Yeah, and your lack of confidence is crazy,” I shake my head and smile at her, “You’re such a gorgeous shape. All my buddies are jealous of me.”

“Hmmm, well their wives weren’t the ones laying across a neighbor’s knee,” she says and turns back to the pan.

“And how hot was that, though?” I ask and move up close against her back. Somehow her re-stated lack of confidence about her figure reduces my anxiety. 

“Didn’t you get at all jealous too Wes?” she turns to me again and blue eyes peer up at me.

What does she want me to say? Do I admit it, and possibly risk her deciding to stop doing anything more with our neighbors? 

I hesitate for a second but Amelia’s eyes are insistent on mine. Scanning across them and back, Like she needs me to admit it. 

“I don’t suppose I’d be human if there wasn’t some jealousy there too,” I say and hold her again. I gaze right back at her. No way do I admit the mental turmoil I’ve been in since the weekend. “But I knew it was only a bit of fun. There’s nothing in it but the four of us playing out a few fantasies together.”

“I know,” she sighs in my arms, “but it’s still overwhelming.”

“Do you feel that way now? Overwhelmed?”

“I’m not sure,” she says and looks down. “Like I said, Saturday brought up lots of different emotions.”

“Try to explain them.”

“Let me get my wine again,” she says and I release her.

“Fear obviously,” she says, “About how it might affect me and you.”

“And I’ve told you that would never happen. I love you way too much.”

“And I love you,” she says and sips her wine. She has one forearm over her chest, “but I can't help my feelings.”

“What else?”

“I don’t know,” she shrugs and her cheeks have been flushed pretty much this whole conversation. “I felt vulnerable. Ashamed. Sad.”

“Sad?” I gaze right back at her.

“All this time, I’ve been keeping so much inside,” Amelia says, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not daring to explore that part of me. But knowing that if I ever did, then it would be with you. Wes, couldn’t you and I share it? Me totally letting go? Giving myself completely to you in that way... instead of with...?” She looks right at me again. 

Shit. Much as her words only show her love for me - and they give me a golden opportunity to knock Sterling right back - my stomach drops again. But this time, with the dread of returning to a life where the potential of this fantasy might be gone for good. 

“I understand what you’re feeling, Ames,” I say but I’m struggling for the right words, trying to keep my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside me. “Honestly I do. I want you and I to explore that side of our relationship. But I’m not naturally dominant like Sterling, am I?”

“I told Vanessa it made me sad too,” Amelia says, “But she said Sterling would guide us. Teach us how you and I can... and Vanessa would help with that as well.”

I don’t know whether she’s trying to convince me or herself. 

Is she only saying and doing all this because she feels that if she doesn’t, she’d be letting me down? 

“I guess we would learn from them,” I say and despite a guilty feeling in my gut, my dick is thickening and my heart beats so fast. A little voice somewhere in my head though keeps warning me that this whole situation is dangerous.

What if the only things Sterling ultimately teaches us is that my wife enjoys being dominated by a black guy, and that only a cock as big as his can satisfy her? No matter how good a ‘teacher’ Sterling might be, it’s not like I could ever learn to be the same race as him. Or develop a cock that size.

“Saturday night made me realize how much I needed your acceptance too,” Amelia puts down her drink on the worktop and comes to me again. She doesn’t look into my eyes though.

“I don’t understand,” I say, but I hold her in my arms.

“You understand what I need and you accept it.”

A need. She called ‘submission’ her ‘need’. 

“Of course I accept you. No matter what you do.” 

Even if you saw that huge black dick of Sterling’s and felt compelled to touch it.

Amelia tells me that our Penne arrabbiata is almost ready and that comes as a relief. Both because of my hunger and as a break from what turned into a pretty intense conversation. One that left me with a lot to think about. 

I set the table for us and we sit to eat.

We chat about her day full of scheduling New Year press releases for her clients, and the hour she snatched during her lunch break to work on her novel. She tells me she’s at that ‘difficult drudgery’ stage of the story’s middle section (whatever that means) and then she changes the subject to ask me how the trailer did today. 

The whole time though, it feels like we’re ignoring that persistent dark shadow that we should be spending our time talking some more about.

Later, after watching a little TV together, we retire to bed and when I’ve put the lights out my cock is immediately hard. 

I need to talk about the four of us again. 

I slip my arm around Amelia’s shoulder and whisper to her in the dark.

“So in and amongst that confusion of feelings about Saturday,” I say, “How much excitement has there been? I hope it wasn’t only me and Sterling who enjoyed it.”

“I’m not saying there wasn’t any pleasure for me,” she shrugs.

“Just a little bit?” My cock throbs and I kiss her lips.

“Mmm, I wouldn’t have let it carry on if I’d hated it,” she says.

My balls tighten.

“It’s so hot to know you liked what he did. Did Vanessa like watching it too? When she wasn’t feeling jealous,” something makes me hold back from using the phrase ‘Spank you.’

“I think so,” she says.

“Did she say anything about..,” I hesitate for a moment, but plant gentle kisses on the sides of her neck. I don’t want her to feel pressured. Not if she honestly doesn’t want anything more to do with Sterling. This feels like a fine balancing act. And I want to know exactly what Vanessa said when she was here before. “Did she say anything about, you know, getting together again?” 

“No,” Amelia murmurs but she kisses me back, “Just gave me the bauble, and checked about book club.”

Maybe tomorrow is when Vanessa (and Sterling) plan to suggest another ‘evening event’.

“One of the other things Vanessa said she felt at the weekend,” Amelia says slowly like she’s picking each word with care, “was relief,” Amelia’s fingers wrap around my hard cock. 

“Uhh,” I groan, “Relief?” I echo her last word but then kiss her again.

“Because it was me with them, not some stranger who Sterling met behind her back.”

“Right,” I say but my stomach curdles, “I guess that kind of makes sense.”

“Even though she still got jealous,” Amelia’s little fist works my erection.

“That’s only natural,” I exhale hard as she masturbates me, “like she said. And any woman would get jealous of their husband around someone like you.”

“Have you seen how glam Vanessa is?” she asks.

“She’s no match for you. And she’s a lot older.”

“She’s got such a fantastic figure though,” Amelia continues to stroke me and I tug her t-shirt right up her body. I kiss her exposed tits. 

“Mmm, I felt ‘relief’ too at the weekend, Wes.”

“How come?” I suck hard on a stiffened nipple.

“Mmm, ooh, I don’t know. Being accepted for the fantasy, I guess.”

Her words encourage me but somehow at the same time chill me to the bone.

“It was like, mmm,” she murmurs as her tits are sucked and I trace a single fingertip around the opening of her slit, “Mm, like coming out of hiding. If that makes any sense.”

It makes sense. But the fact that another man has been involved in ‘liberating’ my wife is a disturbing, if heady, sensation. I push two fingers into her hot wetness. 

“Uhmmm, Kiss me, Wes,” she moans and her hand grips my cock tighter and strokes me faster. 

I do what she asks and her mouth is hungry for my tongue. But I break free after a few seconds. I have to know.

“So would you do something again,” I whisper, “With Sterling?”

“Only if you wanted me to. Mmm, and if I knew what was in store with him.”

She’s not saying ‘No’!

“How do you mean?” I work my fingers deep inside her but I’m already desperate to go the whole way.

“Mmm, that’s part of what was so scary on Saturday, not knowing what would happen next,” her hips rise to meet my fingers but I need to get inside her now. 

“That might be part of what excited you,” I take my cock from her and ease my lower body right between her spread thighs, “Not knowing how far he’d make you go.” My own phrasing sends me as dizzy as does her reaction right now and I push deep into her heat. 

“Ohhh,” Amelia gasps and her chin rises. Her legs wrap tight around me. 

“Uhh, not knowing what he’d do to you,” I thrust fast and smother her face with kisses, “Uhh, or what he’d make you do.”

“Mmm, and I’d just have to submit to it,” Amelia grinds herself against me.

Oh hell. Now she’s almost scaring me. But I don’t care. And it’s too late. 

I’m cumming.
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Chapter Two
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Ashley

I’m awake. And it feels like I had a decent few hours of sleep. Even with this hard shell around my cock. Am I slowly getting accustomed to wearing it overnight? 

I twist around the other way in the bed, and in the dim, morning light, Marcie’s blonde head lays on the pillow alongside mine. 

She’s still here. She didn’t go to Finn. 

I should have trusted her not to. 

I exhale hard and move closer to the warmth of her bare back. Gently I spoon her shoulders and then lower down, her lovely fleshy behind.

Mmmm, oh God, that’s good. But it’s torture too. My compressed cock strains for her from inside my chastity belt. Man, I need the closeness of being with her - inside her - before I leave her for work at the salon. She’s got the day off for Christmas shopping today. And I know he’s not due to leave the house until later this morning. 

I move closer still to and against her, carefully though, so that no sharp edge at the bottom of the padlock is likely to scratch or dig into her flesh. But the heat from the valley between her buttocks is almost too much to bear. I should have left my underpants on when I came to bed last night. Left a layer of cotton between me and her too. To dull the temptation.

Last night I came close to insisting she unlock me though. But I stopped myself. I decided I’d find out just how long she’d choose to keep me denied now that Finn’s home seven days a week. 

If I can last out. 

She talked me back into chastity after I’d jacked off on Saturday. After I’d watched her with him and Phil.

My trapped dick pushes hopelessly against the tough walls of the little cage and my whole groin trembles against her. 

With my eyes growing more accustomed to the lack of light, I gaze at the back of her head and her thick blonde hair. Whatever her motivation for not offering to unlock me since the weekend, it’s only making me all the more horny for her. 

But man, it’s fucking hard when I’ve got a full day’s work ahead of me. I’m honestly not sure I can bear it today.

Marcie moans in her sleep and the sound is almost like she’s just starting to have sex. My frustrated groin throbs. I’m desperate. 

I glance back at the clock on my nightstand. I’ve got to be at the salon early today, but still have fifteen more minutes before I need to get up and get ready to leave. 

To hell with waiting for her to choose the time. 

When she feels just how much I want her right now, she’ll be only too pleased to have me inside her. 

I pull the bed covers off me and then, with a glance back at her, I tiptoe across our bedroom toward her wardrobe. The key was in one of her shoes the last time she told me to get it. 

I slide the wardrobe door open and then crouch down in nothing but my transparent cage to feel around the instep of one of her heels. 

Nothing.

I try another. Then a third. It would help if I could put the fucking light on.

“Ash, what are you doing?” Marcie yawns from the bed.

“Looking for the key,” I say and my voice is thick, “which shoe is it in?”

“It’s not in there. Come back to bed.”

“Well, where did you put it?”

“Come back to bed,” she says again.

“Where is it, Marce?” I say and stand, then return to her and climb back into the warmth alongside her bare body.

“Mmm,” Marcie turns to me with a sleepy smile on her face, “Is my baby horny for me?”

“Yes, I’m fucking horny,” I say, and pull her to me.

“Mmm, that’s nice to hear,” one of her hands cups my balls.

“Get the key, Marce,” I groan.

She laughs but kisses me and perversely the fact that she’s ignoring what I ask only excites me all the more. It makes my need for her stronger. Worse. I run my hands all over her body and her nipples stiffen to my touch.

“Come on, Marce,” I plead with her.

She grins at me and now her hand massages my balls.

“I’ve got to get going in a few minutes,” I gasp.

“Mmm, which means you don’t have time for this,” she kisses my ear. 

“I do,” I peer back frantically at the clock, “I’ve got ten minutes.”

“We can’t do much in ten minutes,” she laughs but then she pushes me onto my back and climbs onto me.

“Oh, Marcie,” I peer up as she straddles me and I hold her hips. I wriggle my lower body and try to position my chastity belt right on her shaved pussy. 

She smiles down at me, her boobs wonderfully bare and her blonde hair hanging. 

I run my hands over the indents of her waist and grind up numbly at her.

“You’ll only frustrate yourself,” she smiles down at me and scoops her hair away from her face.

“Exactly,” I groan, “So get the key.” 

“You don’t get out of that on a weekday,” she purses her lips and shakes her head.

“Since when? Who says?” I stop moving and stare up at her beautiful but smirking face.

“Since now and I say.”

“No way,” I frown up at her. 

She thinks I’m staying like this five days a week, every week? “How am I supposed to cut people’s hair if I’m shaking with frustration? Like a junkie with withdrawal.” 

“Mmm, you’ll have to think calm thoughts,” she says and slides off me again. She slithers down the length of the bed and then down my body until her head is level with my groin. 

“Marcie, don’t,” I groan and shake my head. But she cups my balls in both her hands. I reach out blindly to either side of me and grasp at the bed sheet underneath. 

“Mmm,” Marcie kisses my chastity belt, and pursing her lips, she blows her warm breath through the bars of my cage. 

“Uhh,” I groan and push the back of my head hard into the pillow.

She draws the whole cage slowly into her mouth and my incapable cock is engulfed by heat. Her fingertips patter on my testicles but then she rakes her fingernails across them, and then over my belly and my inner thighs.

I whimper.

“How much do you want me right now?” she whispers from between my legs.

“I’m going crazy for it,” I screw my eyes shut.

Man, how some timid part of me wants to insist she gets the fucking key this very second. That she unlocks me so I can flip her onto her back, bury my tongue in her throat, and my dick deep inside her. 

But I’m incapable. It’s like she’s drained the fight or the masculinity or whatever the hell it is out of me. I just lie here under her control and let my wife’s mouth kiss and torment my groin. I let her fingertips and hands do the same to the rest of my body. And I whimper like a baby. Or like someone already defeated.

“I might let you out tonight,” she peers up from below my waist. 

“Thank God for that,” I gasp. 

“Or I might not.”

“Fucking hell Marce,” I groan and lift my head from the pillow. “Well, at least let me suck your tits or something before I have to go.”

“Nuh-uh,” she shakes her head but grins up at me. 

“Marcie, you’re evil.”

“I thought that’s how you liked me?”

“I don’t know what I like anymore,” I say and ease her head and shoulders away from my lower body, “I can’t think straight when I’ve been lying next to you like this.” I sigh so hard but I get up from the bed. 

I cross the room and grab my dressing gown from the back of the door. I want a shower. And a coldish one to calm myself down.

But as I open our bedroom door there’s a knock on it. 

What the hell does he want at this time of the morning?

“Oh hey,” Finn frowns and his whole hulking, hairy body is bare except for creased, gray boxer shorts, “I thought I heard something,” he says, “thought I better check everything was OK.”

“Right,” I frown back at our lodger. Maybe he heard me crying out for her. Or he heard nothing but hoped I’d already gone early and that he’d find my wife on her own. 

My gut twists, but my balls prickle too at his desire for Marcie. 

“No worries,” he shrugs, “I’ll see you both tonight. Better get some breakfast and get ready to leave soon too.”

“Finn?” Marcie calls out and I turn to see her sitting right up in bed with the covers clutched to her breasts. She’s got her knees pulled up in front of her. She shovels her hair around her shoulders. “Come and warm me up for five minutes,” she smiles at me and then gazes beyond me at him, “I’ll make you breakfast before you leave.”

I gape at her. 

“You better hurry up with your shower Ash,” she says as Finn slips into our room and then past me to my wife.

I tighten my dressing gown around me as he climbs into our bed with her. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs then giggles as he joins her under the covers and he takes her in his arms. 

Finn pushes her onto her back. 

“You don’t need to wait,” she tells him as she’s kissed. “You can do it to me right away. Mmm, Ash left me all hot and bothered. But he’ll get his reward tonight if he’s a good boy, won’t he?”

“Yeah, sure,” Finn mumbles, and as her legs spread under the covers his body rises above hers.

I stand and stare, my cock rammed hard into the bars of my cage.

“Uhh,” Marcie groans slowly and deeply from the back of her throat and he must be inside her.

I’m going to be late.

I hurry from the room with my heart pounding and my mouth dried up. 

How can I just let that happen? 

But in our bathroom, as I wait outside the shower for the water to warm up, I grasp at my chastity belt with both hands and rub it. 

My wife refuses me sex but hands it to the lodger on a plate. 

Man, I want to go back there and watch, or at least listen some outside the door, but I don’t have fucking time. 

I yank open the shower door and dive under. 

I rub shower gel around my balls and armpits. I spray the cage too. It’s sticky with pre-cum. Then I wash my hair as well. I try my best to think about the day ahead, but it’s virtually impossible. I force myself to. 

This time of year is always so busy. Clients coming in for their Christmas cuts, ready for all the socializing. But maybe a hectic workload will help stop me from brooding about what I’ve just seen. About who’s getting it while I’m not. About how much I need to cum. I reach down and tug at the chastity belt. 

Why would Marcie even need me inside her now when she has Finn’s much longer and thicker cock here 24/7 to satisfy her? 

Then I’m out of the shower and drying off, rubbing my hair as fast as I can before I brush it in place and then clean my teeth. 

I’m back in our room in a matter of minutes. 

And still, they’re fucking. The bed springs creaking with each heavy thump of his body into hers. 

“Mmm, uuhhh, oh Finn,” she moans and the covers slip away from them. 

Marcie’s legs wrap around his broad back, like she’s terrified he could slip away from her too. His back arches and straightens every time he locks out and groans inside my wife. 

I dress in silence as my wife is plowed. And then as she climaxes. 

And still, they’re fucking.

I clear my throat at the foot of our bed, “Marcie, I’ll have to go.”

But Marcie is preoccupied with a second orgasm, a longer one that makes her shriek and makes my face hot.

“I’ll have to go, Marce,” I repeat myself and stare hopelessly at them.

Finn’s body slaps down frenziedly at her in a flurry of strokes. Marcie clutches at his thick neck and she kisses him and her toes curl then his bare buttocks knot and he grunts and he unloads in my wife.

I need to leave but I can’t stop staring. Can’t stop watching them kiss as they lay naked and entwined in one another’s arms and as their breathing slows and they murmur to one another. 

“Mmm, Ash says it’s too cruel to make him sleep next to me when his little thing’s all locked up,” she says to Finn and then she kisses his face and peers up at me from underneath him.

“I know I could never do it,” Finn shakes his head and kisses her. His long hair is messed up too and his hairy bare arse relaxed now. “Never. Sleep alongside this body and not get it when I wanted it?”

“Mmmm,” she purrs and kisses him again, her right leg and little foot rub against his left side, caressing him, “So maybe I should sleep in your room from now on? If Ash doesn’t want me here,” she gives me a sulky pout over Finn’s shoulder. 
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Wes

Tuesday at home after work and the trailer pitch at the industrial estate today was worryingly quiet. I still keep having to remind myself, that this is my first pre-Christmas period with the business. Like Amelia said before she went off to her book club tonight, a drop-off in trade for December might be typical. We just don’t know. There seems to be as much traffic going backward and forward to the offices and factories there. Maybe everyone is preoccupied with rushing to get business affairs finished before the holiday season, or last-minute Christmas shopping, or whatever.

Then again, maybe it’s just the weather putting people off stopping by.

Whatever the reason, the lack of customers left me a lot of time to think about Amelia, Sterling, and Vanessa. And to do that ‘thinking’ both inside the trailer and around the back of it. 

In our bedroom, I check the time on my phone. Sterling should be here any minute. When I texted him to say I’d go to his gym with him again tonight, I offered to drive. Because he took us the last time. But he insisted on doing it again. He said he’s a ‘lousy passenger’ and that his electric Lexus is cheaper on fuel than my petrol motor. As well as ‘ better for the planet’ of course.

He can be an asshole, but what the hell? I guess it means I save the cost of petrol. 

I tuck my swimming shorts into a holdall and wonder how Amelia is getting on with Vanessa tonight. Whether, on the way to the club, they got into greater detail about last weekend’s events. Whether Amelia will be horny again when she gets back tonight. Or concerned, because she’s heard more from Vanessa about just how ‘jealous’ last Saturday night made Sterling’s wife.

The woman’s feelings about her husband are probably as conflicted and confused as mine are about Amelia.

I wonder if Vanessa finds it as hard as I do not to mention her worries to her partner. Or if she tries to keep him focused on his pleasure and not make him think twice about his plans for Amelia. 

I check the time yet again. I’m nervous about going into the ‘wet area’ of the spa with him this time. A swimming pool or sauna alongside a man of his build. I should be able to prevent him from seeing me naked when we get changed though. I’ll just keep the towel around me to keep things more private. Or keep my back to him.

But even as I reconsider a scene that I’ve replayed through my head several times already today, another option suggests itself. And I don’t know where it comes from. It’s nuts. 

As much as I don’t want someone as full of himself as Sterling to know how well-endowed he is compared to me, the possibility of letting him see exactly that makes me shiver. With a sick excitement. 

Hell, his confidence with Amelia would likely go through the roof. His mind would race with triumphant images of how my wife would react if he one day progressed her ‘training’ to something sexual. If she too was introduced to the size comparison.

My dick thickens in my pants and I rub it. 

But still too, I can’t believe I can get off on the idea of Amelia with a man like him. If it wasn’t for how she seems attracted by his whole so-called ‘dominant’ personality, and if it wasn’t for his obvious attraction to her, and her friendship with his wife, then I’d go out of my way to steer clear of the man. He can be such an arrogant prick.

And yet when I’m turned on, even that excites me.

How? Why?

A car horn blasts outside and I reach for my holdall. 

I head outside to where snow is softly falling on part-melted sludge that’s already on the ground. 

“Greetings Mr. Fairchild,” he grins as I get in.

“Hi.”

“It’s starting to make a nice weekly jaunt this, isn’t it?” he says above some talk radio station as we pull away, “Better than sitting at home all night in front of a screen.”

“Yeah right,” I nod but can’t imagine him ever entertaining himself with YouTube videos while his wife is out. More likely the ‘National Geographic’ or ‘History’ channels on TV. ‘BBC World News’ or something like ‘Bloomberg maybe.’ 

“Good to have someone with common interests to work out with as well,” he says and glances at me from the wheel.

Is my Amelia that ‘common interest’?

“I don’t think I’m much competition in the gym,” I say, still smarting a little from my lame attempt last time and from throwing up after it.

“You only just got started,” he says and indicates to turn left, “And it’s not about competing. It’s all about mutual encouragement and development.”

“Right,” I nod as if I understand (and as if I agree) and I glance back at him. 

“How did you enjoy last Saturday night?” he asks when for a moment, his eyes meet mine. 

“Yeah,” I clear my throat. I’m not sure exactly what to say, but at least this time he’s brought the subject up early. He hardly spoke about her on the way to his gym last time. 

“I can’t tell you how much I did,” he shakes his head as we overtake a wagon and then he peers across at me again, “Your wife is an incredible beauty.”

“Thanks,” excitement chokes off any hope of a full sentence. 

“And as for that little white derrière,” Sterling whistles, “Holy moly.” 

“You liked it?” my pounding heart feels like it will burst through my hoodie.

“It’s perfect,” he exhales.

“Vanessa has a great figure too though,” I croak, and the intensity of the conversation forces me to try and turn the attention off my wife.

“She does,” he nods, “But a fuller one than Amelia’s tight little body.”

My stomach churns with the jealous thrill of this big black guy’s words about my wife. And he’s telling me to my face!

“What’s your take on how she’s been feeling since?” he asks at a junction and lowers the volume of the radio, “I know she was anxious after the previous time.”

“Better, yeah,” I say and part of me is desperate to tell him she got excited talking about it in bed last night. “We had quite a long chat about it last night.”

“You did? What did Amelia say?”

“She enjoyed the night. But it brought up a lot of confused feelings. For me too if I’m honest.” The confession about myself comes out unplanned. 

“It will do that,” he nods with that ‘all-knowing’ hint of a smile on his thick lips. And now we’re on the short stretch of freeway. “But I could see she enjoyed herself Saturday too,” he smiles to himself and gazes at the road.

“She felt scared though,” I say to try and unsettle his apparent and irritating confidence about her, but this time I steer clear of any reference to my own feelings, “insecure.”

“Which is why you need to keep encouraging her,” he nods, “You have to tell her how well she’s doing. How much you love for it all.”

“I do.”

“As I do with my wife while she also encourages Amelia,” he looks across again and smiles. 

He’s got it all planned out. 

“Amelia says Vanessa found some of last weekend difficult too,” I say to try and deflate his arrogance. Despite my growing excitement. 

“I think, as we said at yours last weekend,” Sterling nods, “a cuckquean and a cuckold - even a ‘wanna-be’ cuck - you’re both susceptible to bouts of jealousy. Despite your desires.” 

“You’re not wrong about that,” I say under my breath and peer out of my window.

“Did your jealousy come up in your discussion with Amelia last night?” he asks as we leave the freeway again.

“When Amelia told me Vanessa felt that way,” I shrug, “she wanted to know if I’d been jealous when you...when you put your hands on... She seemed to want me to have been jealous too. At least on some level.”

“Again, that’s to be expected,” he nods and swings his Lexus onto the parking lot of the Fasebury Hotel.

I peer across at his ‘knowing’ face.

“And were you jealous?” he asks.

“In some ways,” I nod.

“Don’t worry,” he says as he finds a parking spot between a dark BMW and a white SUV, “You did well not to express anything like that in front of your wife on the night. We don’t want her getting mixed messages. We want her focused.”

‘Focused’? On him? 

My heart beats so fast and so hard that surely a gym workout could be dangerous.

“Just remember, jealousy will come up for you periodically,” he says with that familiar infuriating certainty, “As it does for Vanessa. But when that happens, you’re better off speaking to me about it. Rather than Amelia.” 

His words and attitude annoy the hell out of me, and yet they make my groin pulsate too. 

“You concentrate on how much you want this,” he says and switches the engine off. “The same way as I am.”

The gym is a lot busier than on our last visit and even though I suggest to Sterling that I remember enough to be able to handle the exercise machines myself, he insists on instructing me like he did on my last visit. 

He pushes me hard again and around twenty minutes in I excuse myself for the men’s room.

Inside a toilet booth there I throw up like the first time. But determined not to wimp out, I wipe myself down and head back out to continue. 

And with the contents of my stomach emptied I manage surprisingly well. 

We both retire to the changing rooms some lengthy thirty minutes later. And with me doubting my physical ability to even get out of bed in the morning. 

As I strip off, I position myself so that there are two other guys changing between me and Sterling and I slip unseen by him into my swimming trunks. 

He’s ready before me though and tells me he’ll see me in the pool.

I nod my head and take a pee before following him out to the wet area.

The glimmering aqua-blue pool isn’t what I expect. Not in a swanky place like this. It’s a simple long, rectangular shape, like a municipal pool. But Sterling is already performing energetic lengths up and down it. 

No way I’m trying to compete with that. Not after what I’ve been through in that fucking gym. 

I stand at the side of the pool until I catch his eye and then I gesture toward the wood door of a sauna down the far end of the pool. To tell him that’s where I’ll be. 

On the way down there though, I almost slip to my ass on the wet tiles but just about recover to stay on my feet. 

Inside the sauna itself is a couple of women maybe Vanessa’s age in swimming costumes and they’re chatting with one another on a low bench. One is quite attractive. A redhead in a green bikini. I sit without acknowledging either of them. Coals glow a soft orange color on a heater across the other side of the small, wooden room, along with a wooden bucket and upright ladle. An older guy with a beer gut joins us a minute or so later and makes me feel a whole lot better about my own physique. He exchanges nods with one of the women.

I sit and bake for several minutes while sand trickles from the top to the bottom of a small glass timer on the wooden wall to my left. I re-run the conversation Sterling and I had on the way here. And the self-assuredness he seems to have about my wife.

Exactly how does he expect to progress things with Amelia? What’s his ideal end goal? Shouldn’t I know all that before allowing things to continue? 

The women are leaving just as Sterling joins me and he holds the door open for the pair of them, his broad black body dripping water. 

“I hope it wasn’t anything I said?” he smiles at the pair of them and they both laugh.

The other guy announces he’s ‘done’ and leaves us alone in the sauna a couple of minutes later.

“This is what we need next,” Sterling reaches for the ladle from the bucket and then tips some water over the burning coals. The water hizzes and sizzles and a huge wave of heat smacks me in the face. I lower my head and stare at my feet, with a new layer of hot sweat soaking my brow and chest.

“What do you mean?” I ask and slowly raise my head again to look at him.

“We get Amelia here,” he says and sits alongside me on the lower bench, “To start making her comfortable wearing less clothes in front of me.”

Oh hell. 

“It should all help her relax,” he says, with sweat droplets glistening on his well-defined, dark skin, “Part of the process of opening her up.”

That last phrase prickles my balls in my trunks. 

“Training,” he nods and peers out through the small window in the sauna door and toward the pool before continuing. 

It’s that word again. But when he uses it about my wife, it does strange things to me. 

“What better place for that than here?” he shrugs, “The four of us spending time in luxury together. Then once she’s been down to a swimsuit - or better yet a real high-cut bikini in front of me - it will take some of the edge off my future suggestions. And help her associate being at least partially stripped in my presence.” 

If he keeps talking that way I won’t be able to hide my hard-on. 

I take a deep breath to try and steady myself. But the mental image of Amelia wearing so little in front of this older man who openly wants her so much, and hell, who spanked her in front of me, it’s doing shocking things to me. Tossing my guts around even as it messes with my heart.

“You mention the ‘future’,” I manage to blabber out the phrase and repeat a word he used, “I know Amelia is wondering what’s likely to happen in the future. If we were to carry on. Me too, really.”

“Perfectly understandable,” he nods, “Vanessa had the same concerns when she and I were starting down the path of our original S&M play. And she’s said the same about this new involvement. With the four of us.”

At least he understands. He’s not trying to push faster than we can go.

“I know it can all seem a little overwhelming,” he says, using one of Amelia’s words from last night as he ladles yet more water on the coals.

I lower my head again and try not to inhale too heavily.

“Once the wheels of training are in motion,” he says over the hissing steam, “as they are now. So that’s where a written contract can be helpful,” he says and sets the ladle down in the bucket again. 

“A what?” It’s too hot in here now.

“A mutual written agreement to alleviate potential concerns ahead of time,” he shrugs those giant shoulders and shakes sweat from his brow. He sits right back and dark eyes study me. “We set roles and expectations. You might want to think of it as a roadmap for our BDSM journey together. Vanessa and I drew up something similar for our own relationship early on. To let to define our S&M limits, before we explored all of them.”

Is he serious? Bind Amelia - and me presumably too - with some sort of kinky S&M contract?”
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Wes

“That should do us,” Sterling reaches across to the timer on the sauna wall and taps it with a thick finger, “We don’t want to overdo it.” 

There’s a middle-aged man and woman in the sauna with us too now. I don’t even remember them coming in. I must have been in a daze after what he said. 

A written agreement? A ‘contract’ for Amelia? 

“I reckon we save the rest of the facilities for when the four of us come,” he says after gesturing me out of the sauna with him, “What do you say?” He looks up at the big white clock on the wall at the deep end of the pool. Those two women from earlier in the sauna are in the pool and the redhead smiles up at him.

“OK,” I nod and he seems confident Amelia can be persuaded to come here. I peer at a brunette with her hair tied back and who’s emerging poolside from the ladies’ changing room in a bikini. I can’t help but imagine how it would feel if my wife did agree to come here and Sterling saw her dressed similarly. 

“I should get back home at a reasonable time for my good lady too,” he says and leads me back toward the men’s changing room, “We’ve barely seen one another all day. And you know how grouchy a wife can get if she feels ignored.”

In the changing rooms, I grab my towel from my locker. I’m still wondering whether Sterling’s generalization about the ‘grouchiness’ of women isn’t a bit rich coming from someone who prides himself on his sense of ‘equality’. 

I checked the showers on the way to the wet area earlier. They’re private, not communal. So there’s no need for Sterling to see anything I don’t want him to see. 

And yet, when I close myself in one of the booths, then yank down my pants and begin to soap myself under the warm water, that demented temptation to reveal how small my dick is compared to his creeps over me again. 

How the hell can I even even think that?

Sterling’s familiar deep voice rings out from a nearby shower. He’s singing some song I’ve never heard before. The guy seemingly couldn’t care less how much his warbling might annoy other people. 

Or maybe it’s just me that he irritates so much.

He can hold a tune though. Which is equally annoying. 

When I’ve finished up - and the singing has too - I turn off the shower and wrap my towel around my waist. I head back out to the changing area with my damp shorts in my fist.

There’s a mini, top-loading tumble dryer on one of the walls for drying wet costumes and I stuff my trunks into it. Then as per the instructions on the wall above it, I hold the lid down and the machine starts automatically, with a loud grinding noise.

When I find my way back to my locker with my dried trunks, Sterling is already near his locker, standing in the buff and drying himself off.

“Good shower?” he asks, and that huge thick cock swings as he rubs one of his powerful, black thighs.

“Yeah great,” I nod and avert my eyes. My face burns as I turn my back and start to dry myself. 

Someone else comes into the changing area who Sterling seems to know and the two of them chat about business, leaving me feeling more relieved about dressing, albeit with my back to our neighbor and his buddy. 

A couple of minutes later, as I’m pulling up my shorts, the drying machine starts again and when I peer across at it Sterling is there in his underpants, palm rested on the lid of the dryer to hold it down. 

He glances between my legs before my shorts are up and then his eyes rise and meet mine. A little smirk flashes across his face before it disappears. 

My stomach drops.

I turn my back on him again and reach for my jeans from the locker. 

He saw my dick. He knows how much bigger he is.

On the way home, Sterling and I chat some more and I half expect him to mention my ‘size’ in relation to his. But of course, he doesn’t. I feel like something may have changed between the pair of us though, even if I can’t quite put my finger on what. 

He asks me about trade at the trailer business at the moment and in reply, I’m less than honest. I don’t want him to think I’m struggling. I change the subject to his Uni but soon regret that. Then on the freeway, after he’s finished a rant about ‘meritocracy’, I decide to bring Amelia up again with him. I still can’t process what he said about a ‘written agreement’. 

“So you got the impression on Saturday that she enjoyed what you ...what you did to her?” My cock twitches as I ask him and then watch his reaction. 

“Oh yes,” he nods sagely and purses his lips, “All the signs are there with Amelia.”

“Signs?”

“She wants this very badly,” he glances across at me. “Submission. I saw similar in Vanessa when we were dating.”

I replay his phrases in my head. 

“So did you date any, white girlfriends, you know, before you got together with Vanessa?” 

Sterling lets out a heavy sigh. “My parents were, how shall we say? Keen for me to marry within my race. And as a younger man, I didn’t want to fall short of their expectations.”

“So you didn’t?”

“And then of course I met Vanessa, so it became a moot point anyway. But, over subsequent years she and I have frequently discussed the possibility of an involvement with a female like Amelia. Young and submissive. White.”

“She never dated any black guys before me and her,” I croak with a twitching cock and a thumping heart. I watch his reaction.

“I’d heard as much,” he nods.

Amelia must have told Vanessa that too. 

What else does he know about my wife’s younger life?

“There was one black boy she got quite close to,” I say, to try and test his knowledge. But my belly churns as I make the further confession to him about Amelia. 

“Nice,” Sterling mutters, his eyes on the road.

“I think they would have dated,” I say, “but for her parents. Similar situation to yours I guess.”

“That taboo in her mind is helpful with her training,” Sterling glances my way.

“How?”

“Forbidden fruits,” he smiles, “And if temptation can’t be resisted, then the further need for, and acceptance of, punishment.”

I look dead ahead through the windscreen and into the night with my heart pounding as I consider his words.

“Let’s speak to the girls and aim for later this week at the spa, shall we?” Sterling says as we pull up outside our bungalow.

I nod my head and thank him for taking me again. Then I grab my holdall and say goodnight.

His Lexus rumbles away leaving me to make my way up our drive while wondering whether Amelia is back home yet, or still at his. Perversely I hope she’s at his. So they’ll have some time together before she returns. 

Would Amelia even agree to go to the Spa with him and his wife though? 

But why should it be a big deal for her? She’s obviously been in her swimming costume in front of other men when we’ve been away on holiday. 

Yeah, but Sterling is no stranger, is he? He’s our neighbor. An older black man with a ‘thing’ for her. A man she admits she finds attractive. A man who’s already had her over his knee and fucking spanked her! In front of me. 

My cock thickens as I reach our front door. Amelia barely dressed in front of someone like Sterling would be very different from any unknown man watching her on a sun lounger somewhere.

“Ames? I’m back,” I call into the house and kick my shoes off inside the door. 

There’s no reply and my heart thumps fast.

Maybe Amelia is why Sterling seemed keen to get back home once he saw what time it was when we got out of the sauna. And why he didn’t want to show me around the rest of the wet area facilities there. He wanted to get back to his, in case Amelia was still there and before she left. So he could be with my wife again. 

My dick hardens in my pants. 

So he could try to verbally ‘train’ her some more. 

I hurry to the bathroom wondering what Sterling might say to Amelia about our discussion tonight. Whether he’ll look at her when he talks and think about how big his cock is compared to this. 

I nearly had to jack off at the spa washrooms after Sterling made that comment about wanting to get Amelia used to wearing fewer clothes in front of him. And when he mentioned ‘punishing’ her again.

I stroke my hard dick fast. Could it really be that easy? Get a married woman used to being half-dressed in front of a certain man, and she’ll become relaxed enough to do more of it? 

But a swimming pool or sauna is totally different from running around another couple’s home in your underwear.

I don’t care. The image of Amelia doing just that, perhaps even ‘contracted’ to do so, and then to be spanked again - ‘punished’ by Sterling - fills every corner of my head and I thrash my dick through my fist. 

“Hell, Amelia,” it takes me seconds. I stand astride the pan, first spurting, and then shaking. 

It’s twenty-five to ten when Amelia finally returns. I had to jack off a second time while I was waiting. My imagination was running wild about what she might be doing at their home. Even if, in reality, I knew she’d only be talking.

But that guy has such plans for my wife. Am I really going to try and help him achieve them?

“Good night?” I ask and kiss her cheek in the kitchen. I run a palm over the smooth orb of her left buttock in her jeans and I imagine Sterling admiring her butt earlier too. Perhaps remembering how it shuddered when his palm cracked across it at the weekend.

“Yeah,” she smiles at me and when she slips her jacket off, her pale blue jumper matches her eyes and outlines her pert boobs, “Did you?” 

I nod. I bet Sterling admired her tits tonight too. 

“Have you eaten?” she asks.

“I had that soup you left for me in the fridge thanks. So how was it, seeing Sterling again after...,” I can’t wait to find out.

“A little awkward,” she says and looks down, “But he’s always quite good at putting you at ease, isn’t he?”

My face heats up. But at least she felt some awkwardness being around him again. 

“Did he mention anything about the four of us going to the Spa this week?” Or am I expected to persuade her? 

“Vanessa asked me when we were at book club,” Amelia says and then fills the kettle.

“What did you say?” my heart accelerates.

“I don’t know if we’ll have the time,” Amelia shrugs and turns to me, “We’ve still got more Christmas shopping to do, haven’t we?” 

I might have had a few misgivings about the four of us at the Marks’ spa, but now the opportunity for this week might be slipping away, I want to do what Sterling suggested. I want my wife in a swimming costume in front of him. 

“We could still do the mall another night, couldn’t we?” I say, “Or even on Sunday. The Spa’s a real nice place Ames,” I say, “You’d love somewhere like that. We went in the sauna tonight. I felt great after it.”

I hold my tongue about the conversations Sterling and I had, both in the sauna and the car. “There’s a couple of jacuzzis there too. Indoor and out. I didn’t get the chance to try those or the pool, so you and I could do that together.”

“I suppose we could do the mall on Thursday night and the Spa at the weekend?” Amelia shrugs.

She will go. 

We take our drinks of tea into the living room and I turn on the TV. My head fizzes with other images though. The upcoming weekend where my little Amelia sits in the sauna with the big-cocked Sterling and his busty wife. 

But there are questions in my head too. About Sterling’s suggestion of some kind of a wacky, ‘written’ fucking agreement. And whether to even mention that to Amelia. 

“I was talking some more to Vanessa about what happened last weekend too,” Amelia says when she’s at my side on the sofa. Despite the tea, her mouth sounds dry.

“Right,” I say and lower the volume on the TV news. I gaze at her and hold my breath. 

“You know, like you and I were talking about last night.”

“Sure,” I nod and look right into her baby-blue eyes to try to encourage her to continue. On one level though I’m anxious about what more she might have revealed to Sterling’s wife. 

“You know that I,” she hesitates, “well, that we, were unsure where it could all lead. You know, between the four of us?”

“Right,” I repeat myself and cautiously. 

“Like I told you last night, Vanessa thought last weekend was overwhelming too. But she said she felt the same when she and Sterling originally started doing the kinky stuff together. Overwhelmed.”

It’s that word again.

“Right,” I repeat myself. I need to know where this conversation is headed.

“She said we have to communicate. She always goes on about the importance of ‘communication’.”

“Who has to communicate?” My chest tightens, “You and Sterling?”

“All of us I think. Vanessa always says; ‘it’s only a game’, but that there are four of us playing it.”

Is that what this is? A ‘Game’? 

How would you feel Amelia, if you knew the ‘end game’ Sterling has in mind for you?

“Vanessa said she and Sterling drew up an agreement when they first started playing together.”

“An agreement?” She means ‘written contract’. Like Sterling said. My chest pulls ever tighter. Vanessa floated the idea to her as well.

“But I suppose it’s different when it’s only one couple communicating, isn’t it?” she peers at me.

“I guess,” I say. “What do you think she meant exactly by an ‘agreement’?”

I can’t believe she and I are even having a fucking conversation like this. 

“I guess that we all just discuss everything upfront,” Amelia shrugs her shoulders and looks down at the mug in her hand, “and then agree on whatever.”

“Did she give you any idea what sort of other things those two get up to?” And so what Sterling might like to do to you, Amelia?

“I know he ties her up sometimes,” Amelia takes a sip of her tea.

“Does she like that?” My mouth is dry now too.

Amelia nods.

“What about you?” I gaze at her and hardly dare wait for her response.

“With Sterling?” she peers at me over the rim of her mug.

I nod.

“I don’t know,” she looks down again, “Maybe if you were there,” she says, her voice timid.

Oh hell, Amelia.

“But if you weren’t,” she shakes her head, “then definitely not.”

My cock is a granite rod.

“No way would I want you doing anything like that without me there,” I say and it’s hard to swallow, “Doing anything with him if I wasn’t with you.”

Amelia gives me a big smile and leans over to kiss me. “I’m glad to hear it.”

The kiss and the phrase she said with it, come as a relief. Despite how hard I am and how much pre-cum I suspect I’ve leaked. 

She’s been talking to his wife about the kind of S&M stuff he might want to do to Amelia.

“What else did Vanessa say they do together?” 

Are we really only having this conversation and her entertaining the other couple because she believes it will make me happy? Because Vanessa stressed the importance of not neglecting my fantasies?

“I don’t know everything they do,” Amelia’s throat flushes and she shrugs her shoulders. 

I might be wrong, but I get the impression she’s reluctant to say.

“I felt a bit awkward asking too much,” she shakes her head, “I mean, I know he uses other things besides his hand on her.”

“To smack her?”

Amelia’s face flushes a bright red. 

I want to ask her if she likes the thought of that too. But I’m not sure how keen I am on the concept of Sterling Marks beating my wife with something potentially more painful than the flat of his hand. 

“That’s why I think we would need some sort of understanding,” Amelia says, “or ‘agreement’ about what could and what couldn’t be done. You know, if you wanted me to...”

Oh, hell, Amelia. You’d fucking do more with him, wouldn’t you? 

“Yeah,” I nod hurriedly and gaze right at her.

What would she ‘agree’ to let Sterling do to her? 

The thought of that smug bastard getting his way with my wife, it fucking sickens me. And yet as my relentless erection proves, it thrills me too. 

“Let’s go to bed,” I whisper in her ear.

Amelia grins at me. 

In our room, we rip at one another clothes and tumble to the bed. I want to tell her I saw Sterling’s huge cock again and I’m almost tempted to say he saw mine too and to emphasize how much bigger he is. I want to tell her too that he’s desperate to see her in her swimming costume and that there are terrible things I’m sure he wants to do to her with that awful huge black cock. But I don’t want to scare her and break this spell the other couple seem to have her under.

So I tread lightly.

“Mmm,” I moan in her ear and I’ve got her tits out, “Imagine if Sterling wants to do those same things to you Ames. If he wants to tie you up.”

“Mmm,” she murmurs and her body writhes against mine.

I suck her tits, my cock weeping pre-cum at the thought of Sterling’s desire for my wife and his excitement if he had her helpless in front of him. In front of me too and Vanessa. And once again, the thought of Sterling’s wife on hand to witness my wife’s domination makes me even harder.

“What if he wanted to spank me with something too though? Mmm,” she feels for my zipper and then she’s tugging at it, too rough and too eager to make much progress. I help her get it down and then we both yank her tight jeans over her hips too. 

“Would you let him do that to you?” I push a hand into her white and already damp cotton panties and the sopping heat between her thighs. “Punish you harder?” Frenzied sexual fever battles with the horror of what I’m hearing. 

“I don’t know,” she groans, “Uhh, would you want me to?”

“Maybe just to try it,” I moan and hold her gusset aside, then I stab my cock into her. 

“Uhh yeah, uhh,” she gasps in my face, “If it was in an agreement then I’d have to let him.” 
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Chapter Five
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Sterling Marks

With my little doll gone back home to her husband and with Vanessa in place upstairs, I finally get the chance to open the parcel. I sit at my desk in my study unboxing it. Despite my wife’s protests that it’s too late now for a session before bed, I’m eager to try this new device out. Especially after seeing my little one again. And the University is on Christmas wind down this week anyhow, so one late night won’t matter. 

Despite her initial protestations, I trust Vanessa to exercise properly in the back bedroom as she told her to. But said ‘trust’ won’t extend as far as not creeping up quietly when I do return to her. I prefer to check on her deep-throat practice technique when she’s unaware.

I feel my shaft through my pants. My poor little doll with only Wesley’s meager offering to satisfy her. No wonder there’s little female satisfaction in that bungalow of theirs. I rip at the cardboard box, half-hoping Vanessa might have disobeyed my instructions and given me the excuse for harsher treatment when I get to her. But little Amelia is difficult to get out of my mind.

I slide the cold black steel of the ‘Player AV-XX’ electronic sex machine fully out of the box. 

The parts are connected, but packed flat onto the slightly arched-legged base which has a pale blue rubber stopper at each corner. No doubt to stop it sliding around when in action. The whole frame looks around the same size as the one upstairs. A couple of feet wide by about one and a half deep. I can barely wait to watch it function.

I lift the rectangular main body of the unit - which houses the circuitry - up and away from the base frame. The former is a metallic black block around the size and shape of a house brick. Nice electric blue branding on the side of the block itself. Impressive. The block remains connected to the base via an upward-thrusting metal rod, similar in thickness to the ones that make up the base. I examine all the moving parts a little further. 

The block of the device can be adjusted to slide up or down the upright rod a few inches either way. Presumably, to fine-tune the angle of penetration with greater precision. Perhaps depending on whether it’s utilized for vaginal, or anal insertion? Or in her mouth for that matter.

My shaft swells to a semi-erection.

At the outward end of the block, a thinner rod protrudes around eighteen inches or so. Which has to be where the dildo would be attached. 

You’d think the manufacturer could include one or two of those with an item that costs almost seven hundred dollars.

But, I suppose, we do have plenty of our own dildos. 

I pull out the instructions from the box and study them.

‘Ready for a pounding? Meet the Player A-V XX. Your own personal sex Machine.’ 

A little crass. 

‘The Player A-V XX is a powerful mains-operated mechanical pleasure machine, designed with a sleek aesthetic and unmatched performance. Experience exhilarating speeds of up to 240 RPM, delivering an intense sensation that is utterly unparalleled.’ 

I’ll be the judge of that. 

‘The sturdy mono-leg structure with non-slip rubber feet ensures stability when used, while features like a protective head unit and automatic stall prevention enhance your safety.......Precision-engineered aircraft-grade alloy....internal components operate smoothly and quietly, even at maximum speed....allows you to focus on your pleasure without distraction.’

The quietness was a major factor when I ordered it. I didn’t want anything that made so much noise that it drowned out my spoken instructions. 

Or with a motor that might spook someone a little shyer than my Vanessa.

I flick back to the ‘Key features’ page in the instructions.

‘* New Bluetooth app - control your Player from your smartphone.

* Fully adjustable height, thrusting depth and angles, and range of 16 speeds.

* 8-inch silicone dildo included, or use any compatible toy’

They did include one.

I check the rest of the packaging and feel something likely at the bottom of the box. I pull out a clear plastic bag with the phallus. And it’s black! She can start as I mean her to go on. 

And even if eight inches will hardly stretch her like I will, it’ll still be a mighty step up for her from what I saw at the Spa. 

I push my chair back from my desk and stand with both the instructions and the machine. 

Let’s give this beauty a go.

On the way up our stairs, I’m so focused on what I intend to one day do to our little doll with the item under my arm, that I almost forget to creep up on Vanessa. I remember at the last minute. 

And I need to remember to keep tonight about me and her too. I don’t want my Precious here to be upset again. 

“Good girl,” I purr and stand in the doorway of our almost empty back bedroom and gaze down at her.

She’s naked on all fours in the middle of the room. Shackled to the frame of the fold-up stocks with her head down and bare behind in the air. She’s sucking hard. Making a glorious noise.

This is the beauty of a fifth bedroom that’s truly going ‘spare’. 

And the beauty of foldaway restraining devices too. Easy to hide away whenever the boy is back from uni. And less likely to intimidate our little doll first time around too. 

I look up and away from Vanessa to the unopened parcel on the sturdy but low wooden table across the room. I’ll unbox Amelia’s stocks tomorrow and check them over then. 

I put the sex machine down on the floor and close the bedroom door. I glance around Vanessa’s stocks again, as if for the first time. But the new, unboxed set is identical and I want to imagine more clearly. 

Vanessa’s head and collared neck, bob as she sucks repeatedly on the other dildo that protrudes up at her, screwed as it is into the central iron bar of the stocks. A bar that runs the length of the underside of her bare body. Her breasts sway gently as she gives head.

Another shorter bar crosses the central one, just above where the dildo is located. That one houses the shackles which tether her wrists in place. There’s a similar horizontal bar at the opposite end of the central rod which restrains her spread ankles. Her waist and bare rear end are raised by a second upright bar, this one cushioned to hold and raise her belly a little. 

“Don’t you look good?” I rub my chin.

“Uhhm,” Vanessa gasps and slobbers saliva down the length of the upright pink dildo, “Ughh, please may I take a break now, Master?”

“No, you may not,” I frown at her. “I’ve just this minute arrived.” I pick up one of my canes from a shelf on the wall. “You should know better than to ask. Shouldn’t you?” I suspect she asked only to provoke my wrath. I caress her large, upturned buttocks with the length of stick. Slowly, deliberately I let the wood tease the sensitive nerve endings between her inner cheeks. 

Vanessa murmurs as she sucks again.

Unable to contain herself.

I draw the cane back and strike her.

“Uhhmng,” she gasps into the dildo but keeps sucking. 

I strike her again and this time, her breasts swing violently.

“Do not stop sucking,” I say as coldly as I can muster. I move around her a little more, swipe the whippy cane down across her other buttock.

She half-gasps, half cries out.

I glance back at the unopened parcel and more specifically the table it’s on. The table might not take Vanessa’s weight, but Amelia...? The more I think about it, the more sure I am that it would make for a far more erotic location to place my little doll for a beating. To more easily watch her squirm. 

I strike Vanessa again and she squeals into the phallus. She shakes her hips at me. How wonderful would the views of Amelia’s little breasts be if she were restrained and beaten in her stocks while on that table? 

I zip the stick down again and this time Vanessa cries out.

“Back in your mouth!” I yell at her.

“Uhh, yes Master,” she gasps and she’s breathing hard. Her head plunges though and she sucks. Her back glows with perspiration.

I strike the rears of her thighs, one after the other. And then, while she’s still crying and shaking - but sucking again too and taking it deep - I drag the A-V XX over and plug it into the wall behind her. 

I crouch down between her legs. Her pink pussy gapes and gleams and I smile to myself. I screw the black dildo in place at the end of the rod and maneuverer it into a better position.

Vanessa adjusts her hips in an effort to assist me. But with her restraints tight, there’s little room for her to move. Which is the way I like her set. 

I guide the head of the shiny, brand new phallus to the opening of her vagina and then return to the blue branding on the main part of the device to switch it on. I turn back to my wife’s splayed rear thighs and ease the dildo more fully into her hole. 

“Hmmng” she groans into the dildo.

“You may stop sucking now,” I say, and would prefer to be on my feet for more of a grandstand view. But until I get the hhhang of the Bluetooth and remote control, I should probably adjust the speed manually from here. 

“Uhh, thank you Master,” Vanessa spits the dildo from her mouth and her hips and shoulders rock forward in time with the deep probes of the sex machine.

“How does it feel my Precious?”

“Uuhhh, deep.”

“That’s good,” I caress her beaten hindquarters, “Especially for small intrusion like this,” I crank up the speed.

“Uhh, uhh, uhh,” Vanessa whines and pants as she’s fucked. 

It really is quiet. Certainly makes a lot less noise than my dear wife on the other end of it.

I wonder how much noise the A-V might conjure from my little Amelia.

But this is arousing even with Vanessa. I’ve only ever had her use a manual dildo in the past. Perhaps controlled sharing of her might not be as unpalatable as I once thought. 

If not quite as exhilarating as doing the same with the fair-skinned doll.

“You think Amelia would like this?” I can’t help but say her name.

“Uhh, uhh, do we have to talk about your little doll all the time, Master?”

“If I say so,” I reply and stand with the cane raised. I swipe down her around the sex machine.

“Uhh, aw,” she shrieks.

“You know all these toys are bought primarily for you and me,” I say then squat to caress her upturned cheeks. “Because my Precious wouldn’t want to be humbled like this in a public place like Traders, when our membership comes through. Would you, my precious?” I slash the cane across her left hip.

“Uhh, uhh, uhh, no, no,” she gasps and then sucks again, like she either forgot my latest instruction or the sensory overload is too much for her. 

“Uhhm, Amelia would need her own dildos Master, wouldn’t she?” she gasps from the floor as the accelerated dildo races in and out of her. Thrusting deep and slicking, coated and drooling her juices.

Amelia wouldn’t need two dildos. My dick would be in one of her pretty little holes. 

I move around to the front of Vanessa and grip her high leather collar. The inside is damp with her sweat. Her eyes are screwed shut as she sucks again. I peer back down the length of her body. It seems odd to hear a woman screwed this way and yet there be no one on the other end of her. 

“I might prefer to have the same dildos used on you both,” I say and kiss the side of her sweaty, rocking face. 

She’s cumming. And fast for only eight inches.
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Chapter Six
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Wes

The hum of the coffee machine fills the trailer. A sound that can be almost hypnotic when there are no other noises and you’ve got a lot on your mind. I take a moment to peer out and above the industrial park at a gray sky that threatens even more snow. The ground and distant treetops still bear the stubborn remains of the last snowfall from a few days back. I sigh and wonder if I’m overreacting. 

In between every bout of wild arousal and then relief, the situation with Sterling feels like Amelia and I are in some over-powered vehicle. Like the handbrake is still on, but the engine revving furiously. Over and over it roars and thick exhaust fumes choke and blind me. And whatever this vehicle is, it’s impatient to whisk us away somewhere. And it’s like if I don’t keep the brakes on, it could not only race ahead totally out of my control, but that it’s even capable of flying too. It could drag us up on a whole journey to unknown destinations we’ve never even imagined. And then if Amelia and I did make it back ‘home’ together, we might not even return as the same people anymore.

Yeah. I probably am overreacting. 

I switch my thinking to tonight’s Christmas shopping trip to the mall with Amelia after work. And what I intend to buy her. It’ll be a relief when we’ve both got everything we need and we can relax. Starting with Friday night at the Spa with Sterling and Vanessa.

That upcoming outing has possessed me since we arranged it. As has any discussion we might have there about a ‘written arrangement’. 

Shouldn’t it alarm me that my wife is even considering the possibility of us entering into some form of kinky contract with another couple? 

Each time I’m calm enough to divorce myself from the eroticism of the proposal I can see how surreal the whole notion fucking is. 

How come Amelia didn’t run a mile from it, or laugh at the suggestion?

For the same reason I didn’t? Or because she thinks it’s what I want and because Vanessa keeps encouraging her to indulge my fantasies? 

Maybe, like Amelia hinted at, she feels that if she has to ‘play’ with Sterling to some extent, to humor me (and possibly to indulge Vanessa’s fantasies too), then she’d feel more relaxed if the ‘games’ were spelled out upfront and in advance. 

That kind of makes some sense.

But am I pushing my wife into this?

I glance at the tiny Christmas tree that I’ve set up on the corner of the counter. The single piece of tinsel glimmers under the interior lighting. It’s weird, but with all this going on with our neighbors, the sense of anticipation about Christmas feels almost as exciting as when I was a kid.

But the festive season never used to feel frightening as well. 

What if Amelia ends up craving the power dynamic with Sterling? Even if she went into this reluctantly. If she eventually enjoys his domination more than the way I treat her?

I’m lost in thought when a sleek black SUV pulls up. It’s spotlessly clean despite the weather. The driver is a regular. A middle manager at a welding factory and once he’s out of his car he approaches the window with a grin.

I serve him his usual skinny coffee and as he thanks me and wanders back to his vehicle, I can’t help wondering whether his wife would so readily listen to the terms of some weirdo agreement written by another man.

The thought sends another pang of jealousy through me. But I can always prevent anything further from happening with Sterling. I only have to say the word to Amelia.

After lunch, and another discrete wank around the back of the trailer, the garish Mexican food trailer pulls up. The flashy colors are a stark contrast to the gray sky and remaining snow. Kit hops out with his mop of ginger hair bouncing and badly in need of a trim as he approaches. 

“Hey, Wes, better give me a triple shot espresso,” he calls out as he gets near. 

“No problem,” I nod and peer back at his van. It looks empty. “Your other half not with you today?” Mrs. ‘Hottie’.

His smile falters slightly, and it looks like a hint of discomfort in his eyes. “Er, she’s, she’s at home today. Just... needed to take care of some stuff,” he says.

Are they having problems? He who I was so envious of at first, the way his sexy wife would flaunt herself in short skirts and low tops to tease his customers? 

The thought lingers uncomfortably in my mind.

“You Okay? I ask and hand him his coffee. He definitely isn’t his usual cheerful self. My chest pulls as I think again about Amelia and Sterling. The idea of one day ‘having problems’ with her due to someone like Marks makes me feel sick. He embodies so much of what I don’t like - and maybe what I fear too - in other guys. He’s confident (overly so), experienced, big - in several dimensions- and a lot of the time he’s full of both himself and bullshit. 

Kit takes a sip of his drink but seems lost in thought too. “When I see her I’ll tell her you were asking about her,” he mumbles before retreating toward his truck.

As his brash motor pulls away with a toot of the horn, my imagination is in overdrive. 

Could I end up like Kit? Wondering where my marriage went wrong? 

I pull my phone from my pocket. Even though I have no idea about the state of that guy’s relationship, I need to hear Amelia’s voice. I need to reassure myself that any growing curiosity she might have about her desires won’t ever get out of control.

In the evening, on the drive to the mall, we approach a stoplight and I take a deep breath. I don’t know whether it’s the things Amelia’s said in bed lately about Sterling too, but I still feel the weight of everything hanging between us. The hum of the engine mingles with the soft strains of one of a ballad on the radio. Snowflakes fall gently again outside and I glance over at Amelia. Her strawberry-blonde hair catches the soft glow from the dashboard, and it frames the delicate features of her face.

“Have you had any more thoughts about that ‘agreement’ thing they suggested?” I ask and glance at her again.

Her brow furrows slightly as she looks out the window. “I don’t know, Wes. Sometimes I think it feels... serious.” 

“I get that,” I say quickly. I’m relieved by her apparent anxiousness, but then immediately concerned she may be having second thoughts about Sterling. “We could just wait to see what details he, what details they, propose? Decide what we think of the idea then? Maybe we can bring it up with them when we’re at the spa too.”

“As long as no one else overhears the conversation,” Amelia says and looks right at me.

“Of course.” 

“I’m only considering any of this because I know it’s what you want,” she says. 

My stomach drops and guilt trickles through me as the stop sign changes to ‘Go’. Does she really mean that?

“Amelia,” I say, and need to be sure I’m not pushing her into this. “What do you want? This isn’t just about me.”

“I know,” she replies and chews a little on her bottom lip as she stares at the streetlights on the snow. “It’s just... I never thought I’d do any of this,” she glances back at me and shakes her head, “not with another man.” 

“Yeah,” I say, trying to keep my tone light and searching for reassuring words while my heart races. “But like we’ve said, they’re experienced and they could teach us about S&M stuff. Help us explore and find out what you really like. And if we agreed things in advance, we could make sure we avoid any stuff you wouldn’t want to even try.”

“Vanessa calls them limits,” she says softly. 

“Exactly,” I say but my heart feels fit to burst. 

Amelia purses her lips like she’s deep in thought and then she looks across at me again. “I just don’t want to lose myself in this, Wes.”

“I won’t let you,” I say and reach across to squeeze her hand. But her declaration has both chilled my veins and thickened my cock. “We’ll take everything real slow. Talk every detail through before anything ever happens.”

A few minutes later we pull into the mall parking lot and then, when we step out into the chilly air my heart is still racing and my cock thick. 

The mall is a whirlwind of activity, bustling with holiday shoppers eager to snag late gifts and enjoy the festive atmosphere. Christmas music pumps through the air, “Jingle Bell Rock” which all helps to take my mind off our neighbors.

I glance at Amelia on my arm. She glows gorgeous in the bright lights. Her hair falls in soft waves around her shoulders, and the fluffy pink sweater under her jacket accentuates her pert boobs. She smiles at me and the warmth of that grounds me amidst the chaos that’s been in my head all day.

“Have you thought of anything for your mom?” she asks as we weave through the throngs of people. 

I scratch my head and try to recall anything I’ve heard her or Pop mention over the past few months, “I was thinking maybe a nice scarf or something.”

Amelia raises an eyebrow, “Wes, isn’t that a bit generic?”

“I don’t know,” I shrug, “Maybe. Did you have any ideas?”

She tells me she does. And then after leading me to one of the jewelers where we get Mom a particular bracelet she’s apparently spoken about, we end up in a music store and buy a small vintage record player for my Pop. Amelia remembered that he collects old vinyls. 

We continue through the crowded mall and as we do I can’t help but admire my wife’s thoughtful side and the way she pays attention to the little details of what other people like. No one ever bought such appropriate gifts for me as she does. 

But somewhere in the back of my mind, there’s that nagging worry again. What if that nurturing side of her changes if we get deeper involved with Sterling and Vanessa? If she stops caring? 

When we’re laden with bags of shopping and wrapping paper, we decide to take a break and grab some coffee. We navigate through a bustling food court that’s rammed with people and decorations and the smell of roasted beans, then we settle down at a small table near the window.

Amelia opts for a peppermint mocha while I stick with milky cappuccino and the quality isn’t bad. An older man at a nearby table with his wife keeps snatching sly glances at Amelia, every time she laughs at something I say. Along with the usual thrill I get when she’s admired, my stomach tightens with a primal jealousy too. 

“I might look for a new swimsuit while we’re here,” she says casually. But my internal reaction is anything but casual. “All mine are getting a bit old,” she shrugs.

“Do you have something specific in mind?” Does she want to make sure she looks good for Sterling at the Spa?

“Not really,” she shrugs again and looks down at her drink as she stirs it with her spoon, “But I’m sure Vanessa’s will be super glam.”

“Probably...,” I mumble and despite my misgivings and the conflicted thoughts I’ve been enduring all day, I’m already wondering how daring I might get her to go with a new costume. 
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Chapter Seven
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Wes

On Friday evening, after a day at the trailer where it was impossible not to mentally relive Amelia’s passion in bed last night after the mall, Sterling and Vanessa pick us up just after seven. He’s insisted on driving yet again. His university closed for the holidays today and he said he had a relaxed day there while I was ‘grafting’, so it was only fair that he drove. But I can’t shake the feeling that driving is only another way for him to assert control. That he continually needs to be in charge.

The wives sit in the back and chatter excitedly, while Sterling and I make small talk in the front. 

He tells me they’re going to visit their son for Christmas and stay in some ‘Boutique’ hotel close to his digs. I tune out a little without even meaning to as I consider the new swimming costume Amelia eventually settled on. And how Sterling might appreciate my wife in it. 

I’d have preferred her to buy a bikini to show him more of her body, but she wouldn’t. The red one-piece outfit though does show a nice hint of cleavage. And it’s cut quite high at the back too so he should get a decent eyeful of her butt when he’s behind her. 

Her ‘little white derrière’. My cock twitches in my pants. He called my wife’s ass ‘perfect’. 

And he should know, he’s had his hands on it. 

“Are you ready for this?” He asks us over his shoulder when we pull up in the parking lot near the Spa entrance. 

“As long as no one tries to get me into any gym,” Amelia says.

“Don’t worry about that Hun,” Vanessa squeezes my wife’s leg, “You and I are going nowhere near any exercise bikes or running machines.”

“Me neither tonight,” Sterling says as he opens his door, “I’m here to relax.”

He and Vanessa sign us both in at the reception and once again he waves away any offer of payment from me. 

“Shall we meet you by the sauna when we’re changed?” Vanessa asks her husband and takes my wife’s arm.

“That works for me,” Sterling nods and then gestures me down the corridor in the direction of the men’s changing rooms.

Amelia kisses the side of my face before I head away.

But as I do, and as I walk alongside this much bigger man, I can’t help but wonder now how I might appear to my wife when he and I are stripped to the waist and standing or sitting next to one another. 

What if she realizes there and then that she’s more drawn to his physical appearance than mine? 

I change with my back to him, even though he now knows I don’t measure up to him. He chats effortlessly both to me and some man in his thirties who he seems to know and then we’re both ready. 

“Listen,” he grips my bare shoulder near the showers and the entrance to the poolside area, “Quick word before we go out there.”

I gaze up beyond his hard black body and broad shoulders to his confident face.

“It might make sense at some point tonight if you could leave me alone with Amelia. I’ll give you an obvious signal when I’m ready for that. Vanessa will be expecting it to happen too.”

My stomach clenches at his boldness and the fucking arrogance to just assume I’d be cool with this. But the excitement in my gut is undeniable too.

I hesitate for a moment as a guy with a beer belly squeezes past us from the direction of the pool and with a nod at Sterling, then I lower my voice to speak.

“Are you going to bring up the written arrangement with her?”

“We’ll all speak about that,” he nods then gestures me ahead and out.

Sterling reaches the sauna door ahead of me and beyond him, in the small glass window, Amelia and Vanessa are already inside on a low bench. 

I follow him into a blast of heat that all at once wraps around me like a heavy blanket. 

“Hey ladies,” Sterling says in that deep voice of his and we’re the only four in the sauna.

Amelia is gorgeous in the new, red costume with her long legs crossed and her hair pulled back in a ponytail. She smiles at me then glances at Sterling’s body and falteringly lowers her eyes. 

Was she checking his torso out?

There’s no room alongside the girls so Sterling settles on a higher bench opposite them and I join him there.

We have almost direct views down at both wives’ cleavages though and my dick twitches in my trunks. 

Vanessa, in back swimsuit, has far more on show than my wife but it’s Amelia who Sterling keeps glancing at as we talk. I take deep breaths to keep calm. Which has to be stupid. All we’re doing is talking in a sauna. 

But it’s those words which so far tonight are unspoken between the four of us that quicken my pulse.

“What do you think of the whole place?” Sterling asks my wife at one point.

“I’ve only really seen the sauna and changing rooms, but it looks lovely. Doesn’t it, Wes?”

“I nod my head.

“You’ll get to see everything while we’re here,” he tells her. “Wes still hasn’t sampled the jacuzzis or steam room.”

Amelia smiles at me and I’m almost sure Sterling is looking at her legs again.

Vanessa tells us all about the spa they were members of where they used to live before and as Amelia listens and gazes at her, Sterling interjects several times. And when he isn’t doing that, he’s either tipping more water onto the coals and making Amelia and I gasp, or letting his gaze drift back to my wife’s body. 

The way he looks at her, with that unmistakable attraction and intent, stirs my anxiety every bit as much as it thrills me.

With my heart pounding I wait as long as I can, and then, at a lull in the conversation, I have to bring the subject up.

“Amelia and I were talking about what the four of us have discussed in pairs, but not together,” I clear my throat. “Setting boundaries with some sort of an agreement.”

Amelia shifts a little on the bench and next to her, Vanessa glances up at her husband. 

Sterling turns his attention to me, his facial expression changing slightly as if he appreciates my attempt to broach the topic. “Well, if you’re both happy to discuss that now,” he nods then peers back at Amelia alongside his wife.

Amelia lowers her eyes but before any of us can say something more, two plump women enter the sauna, momentarily lowering the temperature. They greet us with smiles before sitting together on the lower bench at our feet. 

Laughter from the newcomers fills the wooden room, and when I try to catch Amelia’s eye to check she’s OK, she’s in conversation again with Vanessa. Next to me, Sterling has his head back and his eyes closed.  

With the two other women showing no signs of leaving again, Sterling eventually suggests we transition to the steam room, which we do. 

The damper heat intensifies and is almost oppressive, enveloping us in mist that blurs our pale blue surroundings. Laughter fills the air as we settle in though, and Vanessa cracks a joke about how hard it is to see anyone in here - “Perfect conditions to get up to no good,” she says.

I try a second time to bring up the subject of the ‘agreement’ or ‘contract’.

“I’m not sure we’re in the right spot now to discuss that,” Sterling declares from somewhere in the steam and he laughs, “We should probably see the whites of one another’s eyes when we’re on that topic.”

“Sounds ominous,” Amelia murmurs and Vanessa laughs. And then some other people join us and soon we’re on the move again.

“If there’s no one in the outdoor jacuzzi at the moment then we can talk there,” he says over his shoulder as he leads us all down the walkway at the side of the large rectangular pool, then past several tables and chairs beyond the shallow end where there’s a busy indoor jacuzzi.

He holds open double doors out onto a patio area and cold air hits me like a slap as a group of people hurry back into the warmth from outside. It’s snowing again.

“Quick,” he smiles at Amelia and beckons her to duck under his arm as he continues to hold the door open. She does with a squeal at the cold as she hurries out after Vanessa toward a small, raised pool that froths with steaming water. 

Sterling looks away from the wiggle of my wife’s rear with a wink at me and he gestures me to follow them.

I climb into the blissfully warm water of the plunge jacuzzi after the others as snowflakes drift lazily down all around from the sky. 

What should simply be a heartwarming and picturesque winter setting with friends still has the power to chill me to my bones as I glance from my wife opposite me in her new swimsuit to the glamorous older black woman at her side and then the watchful Sterling on my left.

“Worth braving the cold for?” He smiles at my wife.

“This is real luxury,” she purrs.

“Well, if you guys like it, then next year we can all make a regular event of coming here,” he says. Then he glances up at the spa building and the doors we came out here through. “So, while there’s no one else here - and we can actually see one another again now - why don’t we pick up on what Wes mentioned before? We’ve had separate conversations about establishing limits between us,” he says smoothly, his gaze shifting between me and Amelia. “We should talk about the agreement.”

“Right,” I say slowly, trying to keep the tone of that single word even. But my pulse has quickened again. 

“It’s important for everyone to feel secure and respected in any arrangement,” he says and the jacuzzi stops frothing.

“It’ll start up again automatically,” Vanessa says and indicates a dial and buttons behind her on the low wall of the pool, “It’s on a cycle.”

“The idea of a written agreement is to help clarify boundaries and desires,” he looks directly at Amelia. 

“What kind of things would we put in it?” I ask, nerves battling with dark excitement. 

“Ours includes everything from safe words to specific activities we’re interested in trying,” Vanessa says, “It’s been a great way for Sterling and me to communicate openly about our desires.”

‘Desires’. My dick stiffens under the water.

“What about things like tying up, or smacking?” Amelia asks hesitantly and my groin is on fire, “Are they in your agreement?”

Maybe she wants to make sure they’re not in hers.

I can’t fucking believe Amelia and I are even sat here like this. Openly discussing with another man how he might be allowed to dominate her for all our pleasure. 

Sterling nods, and smiles like he’s pleased with her ‘interest’. “Both of those are certainly elements we can include if you’re comfortable to do so. Bondage can be incredibly intimate and exciting, but it’s essential to discuss what it means for the both of you.” He looks from Amelia to me.

‘Intimacy’. He’s openly telling my wife that he and her could be ‘intimate’ together. 

“It’s the same with smacking,” he says, “We call it ‘impact play’, or just simply ‘punishment.”

Amelia swallows hard and her top teeth slide across her bottom lip. She glances at Vanessa. “What do you use to do all that?” Her eyes move back to Sterling and her face is flushed. Either from the heat of the water or this conversation.

I think she’s trying to make sure she doesn’t get in over her head at the outset.

Vanessa leans toward her a little more and smiles, “Bondage can be anything, from soft rope to scarves, or even cuffs—whatever feels right for you both. The key is to start slow and ensure there’s clear communication throughout.”

“Impact play can be personalized too,” Sterling adds. “We can use the hands for spanking or slapping.”

‘Slapping?’

Amelia lowers her eyes.

“But who knows?” he says, “You might also enjoy a little light hitting with a leather strap or cane.”

“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it,” Vanessa says and laughs.

“Indeed,” Sterling says, “But there’s so much potential variation again, and it’s all about experimentation to discover your preferences and then consent and understanding each other’s limits.” 

I watch Amelia’s expression shift as she processes this information. There seems a mix of intrigue and nervousness there. “And how do you set those limits?” she asks.

“We started by discussing what we were curious about,” Vanessa says, “And what made us uncomfortable. We created a safe space so we could express our feelings honestly.”

Sterling glances at me, then back at Amelia. “And remember, this is all about exploring at your pace. If something doesn’t feel right at any point, you just say no.”

Amelia glances at me and I give her a tight smile.

“Look,” Sterling says as the jacuzzi starts up again, “Why don’t I take Amelia to try out the pool and indoor jacuzzi? Let you two have some time with each other for a change too?”
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Chapter Eight
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Wes

I watch my scantily dressed wife leave me in her new costume and Sterling hold the door open for her to re-enter the spa building with him. The pair of them laughing and joking and Stereling’s dark body rippling with water droplets. 

What the hell will he say to her? How will she feel all on her own with him?

“Wes, I know how unsettling this all can be at first,” Vanessa says and I almost forgot she was here with me. 

I peer at her as the warm water bubbles and froths around us again.

“Just remember that the exploration doesn’t have to be worrying if you and Amelia are communicating openly.”

I nod as if I understand. 

“It’s obvious how much Amelia trusts you,” Vanessa moves a little closer to me. “She’s agreed to this largely because it pleases you. So what does that say about the bond you two have?” 

“Yeah, I guess,” I say.

“How would you feel if all your desires got fulfilled as well while we do this?” 

“I know,” I say but I can’t hardly think straight.

Amelia’s in there on her own with him. He could be saying anything to her.

“How do you think that could benefit your relationship?” She asks but it’s like my thought processes won’t function properly. 

“I’m hoping it could bring us even closer together,” I mumble eventually, but if Amelia’s involved with another man, is that even logical? 

The doors to the inside open again and a scrawny guy with gray hair tiptoes out toward us. When he arrives, he sits across the other side of the jacuzzi and the sound of the bubbling water is hopefully enough to obscure Vanessa’s questions because she continues. Quieter though now and directly into my ear. So close that her spicy perfume overcomes the smell of chlorine in my nostrils.

“A lot of couples do find that exploring new dynamics this way can strengthen their connection,” she says, “Trust is built through shared experiences, Hun.” 

“I hope so.”

“So what feelings are coming up for you right now?” she asks and if I didn’t know her, I could probably guess what the woman does for a living. Sticks her nose into other people’s business.“It’s perfectly normal to feel a mix of excitement and anxiety,” she says, “I feel that way.” 

“Yeah. That’s it,” I nod my head. 

“Jealousy is part of a natural response in situations like this,” she says in my ear, “As much as people like you and I might want to embrace the green-eyed monster too,” Vanessa grins at me

I nod but as she asks and tells me more, I can’t stop thinking about Amelia being in there with him and I’m only half-listening now to what she says. 

Until she says the word ‘contract’.

“Pardon?” I ask and then glance across at the gray-haired guy to make sure he’s not showing any interest in hearing me and the busty black lady so close to me. 

“I said Sterling will probably propose basing their contract on the introductory one he drew up for him and I, when we started our games.”

I feel another flicker of anxiety at the word ‘introductory’. 

What if there’s an ‘advanced’ version later for Amelia? 

The thought sends a rush of excitement through me too though. But still it’s laced with uncertainty about how far this could all go. 

“Shall we go find them?” I ask and stand. 

It’s a little after ten-thirty when Sterling and Vanessa drop us off at home. We’ve declined the offer of drinks at theirs. I’ve got an event with the trailer to work tomorrow so I don’t want a heavy night. 

“Thanks for tonight,” Amelia says and she hugs Vanessa and then leans through to our front seat and kisses Sterling’s cheek.

My balls bristle but I thank them both too and then follow my wife out into the night. 

“That was all pretty intense,” I say in the hallway and despite my early start tomorrow, after everything we all discussed tonight, I’m desperate to get Amelia into bed. Even if I’m a little freaked out about it all too.

But how’s she feeling?

“I know,” she says in the kitchen and plucks a bottle of red wine from the cupboard, “He asked us around to theirs tomorrow night too.”

“When?”

“When you were in the jacuzzi with Vanessa. I said I’d need to talk it through with you. That’s probably why he didn’t mention it on the way home.”

“Talk what through?” I watch her pour herself a large glass.

If we see them tomorrow night too then I’ll have spent almost as much time in Sterling’s company as with my wife this week. 

“He offered to draw up an outline agreement tomorrow afternoon and said we could all look through it together in the evening,” she leans back against our little worktop with her wine, “Review it and change what we don’t like the look of.”

Frightened though I undoubtedly am, my cock bulges in my pants. 

“And while we’re there,” she says slowly, “he wants to put me through a trust exercise -sensory deprivation or something - with some kind of guided obstacle course,” she shrugs her shoulders and kind of laughs. But she flushes up too.

He’s mentioned obstacle courses before. 

“Vanessa told me they’ve started doing out their back bedroom for play sessions,” Amelia says.

He’s devoting a whole room of his house to training my wife? 

“What did you say?” my mouth is arid.

“I told you,” she says, “That I’d have to speak to you about any of it. And that it felt strange talking about a contract with someone else’s husband.”

“And what did he say to that?”

“He laughed and said I should just concentrate on how much the four of us will enjoy it all.”

“Maybe he’s right,” I say and early start tomorrow or not, I need a drink too. I grab a bottle of beer from the fridge.

“I bet he loved having you to himself in your hot swimming costume,” I say, unable to completely hide the bitterness that flavors my arousal. I don’t even know how I want her to respond. 

Amelia just sighs but then she comes to me and rubs my arm.

“He’s probably trying to work out how he can take you to the spa again but on your own next time.”

“Wes, you know there’s no way I’d go anywhere with him if you weren’t there too.”

Her reassurance seems to dissolve my fears again.

“Not even if I asked you to?” I put down my drink and hug her, I grind myself into her. 

“Duh, no!” she says and laughs.

I kiss her neck and then under her ear.

“Mmm,” she moans and puts her glass down on the worktop too, “He told me about temperature play—using hot and cold things on bare skin to heighten sensations.”

“Did you like the sound of that?” I ask, my dick fit to explode because an older man has been talking to my wife about ‘heightening her physical sensations’. 

And about her ‘bare’ skin.

“I don’t know,” she says but then she kisses me back before breaking free again, “He told me what he uses to smack Vanessa. Things like paddles and floggers. He said we could experiment to see what feels good to me.”

My heart races and a cocktail of heady excitement and apprehension swirls like a tornado inside me. The idea of Amelia submitting to and experiencing such things at the hands of a man like him is a wild thrill, but it terrifies me too.

Amelia pulls my dick from my pants and she strokes me.

“Mmm,” she says and kisses my neck and then she’s down on the kitchen floor on her knees. Between my legs.

Woah.

Amelia sucks me so hard but I can’t help but wonder if it’s me she’s thinking of at all right now. 

“Is it weird to think that my wife being under a kinky contract to an older guy is horny?” I groan and hold the top of her head.

“Mmm, probably,” Amelia says and she kisses all around the head of my shaft, “An older black guy.”

“Oh God Ames, I love the idea of you being bound by an agreement to explore stuff like that with someone like Sterling - a real dominant man.” 

“Mmm, ‘bound’ might be the right word,” she says and laughs but then she kisses my balls too. 

“Exploring your submission to him,” I groan and hold her head tighter, “while you’re my wife.”

“Mmm, does it really excite you?” she asks, and a sliver of saliva connects her mouth to my aching hard-on. Her head lunges at my groin and I’m close to cumming.

“So much. The thought of you with him, uhh, getting pleasure, under his control ...it’s incredible.” 

But it’s as scary as hell too. 

“And don’t worry Ames,” I hold into her head to steady myself now and my mouth hangs as her sucking and her moaning speeds right up, “We’ll take it slow. Together. You won’t have to rush into anything you’re not ready for.”

Will Sterling make any mention of ‘sex’ in the contract? Surely not. Not at this stage. I want to tell her I’m imagining her on her knees for him right now but I don’t want to scare her. She’s getting so close to doing more than I ever dreamed of.

And I’m getting close to something else too right now.

What’s he planning for around his house if we go there tomorrow night? Uhh, my contract-bound wife. Will he tie her hands? Will he spank her again afterward like last time? Oh hell, will he try to touch her properly this time? That’s what he wants, that’s what he wants. That’s what I want.

“Did you like the look of his body at the Spa, Ames?” I gasp and my body spasms.

“Uhhh, God yeah,” she gasps and then sucks me hard again and moans around my balls and I’m cumming, I’m cumming.
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Chapter Nine
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Ashley

Saturday before lunch I stand behind the chair, scissors in hand, trying to focus on the client in front of me. The salon buzzes with activity. With the sounds of snipping, clipping, Christmas music, and small talk all creating continual chaotic white noise either side of me. 

Inside my head though my mind is a storm. My wife could have had sex again with Finn before he left for work this morning and I might never know. The reality twists my gut like a knife. I’ll ask her when I get home. I’ll find out. 

“Could you chop into the top a little more, Ash?” the client’s voice cuts through the other noise and my haze. 

I peer down at his reflection in the big mirror in front of us and then I nod. I force a smile and feed some of his hair through my fingers again. My thoughts spiral back to Marcie and the way her bare body looked in bed again this morning when I had to leave her to come here. My heart thumps. But at least today she was on her own when I said goodbye. And at least she hasn’t done what she teased me earlier this week that she might do. She hasn’t taken herself away overnight and slept in Finn’s bed to ‘help me sleep better.’

My chastity belt chafes my balls again and I need to adjust the position but can’t do it here and now. Not in a salon full of clients and co-workers.

I feed some more hair through my fingers and I snip downward into it. The irony is, that as much as I’ve dreaded her doing what she suggested and sleeping overnight in his room, this twisted frustration has driven me so close to encouraging her to do it. 

Man, I have to persuade Marcie to get me out of this cage the minute I get home. It’s the weekend now for fuck sake. She told me she only wanted me to wear it until Thursday. I should never have let her talk me into keeping it on last night too. What was I thinking? I need sex. I need to clear my head and get a reset. And then I need to soothe my whole groin in a warm bath, with tea tree oil or aloe vera or something poured in it too.

“That’s looking great,” the client grins up at me but I’m not really here. I’m in an adjacent world. One where I’m watching, but sometimes only listening, as our lodger - the big, hairy guy in his forties - has rough, lengthy sex with my painfully hot blonde wife. Every evening for over a week. Our lodger. Not me. 

‘Jingle Bell Rock,’ replaces Slade on my boss Davey’s playlist through the salon sound system. Each cheery note feels like a taunt aimed directly at me, like a cruel reminder of the warmth of my wife’s arms. I miss them almost as much as her legs. And the heat in between them.

I shift my attention to the back at the top of the client’s head and try to keep the nagging fears at bay.

What if Finn didn’t go to the construction site at all this morning? Even though he said last night that he was. If he pulled a sickie so he could have a couple of hours alone with her before she went off to the shops? 

And what if all their constant sex since he moved back again eventually makes her realize she doesn’t need it from me at all? He’s a big, musclebound construction worker who can probably make her feel things I never have. 

The client in front of me chats about his plans for the holiday and whines about his in-laws and I do my best to listen. But I’m wondering now how Finn’s rough hands must feel to Marcie when they’re on her creamy smooth skin. The way he wraps his arms around her in our bed - and in his - maybe filling her with a sense of ‘safety’ and making her feel desired in ways she’s not sure she is with me.

I catch my reflection above the client’s in the mirror in front of us. Tired eyes, a weary face that maybe betrays more than the bruising seasonal schedule in this salon. The last seven nights in chastity. A whole week. Denied any sexual release, while he takes whatever he wants from my wife. 

My balls prickle again in my pants as I finish the cut and pick up the hand mirror to show the client around his trim. 

He grins and nods and I put the mirror down again and undo the cape from around him. He crosses the room to go and pay Davey and my next appointment gazes expectantly at me from the row of clients sat waiting. I brush the hairs off the seat and then indicate ‘Two minutes’ to my next guy and make my way to the washroom.

I lock myself in the booth and shove a hand deep into the front of my pants. I tug the hard belt away from my groin to relieve the pressure and discomfort there. Marcie swore she’d let me out tonight and I’ll make her do it. This is crazy. I’m going out of my mind. 

Davey is waiting for me when I get back to the shop floor. 

“Hey, Ash, Can you pick up the pace? We’ve got a line out the door!” 

“Yeah, yeah, I’m aware of that,” I snap at him, irritation flaring like fire beneath my skin. Just what I need—more pressure when all I want is to scream. “I’m on it,” I nod and try to smile as I make my way back to my seat. 

I beckon the next client to me and when he sits I drop the cape around him.

“You all set for the big day?” I ask and force myself to smile at his reflection. 

A little after lunch I’m focused on shaving the sides of a regular who’s almost as big and thick-necked as Finn when I become aware of a shift in the atmosphere. Chattering and laughter in the salon quietens right down and I peer around. 

“Someone here for you,” Sandy my goth-girl coworker says from near the door and Marcie is with her. 

Marcie? 

My blonde wife looks ravishing in tight jeans that hug her curvy hips and little black ankle boots that match her leather jacket. 

“Everything alright?” the guy in my chair peers up at me.

“Yeah. I’ll be right back,” I say and clear my throat. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I ask my wife when I reach her, aware that behind me the salon is still quieter than it was. And that Davey my boss is probably checking his watch. 

“I just thought that as I was in town anyway I might as well pop in to see you, rather than text,” she shrugs and her perfume smells as good as she looks. 

“I’m kind of busy Marce,” I say and lead her outside. 

She never comes to see me when I’m working. What’s happened?

The sun might be in the sky but the air outside is cool and I peer back over my shoulder at the salon to see whether Davey is staring after me. 

“Finn suggested we invite Ian over tonight,” she says and her baby blue eyes sparkle with an excitement that frightens me.

“Ian?” I gape at her. “He’s only ever gets up this way with work. Monday through Friday.”

“Yeah, but if he’s as keen as you always say he is,” she pouts, “and as he says he is.” 

“How come Finn wants..?” I try to work out the other guy’s motivation. If indeed it was Finn who suggested it to her. And not the other way around. 

“Finn said he wants his room tidied for the holidays,” Marcie says and takes my hands, “we could get Ian to do the whole house and have some fun with him too.” 

How come we need Ian to have ‘fun’ tonight? I haven’t been near her all week.

“Were you in bed with Finn this morning after I left?” I whisper and peer back at the salon again.

She waits until one of Sandy’s clients passes us on his way out of the salon.

“Not for long,” she shrugs and pouts again. “He had to go to the site, didn’t he? But why not invite Ian tonight? It’ll probably be our last chance this year.”

When did she get so eager to have Ian around? I normally have to pester her for days before she agrees to a visit.

“Who’s bed were you in this morning?” I ask and look right into her eyes.

“Ash, what does it matter?”

“I need to know.”

“Finn’s. So will you call Ian?”

“I doubt he’d come this close to Christmas, Marce.”

“Just ask him. Or if you don’t have time,” she says and glances beyond me to the shop, “Give me his number. I’Il call him. Or I’ll forward his number to Finn and he can.”

“No,” I say quickly. I need to keep some element of control over this. “I’ll text him.” 

Perversely, after everything she and Ian have done with one another, the thought of Marcie contacting him directly still sends a weird wave of awful jealousy right through me. And I don’t necessarily want Finn involved in any arrangements either. 

“Thanks, Ash,” Marcie gives me that smile that always melts my heart and then she comes closer and kisses my cheek. 

“Don’t hold your breath though,” I say as she checks her phone and says she needs to go now to meet her girlfriend at the mall.

“I’m sure you’ll persuade him,” she says and kisses my cheek again.

For a moment I watch her walk away and can’t help imagining Finn with his hands all over those lovely round buttocks before he left for work today. And his big dick all the way inside her.

“Was that your Mrs?” the client asks when I’m back with him. I nod my head at his reflection. He blows out his cheeks and then grins at me.

I feel my face flush. 

If this guy only knew about me and her. And the two other men in her life. 

Three if you count Phil. 

After I finish the client, and despite some misgivings about what tonight might hold if Ian is available and he comes to the house again, I do what Marcie asked. I text him. 

He replies before I’ve started on my next client. 

‘What time you want me there?’

I tell him 7 pm, even though Marcie didn’t specify a time. That should at least give me an hour on my own with her when I get home. More than enough time to get set free.

The afternoon feels one hell of a long one with my imagination running riot about tonight and no release to ease the frustration. But I’m glad at least that I finish at a decent time and haven’t booked any after-hours mobile clients either.

The traffic on the journey back though is real crappy, with the snow started again and at least two minor accidents adding to the delay.

I get home fifteen minutes before seven but Ian’s car is already there. As is the truck that Finn uses for work when someone doesn’t pick him up in it.

My stomach clenches as I approach our front door. I imagine how good it would feel if Marcie greeted me with a smile and a beer, like she did once or twice when we first got married. The thought makes my heart quiver though.

There’s no sign of anyone in the hallway, living room, or kitchen, so I head straight for our bedroom with my pulse thrashing inside my throat.

I listen at the door first, but there’s no one inside. 

Finn’s room? All three of them?

I hurry back through the house, into and out of the living room again, and down the other hallway towards Finn’s room.

I hear yelps first. 

Ian?

I press my ear to Finn’s door and knock. 

Another cry from inside but then the door opens. Only a few inches or so and Marcie’s head peers out at me, her throat and cheeks are flushed, her fingers and painted nails curl around the edge of Finn’s door.

“Marce?” my voice croaks and her shoulder is bare. Why’s she keeping the door almost closed?

“Why don’t you grab yourself a beer?” she asks me with guilt on her face and then she peers back into the room where out of sight, Ian cries out again. 

What’s Finn doing to him?

“I’ll come out and see you in a while,” she says and closes the door in my face.
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Chapter Ten
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Ashley

I grasp the front of my pants. My whole being is torn between anger at this latest exclusion by my wife and terrible excitement at the same time.

Man, how I wish I could beat off. 

I stagger back down the hallway to the kitchen and yank the fridge door open. Somehow, Ian being in that bedroom with them too while uninvited makes this banishment even harder to bear. 

But all the more thrilling too. Ian, the submissive loner with man-boobs and who’d do anything my wife tells him to, is in there with her, but she doesn’t want me. I pull at my chastity belt again then grab a beer. My head and my guts toss around like I’m seasick. But my trapped, suppressed groin is on fire.

I take a huge mouthful of cold beer and swallow it.

What are they doing in there? Why doesn’t Marcie want me with her right away? And why didn’t she wait until I’d gotten home before doing anything with either of them? 

I lean back against the kitchen worktop and take another large mouthful and then with me lost in thought, Marcie appears, empty wineglass in hand.

She’s barelegged and barefoot with one of Finn’s big black and red check shirts wrapped loosely around her statuesque body. Her face is flushed and her blonde hair is messed up and the whole sight leaves me weak at the knees. She kisses me but smells of his musk and I ease her away from me.

“What’s happening in that room?” I ask with my face burning and my groin crushed hard against the cage bars. Marcie plucks a half-empty wine bottle from our fridge and other bottles rattle on the shelf in there. I gaze down at the back of Finn’s shirt as it caresses my wife’s behind and the rear of her strong, bare thighs. 

“Come back with me now and see,” she says and refills her glass.

“If you’re sure I’m invited,” I can’t stop myself from saying.

“Don’t sulk,” she says.

“Marcie you have to get me out of this fucking thing tonight,” I clutch at my chastity belt through my pants, “I can’t stand much more.”

“Has my baby had a hard day?” she sighs and puts her wine glass down on the worktop. Then she pouts at me and wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me. She gives me a wicked smile too though and rubs her firm breasts into my chest and the shirt falls open. 

“Marcie stop,” I gasp but even the smell of Finn’s musk on her can’t stop my excitement now. I fumble my own drink down and push the sides of his soft cotton shirt up her lovely body underneath. I run my palms over the indent of her waist and her bare hips and kiss her tits. I’m literally shaking.

Marcie giggles and writhes in my arms.

“Wait. What’s that around your neck?” I lean back for a better look at the thin silver chain with two little charms attached. Except they’re not charms. “Is that...is that the key to this chastity belt?”

“Ian’s too,” Marcie smiles at me and her fingers with their lacquered nails slide the pair of keys to and fro around the chain at the base of her throat. 

“Why? What..?” I stare at her.

“Believe it or not, Ian suggested it. And Finn liked the idea,” she shrugs. 

My head swims like I’m drowning and I can hardly make sense of her words. “Has Finn had you tonight already?”

“That’s for me to know,” she pouts again and eases back out of my arms. She covers her tits up again with the shirt and collects her drink. “Come on,” she says, “And can you grab another beer for Finn?” Her little bare feet patter out of the kitchen toward the hallway to our lodger’s room.

For some reason that I don’t understand, I want to tell her she caused a ‘stir’ today turning up at the salon in front of everyone. I want to let her know that even sour-faced Davey seemed so ‘taken’ by seeing her again that he forgot to complain about me ‘neglecting’ clients and going outside to talk with her like I did. 

But my head and emotions are too preoccupied trying to process the ‘jewelry’ she’s wearing. Too overwhelmed with what might be about to happen. I carry Finn’s drink with my own and try not to remember what she encouraged him and his boss Phil do all over me last time she was in that bedroom with me and two other men. 

Down the other hallway, Marcie opens Finn’s bedroom door without knocking. 

“Dude’s a natural,” Finn says from the edge of his big double bed where he’s sat with his jeans around his ankles, his thighs spread wide and a nude Ian kneels between them. The younger man with angry red welts all over his flabby ass and his back sucks hard on Finn’s big dick. 

“Fi-nn!” Marcie squeals, “You weren’t supposed to let him do that again without me!”

“He’s only getting me ready for round two with you Babe,” Finn groans and then holds onto Ian’s ears.

“I don’t care,” Marcie takes a gulp of her drink and then exchanges it for her new riding crop which lays across Finn’s dressing table. She glances at me with her throat flushed and then heads over to the bed with the whip in her fist.

I stand transfixed and watch my wife lean over Ian and lash his behind before she pulls him away from her lover. Finn’s shirt falls open to reveal Marcie’s bare tits again and Ian gazes up at her from the floor in adoration. 

“Come on then baby,” Finn reaches for my wife’s wrist and yanks her to him, he grips his erection in his other fist, “Climb on me.” 

“Not yet,” she pulls her arm free, breasts swinging in the open shirt, “Ash needs to cum now. He’s been locked too long. Over a week.”

Thank God.

“I don’t how you do it, Dude,” Finn says and strokes himself gently, almost like he’s not even aware he’s doing it.

“Me neither,” I say.

Marcie undoes the chain from around her neck and hands it to me. It and the little keys are warm from her body. Then she sits alongside Finn and takes over stroking his thick cock. 

Oh, Marcie.

“Why don’t you get Ian to bring him off?” Finn grins at her. He looks from her to the guy on the floor and then at me.

“No way,” I shake my head but push down my pants and shorts. Ian’s not coming anywhere near my dick. 

I work one of the keys into the underside of the little padlock. It’s not the right key. 

“Mmm, why don’t you jerk them both off together?” Finn plays with Marcie’s tits as he’s masturbated.

I free my cock from the cage and from the ring around my balls but wince at the tenderness of my reddened skin.

“You’re such a dirty bastard, Finn,” Marcie says as they kiss.

“You want him out of his too?” I ask and clear my throat. I indicate Ian and work my cock gingerly through my hand. 

“Probably deserves it after what he’s been through already tonight,” Finn says and with Marcie still playing with his big dick, he reaches back to his nightstand and opens the drawer there. He tosses two condoms at me and Ian. “So you don’t make a mess on my floor.”

“Mmm, we could get them to lick it up,” Marcie giggles and kisses Finn again, her hand faster on his dick now. 

Marcie? What the fuck? I stare at her as she plays with her lover’s hard penis, but she doesn’t look my way. I hand Marcie’s chain with the other key to Ian. 

“Thank you, Mistress Marcella,” Ian mumbles and he’s shaking so much that he can barely get the key in his lock, “Sir,” he says too, and glances up at Finn before continuing his efforts with the key.

I should be pissed at the suggestion of wearing a condom. I never wear one with Marcie. But I’m too far gone to care. Even if all I’m getting here is a hand job from her. I’m way too desperate to cum. 

So in front of my wife and her lover and her ‘slave’, I rip the condom pack open with my teeth. 

The strong smell and taste of lubricated, greasy rubber reaches my mouth and nostrils. I ease the slippery protective from the pack and undo it for my dick as Ian frees his stumpy hard-on and groans. 

“Mmm, shall I make them beg for it?” Marcie asks and she leaves the bed with the open shirt flapping around her. She stands over Ian.

“Yeah, that would be hot,” Finn purrs and starts stroking himself again.

She only looks at Ian and he immediately kneels at her feet, lowering his head and kissing around her bare ankles and the tops of her feet, mumbling barely coherent requests for an orgasm at her hand.

“Come on Ash,” Marcie says and slips Finn’s shirt from around her, “You too. Get down on the floor.”

Ian peers up and groans out loud at my wife’s nudity.

Only for a split second is there any resistance even in my head. Aching desire crushes it down and I kneel at my spectacular naked wife’s feet with my sheathed tool in my fist.

“Mmm,” Marcie says and then gets down on the floor on her knees too with the both of us, Ian on one side, fumbling with his condom and me on this side. 

Finn peers down at us all from the bed with his way bigger cock in his fist.

“Please make me cum Marce,” I repeat part of one of Ian’s requests and offer Marcie my dick. 

“Mmm, that’s nice and polite,” she says and cups my balls in her right hand. She leans over and kisses me then she whispers in my ear, “I love you.”

I groan out loud but kind of smile at her too and Finn laughs. But right now I don’t care what he does.

“Let’s see yours too,” Marcie’s other hand reaches for Ian.

“Uhh,” Ian groans and his eyes screw shut, “Thank you, Mistress Marcella.”

She strokes us both but gazes up at Finn as she does. She smiles at him but I close my eyes like Ian to savor every second. And this won’t take many.

“Damn you look hot doing two like that,” Finn’s voice sounds from the bed, “And those beautiful tits bouncing in time with your arms.”

“So why so jealous of Phil?” Marcie laughs.

Ian groans and spunks before me, shoulders slumped as he discharges into his condom.

But his relief at my wife’s hand only spurs me on and seconds later I fall over the cliff too. “Oh, Marcie, Marce,” I reach for her and try to kiss her but she’s not close enough and my head and shoulders slump too. 

I kneel there with my chest rising and falling fast, just like Ian alongside me as Marcie slips away and stands. She climbs naked up onto the bed and Finn is all over her. 

He kisses and fingers my moaning wife and then flipping her over onto her belly and pulling her legs back and up at the knees he pushes his thick dick into her from behind. He shoves hard. 

Ian and I watch from our knees as the woman we adore is ravished doggy style by the hairy construction worker.

“Mmm, oh God,” Marcie pants into the bed as she’s pounded, “You have to cum in their faces, oh, oh, say you will Finn, say you’ll cum in their faces.”

Is this what she’s going to expect every time we have a major session? 

“You ready for it Ash?” Finn’s balls and his belly slap against my wife’s lovely butt. And I know I could just get to my feet and even leave the room if I really wanted. But the sight in front of me and my wife’s request have my warped desire building again already. So I stay put on my knees. And so does Ian.

And then Finn is rushing from the bed. Marcie sitting then kneeling up wide-eyed and playing with herself on the bed behind him. I’m hard again inside the cooling, heavy condom and I’m stroking. Finn ignores Ian and stands astride me like some sort of God. He holds my head and his spewing cock as I throw my head back and open my mouth. Take it. 

After, when Ian has left and I’ve showered to try to shed my shame, I finally pluck up the courage to join them both in our living room. They’re on the sofa together. They don’t see me at first. But I hear them.

“I don’t want you to go to that club. Even if I’m with you,” Finn murmurs to her, “Just don’t tell Phil I said so. I want to keep you to myself.”

‘To himself’? That’s just a figure of speech, right? 

But even if the phrase alarms me a little, there’s something about his seeming insecurity with Marcie that warms my insides. 
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Chapter Eleven
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Wes

I arrive home from a pitch at the Christmas market on Saturday evening with an hour and a half to get ready for our visit to the Marks’ house. I was at the site from 8:30 this morning, but even after a disturbed sleep last night I’m too wired to be tired. And that’s not just because of all the coffee. 

I can’t stop imagining what could happen tonight. I can’t stop replaying the last time we had one of these pre-planned nights and Amelia ended up over Sterling’s knee. I keep thinking about the way he looked at my wife in her swimming costume at the spa last night. His eyes full of desire and intent. And I keep thinking of Amelia ‘contracted’ to him. 

My cock thickens yet again in my pants and my body shivers.

“This will be ready in twenty minutes,” Amelia says in the kitchen about the Pasta with meatballs. But I doubt I could eat anything. Even though I’ve had next to nothing all day. 

She’s in jeans and a loose jumper and when I kiss her cheek I wonder whether she’ll detect my shaking. I smile at her with my mouth twitching and part of me wills her to say she can’t go through with visiting our neighbors tonight. I want her to say she’s thought more about the whole idea of any ‘agreement’ and that she’s ‘come to her senses’. That she now sees it for the absurdity it is. 

But if she’s thinking anything like that, she doesn’t say so. 

I could ask her how she’s feeling about tonight but right now something stops me from doing even that. 

“I’ll just go to the bathroom before I eat,” I say and head through the house. 

When I look at my wife it’s still hard to fathom how we’ve got to this. Slender Amelia, from the well-respected Montgomery family. She’s on the verge of a trip to her older black neighbor’s home to look through a written contract which, in theory at least, could bind her to a set of behaviors designed to help the other man get his rocks off.

In the bathroom, I try to piss but cock is hard again and nothing will come out of it. I can’t dampen the anxiety that’s every bit as strong as my excitement either. 

What if this relationship with Sterling and Vanessa Marks has woken something in my wife that we can’t ever put to sleep again? 

I draw in a deep breath and try to relax. Almost the whole journey home I needed to pee, but now I can’t do it. 

The only way I can make sense of how Amelia has been brought to this stage with the other couple is if I think back to how she defied her mom and dad’s expectations and wishes. How she refused to follow them into the family business and how she insisted on marrying me. 

I peer at my reflection in the mirror above our wash basin. Her folks were nice enough to my face, but she and I both knew they’d have preferred her to wait until she met and fell in love with someone of their supposed ‘social standing.’

Maybe her parents were right for not wanting her to marry me. I mean, look at what I’m encouraging their daughter to do. 

But Amelia has a mind of her own. And despite her conservative nature and modesty, she must have a tough independent streak like the rest of the Montgomerys. Otherwise, she’d never have defied her folks or convention, would she?  She wouldn’t do something like this now unless she wanted to.

Finally, I manage a trickle of pee.

But what if that same independent streak of hers one day leads her to abandon her life with me because she enjoys being with Sterling more? 

Still at the mirror and with my heart racing, I consider my own words. 

The notion of Amelia leaving me for a married man of Sterling’s age is crazy. I mean, what about Vanessa? 

I need to stop dwelling on the negative aspects of this and just enjoy it. Like Sterling says.

And so what if he can be a smug smart-ass? How hot is it to see my Amelia wanted so much by him? And to watch her submit to his kinky desires. With his wife watching too. 

My dick thickens up again and as I dry my hands I ponder the potential contents of any proposed ‘contract’ Sterling might have pulled together for us to look at tonight. 

And whether Amelia would actually ever agree to it. It’s still so hard to get my head around.

“So, is fifteen minutes long enough to take me to bed first?” Amelia surprises me in the hallway with raised eyebrows and a little smile on her face. She takes my hand.

“Bed?” I gape at her. Holy. Crap. Before we get ready to go out? When has she ever done anything like this before? “What, now?”

“Unless you don’t want to,” she squeezes my hand but her smile fades and her cheeks flush.

“Of course I do,” I say and pull her toward our room. But as we reach it, my mind swirls with what her motivation is. 

Is she so turned on about tonight? Or does she want to take the edge of my desire - and maybe hers too? So that neither of us does anything we regret tonight. 

Whichever it is - and maybe it’s all of the above - it tightens my chest every bit as much as it hardens my cock. 

In our bedroom though the fears evaporate. I rip at the button and then the zipper of her jeans. And any fears she may have too are hidden as she pulls my shirt up my chest. She kisses me there and moans as she does and I drag her to the bed with me. 

And as we kiss and we open up one another’s clothes I have to speak about it. Even if doing so might break what seems a spell my wife is still under. Or even though she could be hoping for just this chance to speak about it and to back out of tonight. To ‘bribe’ me with sex and then talk me out of going to the Marks’ house.

“I can’t wait to see the way Sterling looks at you again,” I mumble into her neck and her jeans and panties are right down, and then off. 

“Uhh,” she gasps and her hand is on my cock.

“I can’t wait to see you do exactly what he tells you to,” I free then suck on her tits, and her nipples crinkle and harden. 

“He asked me to wear the shortest thing I could find in my wardrobe tonight,” she says and squeezes my cock.

“When?” I stop sucking her tits and peer gaze right at her on the bed. 

He’s told her what to wear?

“At the spa when I was alone with him,” she grabs my wrist and moves my left hand down between her legs, “when he asked me to come tonight.” 

“How come you didn’t tell me that last night?” 

“There were so many other things to think about when we got home,” she says and kisses me, “I remembered it today.” 

She’s not wrong about having a lot to think about since that fucking spa trip.

“Hell, Ames,” I ease two fingers into her slippery opening. “What are you going to do?”

“Uhh, I wouldn’t be doing anything if you didn’t want me to.”

“I know that, I know,” I gasp and take my cock from her. I lean over her and bury myself inside her. Deep.

“Uhhh,” she exhales and groans in my face, her legs wrap around me and she clings to me.

“Are you going to wear something short? Oh hell, this is so hot,” some saner part of me hopes she telling the truth, that she wouldn’t do any of this if it wasn’t for my fantasies. And yet another part of me needs to know she wants this as much as me. 

But would a wife ever admit that to her husband? Wouldn’t she prefer to keep up the pretense of reluctance? To show modesty or ‘decency’? 

“Oh Wes,” Amelia grinds herself into me and she keeps kissing me.

“I’ll help you look for something real short to wear Ames,” I slap into her, “But don’t worry, I’ll bring you straight home if you’re not comfortable there; if we don’t like the way it’s going.”

“Uhh, uuh, uh, you better,” she says but I don’t know if she means it. 

“Tell me what you’re thinking Ames,” I hammer at her, “what are you thinking?” but then I’m cumming, I’m cumming hard. I groan out loud and explode between her thighs.
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Chapter Twelve
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Wes

Later, the soft glow of Amelia’s bedside lamp casts a warm light across our bedroom and I lean against the door frame, watching her sift through her wardrobe. Nervous energy crackles in the air -or at least in my imagination - and it seems to thicken more with each passing second. Tonight feels like a point of no return.

“I was thinking of this,” she stops clicking through the contents of her wardrobe and holds up an unfamiliar flowery pink piece of fabric. Her cheeks color up, “Although it’s not really suitable for winter.” 

“What is it?” 

“A skirt you bought me,” she says, “When we were dating.”

I cross the room and take it from her. 

I remember it now. It was short. My heart gallops in my chest. I’d forgotten all about it. I think she only wore it once. Before deciding it was too short. 

But she’d put it on again for Sterling?

My dick shifts in my pants. 

“If you both want me to go short then I don’t know what else I’ve got,” she shrugs. 

“What would you wear with it?” my tongue and the whole inside of my mouth have dried right up. My dick throbs in my pants.

“I’d have to put a long coat over it to walk there,” she says and lays the tiny, pleated skirt out on a bed that’s still untidy after our love-making.

“Of course, yeah,” I nod. “I bet Vanessa will go short tonight too,” I say, in case she has any second thoughts. 

“Hmmm,” she says and bites on a fingernail as she peers back into her wardrobe.

I should quiz her about what might happen if tonight changes everything. Or if Sterling tries something with her and she’s not ready for it. If we’re not ready for it. But the part of me that wants her shared cautions me to keep quiet. To let her go at her own pace.

“I feel like the skirt would suit a white top better but again it’s winter, isn’t it?” she sighs.

“I guess it doesn’t matter much if you’re only wearing the clothes indoors, does it?” 

Or if Sterling plans on getting you to take them off anyhow. 

My cock hardens right up again.

“Maybe,” she says and pulls a thin white sleeveless blouse off a hanger. She’s right about the clothes being the wrong colors for this time of year. And probably too thin to keep her warm too. She should be looking through her jumpers really. 

And yet the fact that she’s not, only makes my dick harder. 

“Wes, I need to know that you really want me to do this,” she turns toward me with the flimsy cotton blouse in her hands, “I don’t ever want to betray your trust.”

I hesitate for a moment. She’s giving me - us- a way out of this if I want it. 

“You won’t be betraying anything,” I shake my head, “As long as you don’t feel pressured by me. Or by Sterling and his wife.” 

“I am curious,” she says and her baby blue eyes widen as she looks right at me, “But we’re not agreeing on anything for definite with them tonight are we?” 

“No way,” I shake my head and pull her to me. I gaze right back at her. “We’ll just see what sort of a proposal he’s put together and then you and me will come away to talk about it. See if we still feel the same way.”

“And you’ll bring me home as soon as I want you to?”

“Of course,” I press my lips to her cheek and then squeeze her tight to me, “Like I said before.” 

“I love you, Wes,” she says and still she’s looking into my eyes.

“And I love you too.”

How then can you offer to another man? 

Twenty minutes later the crunch of partially melted snow underfoot fills the air as Amelia clings to my arm while we walk down our street towards our neighbor’s large, detached home. The night air is crisp and biting. 

“Are you warm enough?” I ask her. She has her long black overcoat done up to her throat and she looks gorgeous.

“They better have their heating on,” she shivers against me and squeezes my arm. 

I want to say that her nipples will visibly stand on end in her little thin top if their house is cold, and that her long bare legs will probably have goosebumps too but I don’t. “I’m sure their heating will be on full blast,” I say and squeeze her hand, “the same as ours is.”

For a second time, it crosses my mind that Amelia could be getting some sort of additional and secret submissive kick out of subjecting herself to the cold just so Sterling Marks can see her dressed the way he asked her to. But I dismiss the idea again as nothing more than my imagination veering even further out of control tonight. 

But she is wearing cream high heels in this weather too, which she said were the only shoes she has that go with the outfit. And she’s had to hold onto me tight the whole way while I’ve picked our route along the half-cleared sidewalk.

We approach the Mark’s big home where the snow-capped chrome pyramid in their front garden is decorated with twinkling Christmas lights. As festive as everything around us looks, I can’t help but feel another overwhelming wave of unease rise inside me. 

Their front door opens to us before we reach it. 

Sterling smiles warmly and waves us inside. “Come in, come in!” he urges and he steps aside to let us in.

I gesture Amelia in ahead of me and as I slip my jacket off, he helps my wife with her coat. 

“Oh my,” he gazes at her when she’s uncovered. 

“The colors aren’t ideal at this time of year,” Amelia blushes and straightens the little loose skirt on her thighs. It exposes almost their whole length and makes her legs look incredible. Her pert chest looks succulent too in the little white top that buttons up the front. 

“You must have been freezing out there!” Vanessa calls out and she appears in a skin-tight black dress that’s as short as Amelia’s skirt and looks like it’s fucking rubber or something. “Come on, we’ve got hot mulled wine for you in the kitchen.” She links arms with Amelia but I watch Sterling as his gaze roams over the backs of my wife’s legs. There’s an intensity and intent in his eyes that makes my stomach churn. 

Inside, their palatial kitchen it smells of cinnamon and nutmeg tonight and the soft lighting seems stage-managed to create an intimate atmosphere. Amelia and I are handed warm, fragrant drinks in gold-rimmed mugs and as I wrap my fingers around mine I try to compose myself. 

But as the small talk flows, composure isn’t easy. Not when everyone knows why we’re all together. And not with Sterling’s confident eyes continually straying to and lingering over my wife. Like he’s getting ever surer about her. There’s an undercurrent of expectation and tension that’s barely below the surface.

“So on reflection overnight did you both enjoy the spa with us?” Sterling asks while we sip our drinks. His eyes drift toward Amelia again, more overtly than he ever usually does, and my heart races.

“We loved it, didn’t we Wes?” Amelia smiles at him and then red-cheeked she peers at me.

The house isn’t cold enough to make her nipples hard. 

I nod my head. 

“Well then, you’ll come again with us soon I hope,” Vanessa says and unlike Amelia’s the neckline of her rubbery dress is seriously low, it shows off half her gigantic tits. “We must make a regular event of it.”

“If you’re sure you want us to,” Amelia shrugs.

“We’re absolutely sure,” Sterling nods and then gestures to his wife to top up our drinks.

“So I’ve done what I promised,” he says as his wife refills our mugs, “I’ve made some progress on the agreement we discussed,” he says with zero apparent self-consciousness. He glances from Amelia to me and his eyes remain steady on me, ‘commanding’ almost. “Are you ready to see what I’ve drafted so far?”

I nod my head and then my eyes meet Amelia’s and her cheeks flush. 

“Give me a second,” Sterling says and he turns toward a door that leads deeper into their home.

My heart thumps in my chest. 

“Are you OK, sweetie?” Vanessa seems to sense the tension and she rubs my wife’s bare arm, “You look so cute in your pretty little skirt and blouse.”

“It’s not very appropriate,” Amelia says.

“It’s perfect,” Vanessa kisses the end of my wife’s nose. 

“We’re just trying to wrap our heads around everything,” I say, and think I speak for me and Ames.

“It’s kind of a lot,” Amelia takes her freshened drink and sips some more. 

“It can be,” Vanessa nods and in that dress her ass sticks out every bit as much as her tits, “But remember, you’re doing this for one another. And I’m so proud of you honey, for being willing to explore that side of yourself,” Vanessa smiles at my wife, “And I’m sure Wesley is too, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, yeah, uh-huh,” I nod several times. 

“And remember I’m here to look after you as well,” Vanessa kisses my wife’s cheek. 

Excited though I am, and even reassured by Amelia’s apparent nervousness now, anxiety still gnaws at me. 

What if tonight pushes her too far? What if it changes everything between me and her?

A moment later, Sterling returns, holding a manila folder in hand with an air of pompous authority. “These are merely some preliminary terms we can discuss,” he sets the folder down on the glossy kitchen island.

“Sterling, wouldn’t we be more comfortable going through this in the living room?” Vanessa turns her attention to her husband. She flashes a smile at him.

“You’re probably right,” Sterling nods and picks the folder up again.

It’s happening. It’s happening. We’re doing this.

I hold Amelia’s now-clammy hand and my heart races as the older black couple leads us through their spacious home. Greetings cards hang from red string on the hallway walls and the lights and other decorations somehow feel like a facade that fails to conceal the storm of emotions frothing inside me.

In their warmly lit living room a real fire crackles below the mantelpiece. Briefly, I take in the plush pair of cream leather sofas opposite one another with the low, glass-topped coffee table between them. My stomach twists with anticipation. 

“Amelia, tonight why don’t you sit next to me?” Sterling says and his tone is eerily casual as he directs my thinly-dressed wife to the sofa I usually sit alongside him on. His assertiveness tonight sends a shiver down my spine.

Amelia hesitates for a second before nodding.

“That means you and I are together,” Vanessa grins at me and takes my hand. 

My head swims.

Amelia and Sterling sit together opposite us. He flashes her a smile that feels somehow both warm and predatory. A cocktail of protectiveness mixed with both jealousy and pride fuels my arousal. 

This wasn’t for a moment how I envisioned tonight going. Instinctively I want to be next to Amelia, to support her as she navigates whatever gets shown and said to us. And surely she feels the same? Instead, I’m forced to watch from several feet away, my anxiety spiking as Sterling shuffles through the papers in the folder then leans in toward Amelia and softly says something to her.

I glance at her legs as she crosses them away from Sterling. So long and so bare and so close to the man who covets her. The older man who has such plans for my young wife.

An image of her in my arms on our bed only an hour or so ago forms in my head. Was she thinking of being under his control all the while I made love to her? 

“You feeling good?” Vanessa asks me softly and her gaze assesses me with what looks like genuine concern.

“Uh-huh,” I nod and smile, I try not to give off any sense of how vulnerable and scared I feel. 

“So I’ve printed two copies,” Sterling clears his throat and hands a crisp stapled document across the table to me and Vanessa. She gestures for me to take it from him. 

I do so and then watch him settle back with the flushed Amelia and the other copy. 

“Alright, let’s go through this together,” he says, his voice smooth and authoritative. I can’t help feeling that my wife looks comfortable beside him, even if her cheeks and throat are so flushed that the color looks like a rash. 

I hold our document between me and Vanessa although surely she’s seen the content already. I read the title. 

‘Adventure Consent Form’

I guess that’s better than a ‘Contract of submission’ or whatever. 

And then, as Sterling begins to read aloud in his deep measured tones, my wife uncrosses her long legs and then recrosses them in his direction. For a second he hesitates and then continues reading.

‘This Consent Form is entered into on [Date____] by the following parties:


•  Dominant Partner: Sterling Marks 

•  Co-Dominant/Co-Submissive Partner: Vanessa Marks ('Dominant' only when acting under Sterling's authority)

•  Submissive Partner: Amelia Fairchild 

•  Supportive Partner: Wes Fairchild’


Oh, hell. 

“Can you explain those roles?” my voice sounds like I haven’t drunk anything in days.

“Yes, I was wondering...,” Amelia clears her throat. 

“Certainly,” Sterling smiles at her, “I was about to come to that. For a moment though, let me re-draw your attention to the stated purpose of an agreement between us. And remind ourselves of what we all agreed. This is only designed to establish clear boundaries, expectations, safe practices for the exploration of BDSM dynamics between us. The intent is to foster trust, communication, and mutual respect.”

Amelia and I swap glances.

“So to the roles,” Sterling’s chin rises, “The purpose of the whole agreement is to establish the relationship between the two main partners – ‘Dominant’ being myself, and submissive being Amelia.”

My balls bristle and I shift uncomfortably on the sofa next to Vanessa.

“Our real-life partners are included in supporting roles to the pair of us,” he glances across at Vanessa and I. “Wes to Support Amelia in her exploration, and ensure her comfort during all activities.” He smiles at my wife. “While Vanessa will assist me in leading sessions. She too can ensure that activities remain safe and consensual. Administer punishments on my say-so too if needed and in accordance with any established limits.”

‘Punishments?’

“You’re lucky to have a supporting partner,” Vanessa smiles at my wife, “When Sterling and I were starting out on our original adventure there was only he and I.”

“Vanessa will also communicate any concerns or feelings regarding the dynamic,” Sterling continues, “While also being subject to further training and demands herself of course.”

“Right,” Amelia swallows hard. 

No negative reactions at all from my wife so far. My thick cock throbs in my pants. 

“The first and most important element, are your safe words,” Sterling looks directly at Amelia. “The word ‘Green’ will mean the activity in progress is acceptable to you. Yellow is a warning for me to slow down or ease up. Red means we stop immediately. Do you feel comfortable with those words?”

“I think so,” Amelia nods and moves her hair away from her face. A face that is now close to crimson. “Wes?” she peers at me.

“If you’re OK with it,” I nod.

“I guess it makes sense,” she says.

“Safe words are crucial to ensure you feel secure with whatever is being done to you,” Vanessa says to my wife, and the phrase ‘done to you’ takes my breath away. 

“You must use them freely, Amelia,” Sterling nods and smiles at her. “It’s all about communication. We’ll check with you frequently to make sure you’re always comfortable.”

I can’t help but interject, my protective instincts flaring up. “What if she’s not comfortable? What if she feels pressured to continue?” Even as I ask though I suspect the answer has already been given.

Sterling meets my gaze with a steady expression. “That’s exactly what the safe words and regular check-ins are for Wes. The goal here is mutual respect and understanding. We want Amelia to feel empowered too. Empowered to express herself.”

“I think I understand,” Amelia says and looks at me with a little nod.

Now it’s my turn to blush.

“Now, let’s discuss limits and activities,” Sterling holds up his copy of the proposal. He reads through a dizzying list that outlines everything from bondage to ‘sensory deprivation experiments’.

“Bondage basics?” I echo his phrase nervously and glance across at Amelia. 

“An introduction to it,” Sterling smiles at my wife, “We’ll take it slow and ensure you’re comfortable every step of the way.” Sterling continues with a list that includes terms I’m not familiar with but I don’t want to keep interrupting. Amelia and I can look the words up when we get home later. Besides, she’s making no requests for further explanations. 

But as he continues to read, her boobs rise and fall ever faster and more heavily in her little white top. And Sterling keeps flashing regular smiles her way. 

“Public display training?” I can’t stop a further question after he uses the phrase. A knot tightens in my gut. What the hell has he got in mind there? Excited though I undeniably am, I can’t help the wave of protectiveness that lights through me again.

“Presenting Amelia’s numerous physical assets in the best possible manner,” Sterling nods, “Like she’s done herself here with her legs and slim ankles in this charming little skirt,” Sterling says, “But it’s not just about being seen; it’s about embracing the freedom that comes with that.”

“Freedom?” Amelia’s eyebrows rise, “How does that work?”

“As I alluded to last night,” he says, “When you submit in public, you’re letting go of societal constraints. You free yourself from inhibitions and explore your true self. That can be incredibly liberating.”

“We’d need to be careful around people who know us,” Amelia’s voice is so quiet it's barely audible.

But she’s not shutting the idea down.

“Of course,” he says and nods sagely. 

“But it can be a huge buzz, Ames,” Vanessa leans forward towards my wife, “The excitement of being in a public space, feeling all eyes on you. It heightens your senses and amplifies the experience. It turns the submission into one hell of a ride.”

“Oh,” Amelia says.

“But look,” Sterling puts his copy of the agreement down on the coffee table, “The idea of tonight isn’t to get caught up now in all the proposed details. Nor is it to leave Amelia feeling stressed or pressured into anything she’s not ready for,” his left hand moves casually to my wife’s bare right knee. And it stays there.

I can’t breathe. 

Amelia’s blue eyes flash across to me but she says nothing and does nothing. 

“The contract contains a lot of elements,” Sterling says.

He called it a ‘contract’ again.

“Why don’t you both take some time to digest it all when you get back home? Then ask any questions you may have, or any suggestions you may want to include, once we get through the holiday period. Tonight should be all about enjoying each other’s company,” he smiles at my wife.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Wes

I exchange a glance with Amelia and she gives me an uncertain smile. 

“How about you ladies retire to the kitchen and fetch Wes and me real drinks now?” Sterling pats Amelia’s knee and then his black hand leaves her pale flesh. “I suggest they serve them to us in a manner determined by Vanessa, one to best get Amelia into the required head space. And I think now would make a good moment in the evening for both ladies to begin to address us more formally. From now until the end of our evening? And then when the pair of you return, I think it will be time for a trust exercise. And perhaps a sample of one or two of the proposed elements of our future agreement.” 

“Yes Master,” Vanessa nods and rises. She curtseys in the tight rubber dress and then pulls my wife up from the other sofa alongside him. She gestures Amelia with her eyes and then glances at Sterling.

“Oh, er, yes Master Sterling,” Amelia mumbles and reddens again. She too bends at the knee and lowers her head like Vanessa did.

Fuck. My cock stiffens to rock in my pants. 

“The word ‘Master’ alone will suffice,” he says to my wife and watches the backs of her legs as she totters out of the room on her heels with Vanessa.

“I need the bathroom,” I say quickly and take our copy of the contract with me out of the room. 

I need to jack off fast and then get back to them. But this time thinking straight. And from now until we leave here. Plus I want to go through more of the printed details on my own.

I head down their hallway and into the pine-scented and white-tiled downstairs bathroom where I lock myself in. 

I jack fast into the pan and cum in seconds. Or maybe even only a second. 

But when I’m done, and my heart takes time to slow, I’m tempted to rip the document into pieces. I don’t. I sit on the toilet and scan the other paragraphs. I take in topics like ‘Temperature Play’, and ‘Impact Play’, as well as a reference to ‘Tease and Denial’. But it’s the word ‘sexual’ or its abbreviation that I’m hunting for. 

There’s a paragraph about ‘Limits’ too though, with spaces presumably for Amelia to add content. 

‘Hard Limits: Activities that are strictly off-limits include: ______’, and ‘Soft Limits: Activities that may be explored with caution include: _____.’

And with excitement quickly overcoming any post-orgasm angst or wariness, and desire building again already, my mind races with possibilities and the discussions Amelia and I will surely need to have at home later. 

I scan both pages but can’t find any reference to sex. The nearest to it seems to come in an ‘Exploration Clause’ close to where the contract is to be signed and dated. That reads:

‘The parties agree to explore various dynamics of power exchange and submission within the context of their established limits. Any physical interactions will be consensual and should prioritize comfort, safety & pleasure.’

So does ‘Physical interaction’ mean or include sex? 

I fold the papers away and stuff them into my back pocket then head out of the bathroom.

“What kind of obstacle course, Master?” Amelia stands blushing in front of the seated Sterling in their living room. She holds her hands together on her thighs at the front of her little skirt with Vanessa standing close to her side. 

Is my wife really happy to address this man as ‘Master’? Does she get off on it? My stomach churns but my cock is already stiffening again. 

“You’ll see. Trust will be key as we explore this whole dynamic,” Sterling explains smoothly then sips whiskey with ice from a crystal tumbler, “And although you’re dressed adorably tonight - the pair of you are - I’d like to propose we introduce an extra layer of vulnerability to your submission. His gaze shifts between the two women standing before him.

“What do you mean?” I clear my throat with my protective instincts rising again. 

Sterling continues without missing a beat. “In line with the ‘Public Display’ element of the proposed contract, and to allow Amelia to sample that before committing to it, I’d like to suggest both women take off their clothes - everything but their underwear and heels - and perform the guided obstacle course upstairs that way.” 

‘Strip to her underwear’? And ‘Upstairs?’

I freeze at the suggestion, even in my excitement, and my heart races. “What? But what..?” I stammer. 

“Now, hear me out,” Sterling raises a hand, “There’s no need for embarrassment - we saw one another in our swimming costumes just twenty-four hours ago.” He smiles at me and then Amelia, and Vanessa nods. 

Amelia bites her bottom lip and glances at me as if for reassurance. But even though I’ve wanted this, I’ve wanted to see my wife more fully exposed to Sterling, I can’t react. Can’t even nod my head. 

“Think of it as an opportunity to explore your feelings,” Sterling continues. “It’s about trust. It’s about letting go of inhibitions in a safe environment. And remember, we’re all good friends here. If it turns out that Public Display training is not for you Amelia,” he leans forward from the sofa and takes one of her hands as she stands before him, “then we can discuss that too before you and Wes commit.”

“You and I can experience vulnerability together,” Vanessa takes Amelia’s other hand, “I’ll be right there alongside you.”

The sight of my pretty white wife standing in front of the debauched black couple as they cajole and goad her stiffens my cock to iron. “I’m good with it if you are Ames,” I say but my voice is as thin as hell and I’m sweating. 

Amelia takes a deep breath, her throat rose pink and her eyes darting between Sterling, Vanessa, and me. “I..., I guess if Vanessa does it too,” she finally says, her voice steadier than I expect, even if she looks flustered. 

“That’s the spirit!” Sterling says, “Vanessa why don’t you take this young lady upstairs to prepare, while Wes and I finish our drinks?” 

“Yes Master,” Vanessa curtseys but this time my wife looks too dazed to follow suit as she’s led from the room with her hand in Vanessa’s.

Even though Sterling and I are alone now, in my mind’s eye I can still see the backs of my wife’s long bare legs in that little pink skirt and the accompanying roll of Vanessa’s big, rubbery backside as Amelia left  me. 

A husband should protect his wife from vulnerability not encourage her deeper into it.

But my stiff cock oozes.

“She’s doing great, Wes,” Sterling stands and squeezes my shoulder, “You both are. Tonight will be a memorable one. Just remember; this is about exploration and stepping outside of your comfort zones. Embrace it. And then when you get back home with Amelia later - praise her. Encourage her. Talk about those parts of tonight that you most enjoyed and those you might want our future sessions to focus on.” 

I nod and I’m throbbing so much that tonight even the man’s usually unbearable arrogance doesn’t bother me. 

“Amelia is so incredibly desirable,” Sterling shakes his head and directs me to the stairs. 

“Thanks,” I croak and follow his steady strides. 

Sterling leads the way up a thickly carpeted staircase that I’ve never trodden before and walls painted a soft shade, then across a landing with the same cream carpet to a final door at the far end, which he opens. 

He shows me into a large, but barely furnished room that’s lit solely from the right by thick, fragrant candles which are on a low rectangular table over there with other items. I scan the whole room. 

Vertical black blinds closed on the windows. Two folded screens or room dividers in the room with who knows what behind them? Cushions, pillows, and folded blankets scattered around the floor and flickering in the candlelight. A couple of low benches too and an ottoman. My heart races as I try, but fail, to make sense of everything. 

And almost at the same as I recognize one of the neatly laid out items on the table with the candles as a blindfold, Vanessa appears from behind one of the screens with Amelia. 

My breath catches in my throat as I ignore the topless Vanessa and focus on my slender wife behind her.

Amelia looks shy and embarrassed in her cute white cotton underwear and cream high heels. She has her hands clasped in front of herself, as if trying to cover up as much as she can. 

My heart aches for her.

“Holy Moly,” Sterling breathes out and his eyes sparkle as he takes in both women, “You look delightful. Both of you.”

Vanessa stands far more confidently with her chin raised and her hands by her sides. She wears a thick leather collar around her neck and I hastily re-check that Amelia doesn’t have one on too. 

She doesn’t. 

Vanessa’s stiffened nipples are long and dark chocolate brown and what looks like a high-cut leather g-string accentuates her wide hips and curves above her shapely legs and black heels. Weirdly the other woman exudes an air of dominance as well as submission. 

“Sterling’s right,” I say and my voice cracks in my throat as I speak. “You look amazing Amelia. You too Vanessa.” 

My wife’s eyes remain low but a smile falters over her face. “I feel so exposed,” she says. 

“Only partly,” Sterling smiles at her. “Now remember what we’ve said. You’re perfectly safe. You’re here to sample some of the avenues we can potentially explore in the future. Are you ready?”

“I’m trying to be,” she replies softly, and Vanessa coughs. “Master,” Amelia adds.

My face burns but my cock is stiff in my pants.

“For this trust exercise,” Sterling says, “Vanessa will first demonstrate what’s expected of you, Amelia,” he gestures his wife toward the candlelit table. “I’ll guide her around the obstacles so you can see how it’s done.”

I try to catch my wife’s eye but she’s wide-eyed watching Vanessa.

“Amelia,” Sterling draws my wife’s attention back to him, “I want you to pay close attention to how Vanessa responds to my guidance. This will help you understand what’s expected when it’s your turn.” 

Amelia nods slowly.

“Remember, this is about trust,” Sterling adds, his voice steady. “There’s no need for embarrassment or hesitation. We’re all friends here.” 

His wife slips the blindfold - or maybe it’s a sleep mask - over her eyes and stands near one of the cushions on the floor.

“So let us begin,” Sterling announces, his tone authoritative and irritating me for the first time tonight. He moves behind Vanessa and taps her almost bare backside with his fingertips. “Head held high - forward!” He says, “Right a little, carefully..”

I glance at Amelia and then move closer to her. I’m pretty sure that if the pair of us weren’t apprehensive about her having to follow suit, we’d be doubled up laughing at the crazed spectacle in front of us. 

Surely this ‘obstacle course’ shit has to be a particular kink of his? I can’t imagine many people doing this kind of thing on a regular basis.

Sterling barks instructions at his wife and gently pats her large backside as she’s navigated around the cushions and folded blankets on the floor and then clambers gingerly over an ottoman with her big breasts swinging heavily.

“I didn’t want to do it topless,” Amelia whispers but when I turn to her she’s watching Vanessa’s ordeal.

I glance down at her cleavage and pert boobs in the pretty white bra and nod my head. “Course,” I say. “You’re OK though?”

“Uh-huh. If you are.”

I squeeze one of her hands and it’s clammy again.

“You see how this is all about communication and trust between partners, Amelia?” Sterling calls out from near the far end of the room.

“Yes,” Amelia says and no one else seems to notice the word ‘Master’ is missing from her reply.

My dick throbs as Amelia continues to hold my hand and Sterling makes his way back toward us with his stumbling, big-busted wife.

“Steady!” Sterling cries out and slaps hard at her backside.

“Yes Master,” Vanessa gasps, “Sorry.” 

I glance at Amelia and expect a look from her that says ‘Take me home now’. She’s focused on her friend though, biting her bottom lip again as well. 

“You did well,” Sterling announces to his wife as the pair of them return to us.

“You did,” Amelia nods and her hand leaves mine, “Better than I will.” She runs her fingers over one of Vanessa’s arms and then takes her hand.

“Vanessa will guide you around Amelia,” Sterling says to my wife and I’m not sure whether to be relieved or disappointed by Sterling’s lack of involvement in what’s coming next. 

The big black woman shakes her hair free of the blindfold and moves behind Amelia with it. “Come on Sweetie, this way,” she leads the giggling and now masked Amelia toward one of the cushions.

“Keep your head high Amelia,” Sterling calls after the women, “and Vanessa, make sure she lifts her legs properly as she walks. Think show pony.” 

Show fucking pony? But my balls prickle and I’m fit to burst.

“She’s like a little doll,” Sterling purrs and he’s close by my side now, “Absolutely divine.”

I glance at him and nod my head. 

“Gorgeous tight rump,” he mutters as we watch the woman I love directed and coaxed to climb blindly across and over a low table. My heart thumps in my chest and fuck, I need to jack off again. But no way am I leaving this room.

“Knees high,” Sterling raises his voice as Amelia straightens up on the other side of the table and the bare-breasted Vanessa tells my wife to ‘March’ towards the far wall.

“I wanted to ask you about...about sex,” I whisper to Sterling as Amelia stumbles around a folded blanket, and for a moment Vanessa has to support her.  

“Set her off again,” Sterling shouts. “Head high.”

“I didn’t see any mention of it,” I continue, “I wondered if it was included in the exploration clau..”

“There’s no need for us to rush any of that,” Sterling shushes me with a raised hand, “We all want a long-term relationship here, don’t we?”

“Yeah, I just thought...”

“All in good time,” Sterling whispers to me and watches the women head unsteadily back this way.

Amelia arrives a little out of breath and flushed but giggling too as Vanessa slips the blindfold from over my wife’s eyes.

“How did you find that?” Sterling asks her and moves a lock of her strawberry blonde hair away from her baby blue eyes. 

“It wasn’t too bad,” Amelia says and smiles at me.

“So you’ve had a little taste of trust building while vulnerable and sensory deprivation with the blindfold. On another occasion, you can take your first steps into the basics of bondage. For now though Amelia, I’d like to delve a little deeper into impact play with you.”

“Impact,” Amelia repeats his word.

“Smacking,” Sterling says firmly and Amelia flushes bright red. She holds her hands together again between her thighs. “Which we can assimilate into our play for its own sake,” he says, “or as a punishment ritual. Such as for when a disobedient submissive forgets to address her dominant – her Master - in the specified manner.” He stares at my wife.

“Oh. Yes. Master.”

“Yes,” Sterling nods. “Master.”

My dick rages in my pants.

“I’m sure you haven’t forgotten my hand across that lovely derriere of yours last week, have you?”

“No. Master,” Amelia’s voice now is barely a whisper. But her white bra and her cleavage inside that heave in front of the older man. 

Is she getting turned on, or frightened? 

I’m both.

“You see, impact play can be carried out across various parts of your body, Amelia. Not just your lovely white behind. Can you clasp your hands together behind your back for me?”

“Like this,” the bare-chested Vanessa demonstrates with her own arms and her big bare tits sway.

“Yes Master,” the words seem to choke off in Amelia’s flushed throat, but she copies Vanessa’s stance and holds her hands behind her back.

Every time she does what he says, or she calls the guy ‘Master’ I feel like I could cum in my pants. 

“Once we get onto bondage at a later date, you can be bound for impact play,” Sterling says to my wife, “But for this evening, in demonstration mode only, we won’t do that. But we will spend a moment too on ‘Physical Exploration’. Something Wes asked me about while Vanessa was walking you.” 

Amelia shakes as she stands before him.

That same apprehension, or excitement?

“Turn to your side for me please,” he says and gestures with his head.

Amelia obeys and inches around on her heels.

Vanessa smiles and nods in encouragement at my wife.

“Even buttocks as trim as yours, have cushioning like everyone else’s, Amelia,” Sterling tells my trembling wife and he takes both her slender wrists in one of his hands and lifts them up and away from the small of her bare back. “So impact play and punishment elsewhere can be intense. On the thighs for example,” Sterling’s free hand caresses the front of her left thigh. “Forgive my exploration, Amelia,” he says but then slaps her hard there.

“Ooh,” she pouts and lurches forward as he holds her arms behind her back. 

He’s left a pink mark on her left leg.

“Are we still green to ‘go’?” he asks her and pulls her wrists back to straighten her up.

“Yes,” she gasps, “Master.” 

“Good girl,” Vanessa fondles Amelia’s hair but Sterling frowns at his wife and she moves back and away/

“We can impact the front and back of thighs of course,” he says to my wife and delivers a sharp backhand to the rear of Amelia’s same thigh. Then his palm to her right. Left again. Then right a second time.

“Red! Red!” Amelia squeals and hops on her heels.

“Sterling!” I call out.

“That’s the way to use your safe word,” he tells her and runs his big palm over the front and then backs of Amelia’s flushed legs.

“Yes Master,” she gasps and she’s shaking even more but she nods her head.

She’s not asking for it to stop.

“Relax Wes,” Sterling smiles over at me and he’s still holding her wrists, “She’s a brave young lady. As well as beautiful. And you have to expect that in the course of her training, there’ll be times you’ll panic and want to pull her away. But you won’t be helping her understanding of submission if you do. And once she’s signed up to protocols she’ll have to follow them.”

“Right,” I say as if I agree, but even if Amelia hasn’t asked or even signaled to be taken home, I’m starting to doubt now that she’ll want a repeat session of this any time soon.

“Aftercare is always important post-impact,” Sterling says with his attention back on my wife, “And as our sessions become more intense we’ll need cooling ointments. But for now,” he says and strokes the backs of Amelia’s thighs again with his other hand, “a little gentle rubbing should suffice.” 

Oh hell.

“You’ll love the ointments though Ames,” Vanessa says, “They’re wonderful and we’ve got loads of different oils. They smell so good.”

“But as well as these legs, my little doll,” he says, and his hand leaves Amelia’s thighs.

She shifts on her heels.

“We can also focus on the face.”

Face??

“Can’t we Vanessa?” he adds.

“Yes Master Sterling,” the smile drops from his wife’s face.

Sterling beckons her closer to him and without releasing Amelia’s wrists from behind her, he slaps Vanessa across her right cheek. 

Vanessa’s head rocks and Amelia gasps.

“Sterling I don’t want...,” Amelia frowns at him.

“Then of course that would go into our agreement,” he says and waves Vanessa away. “But you needn’t worry that I’d be as heavy-headed with you. Not while you’re so inexperienced. Vanessa has built up to that treatment over time and she enjoys it. Don’t you my Precious.”

“Yes, Master.

“And we’d have to be very careful with what is a much more fragile area than your buttocks or legs,” Sterling smiles at Amelia and strokes the side of her face.

Still, she doesn’t look at me. 

I glance at the black woman as she straightens her hair and her dark nipples are rock hard. 

“But we do have two further areas which are both more sensitive than the legs and less fragile than the face,” Sterling announces. “One is the breasts, which have around ten times the number of nerve endings that buttocks do for example.”

Smack her tits? 

“Would you like me to show you?”

“Ooh, I don’t know. Master. Wes?” Amelia looks at me wide-eyed, trembling.

“Maybe as long as it wasn’t hard?” I say and to my shame, my cock bulges visibly in my pants. 

“But we would need the bra out of the way to demonstrate,” Sterling says. “At least for a moment.”

“Take my bra off?” Amelia swallows hard and Vanessa coughs.

“Master,” Amelia says, and she’s colored up again.

“We could merely pull it up over your breasts for a quick demonstration,” Sterling’s voice thickens. 

“Just for a second Ames,” I say and can’t help squeezing my hard cock through my pants. 

“Vanessa can help with the bra,” Sterling says and beckons his wife back to them with his head.

I’m dizzy.

“You’ll be fine sweetie,” Vanessa smiles at my wife, “You’ll find it as horny as I do,” Vanessa’s fingers with their multiple rings and purple nail polish flickering in the candlelight fumble with the underside at the front of Amelia’s bra. 

Amelia doesn’t resist, she just stands held by her wrists behind her and trembling. 

If she wanted it to stop then she’d say so. 

“There,” Vanessa exhales as she yanks Amelia’s bra cups up toward her flushed throat and exposes my wife’s stiff pink nipples to the older man. 

“Wonderful,” Sterling purrs.

Amelia! 

But again I can’t stop myself. I rub my cock through my pants.

Sterling holds Amelia’s wrists together behind her back and his other hand takes a side swipe at her tits. 

“Ooh,” Amelia gasps and her knees buckle. 

“Red?” he lifts her head and peers into her eyes. 

Amelia shakes her head. 

“Pardon?” he asks her.

“No. Master. Green.”

“Good girl,” Sterling beams but then cracks a big palm upward over my wife’s bare tits a second time and they jiggle violently. 

“Uhh,” Amelia gasps and her breasts, her throat and cheeks flush pink.

“It gets easier Ames,” Vanessa says, her nipples still hard for some reason, “As you get used to it.”

“Two more,” Sterling announces, “If we’re still green. And then we’ll move on.”

Amelia nods but almost simultaneously Sterling smacks her left and then her right, harder and she cries out twice. Her head lowers, flushed tits and hair hanging and shoulders rising and falling rapidly.

“And of course, we’d need aftercare here as well,” his voice is throaty as he openly massages my wife’s bare breasts in front of me and his wife.

Amelia’s breathing is so fast as Sterling straightens her up. But Vanessa’s topless exhalations are the same. 

“Mm, look at these,” Sterling draws the length of Amelia’s erect left nipple through his finger and thumb, pulling, twisting, and stretching it until she winces and then he does the same with her right.

Amelia sounds like she’s struggling to breathe. But there’s little resistance, zero complaints.

“And the final area we could explore with impact,” he says, is lower down again. Between your thighs.” 

He’s got to be kidding.

“Would you like to spread your legs a little for me, Amelia?”

Amelia looks beyond him and right at me. Her blue eyes are wide.

Is that a signal? 

I rub my dick openly through my pants.

Amelia widens her stance.

Oh, hell. 

“We can slap down here,” he laves my wife’s tits exposed and his hand snakes to her white gusset, “And don’t prejudge it my little doll. You may be surprised.”

“I was when he first punished me there,” Vanessa says uninvited.

“Your vagina alone has many thousands of nerve endings,” Sterling massages the cotton between Amelia’s thighs and he holds her wrists firmly behind her with his other hand.

Holy fucking hell.

“Wes?” Amelia’s voice cracks.

“I’m here Ames,” I move around Sterling a little, so my wife can see me better.

“Mmm,” she bites her bottom lip and lets Sterling continue to rub her panties. 

“If I’m not mistaken,” Sterling says slowly, “these pretty little panties feel as if they might be damp.”

“Mmm,” Vanessa murmurs and fondles her own tits.

Holy crap.

“I think someone is excited,” he smiles at Amelia but her eyes are closed, her mouth hanging open a little.

“But as with your breasts and your breasts and thighs before them, for the most intense results, we need to deal the impact directly to your white flesh. Does that make sense, Amelia?”

“Oh, er, Mmm, yes. Master.”

“Would you like your husband to take your panties off or will I?”

“Mmm, whatever you say, Master.”

Fucking hell Ames.

“Whatever I say?” Sterling grins at me, “Then let’s have your husband play his part. Come on Wes. Takes these little wet panties off for your wife’s Master.”

Shaking like I could collapse I move up close to my wife as Sterling releases her wrists and he steps back then away. 

Amelia draws her legs together a little. I can’t look at her face and with her still breathing fast, I don’t think she can look at me. But when I crouch between her legs it’s clear he’s right about her white cotton panties. They’re soaked. 

I take a deep breath and peel them down uncontested over her hips and butt, expose her trimmed pussy to our neighbors. I can barely breathe. My face feels like it’s on fire. 

And then when Amelia’s panties reach her knees, glistening trails of fluid trickle down both of her inner thighs toward the cotton. 

Fuck me, she’s literally leaking wet. When has she ever been like this before? 

“OK,” Sterling waves me up and aside and Amelia steps out of her panties. “Widen your stance again for me, Amelia.”

Is she too far gone to even know what she’s doing? 

Sterling gives me a triumphant grin and then holding my wife’s arms behind her back again he slaps upward between her thighs.

“Uhh,” Amelia’s shoulders slump.

“Amelia, are you OK?” I cry out.

“Uhh, Uh-huh.”

“Are we green to proceed?” Sterling asks her.

“Uhh, yellow,” Amelia gasps.

“Understood my little doll,” he says but he hits her there a second time.

Amelia squeals and her legs twist but she doesn’t ask him to stop.

“Special care needs to be taken somewhere as precious as this,” Sterling says and a few feet away Vanessa has her hand down the front of her leather g-string, playing with herself. Sterling smacks Amelia’s pussy a third time. She gasps but she shivers too. And she’s still trickling between her legs. Then his hand cups Amelia’s vagina, “Care post-impact particularly,” he says and his hand remains between Amelia’s legs, fingers moving down there.

“Mmm,” Vanessa murmurs from somewhere. 

“I wouldn’t penetrate with my fingers to explore,” Sterling says to my wife, “Not pre-contract. But we can still use the restorative powers of your perfect little clitoris.”

He’s touching her there.

Sterling’s hand remains between Amelia’s legs and even though he releases her wrists and caresses the side of her face with that hand now, she leaves her arms in place behind her back. She stands moving her legs further apart for him, breathing heavily as she’s touched up. 

“Every single part of you is perfect, isn’t it?” Sterling murmurs like there aren’t two other people in the room.

“Uhh, Yes, Master, uhh,” Amelia’s bare tits and her stiff pink nipples surge toward him with each word she pants, and then her mouth gapes and she shakes and cries out. She’s cumming. She’s fucking cumming. Sterling’s bringing her off without putting even his fingers right inside her. 

He stands back as Amelia climaxes in her high heels with her arms still behind her back but he waves Vanessa forward. The almost bare older woman holds my wife to her and Amelia orgasms and sobs and almost collapses in her arms. 

Sterling stands alongside me, grinning at me.
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Chapter Fourteen
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Ashley

I’m certain now that 2025 will be a big year for me and Marcie. I don’t know how far she expects me and her to go down this rabbit hole with Finn (or Ian) but I’m already thinking this may be plenty far enough. 

It’s getting harder and harder to look him in the eye. And the guy lives with us! 

But maybe his living arrangements are the answer. His rental agreement isn’t forever. I’m pretty sure if I made a case for it, Marcie would agree to not renew it again next time around. I could tell her I’m worried about me and her the longer he lives between us. 

The way the pair of them have started to treat me more and more like Ian, that was never what I had in mind when Marcie and I started down this hotwife road. 

The girl I married gets turned on by getting her lover to cum on me. She likes keeping my dick locked up.

And even if it horrifies and disgusts me afterward, I enjoy it all. And that fact shames the hell out of me. 

But I’m probably the one who drove her to this. I insisted that she took a bull in the first place and then that she also meet regularly with another guy who wants to be treated the way she treats me too now. 

There’s some possibility in what I heard Finn say to her though. That he doesn’t want her to take the job at Traders. At least me and him are on the same page about that. But he doesn’t want her to mention his disapproval to Phil. Maybe I can use that in some way to drive a wedge between her and Finn. If I’m sure that’s what I want. 

Because it was interesting Finn didn’t object to the idea of Traders when Phil was here and the topic was brought up. When the two men were both fucking my wife. 

Whatever I decide to do, I need another conversation with my wife. I can’t let her keep treating me the way she does in front of the lodger. Getting him to do the things he does to me. He’s started acting like he owns the house. It’s our home, not his. Same as she’s my wife and not his either. 

I asked her what Finn meant when he said he wants to ‘keep her for himself’. She said it was ‘just a figure of speech.’ 

She and I need to speak about the chastity belt too. I reach down and feel the hard case between my legs again, numbing my straining semi-erection.

Wes

It was me who insisted we leave soon after Sterling made Amelia climax. I couldn’t stay there. I needed reassurance from my wife. I needed to cum myself too. But weirdly Sterling didn’t protest when I suggested Amelia and I should leave. 

And then on the brisk walk home through the cold air and re-frozen ground she and I held hands but didn’t speak. I didn’t know what was in Amelia’s head and I didn’t understand what was in mine.

I fucking hated Sterling. That much I did know. I was pissed. But I knew it would be wrong to take any of that out on Amelia. She never asked for any of this. 

And then as soon as we reached home and Amelia had her overcoat off again I smothered her with kisses. I pushed a hand up her little skirt and onto that warm but still damp patch of her panties that Sterling had first told me about. 

“Wes, am I slut?” she kept asking me but I reassured her she wasn’t. And her concern reassured me too. I took her right there on the floor near the kitchen. I didn’t have it in me to last long enough to even reach the bedroom. I came off in seconds again but I think Amelia was close too. 

And then, after talking and reassuring each other a whole lot more, and with Amelia telling me she ‘only did it’ for me, then when did get to bed, we were both horny again. I don’t even remember who instigated it. 

But I do remember she asked me to do it to her from behind. Which is rare for Amelia. I can only remember two other times. And then when I did, I felt compelled to smack her butt. Maybe because I needed to reclaim her as mine that way too. Either way, she encouraged more of it. But I couldn’t last long then either. 

Of course, after that, while I lay in the dark trying to sleep, I hated Sterling all over again. I vowed to myself that he’d never again lay a hand on my wife. 

But after I did fall asleep, I woke hours before I needed to on Sunday morning with a stiffy and a headful of what my wife let Sterling do to her. What he’d made Amelia call him. That look of triumph on his face. I beat off under the covers with Amelia asleep at my side. I imagined the intensity of orgasms that huge black dick of Sterling’s could give my wife. How she would feel on the receiving end of mine after, and if, she ever experienced his. 

I came again but couldn’t go back to sleep. I eventually got up and made myself breakfast. I found that ‘contract’ still stuffed in the back pocket of my pants and I rammed it in the bin. I cursed the madness that had possessed me and vowed ‘never again’. Again.

But I fished Sterling’s proposal out of the trash even before Amelia was up out of bed. I jacked off in the bathroom while reading through it. 
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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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