
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Black Marks 3

	 

	

	 

	Tinto Selvaggio

	 

	 


 

	Chapter 1

	Wes

	Chapter 2

	Ashley

	Chapter 3

	Wes

	Chapter 4

	Wes

	

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	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 her boobs as lovely and firm as ever when they crush against me.

	 

	“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, and to 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. And 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 as well. 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 purses her lips 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, you know?” Amelia says, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not daring to suggest exploring 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 down at her feet.

	 

	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 too 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 to do with Sterling again. 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 that 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.

	 

	“I was like, mmm,” she murmurs as her tits are sucked and I trace a single fingertip around the opening of her slit, “Mm, like freeing myself from 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 it again,” I gasp, “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.

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	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 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 have to 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 fucking see better.

	 

	“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 she pushes me onto my back and climbs onto me.

	 

	“Oh, Marcie,” I peer up as 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 peers 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 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-huh,” 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 before I can open our bedroom door there’s a knock on it.

	 

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

	 

	“Oh hey,” he 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 him. 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.

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	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. If she tries to keep him focused on his pleasure and not make him think twice about 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 feel 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 when 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 too.”

	 

	“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 her for it all.”

	 

	“I do.”

	 

	“As I do with my wife too 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 as well,” 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," Stelring says, "Jealousy will come up for you periodically,” he nods 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 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 thirty long 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.

	 

	A couple of minutes later, the other guy announces he’s ‘done’ and leaves me and Sterling alone in the sauna.

	 

	“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, 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 and ladles yet more water on the coals.

	 

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

	 

	It’s too hot in here now.

	 

	“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?”

	 

	“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 us define our S&M limits, before we explored each of them.”

	 

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

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	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 with 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 the older man.

	 

	“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.”

	 

	“Right,” I still can’t think of a different word. 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.”

	 

	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.

	 

	“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 in.

	 

	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, uhh, then I’d have to let him.”
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