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Series Finalé

'Who can you turn to for advice after you and your wife invite a second man into your marriage?

My wife Amelia has now enjoyed intimacy with our older black neighbor, as well as letting him humiliate her. In front of me and his wife. And now, after the other couple proposed a formal submission contract for Amelia, I've started to suspect that If I asked her to, she'd willingly sign it. And let them do whatever they want to her.

But I've seen him undress in the gym locker room. I've seen how he's built. And if he gets my Amelia to go even further with him - like he believes he can - then I'm sure he'd ruin her. And that's way more than I ever imagined when I used to fantasize about her with another man.

So if I fear the dark consequences, how is it that they excite me so much too?'

'Black Marks 4' also follows Ash and Marcie as her bull Finn puts his foot down and the couple must decide whether to comply or stand up to him...

This is a c.39k 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, BDSM, 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

“How’s your steak?” I glance across the restaurant table at my wife. A lock of her strawberry blonde hair slips from behind one ear and exposes the silver stud earring there. She peers down at her plate. The rich, almost nutty scents of buttered steak with a hint of smokiness and aromatic herbs waft in the air. Cutlery clinks and voices murmur from other tables and diners. Amelia’s in a patterned black and red dress, and even though it has a high neckline, she still looks so hot. 

She’s beautiful.

“It’s lovely,” baby blue eyes gaze right back at me. She gives me a big smile before pushing her hair back in place and then cutting another mouthful of her meat. “So tender,” she says and then hides her mouth with her left hand and fork for a second as she chews.

Even that last word she used hits me in the chest and belly and makes me think of Sterling. Whether ‘Tender’ is another description he’s used when talking to me about my wife’s body. A word, that in my excitement, I might have even forgotten he said.

You’d think I’d remember every word he uses about Amelia. But sometimes the fervor and heat provoked by what he says about my wife is too much to digest. It scrambles my thinking. It’s like my head doesn’t work properly at the time.

My cock shifts again in my pants at the recollection of the last discussion with him. 

But I don’t want to dwell on him or his wife Vanessa tonight. Or introduce the subject into conversation with Amelia. I doubt very much that she’d appreciate it if I did. Not on Valentine’s night. 

“I love our hotel room,” she looks up from her meal again, “It’s so cute.”

“A little small though,” I shrug, but the room is the best I can afford right now. And the important thing, especially after last weekend with Sterling, was to remind Amelia how I feel about her. How much I love her.

He touched her! Another man made my wife cum with his fingers!

“Big rooms aren’t as cozy,” Amelia says with a frown and her reaction reminds me of another reason that I love her. She never makes me feel that I - or what I can give her - aren’t enough. Even though, when she was growing up, she was used to a very different lifestyle.

But even her positive attitude still doesn’t stop me from feeling inadequate about our situation sometimes. And if I’m honest, this night away with a meal out was about more than me merely reinforcing my feelings for her. I needed this weekend to somehow reassure myself about her feelings for me too. Even if what I’ve read online, and what Sterling warned me about, all tell me that it’s not uncommon for a husband in my position to feel insecure as he goes through the process of allowing another man access to his wife. 

My dick shifts again at that last phrase. Sterling says that some degree of insecurity is inevitable. It’s a huge deal to do what I’m doing. If it wasn’t, he says, it wouldn’t be half as exciting, would it? 

But I wouldn’t seriously entertain my wife signing a kinky sex contract with another man. Surely?

Here, in this place and on this night, that whole concept is outlandish. Hell, it’s outrageous.

I ask her about the book she’s writing and she confirms that she’s finally almost finished it. She describes the ‘query’ letter she’ll need to put together to pitch it to agents and publishers. My steak is a little tougher than I’d like, but I don’t say anything to Amelia about that. I don’t want anything to spoil tonight. But while she talks about the query letter and I finish what I can of the rest of my meal, even as I listen, I almost wish the night was over. So that we could get back to speaking about the other couple again. So I could hear again how she’s feeling. Now, a full seven days after that last meeting at the Marks’ house.

But any discussion will have to wait until we get back home tomorrow night.

I glance across at her again and my eyes descend to the outline of her breasts in her dress. 

Sterling has touched them. 

OK, it was only to massage them for a moment or two after he slapped her there, but he’s had his big black hands all over my wife’s tits. 

My dick is rock-hard in my pants. 

I need to stop thinking about it all. 

“If the trailer sales pick up over the next few months then maybe you and I can get away for a week somewhere in summer,” I say, as much to redirect my own thinking as to excite Amelia’s.

“Especially if I get an advance on my book,” she shrugs but her cheeks flush, like she doesn’t have full confidence in what she’s written.

“I’m sure you’ll sell the rights to it straight away,” I smile at her, “Anyway, when do I get to read it?” Not that my opinion of an ‘Urban Fantasy’ novel is likely to count for much.

“Soon,” she nods.

The waiter, a young mixed-race guy, arrives to clear our plates away and while he does, he makes eye contact more than once with Amelia. I don’t whether it’s inappropriate or unprofessional of him, but his behavior irritates me a little. 

It also though makes me wonder how much attention Amelia might draw when we go on from here after I’ve paid the bill and we have a drink somewhere else. Especially if it’s a lively bar. Not that she’d do anything to encourage an admirer of course - especially not on a night like Valentine’s. But in my agitated state, it would still be hot to see her appreciated by someone else.

“So shall we go and get a drink somewhere on the way back to the hotel?” I ask her after the waiter has left to retrieve our bill.

“Or we could just go back to our room,” Amelia smiles and under the table, one of her legs touches mine, “You could just take me to bed instead.” 

Amelia and I walk holding hands the short distance back through the cold night to the hotel. I’m pleased, of course, that she wants to go straight to bed and pretty obviously for sex. But I’m somehow a little conflicted about that too. 

Valentine’s or not, tonight was a good opportunity to watch her get some attention from another guy in a bar and in a town where no one knows us. Somewhere she might have been more relaxed about it. And besides that, I can’t help the sneaking suspicion that like me, she might been secretly thinking about Sterling this whole time we’ve been here. I mean, getting touched between the legs by another man until she climaxed isn’t anything a wife would easily put out of her head, is it?

Plus maybe seeing that mixed-race waiter somehow made her think of Sterling again.

“So you’re feeling horny?” I squeeze her hand in mine as we walk, we’re on a footbridge that crosses the fast-moving river through the town center.

“I could be,” she smiles.

“I thought you might have wanted to explore the nightlife a bit while we’re staying over,” I say to try and coax her to admit her motivation.

“We saw plenty of the town when we around the shops today,” she shrugs and we keep walking. “When I got my lovely new necklace,” the fingertips of her other hand pat the base of her throat. Under the front of her dress, she’s wearing the silver chain with twin heart pendants that I bought for her today.

The hotel reception area is small but lovely and warm when we reach it and the staff behind the varnished wood counter there has changed since we left to go out. There’s an older man with white hair there now, almost hidden behind perspex countertop display stands of colorful tourist leaflets. He smiles as he hands us our key on a worn, leather fob and we take the carpeted stairs up to our room on the first floor.

“See?” Amelia says when we get there, she slips her coat off then kicks off her low heels too, “Lovely and cozy.”

I glance around the tiny, lamplit room as I take my jacket off. There’s only enough space for a single nightstand on one side of the bed, the other side of where we sleep is pushed right up against a wall. A wall decorated with pretty uninspiring gray and white vertical stripes. 

There’s a single window with net curtains. But I guess you could call the room ‘cozy’. If you had a writer’s imagination like my wife. 

I smile at Amelia then sit on the bed to pull my loafers off.

For a moment, as I look up at her undressing, I can’t help thinking of him again. Of how the dress she has on tonight is nowhere near as short as that little flowery one she wore for him. All because Sterling Marks asked my wife to wear the ‘shortest thing in her wardrobe.’ 

I remove my shirt and my dick is hard again. 

And then Amelia is down to her cream bra and panties. 

Although they’re not quite the same color as the set she wore that night, they are lacy like the others, and equally as pretty as the underwear she paraded in for Sterling. I almost say something about it all. But I stop myself in time.

Amelia comes to me anyway when I’m down to my shorts and then her lips are on my bare chest she’s warm and soft in my arms. We fall onto the bed together kissing and caressing. 

I’m turned on but tense and expectant too, wanting her to say his name because I still don’t feel I should. I kiss around and under her ear, and then kiss and caress her throat, avoiding her mouth to keep it free for her to speak his name. So she can tell me again like she’s done more than once since it happened with him. And like I’ve done too, each time I’ve told her how hot it all was. 

She moans and she soon frees my cock from my shorts but still, she doesn’t mention Sterling. 

I push and hand down into the front of her little cream panties and touch her trimmed lips there. 

Wet, warm and she lets out a little moan. 

“God, you’re so hot Ames,” I kiss around her ear again and ease my fingers deeper into her, I try to silently coax her. “Were you feeling horny the whole time we were out tonight?”

“Uhmm, not all whole time.”

“It’s not like you to be horny most of the night,” I murmur into the side of her neck and try to goad her. 

It always used to be me who instigated sex. 

“Uhhh, well it is Valentine’s,” her fingers tighten around my erection.

“Oh, hell Ames,” I groan.

I kiss her again but this time her mouth won’t give mine up. And then I’m on top of her. She’s urging me, telling me she wants it.

But even as I push into her for the first time I try not to groan too loud with pleasure. I want to listen hard. In case I miss the soft murmur of his name. I’m so tempted to say it myself but I don’t. And as I withdraw then ease back into her again and I hold her hips while I speed up and I do it to her hard, I’m so focused on her moans and her cries that when she cums I almost miss the significance. 

Amelia, climaxing first. 

I hold her and watch her, and kiss her beautiful face and her gasping mouth.

On Saturday, late morning after breakfast, we leave the hotel for the journey home. It was me who instigated sex when we woke up this morning. But Amelia was more than willing again. And again I held off from mentioning the elephant in the bedroom. Even though he was on the tip of my tongue every second I was inside her. 

I longed again for her to bring him up. Even though that insecure part of me was happy that she didn’t. She didn’t cum before me again like she did last night though. But after I’d finished, I carried on touching and kissing her until she had an orgasm then, in my arms. But by that time, the last thing I wanted to hear or think about was our neighbor. 

Above us, as I drive now, any sun up there is blotted out by expansive layers of flat, heavy clouds that spread out with little shape to them but that look brooding. Like they’re about to unload a downpour. Amelia plays with the dial on the car radio, searching for a different music station and while she does, I redirect my thinking to the flea market event I’m due to take the trailer to tomorrow morning. And then my thoughts drift to my latest PPC advertising campaign and what I can do to try to improve the success of that. 

We’re waiting to pull out at a junction near a construction site when out of the blue Amelia mentions Sterling. 

Or kind of. 

“Will you be going to the spa gym again on Tuesday?” 

“I don’t know,” I reply with heart thumping and I peer across at her, “Why do you ask?”

“Vanessa was wondering,” she shrugs. 

Why would Vanessa be asking her that this weekend? I thought they’d gone away somewhere too. Does Sterling want the latest update on how my wife feels about what he did to her? How she feels now about him? 

“Has Vanessa just texted you to ask?” I indicate her phone on her lap.

“Yesterday,” Amelia says.

“Right,” I nod. 

She texted Amelia on Valentine’s Day itself? 

“So you’ll be going to your Book Club?”

“I think so, yeah,” she gazes over at me again. 

The junction traffic clears and I ease off the brakes and accelerate away.

“You and I should probably come to some decisions about the things in that agreement,” Amelia murmurs, “which ones you want me to do.”

My chest pulls so tight that I place a palm on it before I glance back in her direction.

Her cheeks are flushed.

She’s really prepared to do it. To commit to Sterling.

My heart hammers but my gut balls into a fist. 

“Yeah,” I say but only because it’s impossible to think.

Is she mentioning this now instead of while we were away because she didn’t want to spoil the ‘romantic getaway’ I arranged? 
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Chapter Two
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Ashley

“I don’t know how long I’ll stay here,” Phil shrugs after he’s finished showing me around his new apartment early Saturday evening. It’s certainly a better location than the last place he lived. The view out of the window of this white brick-walled kitchen isn’t all concrete like where he lived before. You can see treetops. The whole apartment is brighter and newer inside too. “Coffee?” he pats the top of his chrome espresso machine.

“It’s a bit late in the day for me and caffeine,” I grimace. Man, it’s hard enough sleeping at the moment with the chastity belt weighing on my balls. I’m wired enough with frustration without adding a late coffee into the mix. 

He turns the machine on anyhow.

I wouldn’t have even agreed to drop by and give him a trim if his phone call to ask hadn’t taken me by surprise. If I’d had time to think of an excuse. 

“How about herbal tea?” Phil’s eyebrows arch, “I’ve been drinking a bit of that lately too. Can’t have you dry-mouthed while you cut my hair, Champ.”

“Yeah OK,” I say and open my kit bag on the bare wooden island in the center of the room. “Whatever flavor you’ve got will be fine.”

“I’ve always been more of a house kind of guy than an apartment,” Phil grabs a tea bag on a string from a fancy glass jar that’s stuffed full of them and then drops it into a pale green mug with some sort of motif on it. “You sure the lighting’s OK in here for you to work?” he glances up at the spotlights embedded into his artex ceiling.

“Yeah, it’s great,” I nod and undo the cover around my scissors and clippers.

Phil brings the drinks across and perches on the stool I’ve pulled out for him. 

Every time I wrap a cape around this guys’s broad upper body I’m reminded that Marcie has clung to his shoulders while he’s fucked her. Multiple times. 

And more than once too while another man has fucked her at the same time.

Marcie always tells me that this guy in front of me right now is even better in bed than Finn.

I close the Velcro fastener at the rear of his thick neck and put my fingers through his salt-and-pepper hair to check the length. The feel of it makes my fingers tingle and my heart rate rise. I’ve seen my wife’s fingers in this hair too. “What are we having then?” I ask about him about his trim. The faint smell of his masculine aftershave or cologne is woody, kind of like pine. And even though right now in this situation with me as the ‘expert’ and supposedly the one in charge, I feel weak. 

Not only has Marcie’s body made this guy cum several times, but he’s ‘finished’ in my face more than once too. 

I shake the shameful thought out of my head. 

“Two-step fade up the sides and back,” he says, “I don’t know how much tidying the top needs. What do you think?”

“No worries,” I draw several layers at the top of his hair through my fingers again to inspect them more closely, “We’ll just trim those ends a touch.”

“So, about that sexy wife of yours and my club,” he says over the buzz of the clippers after a minute or so, “I know my Finn boy isn’t happy about the idea of her there.”

“He told you that?” I ask and peer down at him. The last I heard, Finn didn’t want Phil to know that he was trying to stop Marcie from returning to that weirdo dungeon at Traders.

“Let’s say I heard a whisper,” Phil shrugs his broad shoulders.

“Right,” I say and keep working. 

Who told him? Not Marcie...?

“Anyway, it’s not his decision to make, is it Champ?”

“No,” I say. And the more I’ve thought about it, and the longer Finn keeps acting the asshole with me in my house, the more appealing the idea of pissing off our lodger gets. Maybe even pissing him off enough so that he leaves of his own accord when his rental agreement is due for renewal.

“I bet things can get a little wearing for you with another guy around your house 24/7,” Phil peers up at me.

I shrug but don’t say anything. I don’t especially want to spell it out and have my words get back to Finn. I don’t him then whining about me to Marcie and her falling out with me. 

No, if he leaves, I don’t want her to think I was behind his decision to go.

“We’ve got a pro domme at the main club dungeon right now,” Phil sighs, “Wanda. She’s good, but she’s only there a couple more months. She’s one of those hookers who travels all over, you know? London, Dubai. She’s hot, but not exactly a gorgeous fresh-faced part-Viking hotwife like someone you and I know, right? Not the got the Traders hallmark that we’re known for.”

“Yeah,” I say and can’t help smiling at his description of my wife.

But he wants my Marcie to fill a position there that’s currently occupied by a ‘hooker’? 

“Which half of her is Scandinavian? Her Mom or Dad?” he asks.

“Her Dad’s from Denmark. Copenhagen. Her maiden name was Reenberg. She says it means ‘mountain’.” I’m sure I’ve told him this before. 

“Nice,” he says, “You’re a lucky guy. The girl’s a real beauty.”

My dick shifts in my chastity belt. 

“I know Marce wouldn’t want anything full-time at your club,” I say and relay just one of our concerns about her accepting any kind of a role at his club. Her lack of available time. 

“And we’d understand that,” Phil twists a round on the stool her peers up at me.

“Can you turn your head back the way it was Phil?” I gesture. 

“Yeah, right, sorry. Monthly would be good at the club. Or even just special events. We still got a lot of clients who talk about her first visit there, you know?”

“Really?”

“You better believe it,” he blows out his cheeks. “Money be no issue either,” Phil moves his head from side to side, which doesn’t help what I’m trying to do. “Richmond throws his cash at that fucking business like a kid with his favorite toy. Like my little boy Daniel.” 

“Right,” I say and an image pops into my head of the rich guy who owns Traders playing with kid’s toys. I’ve heard some older women say he reminds them of that old movie star Omar Sharif. Or someone like that. When the actor was younger.

“To have a woman like your wife on board,” Phil says, “with her looks and her rare taste for domination, we’d normally be prepared to pay the finder a hefty fee too.”

“Finder?” I stop trimming and gaze down at him.

“You know? A recruitment fee? If an agency brought Marcie to us, or someone just alerted us to her existence. Don’t get me wrong, we don’t normally pay guys for their own wives. Not to just service clients anyhow. But your wife’s way rarer than that. So with Marcie and you, we’d be happy to make an exception.”

I stare down at him. 

He’s offering me money if I can get Marcie to work regularly at their club?

“That fee would be an additional one-off payment,” he says and looks up right into my eyes - five figures easily - if she accepts ongoing part-time employment.”

Five fucking figures? 

These guys really do want my wife there, don’t they? 

A lump sum like that could work wonders with the repairs and updating that still needs doing on our house. Finn’s labor there has dried up since he got his feet firmly under the table with Marcie. 

Along with any respect he used to show me.

“And if you like the sound of that, Champ,” Phils’ eyes slide away from me, and with a satisfied look - like he knows the offer will be too good to turn down. He straightens his head again, “There’s more cash that could come your way on a regular basis too.”

“How so? You’re not looking for an in-house barber at the club too are you?” I joke and smile at him.

“Nah. But you could earn additional finders’ fees for bringing other elite couples our way.”

“Other couples? I don’t really know others like me and Marcie.”

“We keep lists of websites where cucks and more importantly wanna-be’s hang out. Our top girls and their husbands do a little online recruitment for us via the forums on the sites. And that list of sites is growing. Once Marcie is on board, you could get involved in that too. Get your own list of sites to work. Get paid for bringing other couples in. Don’t forget Champ, we’ve got seven clubs that need stocking now. OK, we have regular single working girls in them, but is the married talent that sets us apart. The Traders’ USP.”

“How do the finders’ fees work for that? We’d just bring you the names of a couple?” I try to get my head around what he’s saying. 

“You introduce a new couple, get them to come look around, and then to qualify for your fee she needs to work a trial shift at the club. She needs to pass that and then make it beyond her first three nights working there. We know that once a couple gets to three nights they tend to stay. So that’s when you’d get your fee. Those numbers can mount up Champ. Especially if they get contracted.”

“Right,” I say and wonder whether being paid regular finders fees would make me much more than some kind of a pimp or trafficker. 

“But Marcie’s the immediate focus,” he says and reaches for his drink from the island. “She’s certainly mine. Will you talk to her again for me, champ? I’ll call her again myself as well. If you’re cool with that too?” he peers up at me again.

It makes a change for a bull to ask before he contacts my wife. I nod my head.

“We’ve got a small function at the dungeon a week on Saturday. I’d love to see her there,” he says, “to see you both there.”

“I’ll bring it up with her again,” I nod. And why shouldn’t I piss Finn off? The smug bastard deserves it at the moment. “But it would probably be good if you did try and speak to her too.”

“I will. In the meantime, you might want to mention the ‘finders fee’ to her for me.”

It’s gone 7 pm when I eventually get home. 

“Marce?” I shout from the hallway. I could do without going out at all tonight. But if the alternative is staying home with Finn hanging around us all night, then I guess we won’t have much choice. I need a beer first regardless. 

I push a hand down into my pants and onto my chastity belt to drag it away from my chafed balls and then drop the car keys down on top of the coat rail stand. I head towards the living room and I hear their noise. 

Then I see the pair of them.

“Marcie?” her name sticks in my throat. 

She writhes under Finn on our sofa, her bare legs squeezed tight to his sides. His hairy ass muscles clench as her hands claw at it and he thumps into her. 

“Uhh, yeah, uhh yeah, fuck me,” she gasps and almost begs him, “Fuck me.” 

“Marce,” I say her name again but this time my voice is flat. Almost dead-sounding. 

“Ash?” she pants a moment or so later and their screwing slows. 

She peers at me from the other side of his right shoulder, his shirt is pulled up his back, “Finn stop,” she tugs at the shoulder, “Ash is home.”

Finn lets out a heavy sigh and slows some more, but still, he rocks inside my wife. 

“We didn’t know where you’d got to,” she says and blows a lock of stray hair away from her face, “I thought you must have gone to your Mom’s after you finished for the day”.

Somehow my mother’s name in her mouth while another man is in her pussy sounds obscene. 

“What?” I frown at her with my chest tight, “So because you thought I’d gone on somewhere after the salon, you thought you were safe to start screwing in our living room?” I can’t help the anger or resentment or whatever it is in my voice. I’m fucking tired and I need a drink.

“Can’t you guys continue this convo later?” Finn lifts his face from Marcie’s throat and picks up the pace of his fucking again. “Come on baby, you’ve had yours, let me finish.”

“Uhhmm,” Marcie closes her eyes and clings to him again, like she’s forgotten all about me.

I stomp across the living room toward the kitchen. I yank open the fridge door and pull out a cold Coors. I pop it and take a mouthful, then try to savor the taste. I should go and get changed and then get myself out of the house and meet with some of the guys for more. Leave Marcie and him to it. But I can still hear them from here and now she’s building to a climax. 

Despite my anger, the sounds of her impending orgasm with another man do something to my belly. And to my groin. I can’t help myself. I need to see. 

I hurry back to them with my bottle in my fist. 

“Oh, oh, oh,” Marcie bleats into his neck, her arms, and legs cling to him, her body undulating beneath him as the waves of ecstasy carry her away. 

I stand a few feet from my wife, but miles away, breathing fast as another man holds her through her climax. 

And then he’s fucking her in a frenzy, mauling and kissing her tits which I hadn’t even noticed he pulled from her bra, kissing and devouring her mouth as his body devours hers.

“Where you want me to cum? Where you want me to cum?” he pants at her, “In his face again? In his face?”

Marcie moans and tries to look over his shoulder for me. 

“You can forget that,” I say even though a part of me is tempted. I’m too pissed off with them. 

“Uhhhh,” Finn tenses and grunts almost like he threw up. And then he falls still on her, crushing her, panting and breathing like he just boxed ten rounds. 

“When I pull out,” he says over his shoulder a moment or so later and still breathing hard, “You want to clean up for us down here?” 

“Err, no,” I say firmly. It’s times like these when I wish I was as big as him. So I could throw the asshole out of the house when I’m not in the mood for him. 

Like now. 

“I got a call from your boss Phil asking me to give him a trim,” I say to Finn’s back and right now I want to stick a verbal knife in him, “You haven’t seen his new apartment, have you? It’s pretty cool. Marcie, he’s mad keen to get you back to Trader’s.” 

“She’s not going back though. Are you Marce?” he kisses her forehead. 

Asshole used the same abbreviation of her name as I do.

“I don’t think so,” she says. 

“I thought we agreed,” he leans back off her and peers right at her.

“He’s talking shitloads of money Marcie,” I take a seat with my beer on the same armchair I watched from the first time he and Phil shared my wife. “A five-figure, one-off payment.”

“Five figures?” Marcie squeezes out from under Finn and onto her feet with a hand between her thighs. Her nipples look bitten and sore. Or maybe just chafed from his unshaven face.

“That’s what he said,” I say but her nakedness makes my caged cock throb with frustration. 

“Pity he doesn’t throw any money around in the direction of his site guys,” Finn snorts from the sofa.

“Have you and him had a row?” I ask but try not to gloat at him as Marcie passes me on her way out of the room with a hand still between her legs.

“He’s taking liberties since he started back at that club with that Coyle dude,” Finn says and wriggles his trousers back up.

“He’s probably just busy,” Marcie calls back at him and she must be on her way to the bathroom.

“Regular wages on top of the lump sum Marce,” I say loud enough for Finn to hear and I follow my wife, “Just for appearing there.”

“Appearing there?” Marcie laughs in the bathroom and then she squats, “You make it sound like a respectable actress role.”

A ‘Hooker’ role, more like. 

“Hold my balls Marce,” I move toward her and gesture at my groin.“You’d only have to commit to one night a month by the sound of it,” I shrug and if I was still hesitant about her returning there, then after the greeting I just got when I came home, I don’t care. I want Finn to be pissed off. “Possibly even less than once a month. Acting the femdom like you do with Ian but getting paid for it.”

“The money would be a massive help to get everything here finished off,” Marcie massages my balls through my pants as she pees and glances around me at the bathroom walls. She bites her bottom lip, “It’s just the idea of getting recognized while we’re there.”

“Uhh,” I groan at her gentle touch, “Just insist on wearing one of those fancy masks again when you’re there.”

“She won’t need no mask,” Finn leans against the door frame, “Fancy or not. She won’t be going back there.” 
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Chapter Three
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Wes

Early Saturday evening when Amelia and I are back from the trip and we’ve unpacked and then had something to eat, I’m sat alone in front of the TV while she has a bath. I’m brooding some more about her bringing up the subject of  Sterling’s contract. 

I’m excited of course. But at the same time, really scared. What husband wouldn’t be? If I’m honest, I guess in the excitement and intensity of watching what happened on our last visit to theirs - when he touched her and made her cum - I’d put most of my thoughts about his proposed ‘agreement’ to the back of my mind. The formality of a ‘written’ commitment. Something that in theory, ‘binds’ my wife to another man.

My cock thickens again in my pants. 

She’s the one who brought up the subject of his contract again. And the idea has always seemed to excite her. But again, if I’m honest, it has me too. Surely now though, after what he did to her the last time, she must know that he’s planning to use her for sex too?

My dick is rock hard, even as my stomach churns.

Maybe there’s no need to be so apprehensive. As the draft arrangement said, any activities we agree to will always remain subject to ongoing review and revisions. We’d have regular discussions to make sure Amelia and I were both happy with the way the relationship was going. 

I know that part of what scares me is that I deliberately didn’t mention him or Vanessa at all while we were away. And when she didn’t either, I wondered whether the guilt after that last time had gotten to her and that she just never wanted to talk about it again. Or do anything with him. Or that maybe that last occasion was enough of an ‘exploration of her dark side’ for her.  

I flick at the TV channels some more. 

This whole situation would be so difficult to explain to anyone who’d never been in a similar position. Impossible to explain probably. What ‘normal’ person would believe that any husband could even have mixed feelings about a situation like this? Never mind activity want to take things further. 

On Prime, I eventually find some new Cop show that looks half decent. I click into the first episode which turns out to be the original pilot and I settle down to watch it.

Amelia appears in a pale pink bathrobe just as I’m about to start the second episode. Her hair is still damp and because of that, looks darker than normal. “I brought this from your nightstand so we can look through it again,” she has a document in her hands. And I know what those papers are. 

“Shall I make us a drink before we look at it?” she asks. Her cheeks are flushed and I don’t know whether it’s embarrassment at what she’s suggested, or the heat of the bathwater. 

“OK,” I sit up and my heart thumps against my ribs.

Amelia hands me the papers and I watch the wiggle of her butt in the bathrobe as she goes back toward the kitchen. 

‘Lovely and tight’, Sterling called it after he’d slapped it in front of me. 

And as much as I’ve fantasized about all this, and as excited as I am on one level, now after she’s given me his proposal again, and this time she seems ready to give the content serious consideration, I feel sick. It’s like I’m getting strapped into the seat of a huge, sheer drop ride at a hellish fairground or Halloween theme park. Staring down into the dark abyss with a fucking hard-on. 

She’s deadly serious about it. 

My hands tremble as I re-read the first page. 

‘Submission Contract’. The very phrase ripples through my gut and chest. And then under the title: ‘Submissive Partner’ is Amelia’s name. Both individual words of her role send firecrackers of quivering arousal and heart-stopping dread through me. 

Even if the sessions with this older couple are no more than games, my wife is prepared to surrender her free will during them to another man. To enter into a ‘partnership’ with an older black man. A man with a clear intention to sexually dominate my wife too. 

And there in print is his name too. ‘Sterling Marks’, under the heading of ‘Dominant Partner’. 

No one who ever knew me or Amelia would believe we could ever put ourselves in a position like this. 

I draw in a deep breath to try to steady myself.  

“Are you OK?” Amelia returns to me with a concerned look on her face. She’s got a glass of wine in one hand and a beer for me in her other.  

I nod my head to dismiss her concerns and she hands me my drink. 

Amelia squeezes in alongside me on the sofa with her wine. She’s warm and smells of lavender and vanilla bath oil. She holds her glass in both hands and peers down at the papers on my lap. My gaze though is on her, the lovely long eyelashes and baby blue eyes as she reads. 

My dick throbs for her but my heart pains too, strangely, for how ‘unspoiled’ she used to be. For how she was before Sterling Marks and his wife moved here as our neighbors.

“We definitely want to keep the safe words, don’t we?” She half-laughs without looking at me.

I swallow hard. “Yeah,” I say with a tight throat.

“I’m still not sure about this ‘Public Display’ part,” Amelia says and now she does look up at me, “Even if it was in front of people who didn’t know us.”

Is she really even considering that?

“You kind of did something like that the last time we were at theirs though, didn’t you?” I say, encouraging her despite my misgivings. I reposition the papers on my lap a little, to keep my erection hidden. 

“Hmm,” Amelia murmurs and takes another sip of her wine.

“I guess you’ll never know how much you might enjoy some of the things in here,” I say and tap the papers, conscious even so that I could be self-harming myself and her, “Until you’ve tried things.” For a second, despite the cold beer, my mouth dries up, “I mean who’d have thought you’d enjoy climbing over obstacles for him?” I add and my dick throbs.

“Enjoyable for you watching maybe,” Amelia reddens.

You certainly seemed to enjoy the smacking, and especially the ‘Aftercare’, when he groped your tits and between your legs. And when he touched your clit until you came, Amelia.

She hesitates but then reads further sections out to me - ‘Sensation Play with Punishments’, ‘Roleplay with Consequences’ (which boggles my mind and makes me wonder about the state of Sterling’s), but the whole time my cock oozes pre-cum and my taut stomach curdles.

Until soon, I can’t take any more.

“The trouble is Ames,” I pry her wine glass from her hands, “Hearing all that, and imagining you in the situations...,” I put my drink down too and pull her to me, “It’s given me a hard-on.”

“I can tell,” she says and squeezes me there. 

I ease her robe apart enough to expose her pert boobs and pink nipples. I suck on one of them.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” she moans and fondles my hair.

“He must be thinking about you every night now,” I say and suck hard.

“Uhhmm,” she moans and pushes her boob against my face, “You sure you want me to go ahead with this Wes?” My cock is out of my pants now and it’s in her little hand. 

“Yes, oh God yes Ames,” I croak but open her robe right up. I roll her onto her back and push her thighs wide apart.

“We won’t regret it, will we Wes?”

“Oh Ames,” I shove my cock into her and she groans.

On Tuesday in the trailer, when Sterling texts me to say what time he’ll be picking me up for the gym, I don’t even bother to argue about who should drive. I just assume that he wants to do it again. 

And on the journey to his spa, he barely speaks about his own Valentine’s weekend away with his wife before he steers the subject to Amelia. 

“How has your young lady been since our last encounter?”

“Better than she was after the first time,” I answer after a moment or two. But I’m unsure exactly how much to admit to him.

“How so?”

“She seems less confused about everything,” I say and glance at his confident face as he drives. I try to gauge his reaction. “More committed maybe,” I say, and that middle word makes my dick thicken again.

“Perfect,” he says, “I should think that seeing all the details laid out will have helped her.”

I nod my head.

“That young, slender body though,” Sterling shakes his head and looks lost in thought.

“Yeah,” I finally manage to reply. “I’ve always loved her shape.”

When we arrive and hit the gym with its familiar clang of weights filling the air, I settle onto a bench right away and try to focus on my intended workout. Sterling in his tight vest and tapered joggers is again keen to have his say about what I do here though. 

“You should add on at least another 10 KGs,” he nods, his tone brooking no argument. He leans in ready to adjust the load for me, his musk thick.

“It’s OK,” I shake my head, “I can do it,” I adjust the weight upwards before he can, even though I’m wary of pushing myself too hard.

He watches me with his hands on his hips for a moment or two before heading away to one of the bike machines across the gym.

I push through as many heavy reps as I can, but each strained movement feels like a further step downward into surrender—not just here in the gym but in this whole unbalanced relationship.

Later, on another machine, he joins me again, offering small corrections, subtle yet precise and irritating. And I don’t know if my thoughts are an overreaction when he’s only trying to be helpful, or if his words and actions really are all about reinforcing his control. “Keep your back straighter,” he frowns, and despite my resentment, I comply.

There’s a tension between us that he may not even feel. For me though, it’s a confused, swirling discomfort - harassment almost - mixed with bleak but heated arousal. His authoritative manner grates on my nerves, yet because he’s touched Amelia (and she wants more of him), his behavior excites me too. 

How do you reconcile these feelings? 

“You’re getting stronger,” he says at one point though with a hint of pride in his voice.

Back in the changing rooms after an hour and a half or so and we’re alone there. Sterling begins to strip unashamedly. There’s no time for the sauna or pool tonight but we plan to take showers. 

“So you think Amelia will sign our agreement soon?” he asks quietly.

“I think so,” My head buzzes at the question but I turn my back on him and tug my sweat-soaked t-shirt over my head, “We talked about it again last night.”

“Remind her that it’s not just about the rules or restrictions placed on her. It’s more to do with trust and understanding. The shared fantasy. And the visibility she said she wanted. No surprises.”

I think she got a big enough surprise from your fingers the last time. 

“Right,” I glance back at him, wondering if there are any hidden motives behind his words. But all I see is a bare-chested, powerfully built man who knows exactly what he wants—and maybe even knows what my Amelia wants before she does.

Another guy wanders in dripping from the poolside and Sterling changes the subject completely. He talks scathingly to me about the government but the potentially ‘welcome’ effects of recent AI developments out of China. 

I tune his sermon out as the other guy leaves us alone again. Sterling pulls his trainers and then joggers down his strong thighs and off, and even with my back to him, this close and when he’s down to just his underpants, I can’t help but imagine again what intense effect his hard black body would have on my Amelia. If she lay impaled underneath it.

And despite his boorishness and arrogance as he continues to talk and digs his shampoo from his holdall then stuffs the bag back into his locker, I feel an awful compulsion to wallow in his blatant physical superiority. 

I’m shaking. 

I turn back in his direction and let him be in no doubt of my narrow shoulders and pudgy belly. 

Sterling stops talking and pulls down his tight, bulging boxers.

I try not to stare at what I know is a thick, circumcised black cock. But it’s so impossibly long too. My heart hammers me. Big shaved balls roll sleepily behind his soft cock. He smiles at me and makes no attempt to hide his giant genitalia.

I want him to know for sure.

I take a deep breath and in one go, shove my own shorts and pants right down. Let him see up close and personal how little there is to compete with what he possesses. Red-faced, I hesitate for a second in the nude before collecting my towel and shampoo for the showers. 

“So,” he says with his towel and shampoo in the same fist, “Do you think Amelia could take this?” He points at his dick with a thick index finger, “When we get her that far?”

“I don’t know,” the phrase sticks in my throat and I have to force my eyes upward again to his face. 

“You might also want to prepare yourself for another question that’ll likely occur to you at some point,” he says with a smirk.

“What’s that?”

“Assuming we introduce her to mine, how will that little doll feel about taking yours again?” he grins and eyes my groin. 

On the way home afterward through the night, the rhythmic hum of his luxury Lexus SUV engine fills the space between us. He navigates the motor through the winding streets. Those questions he asked about our bodies and Amelia before we showered though, still echo in my head. And the point is, I don’t even know if he meant to humiliate me with them. They were both perfectly valid. And I’ve wondered about them many times myself before. 

Alongside me, Sterling’s gaze remains fixed on the road. 

Is he contemplating the same thing as me? 

“So how are you finding her gradual transformation, Wes?” He asks, “What differences are you seeing in her when the two of you are alone?”

I shrug, my throat suddenly dry. “It’s been an eye-opener,” I say trying to work out how I should describe what I’ve witnessed of my wife under this man’s control, the cloudy cocktail of anxiety, awe, and incredible, sickening excitement I’ve felt.

“You might feel more stirring inside you than the mere desire to see her used,” he says, his voice smooth, and despite the chilling topic, his tone somehow reassuring, “When you’re witnessing such an intimate transformation in the woman you love. It’s not just about her journey—it’s about yours as well.”

His words resonate with a terrible truth that I’ve barely dared acknowledge to myself. There’s an extra undeniable aspect to this whole forbidden dynamic, a pull that’s more than the need to simply observe Amelia.

“I mean, have you considered, that joining Amelia to some extent on the journey into submission might bring you two even closer?”

‘Joining’ her?

“It doesn’t have to be a big deal,” he shrugs as he drives, “In some ways, the attraction is probably inevitable once you start to see your partner exploring parts of themselves with a dominant presence.”

He isn’t seriously suggesting that I’m subjected to the same things as Amelia?

“I’ve said it to you before,” he smiles, “When you told us all of your initial fantasy, when you talked of buying Amelia’s outfit to present her in to her bull.”

I flush at the memory.

“That would be a submissive act for a husband, Wes. But then again, so is the whole act of handing her over to a Master.”

The suggestion and its implications hang in the air. My mind races with the unsettling unspoken possibilities and a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—embarrassment at the outlandish idea, yet twisted curiosity which only proves how corrupted this whole three - or four way - relationship already is.

“Think about it,” Sterling glances across at me again with a knowing smile, “Accompanying Amelia could allow you to experience what she’s going through in an even deeper way. It could strengthen what you share.”

He can’t mean it.

And I most certainly can’t do it. 

But his calm words almost normalize what I know is an extraordinary proposition. And maybe that’s how Amelia was persuaded by him. Each of those evenings after book club when she went back to the Marks’ house with the pair of them. 

“I don’t think so Sterling,” I reply finally, and try to smile with what I hope might be mistaken for amusement. And I hope too that my voice doesn’t betray the conflict in me. “What we’re doing already is plenty enough ‘exploration’, I think.” 

And more than enough upheaval for any couple. My wife needs a steady hand alongside her if she’s to carry on with this. 

“Understood,” Sterling nods, his attitude seemingly supportive rather than pressuring. “It’s about whatever feels right for both of you. And over time that may change. There’s no rush.”

Is he expecting me to change my mind?

We reach our neighborhood with us both silent again but his words linger in my mind, weaving through what feels tangled web of muted desire and shame. I don’t even know where the feelings come from. Or why. 

The car rolls to a stop outside our house and I peer over at him. 

“I’ll get back to mine now,” he says and glances up the road, “See if I can’t grab a few minutes with my ‘Little Doll’. Have a word or two about our agreement before Vanessa and I send her back home to you.” 


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter Four
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Wes

The house is silent as I step inside, the soft click of the door amplifying the stillness. I call out Amelia’s name though just in case. No reply. I replay the words of Sterling’s suggestion before he dropped me off outside a few moments ago. He thinks that at some stage I’ll want to get involved in his S&M play too? 

Well, the smug bastard is wrong about that.

How keen was he to get back home and see if Amelia was there with his wife after Book Club though? 

I place my front door key in the drawer. Is it odd that I’m never invited back to his after our gym sessions when he knows Amelia will be there with Vanessa? Maybe they don’t want me there so that they can ‘work on her’ together? Try to mold her.

To some husbands, an hour or so of solitude in their home might be a welcome opportunity to relax. But not me. Not anymore. 

I hurry straight to the bathroom. I fumble with the knot in the drawstring of my jogging pants but eventually undo it and shove the pants down. 

Mmm, oh hell, Amelia. 

I hold my balls in one hand and jerk my erection with the other. I try to picture the scene at theirs at the moment. Sterling’s eyes lingering on my wife’s slim figure, him recalling her body heat and orgasm when his fingers touched between her legs. Amelia flushed in front of him at the same recollection.

And what if that subject is brought up between the three of them tonight? I should be there too!

I can’t cope. My body tenses and I groan. My knees give way and I discharge into the toilet. 

It’s almost a quarter to ten, and I’m on the sofa after two more sessions in the bathroom when I hear Amelia’s key in the front door. 

“Hey,” she says softly and places her shoulder bag on the chair.

“At last,” I smile and watch her slip her jacket off. As I do, I appraise her strawberry blonde hair on the shoulders of her cream jumper and her dark jeans and I try to imagine what Sterling made of his ‘Little Doll’s’ slender figure in the outfit. Whether he ‘approved’. 

My dick shifts in my pants at the thought of another man having a ‘pet name’ for my wife. 

“How was the gym?” she asks and comes to sit with me. She kisses my cheek, “Sterling says you’re really getting into it.”

“Maybe,” I shrug and can’t help but feel irritated about him discussing my gym ‘performance’ with my wife. 

“What else did you talk about with him, apart from me at the gym?”

“They both mentioned our last evening together,” Amelia blushes, and her long eyelashes flicker before she lowers her baby blue eyes, “Obviously. Vanessa brought it up at book club. She wanted to know how I was feeling about everything.”

“And what did you say?” I ask, trying to keep my tone neutral despite my cock stiffening again in my pants. 

“Just that it’s been a lot to take in,” she shrugs, and then her eyes meet mine, “She said it was the same for her. You know, after seeing what he..., And now that both me and her are.... You know. Well, that all four of us really are..,” she tries to say and puts a hand on my thigh.

Her hesitant phrasing stirs a storm of emotions in me. I can’t help but be fearful of her attraction to Sterling, even as my excitement for the same thing mounts in me all over again. 

“I brought up the subject of the agreement,” she says, her voice a little quieter.

You did? 

“What did you say about it?”

“Just that I thought you and me were OK with the details,” her mouth sounds dried up, “As long as we could make any changes we wanted as we went along. You know, to anything we don’t enjoy.”

I gaze at the beautiful girl in front of me. Can she really be my wife, talking that way?

“Vanessa always says that rituals, like a written agreement, are a big part of S&M. Anyway, they want us to go over to theirs tomorrow evening,” she says with one hand still on my right thigh, “Sterling has a couple of clarifications to add to his proposal, and then if we’re all still happy, we can sign. And share a bottle of champagne to celebrate.”

‘Clarifications? Not me in some sort of submissive role too? That is not happening.

“Did he say what the clarifications were?” I told him I wasn’t interested in getting involved like Amelia. No way would I let him boss me around too.

“Amelia, do you actually think we should do this?” Even though the whole kinky concept has always made me weak with weird excitement, now that there’s talk of ‘Clarification’ and ‘signing’, and my wife is clearly getting off the written ‘commitment’ element too, I’m beyond scared.

Her gaze moves right to left across my eyes and then rapidly back in the other direction. “Not if you don’t want to, no,” she shakes her head.

A knot tightens in my stomach.

“Unless you just wanted to go and hear what he has to say again,” she rubs my thigh, higher up it, closer to my balls, “Decide after that what you want me to do?” 

It’s Wednesday evening after another financially disappointing day in the trailer on the edge of the industrial park. It’s a clear night with strings of stars and an almost full moon overhead as I pull into our driveway. Last night’s discussions with Sterling and then with Amelia too when I got home, played through my head all day. But now, it’s the anticipation of tonight’s visit to the Marks’ home that thrums inside me. That familiar unholy alliance of sexual excitement and nerves. And those nerves are coiled like snagged fishing lines. 

I walk through the empty living room toward our bedroom where the light in there is on too. 

Amelia stands barefoot in front of the mirror in plain, white cotton underwear. On the bed, carefully laid out, is the same flimsy, sleeveless white top and little pleated flowery mini skirt she wore on our last visit to their house. The skirt I bought for her when we were dating but that she barely wore outside of her bedroom. Until that night at theirs. On the floor at the foot of our bed is a pair of black, strappy high heels.

It’s unlike her to wear the same clothes for a night out twice in a row. Especially those clothes. And especially when she’s meeting the same people she wore the outfit in front of the last time. 

“You wearing them again?” I say at the risk of undermining her confidence in the outfit. But I’m confused. 

“Vanessa popped in earlier,” Amelia meets my gaze with her cheeks flushed. Her eyeliner is thicker than usual, “She said Sterling asked if I’d put the skirt and top again. With my highest heels this time.”

And you’re going to do what he says? 

My cheeks burn too. Surprise and resentment - akin to anger - spark through me at the knowledge that this older black man has instructed my wife on what to wear. And she’s fucking obeying! Tonight is supposed to be nothing more than a drink to ‘celebrate’ his stupid fucking ‘agreement’. Why would it matter what Amelia wears? 

And yet his preference and her preparedness to comply make me shiver. Is it all part of the 'training' he promised to give her? Another exercise in control and submission? Accelerating now because she’s formally committing to him. 

I pull her into my arms and kiss her, letting her feel the hardness form at the front of my pants. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs and kisses me back.

“I might need sex before we leave,” I say and caress the cool flesh of a behind that Sterling admires and covets so much. 

If he’s already influencing what my wife wears, how much of our lives could be ultimately dictated by his whims? If we allow it to happen.

“We should save that until we get back,” Amelia whispers with a smile and another kiss and then she pats my bulge.
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Wes

I’m not sure what to make of Amelia declining sex before we go to our neighbors. She didn’t refuse before we went there last time. But maybe she’s just anxious tonight. The same as me. Either way, I’m unable to eat before I get washed and changed. Excitement and angst swirl in my stomach as I pull out a fresh pair of jeans to wear. 

“I’m putting a warmer coat on over everything tonight,” Amelia murmurs as she slips the flimsy, sleeveless white top over her bra and pert boobs. She wriggles the little pleated mini skirt up her bare thighs and then her hips and over her white panties and rounded rear. A butt that Sterling continually calls ‘tight’. 

My rock-hard cock throbs. 

She’s dressed exactly as Sterling specified. 

Amelia zips her skirt up and then sits on the end of our bed with so much leg and thigh on show. Her freshly washed strawberry blonde hair falls about her as she fastens the straps on her high heels. The bare flesh of those legs and that of her shoulders and arms along with more than a hint of her pert cleavage makes her look somehow vulnerable, as well as breathtakingly beautiful. 

I try to steady my racing thoughts as I dress too. I remind myself that nothing ‘heavy’ will happen tonight. Amelia has been told as much. And the other couple knows how important ‘forward visibility’ of any activities is to my wife in this relationship.

What if he does plan to introduce the topic of me getting more actively involved though? If he mentions that in front of Amelia?

He wouldn’t. Not if he wants to keep me happy too. I’ve told him ‘No’. 

When I join Amelia at the front door she’s true to her word. She has her long overcoat around her too and ties the belt tight at the front of her slim waist. 

“You OK?” I ask but it’s me who needs the reassurance. How did I get us deeper and deeper into this? I don’t even like the guy. 

But I know the answer to my own question only too well. 

“Uh-huh,” she nods and kisses the side of my wife. She smells as good as she looks. Zesty, like lemons and oranges. 

And then we’re outside and under the stars and the swollen moon again on this clear night. The neighborhood is as quiet as ever, the streetlights casting long shadows on the pavement as we make our way.

It’s Vanessa who greets us at the door with her usual warm smile and a hug for my wife. The older woman is as striking as ever. She’s clad in a tight brown mini dress that accentuates her curves and thick thighs and showcases that large chest. High heels like Amelia is wearing too only add to the black woman’s commanding presence.

“Sterling wants you both to go straight to the living room,” she says and unless it’s my anxious imagination, there’s an unusual edge of formality in her voice tonight. 

Unusually too, we’re not immediately offered drinks. A flicker of unease passes through me as we follow Vanessa’s large, swaying hips and backside down their wide hallway in the direction of their spacious living room. 

Is this all part of Amelia’s ‘training’ too? Moving things on to a more serious level? 

Sterling is already seated on one of their twin sofas in a loose black shirt and beige pants. He exudes - or maybe just ‘feigns’ his usual aura of authority. He gestures for Amelia to sit at his side. 

My gut clenches.

Amelia hesitates for a moment and then glances at me with flushed cheeks and a tight smile. Then she presses the sides of her little skirt to her thighs and perches next to the older man. 

A stab of jealousy cuts through me but I try to mangle that into arousal. 

He smiles at me and gestures to me to sit opposite them both with the low, glass-topped coffee table between us. A stapled copy of the contract is on it. 

Vanessa makes no effort to sit. She’s not invited to either. She remains standing at the side of their sofa which is more than a little unsettling too. The whole atmosphere feels charged, the room’s usual warmth and lightheartedness replaced by a weird sense of purpose.

Sterling leans forward to the coffee table and picks up the document. “So, if we’re all finally happy with the general outline - including of course the opportunity to review as we progress - then I’d like to propose a couple of minor refinements before we sign.”

“Yours was based on the one I originally had with Sterling,” Vanessa smiles at my wife. 

“Yes, thank you, Vanessa,” Sterling frowns at his wife before continuing. “These are similar to refinements that I later added to Vanessa’s terms only as she and I progressed. They should really have been on your proposal from the outset,” Sterling pats my wife’s knee and smiles at her. Let’s see what you think.”

“What are they?” I ask. 

“Amelia,” Sterling hands the document to my wife, “Why don’t you read them aloud? They’re at the bottom of the final page. Just above where you’ll sign. And I’d like you to stand up to read.”

My balls tighten.

Amelia’s face and throat flush with color, a blush that spreads and maybe shows both embarrassment and submission. She hesitates again, and casts a glance in my direction as if for reassurance. 

Why does he want her to read it out loud?

I nod at her though. To remind her that we’re in this together. To some extent, at least. But what other signal could I give her?

Amelia rises slowly from the sofa and straightens the side of her little skirt with her free hand. 

“Attire Control?” Amelia’s voice quivers and she looks up from the papers trembling slightly in her left hand and then down at Sterling.

“That’s it,” he nods and smiles up at her, “read that small paragraph and the one below.”

Amelia’s blue eyes flicker uncertainly over the page. “Sterling has complete authority to select Amelia’s attire for each session, with all due consideration for her comfort... and safety.” 

My heart pounds with that relentless mix of resentment and excitement. 

“Of course, we’ve already commenced this process,” he smiles up at her and gestures at her little skirt.

A knot tightens in my stomach at this older man’s attempt to certify his command over what my wife wears. A surrender that would be a tangible sign of his influence before each time we even arrive at his house for my wife’s ‘training’. And it’s a reminder too, that Amelia and I are on the brink of handing him control in ways I maybe haven’t fully anticipated. 

“The next one?” Amelia asks.

“Go ahead,” he nods. “But I’d like you to adjust your posture a little,” he leans forward and runs his hand over her bare left thigh. 

My balls bristle in my pants. 

“Stand with one leg slightly ahead of the other. Toes pointed. It will emphasize your lovely figure.”

The request catches me off guard, a surge of even more confused emotions rushing through me. 

Next to him, the standing and otherwise motionless, expressionless Vanessa shifts on her high heels. 

But as I watch my Amelia comply—shifting into a model-like pose with one leg poised elegantly before the other, it sends a jolt through my whole system. 

“Perfect,” Sterling murmurs and gazes up the length of Amelia’s scantily-clothed body. And there’s an unsettling ‘triumphant’- glint in his dark eyes. 

“Submission Statement,” Amelia’s voice steadies a little (even if her hands that hold the papers don’t), despite the continued blush that colors her cheeks. “Amelia agrees to submit wholly to Sterling’s will during each S&M session. Within the boundaries established in the contract, and subject to her use of her safe words.”

“There,” Sterling shrugs, “Minor refinements to the wording.”

But wording that’s stiffened my cock to granite. 

The implication of Amelia ‘wholly submitted’ to the ‘will’ of another man. And one who wants her so much. 

“So if we’re all happy with what we’ve heard,” Sterling glances from me to Amelia and gestures for her to remain standing, “Before you sit again, perhaps you’d like to pour the champagne ready for after we’ve signed? Vanessa, could you show Amelia to the kitchen? And when you return bring a pen too.” 

I sit in a daze and don’t even know whether Sterling tries to speak to me when we’re alone. Or whether he too is lost in his thoughts and anticipation.

But when the women return, he’s first to sign two copies of the contract, his movements deliberate and assured. The act looks almost fucking ceremonial and I get the impression that it’s as big a deal to him as it feels to me right now. 

Vanessa follows, adding her signatures to Sterling’s with a flourish, and then he suggests I go next. 

“I’ll do it after Amelia,” I shake my head and gaze right at her, silently willing her to confess her second thoughts if she has them. 

“I feel better now everything’s spelled out in advance,” my wife sets the tray with the bottle of Krug and tall glasses down on the coffee table and takes the pen.

My chest pulls even tighter and Amelia’s face and throat flush a bright pink above her partly-exposed cleavage. 

And a moment later I’ve signed too and Sterling has opened the champagne and we all have a bubbling glass. 

What have we done?

“So after that toast to celebrate our union and exciting future together,” Sterling leans back in his seat between both women, “Vanessa and I would like to extend an invitation.” 

He wants us to stay now and do more than just talk.

“We’ve fairly recently been accepted for membership of an exclusive club,” he says to me, “An adult venue. Somewhere close friends can take inspiration for their submissive adventures together. An environment where you can witness BDSM acts being performed firsthand. Before deciding if each is something you might like to participate in.”

Next to him Amelia stiffens and frowns.

“It’s also a venue where cuckold husbands and cuckquean wives can indulge their fantasies,” his steady gaze moves to Amelia. “It would give you and Wes the opportunity to discover more about what truly resonates with you.”

“I could never do anything...,” Amelia shakes her head, and if she was red before, now she’s crimson, “I mean, I wouldn’t ever want to do anything in front of...”

“That’s fine,” Sterling rests a black palm flatly on her pale thigh and he squeezes her there, “So we’ll go there merely in search of inspiration.” 
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Chapter Six
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Sterling Marks

On Thursday evening I stand in the doorway of our spare room upstairs and take in the scene before me. Decorating equipment scattered across the newly bare floorboards—a ladder, mortar board, brushes, and open tins revealing pools of red and white paint. Satisfaction tingles down my spine. Everything is now coming together with perfection. And accelerating. The bedroom itself remains all but bare, as is Vanessa down on her hands and knees, breasts swinging as she busies herself with a small paintbrush. Most of the walls now glisten cherry red in the dim lighting, a rich, ripe, and evocative color that will contribute towards Amelia’s further molding. 

“The paint doesn’t smell as strong as I expected,” I say and the fumes are not sharp or at all pungent, little more than a hint of turpentine and a sweetness. 

“The man in the store said they were VOC-free,” Vanessa says without looking back or pausing her brush strokes. Overhead, the ceiling is a lighter hibiscus red, a soft blush that makes the whole space feel warm, despite its sparseness.

Heady though the transformation and progress are, still a sliver of doubt remains. It’s impossible to be sure how the little doll will respond to fuller penetrative exploration. And how I need that.

Vanessa reaches forward on her knees with her brush, her hair is pulled back tightly as she works, bare buttocks separating a little as she strokes horizontally along a length of skirting board. 

My submissive wife, diligently attending to my command. She addresses her latest task with meticulous care, each stroke preparing this space for Amelia’s deep initiation. We’re creating a sanctuary crafted by my will and Vanessa’s obedient hands. And the sight and act are bringing out the poet in me! But this room will become a temple of control and submission, where all our fantasies gain life.

“The workmanship seems acceptable,” I say to tease but encourage too.

Vanessa doesn’t pause or falter; her eyes remain fixed on her work. But we need the room readying. 

“You’re doing well, my Precious,” I step further inside, to add theatre, but to let my presence wash over her too. “But no getting complacent. Attention to detail is everything. Missed spots won’t do.”

She glances up at me with arousal in her eyes and tiny spatters of red paint on her nose and tits, then she returns to her task. She thrives under my scrutiny. The chiding is as much a part of our ritual dance as the teasing.

“You’re creating something beautiful here, you know,” I stroll slowly around the room and gaze upward to inspect where her wall painting meets that of the ceiling, silently admiring the care she’s clearly taken, “Can you imagine her here?” I goad her, “My Amelia standing center stage, preparing herself to serve your Master?”

The image in my head is as vivid as the color of these walls but that young white girl will make the most perfect canvas. 

Vanessa stops working and gazes more directly up at me, breasts heaving.

I reach down for her head and grip her ponytail in my fist. “Did I tell you to stop?” I lean over her and with my other hand smack her bare buttocks hard. 

“Ooh,” she exhales and pouts. 

I slap her there again, so hard that my hand stings before I gesture for her to continue with her brush.

“I’ll return shortly,” I say at the doorway, “Around ten minutes. You think you can have it completed by then?”

“Yes Master,” she nods without even being told to address me that way. The slaps have redirected her thinking.

“See to it you do.”

In our kitchen the savory notes of spices and herbs greet me. The evening meal simmers on the stove. I’m cooking tonight. Vanessa has done all the hard graft with preparation, of course, the chopping, marinating, and setting everything in place. She’ll serve it and wash up afterward too. Her role is well-defined, just how we like it.

I haven’t told her yet, but tonight there’s an added dimension. I’m naming it the ‘Hunger Game.’ She'll receive only a small portion of the meal. A test of patience and control, something I might later try with Wes’s wife if the opportunity arises. Hunger in a submissive can be erotic too. 

The thought brings a smile to my face. And Vanessa’s meager portion tonight will be served cold. A touch of ‘temperature play’ to further heighten the experience.

I stir the deep chilli pot and for a moment or two watch the ingredients and flavors meld together. I have a couple of messages to deal with before we eat. 

First, our son Theo. He left one of his anxious-sounding messages earlier, and no doubt the problem again is money. 

I sigh and dial his number, leaning against the island while I wait for him to pick up.

“Hey, Dad, thanks for calling back,” his voice clipped.

“Theo,” I reply evenly. “Is everything OK?”

He hesitates before confessing his troubles. And they’re the same as last time. Online gambling that’s gotten out of control. I want to tell him to ‘Grow a pair’ and deal with it himself. But his mother wouldn’t thank me if he got into serious trouble. And this week in particular I need her in ‘full-obedience’ mode. 

“Theo,” I say and it’s impossible to hide my disappointment. “How many times? You’re smarter than this.”

“I know, Dad,” he mumbles and follows it up with a string of exhausting excuses about how it ‘got out of hand’ this time. 

I sigh again and pinch the bridge of my nose as frustration boils and threatens to overspill into audible anger, “I'll wire you the money. But believe me when I say this: It’s the last. Fucking. Time. Sort yourself out. If you need therapy you can have it.”

“No, no, it’s fine Dad. Thanks,” he exhales, “It won’t happen again. I promise. Just please don't tell Mom.”

I end the call and turn my attention to Wes. Tomorrow night and ‘symbolic’ transport to Traders. Now, how to phrase the message? A smile tugs at the corners of my lips. 

‘Hi Wes, Re tomorrow night and the club,’ I type and then pause to ponder again for a moment, ‘’It would be good if you drove. I’ll direct. If you pick us up at 9 pm sharp, that would be perfect. Looking forward to it.’

Satisfied with the balance of the wording, I hit send. I suspect the subtle authority in the message will resonate with him.

With that done, I return upstairs to Vanessa. There’s time before tonight’s main course, for a little ‘appetizer’. 

“All done up here?” I ask from the doorway and she’s down on her knees in a far corner of the room with her brush.

“Almost Master,” Vanessa hurriedly strokes more paint onto the joint between two skirting boards below the beautiful red walls. 

“Unfortunately, ‘almost’ is not what we agreed, is it my Precious?” I cross my arms and study her bare rump as the pace of her brush quickens. 

“Nearly done, nearly done,” she pants, “There, finished Master.” Her ponytail flicks around her shoulders as she turns on her knees to face me with the brush in her hand and her big, paint-speckled breasts heaving.

“Hmm,” I stroke my chin and peer around the room with a deliberate frown, “I’ll give it all a fuller inspection after our evening meal. But before I eat, I’d like oral sex. Then when you’ve done that, and served my meal to me, before you eat, I want you to perform a trial assembly on both stocks for Saturday evening. You’ll eat alone tonight. After I’ve finished.”

Vanessa lays the paintbrush across the open tub of white paint and then rests her palms flat on her bare thighs. “I’m so hungry,” she sighs, “Master.”

“So come over here for your appetizer,” I smile at her. “Crawl.”

Vanessa sighs but she mumbles the word ‘Master’ again under her breath and then does as I ask. She approaches on all fours with breasts swaying heavily under her like udders that need milking. The same as I need milking. I unzip.

She reaches me as I work it slowly through my fist. I let go of it and leave it to her. 

“Uhhm, that’s good,” I murmur once she’s drawn as much as she can into her mouth. I hold onto her head. My arms move back and forth, easing her away and then back to my genitals to service me. “How do you think our little Doll will cope with your Master’s penis if we manage to make the introductions at the weekend?”

“Mmm, Master,” Vanessa murmurs and she takes my hardness from her mouth, she works it through her fist and she kisses my balls, “I loved seeing you touch her last time.”

“Uhhh, I bet you did. But I barely had my fingers ‘inside’ her,” I grimace and grip her ponytail. “Enough to tell how tight she is though. Uhh, do you think little Amelia will struggle to accommodate your Master?” I work my hips.

“I’m sure she will, Master. Mmm,” Vanessa sucks on my ball sac, then she kisses me there, licks, “Mmm, she’s said the same about Wes as you did. She’s only used six inches or so.”

“If that,” I grunt and curl my other arm around the back of her head.

Vanessa draws my length part way back into her mouth and I pull her head more firmly to me.

“Let’s hope she’s compliant enough to want to try,” I groan.

“Mnng, mnng, mnng” Vanessa launches her head and shoulders repeatedly between my thighs.

“And you’ll be here to see it all. Uhh, uhh, and when you’ve given both sets of stocks a trial assembly tonight, uhh, I want you to place hers up on the table over there. Leave yours on the floor, uhh. Do you hear me?”

“Mmmng, mmmng, mmm, oh, yes Master.”

“Where you can look up and watch me with her.”

Below my waist, her head nods but then she spits me from her mouth, and gripping it in her clenched fist she gazes up wide-eyed at me, “My Master would never abandon me for her though, would he? Would you Sterling?”

I smile down at her. “Who’s My Precious?”

She looks up right into my eyes but she swallows hard.

“Who’s My Precious?” I repeat.

“Me,” she says.

“Of course. Now suck it.”

“Uhmm,” she closes her eyes and draws me deep into her mouth. 

“Don’t stop again unless I tell you to,” I twist one of her ears and she grimaces, “Make me cum now. I want dinner.”

Her lips and cheeks compress tight around my erection, sucking so hard now that it almost hurts. But not quite. 

Oh, my Amelia, my Little Doll. I clutch Vanessa’s head and pump it, fuck her face. “Oh yeah, uhhh, uhh, uhh, oh yeah,” I dig my fingertips into her head, making her squeal through her nose, I lose control and ejaculate deep into her throat and gasp, imagining an irreversibly stretched Amelia taking it deep. 
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Chapter Seven
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Wes

Amelia stands in front of the wardrobe mirror in our bedroom. I’m behind her, gazing at her reflection too, and trying to maintain my smile. But my stomach churns with apprehension. 

Is this ‘Adult Club’ tonight likely to be anything more than a swingers bar? 

Amelia’s choice of dress is understated. Her simple, navy blue one, that’s tasteful and not at all showy. Although when she moves and your eyes spend a second or two in the area of her butt, you can still get a good idea of how round and pert it is. And how slender her waist is too. She has no cleavage on show but the dress is tight enough to show her lovely shape there as well. 

I glance at the clock on the nightstand. We’ll need to leave and pick them up in less than five minutes. I don’t mind that Sterling wanted me to drive tonight. He might want to drink, but I need to keep my wits about me when I’m taking Amelia to anything called an ‘Adult Club’. 

I can still hardly believe that’s what I’m doing.

I move Amelia’s strawberry blonde hair aside and kiss the nape of her neck. After what Sterling said at theirs on Wednesday I half-expected him to try and dictate what my wife wore to go tonight. But she chose the dress and low heels herself. 

She adjusts the silver chain with the twin heart pendants around her throat and then peers beyond her reflection to mine, a hint of anxiety shadows her eyes and forehead. “No matter what, we’re only going to observe, right?” she says again, like we’ve both been telling one another since the invite. There’s an edge of nervousness in her voice. “I want you to tell him ‘No’ to if he suggests...., I’d never want to do something in front of anyone.” 

“Don’t worry,” I shake my head and ease her around to face me. My cock throbs. “We’ll just see what the place is all about.”

What does she think he’d suggest?

Beneath the calm facade that I try to show Amelia, as well as my own nerves, there’s a strange pull of excitement at Sterling’s ‘instructions’ for tonight. Yes, driving suits me, but his text about it with the phrase asking - or telling - me to pick him and Vanessa up at ‘9 pm sharp’ aroused something in me. As much as it irked the piss out of me. 

As ever with this guy, resentment simmers quietly in the background, a constant reminder of my conflicted feelings. Like dirty oil with water. And again, I can’t help but wonder what this whole situation might be like if Sterling was the kind of man I’d normally choose as a friend. Would the rage of my feelings be as strong? And if not, could the excitement ever be as intense?

At the front door and putting on our coats, Amelia again voices our other main concern. “What if someone we know does see us there?” she asks me.

“Who do we know that’s likely to be there?” I ask the same as I asked the last time. But of course, the question has crossed my mind multiple times too in the last 48 hours. “And if someone does see us, then that means they’re there too doesn’t it? We’ll see their dirty little secret as well. So what?”

“Don’t call it dirty,” Amelia frowns.

“You know what I mean,” I smile as if my stomach isn’t still somersaulting, then I kiss her on the lips and I open the front door for her. 

A few minutes later and outside the Marks’ big house with my SUV engine running, the older couple emerge into the night. Sterling is wrapped up warmly against the cold, with a long coat and scarf, but it’s Vanessa who draws the eye. 

Her tiny, shiny black mini dress with a plunging neckline defies the weather as she clip-clops quickly over the sidewalk and past the front of the car through the headlamp beams to the rear. She’s got a clutch bag in her hands.

She must be fucking freezing dressed like that. 

Sterling pauses momentarily at Amelia’s window to glance in at her before getting into the back on her side. His silent appraisal of her prickles my balls.

I wait and watch them in my rearview mirror as they buckle up. Sterling makes small talk with us while Vanessa pulls her seat belt across her clingy dress and formidable boobs. 

“Before we set off and I give you directions,” Sterling leans forward from the back seat, his voice smooth and authoritative and his cologne fresh and spicy, like cardamom and pepper, “I’d like us to return to your bungalow.”

Amelia and I exchange confused glances, “How come?” I ask him, struggling to keep my voice from showing the tension coiling tighter inside me.

“I want Amelia to change her clothes. Not that she doesn’t look beautiful. As always,” he says, and holding onto my headrest he smiles through at her, “But perhaps something a little more appropriate for where we’re going?”

“No one said what I should wear,” Amelia protests softly but her voice seems to tail off. 

“I should have given you some guidance,” Vanessa says from the back.

“It’s fine,” Sterling says and leans back into his seat, “It’s been interesting to see what Amelia chose of her own accord.”

I peer across at my wife and even in this light her cheeks flush as red as mine feel. 

“But we did all agree about my will and your attire, young lady,” Sterling says from the back and he’s talking to Ames. 

There’s a moment of silence as his words sink in. 

“Vanessa will go into your bungalow with you Amelia, to supervise your choice,” Sterling says and I peer at him in my mirror. 

He gestures for me to move the car forward, “And when you return Amelia, no coat either, please.”

“Sterling, it’s cold!”  Amelia peers back between our seats to look at him.

“Exactly,” he says with a laugh, and what sounds like satisfaction in his tone. “You remember the concept of Temperature Play, though right?"

Amelia sighs but straightens in her seat again with her face still flushed. She doesn’t look my way as I ease the car away from the sidewalk to turn it around. It’s just as well. I’m dumbfounded. 

“So am I stopping?” my voice splinters as I slow outside our home.

“I suppose so,” Amelia says and her seatbelt clicks open. 

I watch her and Vanessa sashay together down our driveway and then disappear into our home. Spiky tension towers inside me - irritation that verges on anger and yet pulses with such a thrill that my whole body trembles. And my cock thickens. 

My wife is changing her clothes because it’s what another man wants. He told her to do it - and she is! 

“When they return,” Sterling says casually as if we’re discussing the weather, “Let’s have Amelia in the back with me. Vanessa can sit up front with you.”

I was speechless before when he sent Amelia back to our house, but now his words while he and I are alone tighten my grip on the steering wheel. 

My mind races with confused, warring emotions - and an urge to tell him to ‘Go fuck himself’. But after what I’ve seen and heard already this evening, there’s a stranger, stronger allure in not arguing, in letting him control.

Sterling gazes right at me with a knowing look at my rearview mirror. “So, have you thought any more about your own potential submission in this four-way relationship?” his words probe me as much as his eyes do, “Have you talked with Amelia about it?”

“No,” I shake my head and try to find the words, try to hide the confusion inside, “I told you; forget about anything like that.” 

He nods, but only as if considering my response. “Well, tonight should give you further clarity on that too. You’ll see things that might open your mind even more.”

But right now my mind is too preoccupied and disorientated with the immediate situation to focus on unknowns and later tonight. 

The notion of Amelia picking a different outfit and then changing under Vanessa’s supervision, the shift in seating arrangements when she gets back to the car. 

If we both agree to it. 

The minutes tick by as in the back of my car, Sterling taps at his phone and we wait with the engine running and the heater on to keep us warm. He tells me more than once to encourage Amelia’s ‘exploration’ when we get to the venue. Each second of his speech and the intermittent silences feel stretched and tense, filled with an unholy anticipation that knots my stomach. I remind him that Amelia will not be taking part in any activities at the club. And then finally, the wives reappear. The sharp staccato rhythm of their heels clicks down the driveway as I do a double-take at my wife,

She’s in that same little two-piece flowery skirt and white sleeveless top she wore on Wednesday night at theirs! 

Again? That’s the last three nights we’ve had with Sterling and his wife.

And both the skirt and top are so thin. And leave so much of her legs and shoulders bare. She must be so cold in them out there. My face burns and as she reaches us, a shiver seems to run right through her body when she pulls open her door. 

Her nipples are visible through the thin material. Did Vanessa get her take off her bra? No. It’s just the cold air. Amelia wouldn’t leave home without a bra on. 

“Oh, er, Sterling wants you in the back,” I mumble before she can get in and I glance beyond her, to our nearest other neighbor’s front window, in case the people next door are looking out at us. “With him,” I add as I refocus my eyes on Amelia.

“And you up front,” Sterling says from the back to his wife who has her rear door open too. “Quick though. It’s cold with all the doors open.”

“You should try being in a shoulder-less blouse,” Amelia says but then she’s gone from the front of the car, leaving the door half open as she goes to the back. And to Sterling. 

I move the car away from our drive with Vanessa by my side.

“Your little outfit might be shoulder-less,” Sterling says to my wife from behind us as I drive, “But I do love you in it. Although your lack of other provocative options only confirms our suspicions. When we get the opportunity we’ll need to take you shopping for more suitable clothes .”

‘Provocative?’

Breathless as I make a left turn onto the main route, I glance at my wife’s reflection alongside the older black man. Her face is a confusion of both embarrassment and something else. 

‘Resignation’? 

Inside me, a storm rages. The way the man speaks to my wife - it’s infuriating and yet... there’s a horrible thrill in it. The sanest part of me rebels against the notion of another exercising such influence over the woman I love, while the deviant in me is drawn to the audacity and perversion of the agreement we’ve made with him. The surrender, the handing away of control.

I glance back at the road ahead and adjust the rear-view mirror slightly. But then I do another double-take. Sterling’s unchallenged fingers picking at the high hem of Amelia’s little skirt, moving it further up her left thigh. 

She’s letting him! Like it’s his ‘right’.

He exposes two or three more inches of her pale flesh to his appraising gaze. 

My grip tightens hard on the steering wheel as I try to reconcile the whirlpool of emotions inside me - anger, morbid fascination, shameful desire - all of it swirls together in a chaotic swirl.

And as the miles pass and I take regular checks of Amelia on the back seat with another man, as if that alone weren’t surreal enough, there’s a glamorous older woman next to me on Amelia’s passenger seat. One with a big black cleavage shamelessly on show in the plunging neckline of a shiny black, spandex-like dress. 

But in contrast to the battle raging through me though, Vanessa’s face looks composed and serene. 
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Chapter Eight
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Wes

We arrive some thirty-five minutes later at the location I’m directed to by Sterling and it’s a parking lot. 

For a moment, as I check for a space for the SUV, the events so far tonight and my brooding after and about them, leave me too dazed to fully take in my surroundings. When I compose myself and do though, what I’m faced with is a surprise.

The area isn’t what I’d expect of a so-called ‘Exclusive’ adult club. The barely floodlit parking lot itself is set back from the main road and at the gloomy rear of a row of shops. There’s a dark, two-story, and very wide building directly ahead of us. No windows on the ground floor. And with no obvious illuminated signage outside, it looks more like a warehouse or large storage unit. 

But then again, when have I ever been to an ‘adult’ club before? Maybe this is how they all look. 

I peer back at my wide-eyed wife glancing out of her window and for a second I’m close to panic. What if inside, this place is a whole lot seedier than the concept Sterling sold us on? 

“You can park over there,” he points at a gap between a Mercedes and another, newer SUV.

“It still looks cold outside,” Amelia murmurs from his side.

“You get used to it Hun,” Vanessa twists around from alongside me and reaches through to the back and my wife. 

I squeeze the car into the space pointed out by Sterling and then peer back again at Amelia. 

“Right,” Sterling smiles and gazes at her, “Let’s go.”

As soon as we’re all outside though (and it is fucking cold), Amelia comes straight to me. She’s all cold legs in her tiny skirt and flimsy top. She takes my arm and clings to me. She’s shaking. 

“Are you cold Babe?” I whisper in her ear and squeeze her goose-bumped body tight against me, rubbing one of her arms. But despite her obvious discomfort, cruelly, my dick is iron-hard at the way Sterling is already treating her tonight.

“Freezing,” she groans, “Sterling’s a brute,” she whispers in my ear and when I glance at her face she’s pouting. 

Sterling leads us toward a small line in front of the building, and as Amelia and I follow Vanessa’s broad sashaying backside in her shimmering, clingy dress, I open my coat right up and wrap as much of it as I can around one side of my wife’s shoulder. 

This is one of the strangest lines I ever saw outside any ‘club’. There are what look like well-heeled Businessmen in their forties, fifties, and maybe even older, several of whom, give more than a passing glance to my wife’s legs. 

Resentment rises in me but my dick twitches too. There are a few other couples too. All older than me and Amelia. Elegant women with coiffed hair and furs, gold and diamond jewelry drips from their earlobes and wrists.

My face flushes in embarrassment at the comparison with my wife’s outfit. How unsuitable and inexpensive hers looks. How bare her legs and shoulders are. 

But then again, none of them are dressed quite like Vanessa either. 

As we join the back of the line, Sterling ushers my wife away from me and in front, alongside his wife. He eases back to me as Amelia clings shaking to Vanessa.

“How are you feeling about tonight?” he murmurs in my ear.

“Concerned about Amelia being so cold,” I say quietly, “And apprehensive generally.”

“There’s no need for concern about either,” he smiles confidently, “Dealing with the cold is part of the training we all want for her. Training she needs. Vanessa will guide her. And don’t worry. There’ll be no demands made of Amelia in here. Not tonight.”

Not ‘tonight’? He better not imagine he’ll ever take my wife somewhere like this and expect her to....Well, whatever it is they do in front of others in a place like this. 

I peer up at the dark walls and then as we move forward in the line, I spot a small but intricate logo in pink neon on the brickwork. Then I gaze back at our wives in front of us. 

“So what was it about the way Amelia was originally dressed that made you want her to change?” I ask him quietly. I want him to spell it out to me. 

“Now things are official between us, your wife needs to understand my expectations of her,” Sterling shrugs and smiles at me, “You both do.” 

My stomach churns even as my groin throbs. 

There’s a thick-necked guy on the door and once he’s checked Sterling and Vanessa’s memberships and is told that Amelia and I are ‘guests’ for the evening, we’re asked not to take photographs and we’re waved through. 

Amelia gasps with relief at the warmth of a reception area where soft pink lights flash and muted dance music throbs. There’s a heady brew of fruity, exotic perfumes.

“The cloakroom is on the left,” Sterling gestures at my jacket as Vanessa drags Amelia away with an announcement about the ‘washroom’. 

I glance at my barelegged wife tottering away in her high heels arm in arm with the older woman and my dick throbs. 

Sterling is accosted by another black guy who he obviously knows and who looks a similar age to him. The stranger and his male Asian companion are introduced to me as ‘Leroy and Jon.’ 

I stand a little awkwardly for several minutes while the other three chat about someone called ‘Richmond’ until the women return. 

Leroy kisses Vanessa on either cheek but if she knows him, she doesn’t look too pleased to see him again. 

Amelia responds more warmly to Leroy when she’s introduced, although she looks embarrassed too. And then, while she’s making a little small talk with his friend, the black man looks my wife up and down several times, lingering on her bare legs and boobs in her little top. Then he grins furtively at Sterling and winks at him. 

My face flushes. 

Did Vanessa persuade Amelia to take off her bra when she changed her clothes?

Sterling eventually moves us on and away from the two men and he ushers my wife and his through double doors into where the music is a little louder and the crowd thicker. 

I trail behind, gazing ahead at where Sterling’s arms are. One draped around my wife’s slender waist on his left, and the other on Vanessa’s wider one to his right. 

For several seconds as we move forward I feel left out, like I’m not wanted or needed. And then I’m fucking angry. And I don’t know if Amelia senses it, or just becomes conscious of my absence, but she peers over her shoulder and beckons me with her head. 

I take a deep breath and catch up, then move alongside her on the outside.

“Did you take your bra off?” I ask in her ear above the music. 

“Oh no. Does it show?” she frowns, “It wasn’t my idea. Vanessa said...,” she’s interrupted as we run into a bottleneck of people near a large bar.

Is she going to do everything this fucking couple tells her to?

Sterling gestures us onward again. 

The other members or maybe, like us, just ‘guests’, in this wide area are similar to those who were outside. Almost exclusively older than Amelia and I. Plenty look older than Sterling and his wife too.

We stop again a few minutes later and when I peer around my wife’s hair and bare shoulder I can hardly believe my eyes. 

I needn’t have worried about how my Amelia is dressed. 

Sterling is talking to a barely-dressed, big-breasted blonde in high heels. She’s pretty and has a silver tray wedged under her arm and a black iPad or tablet in her other hand. Her red lingerie under the strobing lights is less ‘string’ and more ‘strands’ of a spider’s dyed web. 

“What will you have Wes?” He yells over at me and when I tell him “Just Cola,” the statuesque woman taps a lacquered fingernail at the screen of her tablet.

After the ‘waitress’ has gone to fetch our drinks and we wait, Sterling points at various parts of the club around us, including glitzy stairs up to a mezzanine floor, and topless, pole dancers away to our left. But the combination of the way the waitress was dressed and the way Sterling’s hands keep continually grazing my wife - her bare shoulders and arms, her waist - plus the way I feel almost ‘frozen out’ by the other three, it all has my chest squeezing in on me. 

By the time the waitress returns with our drinks, I’ve seen at least two more ‘serving girls’ dressed the same way as her. 

“So, let’s show you downstairs and the dungeon,” Sterling gestures with his wine glass and guides us on.

Amelia wriggles away from Sterling and comes to me. 

“Don’t you dare leave my side when we get there,” she says to me and takes my hand.

“Oh now you want to hold my hand,” I say and squeeze her palm. But now that she’s shown her need for my reassurance, my resentment eases. 

“I couldn’t get away from him,” she says in my ear as we follow the other couple down a steep stone staircase that’s decorated with fake flame torches on the walls on either side of us. The music is softer now and our footsteps - the click of Amelia’s and Vanessa’s high heels - echo like this is a descent into another world. Anticipation coils as tight in my gut as does the firm grip of Amelia’s hot hand around mine. 

At the bottom of the stone steps is a padded red leather door which Sterling pushes open and we trail him inside.

All around are blood-red stone walls lit by real flame torches. The music is slower than upstairs, kind of sleazier, and punctuated by ‘another world’ of non-musical sounds. Shrieks and cries, clinks of chains, and the....snap and ‘crack’ of....whips? 

Sterling and Vanessa keep moving but Amelia and I have stopped. I peer at my wide-eyed wife and then across to the nearest suspended naked body. And trust me, there are more than one of them.

Four feet or so away from us, to my left, a flabby man, maybe in his thirties with his up-stretched wrists chained to iron hooks that hang from the stone ceiling. He’s lashed in front of a small audience by a spectacular young blonde in a leather corset. She’s so blonde that her pony-tailed hair is almost ‘white’.

“Uhhh, ahh,” he cries out and then whimpers with each blow from a cruel riding crop. Her pretty mouth though only twists with mean determination. And then she pauses, breathing deeply and a well-built guy behind her in a business suit runs his fingers through her ponytail and she turns around and giggles at him. 

Amelia gapes at me.

I gaze further around the room. There are people down here in leather and rubber as well as suits and other finery and most sip drinks like cocktails or maybe champagne. There are several other floggings or maybe other forms of torture taking place in front of small gathered groups - many of them kissing or petting as they watch. Several couples dancing too. One, probably not a lot older than Amelia and I, gyrates in the center of the room while sipping their long drinks through straws.

Amelia’s chest heaves as if she’s stressed, so I take her hand again to try and calm her. I kiss the side of her face. I can feel her heart beating fast.

“We thought we’d lost you,” Sterling says and he and Vanessa are with us again.

“Hey folks,” someone says and a well-built guy with perfectly tended stubble on his jaw smiles at our group. “Philip Hastings,” he offers his hand to Sterling. “I’m the General Manager here. I don’t think we’ve met before, have we? You guys members?” He offers me his hand and smiles at our wives. His accent isn’t local.

“No, just my wife and I,” Sterling introduces Vanessa and the man kisses each side of her face. “We’ve only recently joined. Leroy Anderson introduced us to your club. These are our good friends and neighbors; Amelia and her husband Wes.”

The other man moves smoothly from Sterling’s wife to mine and his clear blue eyes lock on her baby blue ones before he holds her bare shoulders then kisses both her cheeks too. 

Amelia flushes and I’m sure I do as well.

“The dungeon is what we’ve really come to show our friends tonight,” Sterling says to the manager and that doesn’t help my embarrassment. Nor Amelia’s. “We’ll give them a proper look upstairs a little later,” he adds.

“We’ve got everything you could want to fulfill your wildest S&M fantasies,” the man smiles at our wives, “Whether you want the whip hand like Marcella over there,” he gestures and the corseted blonde with the riding crop, “Or you prefer to ‘take’ rather than give it out,” his eyes settle on my wife and he smiles at her. 

“It all looks a bit wild,” Amelia says but I know her well enough to realize that comment is an effort to disguise her red-faced awkwardness.

“Why don’t I show your ladies around a little down here?” the manager says to Sterling, “You could take Wes here for a quick look at what’s on offer upstairs. And if he thinks what we have isn’t too ‘wild’ for Amelia, then the ladies could join you in a short while?” He winks at me.

“Oh, I think Wes and I want to stay together,” Amelia squeezes my hand. 

Sterling makes eye contact with his wife and Vanessa grabs reaches for Amelia’s other arm.

“Come on Hun,” she kisses Amelia’s cheek, “You’ll be more than safe with me. And I’m sure Philip’s more harmless than he looks,” she smiles at the man. “Let the boys go and be boys. We’ll do some exploring with our handsome guide. Sterling can give us some money and we’ll get another drink too at the bar over there. Wes can find you down here when they’re finished upstairs.”

Amelia and I swap glances but she doesn’t give me a look that says ‘Put a stop to this.’ And I don’t want to wimp out in front of the two other men. 

“As long as you promise not to try to get Amelia into anything while I’m not around,” I say and smile to act like I’m not worried.

But it’s not like anyone could be forced into a public beating down here, is it? 

“Don’t worry, Wes,” Amelia shakes her head, “That’s not going to happen.”

“Famous last words,” Philip laughs and offers an arm to either wife.

“Vanessa,” Sterling points at his wife, “Consider this a strict instruction not to lead Wes’s wife astray while we’re gone.”

“Yes, Master,” Vanessa smiles and lowers her eyes, but then she laughs and kisses her husband. 

“Mmm,” Philip smiles at Vanessa and then Sterling, “ ‘Master’, is always good.”

“Isn’t it?” Sterling smirks at him.

The manager leads my wife and Vanessa away, and as he does, I gaze after Amelia in the flimsy little flowery skirt and skimpy white top, her outfit so conspicuous among all the business suits and blacker ‘costumes’ that predominate down here. 

“Perfect,” Sterling rubs his black hands together and digs me with an elbow, “I couldn’t have engineered a better opportunity if I’d done it myself. Come on.” 

I follow Sterling’s hurried pace back up the stone steps but am still concerned about Amelia down there with Vanessa. 

What if that supposed warning Sterling gave his wife about looking after Amelia was some sort of a ‘coded’ faking? If his wife and that ‘Philip’ guy have been primed to coax or coerce Amelia into getting involved down there? 

But surely lying to our faces would be pretty short-sighted of Sterling, wouldn’t it? 

And a man as controlling as Sterling wouldn’t want to miss out on seeing - or more likely orchestrating anything like that. His ‘Little Doll’ dominated or ‘punished’ in public. 

My dick twitches in my pants even as the fear swirls in my gut and we return to the ground floor.

Sterling pushes past a group of older guys in suits and yet another attractive younger woman wearing that signature red string lingerie and carrying a loaded silver tray. And when she’s out of sight again I can’t help but peer back over to our right, where under the seductive pulse of the dance music and crimson and purple lights several topless dancers writhe up and down on shiny chrome polls. 

“A lot of the women who work here are married,” Sterling says over his broad shoulder.

“Married?” I almost stumble as we walk, “How do you know that?”

“I told you the place was for cucks as well as the S&M crowd,” he laughs over his shoulder as I try to catch him up. “Traders specialize in them. That, and the best BDSM parties. The dungeon downstairs is the largest of any private club I’ve been in.”

He’s been in others?

“Why does the club specialize in married women?” I ask, still trying to make sense of what I’ve been told. I’m barely able to process what this club is about as we approach an area away to our left with high tables and stools and where several women in short skirts or dresses sit on their own. Most have at least half their tits on show too. 

And then another waitress in red string glides by and for a moment takes my overloaded attention with her. 

She’s someone’s wife? The latest info dump from Sterling was almost too much. 

I try to check for a ring on her finger but she’s moving too fast and then is lost in the crowd.

“Their husbands like it that way,” Sterling stops a few feet from one of the high tables.

“Husbands?” I stare up at him.

“They bring their wives here. So they can watch other men appreciate them. In those sexy lingerie outfits.”

I try to digest his words. My heart beats almost out of control.

“They’re guys like you, Wes,” he looks right at me, “Husbands who want to display or share their wives to or with other men,” he smiles at me.

I gaze all around me, seeing the place with fresh but bewildered eyes. 

“Can imagine watching your Amelia work a shift or two here?” he asks and his voice thickens.

I peer up at him waiting for his face to crack into laughter and for him to admit his joke.

It doesn’t. He doesn’t. 

I frown and shake my head. “So all these guys....?”

Someone shouts away to our left and one of the barely-dressed waitresses I saw with an empty tray earlier giggles as her ass is groped by two old men. 

“Not all the men in here are cuckold husbands,” he shakes his head and laughs. “Any more than the women are all hotwives. Or wannabes. The majority of members and guests here come to enjoy the married women. To look at them. Touch them.”

I peer back to find the barmaid with the two groping men again and now, one of them has her on his lap on a low velvet sofa, stroking her hair while the other old man chats with her. 

“You see that sexy little Latina on the high stool over there?” Sterling draws my attention back in the other direction and to a busty brunette on a stool alongside a high table. She’s maybe six feet or so away.

She’s slightly tanned and looks around my Amelia’s age as she preens her long, jet-black wavy hair. Sterling leads me in her direction.

What the hell is he playing at? 

We get closer to her and I take in her giant, gold hoop earrings as they catch the flashing lights, her tight black, fishnet cut-out crop top that shows everything but her fucking nipples.

She glances in our direction and then crosses tanned, bare legs towards us. Those legs look long in a little mini-skirt. She dangles one dark, high heel off a foot, sucks on the straw of her drink, and then she wiggles on her seat, adjusting the skirt around her hips. 

“Good evening,” Sterling smiles at her and offers her his hand. 

She smiles back but looks a little nervous, although she’s even prettier than I first thought. 

Part-Mexican maybe? 

Sterling lifts the top of her small hand to his lips.

Cheesy fucker.

“I’m Sterling. This is my good friend Wes.”

I smile and nod at her but keep my gaze at eye level, respectfully above her large, overly-exposed cleavage. 

“Alexis,” she says but peers beyond us toward one of the other tables. 

I follow her gaze to a guy around my age who’s all on his own. He’s nursing a drink but staring back at us.

“Can I buy you another drink to take outside while you keep Wes and me company for a short while?” 

I gape at him. 

Is he trying to....?

“We’re new at this,” she says and peers again at the man on his own, “My husband would have to come with us.”

That’s her husband and he wants to watch?

“That wouldn’t be a problem,” Sterling smiles at her and then peers back at the man and smiles at him too. 

“I’ll just need to check it with him,” she says,” make sure he still wants me to..” 

“Make sure he’s OK with black guy?” Sterling asks her. 

She blinks and her eyebrows rise.

“I’m only kidding,” he says and laughs.

“Oh, er no,” she says and her lacquered fingernails touch her mouth, “It’s not that. It’s just that there’s two of you as well,” she slides off her stool. She’s small, only maybe around five-two if she wasn’t wearing heels. But her legs still look long in that little skirt. 

And as she goes off in the direction of her husband, her legs aren’t the only things that catch the eye. She’s got a plump, round behind too. Like she either inherited a Brazilian butt or she worked on it. 

She’s his wife!

Wait. ‘Two’ of us? 

“Sterling...I’m not going to...and are you? What about Amelia?” I peer up at him; a weird sense of jealousy pulses through me, “And Vanessa?”

He holds up a palm up at me as the girl returns.

“He’s OK with it,” Alexis says and stays standing. 

“Perfect,” Sterling takes her hand.

Is he going to have sex with her? With his wife and mine only downstairs?

I watch him call a waitress over and then after speaking to her for a moment and her tapping at her tablet, he leads the little Latina quickly away from me and her husband in the direction we came from the dungeon steps. 

Where the fuck is he taking her? He said ‘outside’.

The husband smiles tightly at me and gestures for me to follow his wife and Sterling, and as I do, he leaves his stool and comes after us.

“Just so you know,” I say to him as he catches me up, “I won’t be doing anything with her.”

“Whatever you prefer Sir,” he mumbles and lowers his eyes.

‘Sir’?

Sterling and Alexis lead the way right through the club and I don’t know whether it’s his long strides that make her move fast, or whether she’s just as keen to get with him as he seems to be about her.

But still, the twisted sense of jealousy on Amelia’s behalf burns me inside. 

And then we’re outside, via a door opened by another black guy - but this one in a dinner suit. 

Outside though, isn’t cold like I expect.

The exotically floodlit and tiled patio is ringed by large, pyramid-shaped heaters with several leather sofas too. One is occupied by a fornicating couple. Yeah, they’re fucking. And there’s a gaping male viewer stood alongside them rubbing his pants. 

Hellfire, he’s all but beating off as he watches!

I look around for Sterling, to draw his attention to the sight, but he already has Alexis pushed up against a wall, face first. 

Fuck.

Her palms press hard against the bricks, fingers spread like her legs and her little skirt bunched up around her skinny waist.

Holy crap. 

“Does your wife take it up this lovely round ass?” Sterling asks over his shoulder as he mauls her plump buttocks, then he drags at the Latina’s red panties.

“I don’t know if she would,” the husband gasps and his eyes are like saucers.

“No!” Alexis squeals but one of her arms reaches back and her hand gropes at Sterling’s pants.

Sterling looks over at me and grins. Then he slaps one of her round cheeks and yanks her panties down over her jutting behind. 

“Why don’t you play with her tits or something, while he’s...,” her husband says and he’s fucking talking to me!

“I’m good,” I shake my head but I don’t know if he even hears because he’s now he's got his cock out - a stumpy little thing but it’s hard and he’s slicking it through his fist. 

Across the patio, the fornicating couple are still at it, but their viewer finishes himself with a growl and a string of cum into the air.

“Oh fuck, Robert,” Alexis pulls my attention back in her direction and she’s facing Sterling now, panties gathered around one ankle as she eases a condom down over his exposed and upright black rod.

And ‘Rod’ is the word. It’s hellish. If that thing of his looked intimidating when it was soft, then right now, at the thought of that going into her body, Alexis must be terrified.

“Woah,” even the husband stops jacking as he stares and his wife can’t even get a hand fully around the monstrous thick penis, “You couldn’t have put that in her ass. You’d have wrecked her there.” 

“Mmm, I want it in my pussy Robert,” she purrs and with Sterling’s dick sheathed now, she cradles his balls in both hands. 

“Good girl,” Sterling mumbles and flips her to face the wall again. In one movement he hoists Alexis up off her feet by her thighs, making her squeal and forcing her head and shoulders forward to the wall, so that she has to spread her palms there again and the side of her head is pushed right up against the bricks. He bends at the knee and then gripping his monstrous tool in one fist he eases up and forward under her ass and surely only part-way into her vagina.

“Uhh,” the Latina groans against the wall. 

Sterling shoves a little harder.

Alexis shrieks this time, but she reaches back to him with one hand, as if to pull him closer to her. 

“You see I put a rubber on because of my Little Doll,” Sterling mutters to me as he slides further into and then out of the married Alexis. 

“Oohh, oohhh, uhh,” she moans. 

My face flushes, my head filled with images of that terrible weapon doing everlasting damage if it ever went anywhere near one of my wife’s holes.

‘Robert’, Alexis’s husband is flushed too, but he’s cum on the floor between his shoes already and his frenzied beating probably accounts for his red face.

Sterling works his hips at Alexis slowly, steadily, with shocking control.

“Do you like my black cock?” he mumbles into her hair, and grips her plump ass cheeks, he holds her in place by them, and with his own strength. 

“Oohh, uhhh, uhhh, uhh.”

“Tell him, Alexis,” her husband gapes and he might have cum, but the guy is still in the moment. 

“Uhh, I love your cock,” she gasps over her shoulder, and palms flat on the wall she pushes her behind at him. “Your big black cock.”

“Is it the biggest you ever had?” Sterling fucks her faster now, the woman squirming and twisted against the wall but seemingly oblivious to how fucking uncomfortable she surely must be in that weird position. And with her hands and face forced to the wall.

“Jesus Christ, yeah.”

“Oh Alexis, baby,” her husband shakes his head. 

My cock throbs in my pants but I’m imagining Amelia skewered like Alexis, although there’s no way I could masturbate right now, not in front of these people.

But Sterling stabs his hips upward at her, his pants still fastened and only his zipper open as he pulverizes the cute little hotwife. 

I’d love to check and so know for sure, but I can’t believe his whole tool can be fully inside her. She looks too small.

The same as my Amelia.

“You ready to cum?” Sterling grunts and grips her hips and ass tight.

“Fuck yeah, fuck me, fuck me with that big cock.”

“Come on then little Latina girl, give it to me,” Sterling slaps up into her and she cries out.

He’s got to be hurting her. 

“Give to me while your husband watches, show us what a whore you are for it.”

“Uhh yeah,” she pushes her round ass back at his black tool, “Uhh yeah, uhh yeah,” and then she wails and she’s got to be cumming, swearing and crying out at her husband.

“Tell him you’re cumming,” Sterling powers up into her as she climaxes, “Tell him,” he squeezes her cheeks.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck me, he made me cum, Robert he made me cum, I’m cumming, don’t stop fucking me, please don’t stop fucking me.”

Across the patio, even the other couple on the sofa are watching and Robert has started jacking again. 

I stare back at the spectacle - Sterling’s raw power and the unbridled tears and ecstasy of the crumpled Alexis.

I squeeze my hard cock through my pants and think of Amelia. 
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Chapter Nine
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Wes

“What parts did you guys enjoy the most tonight?” Sterling raises his voice from the back seat. Presumably to include me in the conversation as I drive. For a change. The talking between the three of them back there has been inaudible for most of the journey. Even after I turned the radio right down so I could hear better. Amelia leaned forward to speak to me several times and to stroke my face at one point. But that was when we were just setting off for home. 

“I’m not sure,” I say and I pull up at yet another red light. I’m not certain the word ‘enjoy’ is the right word to describe my feelings watching my passenger pound another married woman to a swift orgasm with a monstrous cock that barely fit inside her. Besides, he’s sworn me to secrecy about it.

But that can’t stop me thinking about it. Nor about some of those caged husbands in the dungeon.

“For me, it was probably just that fact that there were so many other people into S&M,” Amelia murmurs from Sterling’s left side.

“Makes you feel less of a weirdo Hun, right?” Vanessa asks from Sterling’s other side and grins at my wife. 

“Something like that,” Amelia says.

“There’s nothing wrong with being a little weird,” Sterling squeezes both women’s nearest bare thighs. 

My dick twitches in my pants. I need sex when we get home, but even now I can’t help wondering how I’ll feel once my excitement has peaked. Once the reality of everything tonight comes crashing down. 

And even though it’s an incredible mind fuck right now to know my wife is back there alongside him and his wife, another part of me still wishes she’d refused his suggestion of sitting together on the journey home, and that she’d insisted on riding with me. 

Or that I’d insisted. 

I stop at another red light and peer back up at the mirror. Amelia’s eyes are closed now. No doubt a combination of weariness after all the excitement as well as the alcohol.

How will she feel about it all in the morning? 

I tune out the inaudible mumbles from the back seat and replay the images of that frantic Latina who seemed barely able to manage even half of Sterling’s erection. My face flushes in the dark but my balls throb.

I have no idea how ‘tight’ or slack that woman’s pussy might have been, but if her willingness to go with a complete stranger and even attempt to handle something that size is any indication of her experience or how ‘stretched’ she might be down there, then Amelia will have little chance of accommodating Sterling inside her. If he ever gets her to try.

And why the hell would any sane husband want her to even try?

My dick throbs, rock hard at the terrible prospect. 

That Alexis woman though, didn’t she say that she and her husband were ‘new’ to hotwifing? Maybe the sheer size of Sterling overwhelmed her with desire and overcame any anxiety. 

But if Amelia ever tried to take Sterling’s cock, then what would she be like afterward? What would sex between me and her ever be like again for her? Didn’t Sterling himself ask me the same thing? After he saw the size of my cock.

“I think Vanessa’s favorite part was the Nordic ice queen in the dungeon,” Sterling says more loudly and shifts the mental picture in my head to the cruel blonde with the whip.

“Marcella?” Amelia murmurs, “She was very beautiful.”

“Oh,” Sterling says, his voice thickening and his hand back unchallenged on my wife’s thigh - almost her inner thigh - “You had a subbie girl crush on her too?”

“No,” Amelia says emphatically but then laughs.

The lights change and I pull away. 

“Well, my Precious here did,” Sterling says.

“You wish,” Vanessa says to him and the three of them laugh.

“I wonder if she’s still whipping someone in that dungeon now,” Amelia says and gazes off into the night.

Probably. We left well before closing time because I wasn’t sure how I felt after watching Sterling fuck that woman. And because I’m up early in the morning to work a craft fair tomorrow. But that blonde dominatrix was showing no sign of easing up when we came away.

“I should have a little word with her next time,” Sterling says, “Marcella. What do you think Wes? See if she’ll take our two beautiful ladies in hand too for a spell.”

‘Next time’? My chest pulls tight, but my cock is rock hard. 

“What did you make of her husband and other submissives in the dog cages, Wes?” Sterling asks at another red light, and when I peer back at him our eyes lock in the mirror. 

“I couldn’t get my head around it,” I say and look away, back at the road with my face heated again. I’m not lying though. When I was told that the blonde’s husband had agreed to be locked in chastity and left in a fucking dog cage while his wife tortured a bunch of other men and at least two women, I couldn’t believe it was true. 

But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious about it too. I mean how the hell could any guy...?

A few minutes later we pull onto our estate and I make the left turn into our street. I continue on past our home and then pull up right outside the Marks’ house.

“I can’t believe you’ve still got that pyramid,” I say to break the silence and what feels another awkward moment, I gaze at the chrome shape on their front lawn. But my mind is still elsewhere.

“We decided to keep it after all,” Vanessa says and her seatbelt clicks open. “Or rather, Sterling decided.”

“I’ve grown to quite like it,” Amelia murmurs.

“Exactly,” he says and kisses the side of her face. “So tomorrow evening?” he looks from her to me, “Amelia’s initiation? 8 pm at ours?”

“I know you’re up early in the morning Wes,” Amelia asks me as soon as we reach our bedroom, “But do you need to go straight to sleep tonight?”.

“Are you kidding?” I pull her to me, “I’ve had a hard-on most of the night.”

“Mmm,” she smiles and kisses me. 

“And I doubt I’m the only one,” I grind my groin against her then ease her little skirt up at the sides. 

“I was cold in this,” she pouts at me.

“I’m not surprised,” I say with excitement overpowering any lingering hostility toward Sterling, “I was watching him in the car, when he kept lifting your skirt higher all the time.”

“Mmm, I know,” she murmurs around my mouth, “He wouldn’t stop.”

“He can’t resist my wife,” I run my hand over the smooth skin of her butt, my dick is like iron, “He only wanted you bra-less too so he could see your perfect nipples poking through your blouse.”

“Mmm, Did it turn you on watching what people were doing in the dungeon too?” Amelia moans and her hand moves over the front of my pants, caressing my throbbing cock.

“Some of it I guess. Did it turn you on?” I move a hand around the front of her body and then down and into her panties. 

She’s wet. 

“Uhhmm, yeah,” she exhales, “Some too. But I could never do what they were doing.”

“How do you mean?” I ask and slick two fingers inside her. I don’t know whether to feel relieved by what she’s said, or disappointed. 

“Never let anyone do things like that to me in front of strangers,” she frees my cock from my pants.

“You’d let Sterling, in private though?” I whisper as she strokes me and I touch her clit with a fingertip.

“Oohmmm, Not somewhere like that,” she moans.

So you’d let him treat you that way in his house? She’d let him beat her as harshly as some of the subs in that dungeon got beat?

“Uhhm,” Amelia moans with her eyes closed, “Were you there when that big guy with the beard was spanking that really pretty brunette? She was only about my age.” 

“No,” I say and work my fingers deeper inside her. 

I must have been outside watching Sterling fuck. 

“He put clamps on her nipples,” Amelia gasps as we masturbate one another.

“Would you like that?” I murmur in her ear but I can’t believe she’d enjoy such pain.

“He put weights on them too,” she groans and squeezes my cock as she jerks it, “Uhh, it must have really hurt her.”

“Would you let Sterling do that to you if he wanted?” I ask and her interest in the topic is disorientating, but not enough to stop me from guiding her over towards our bed.  

“Uhhmm, Not those big steel weights. They looked too scary.”

Fucking Hell, Amelia. But the sight of nipple weights - or whatever they were in the dungeon - in Sterling’s hands, would be nothing compared to how you’d feel confronted by his hard cock. 

I push her right down onto her back on the bed and then lean over her with my stiff cock swaying between us. Until her hand grips it again. 

“Mmm,” she bites her bottom lip, “Vanessa said you might be wishing you were in one of those cages.” 

“I don’t think so,” I say and half-laugh but I hide my face by kissing her neck and throat. And I feel between her thighs again. “Maybe Vanessa would enjoy that though.”

“Uhhmmm,” Amelia moans. 

“How would you have felt about that I wonder,” my throat has dried up but she’s jerking me again, pulling my cock to her and I’m so excited, “If Sterling wanted to punish you in that cellar while me and Vanessa were locked up there?”

“Uhh, Wes, put it inside me. Now.”

I tug the gusset of her white panties aside and sink my hardness inside her. 

“Uhhh,” she exhales hard in my face and pulls me tight to her. “They were in chastity belts,” she moans into my ear, “Marcella’s husband and the other man she was with.”

“I know,” I gasp but if there is something about that demented trio’s relationship that excites me, there’s no way I’m admitting it to her. She’d think I’m sick. 

I slap down hard into her, try imagine her reaction if this was Sterling inside her not me, if she - not Alexis the Latina - had been skewered to orgasm by him up against a wall a few hours ago. 

But surely to God, now that I’ve seen him in action I have to forbid him the ultimate act? 

“Vanessa says Sterling’s talked about getting a dog cage for their back bedroom, ”Amelia gasps in my ear and thrusts her hips at me.

“To put you in it?” I stop fucking her and lean back, stare at her flushed face.

“No, not me,” she blows her strawberry blonde hair away from her eyes and pulls me back to her, “for her.”

“Oh, right,” I try to understand the logic.

“Don’t stop,” she says and kisses me again.

“So what do you think about tomorrow night?” I ask and grip her hips then slap into her again. I’m gonna cum soon. Saturday would make three nights this week with them. Four, if you count the gym while Amelia and Vanessa were at the book club. Is that normal?

Nothing about this relationship is normal. 

“Uhhm, yes, my initiation,” Amelia moans in my ear and she sounds real close to cumming too.

“Oh yeah Ames, and I bet Sterling’s imagination will be in overdrive after that place tonight,” I smack into her as fast as I can. I bet your imagination will too. “Uh, Ames, Ames, oh Ames,” I reach the cliff edge and cry out, clutch her warm body to mine, smother her mouth and face with kisses. 

Later, while we lay in the lamplight, Amelia rests her head against my chest and toys sleepily with my flaccid cock. I need to try and block everything out of my head now though and get some shut-eye before tomorrow. 

“Vanessa says Sterling is circumcised,” Amelia murmurs.

My heart rate goes from restful to panic in a single beat. I lift my head and stare down at her. 

How come Sterling’s cock came up in conversation again between the two of them?

“She says it makes the color of the head stand out compared to the rest of it,” she strokes my already thickening shaft. 

“Right,” I struggle for any reply, “Well, I guess you’ve...I mean you’ve never seen one..”

“And she says it makes it less sensitive than an uncircumcised one,” her baby blue eyes gaze at my cock as she gently strokes me, “I don’t think I’d want yours to be insensitive,” she eases further down the bed and plants a kiss on the side of my semi-erect tool.

“Me neither,” I reply, but I’m still unsettled by her mention of Sterling’s penis.

“Other than that,” Amelia says softly, “Vanessa says there’s no big difference between circumcised and not.”

I can think of one ‘big’ difference between his and mine. But why is she talking about this now? “How come...” I start to ask but then hesitate.

“The only thing with tomorrow night,” Amelia gazes up at me with my rock-hard dick in her fist, “He wants me and Vanessa to be in our underwear right from the start.”

“Right,” I say slowly and try to digest what she’s saying as I’m masturbated.

“He says I have to go to his door in my underwear and heels,” Amelia says.

Fucking hell.

“You’re not walking down the street in your fucking bra and knickers,” I sit right up so I can look at her better.

“No I don’t mean like that,” she says and kind of laughs, and she moves back up the bed with her fingertips still on my erection, “I can put my coat on over my underwear. Until we get there.”

I stare at her, unable to respond, until she kisses me. 

“I guess we did say he could decide what I wear,” she says and slides back down the bed again. She takes me right into her warm mouth and she sucks.
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Chapter Ten
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Ashley

The whole dungeon is almost empty now. Only a couple of stragglers still hanging around with the dregs of their drinks. I don’t know even what fucking time it is; my phone is in my jacket pocket with the rest of my clothes. Back in the changing room area the other side of the bar. But man, it has to be late. 

I pull my leaking chastity belt away from my bare thigh where the pre-cum has pooled and cooled, and then peer to my right at the nearest other red leather-topped cage. The naked Ian lies with his back to me. His back, along with his ass and hips are striped with angry maroon welts my wife gave him. 

He’s a glutton for it. 

I stare back right across the almost deserted cavern toward the bar itself. I can see Marcie for a change now that almost everyone’s gone. I lost sight of her for much of tonight while it was busy. When she was out on the floor - mostly with Phil. Greeting, but mostly beating. She’s with him again now too. Sat with her back to me sipping champagne. She’s changed out of that black corset-style outfit that Finn bought her. She’s back in her fitted dress again.

I smile to myself. Which considering the state I’ve been left in all night is pretty rich. But Finn’s gonna be one pretty pissed lodger when he hears she ignored what he wanted and we came here anyway. 

‘If he decides to spend his Saturday night boozing with friends then he can’t expect me to sit at home waiting for him,’ she eventually said. After I’d spend most of the week persuading her to give this place at least one more try. And for her to hear Phil’s offer face-to-face.

I focus on my beautiful blonde wife again, ignoring me with one of her lovers, like she has for much of the night. Even though this treatment by her prickles my balls and makes my compressed cock seep more pre-cum, what I really wanted most from tonight was to teach Finn a lesson. I’m done with the way he treats me in my own home. Man, I’m done with Marcie having a live-in bull. She and I need a little ‘normal’ husband and wife life in between her being with another guy.

Especially when the other guy behaves like Finn now does.

I twist my body again to try and get comfortable in this confined space. Not fucking easy. My chastity belt clacks heavily between my legs. But who’d have thought it? You can get off on having a hot wife who leaves you in a dog cage while she enjoys herself with other guys. Almost as much as you can from being denied sex by her.

But there are limits. And I’ve passed mine for the night. I want out of here. 

To my left beyond the empty cage immediately on that side, that skinny older guy who’s been beating off in his cage most of the night is being let out by a middle-aged woman who looks like she got poured into her rubber outfit. It looks like a black jelly that didn’t set right. 

Come on Marcie, for fuck sake. Get me out of here.

Ian’s chastity belt knocks against the padlock too as he turns onto his other side. His eyes remain fixed on my wife, like a dog waiting for its master. But she’s a ‘Mistress’. The only difference between me and him tonight is that he took the ‘showcase’ beating. No way was I signing up for that. 

And yet here I am in a cage just like Marcie’s part-time submissive. 

Is that how my wife thinks of me now? A part-time interest?

That’s certainly how things are between us sexually now. But after locking me in here earlier tonight and then coming over a couple of times to check I was OK, I’ve been largely ignored.

My dick stirs again. But a relationship like this can’t be healthy. It’s gonna change when Finn is out of the way. 

Man, my back aches, and for a second, I come close to shouting out for Marcie. Telling her I’ve had enough and demanding that she gets me out of here. But somehow I don’t even want to draw attention to myself, to what I’ve let her do to me, and to how ridiculous I must look to a man like Phil.

“Thanks again for inviting me, Ash,” Ian murmurs, and his eyes come unstuck from my wife and look my way. But they only stay with me for as long as it takes him to give me a grim smile. Before they return to Marcie. 

“Yeah, right,” I mumble and wonder whether he ever suspects the truth. That gone are the days when I had to cajole my wife into letting him join in our kinky games. Now, it’s her who almost always wants him with us. Well, her or Finn does. And maybe now even Phil does too. So he can see her ‘in action’ with a true sub.

I watch her sip some more of her drink and wonder again about her motivation for wanting Ian to spend more time with us. 

Does she do it because the way she treats him normalizes that level of treatment in my eyes? So that I’ll be more likely to accept it for myself? Is that what she’s always wanted? 

She’s never admitted it. And why would my wife want me to be no different from a long-distance admirer who can never have her?

I glance at Ian again and ponder the question. 

At last, and with those last few revelers gone, Marcie eases back her chair and then gets to her feet. She smooths her tight black dress around the fronts of her thighs. Phil gets up too and says something which makes her laugh. Marcie glances over at us and wiggles her fingers in a wave. 

Ian responds by doing the same but I just frown. 

And then the pair of them come toward us. 

Not before time. But it’s embarrassing like this in front of fucking Phil.

“How about we give these two a treat before I call the Uber for you?” Phil says from above as they reach us. 

I lower my head and twist my shoulders to try and look up beyond Marcie’s black leather boots and bare knees, then a little further, to the hem of her dark dress. 

“What on earth did you have in mind Mr Hastings?” she says to him and she laughs.

My stomach clenches and Ian is up on his knees - albeit with his head bowed because of the confined space, his fists clutching at the iron bars. 

“I don’t know how stoked tonight has left you Mrs Duman,” Phil says, “But watching you, sure created a mighty strong need in me. Why don’t you lay back on this other cage top? Let your husband watch us make out?”

“Who said anything about making out?” Marcie giggles and she turns on her heels so that the backs of her boots are in my face now.

“I did,” Phil tells her.

My cock strains in my chastity belt. 

“Now don’t play hard to get,” Phil’s voice turns dirty, “I’ve known you plenty long enough to recognize when you’ve gotten horny.”

“Oh? You reckon?”

“I know,” Phil says and as I strain to look further upward at the pair of them, he locks both Marcie’s slender wrists together behind her back with just one of his big hands. 

“Mmm,” she murmurs and stretches onto the pointed tiptoes of her boots and smacks her lips against his. 

My neck aches as I crane it to see more. Ian grunts and he’s doing the same in his pen. 

“You gonna climb on?” Phil pats the top of Ian’s cage, “Let Champ see his sexy wife put through her paces.”

“We should do it on Ash’s really,” Marcie murmurs. 

“How do you work that out?” Phil says and their lips sound again. 

“Mmm, Ash would like me close to him,” Marcie says, “Wouldn’t you Ash?”

“But he’ll see nothing if we do it right above his head,” Phil says before I can answer. 

Next to me. Ian repositions himself, like he’s getting ready to watch. 

“Let go of my wrists a minute Phil,” Marcie says, “I want a word with Ash.”

“Hurry up then,” Phil sighs, and then he slaps at her butt. 

“Ow! Do you mind?” she squeals but then laughs and she crouches down right next to me.

I gaze at her red-faced and with a perverse mixture of love and humiliation.

She’s my wife.

“I know you’d like to watch me do it Ash,” Marcie reaches an arm through into the cage and her cleavage lurches in her dress as she caresses my bare shoulder. 

My whole body shivers.

“But it’s always so horny to know you’re frustrated and you’ll want me all the more for it,” she rakes my left nipple with a fingernail.

I groan out loud and somewhere up above Phil laughs softly.

“I don’t care how Ian feels,” she whispers up closer to my cage now and I can smell her perfume. 

I’m trembling with my need for her. 

“Mmm,” she smiles, “but I want you really frustrated tonight when we get home.”

“Marce,” I try to keep my voice down so Phil doesn’t hear what I say, but the words crack in my mouth, “I’m so fucking frustrated already.”

“Mmm, we’ll see,” she smiles again and then reaches further inside but lower too, towards my groin. 

I inch forward on my ass, over the soft waterproof base of the cage to offer her my locked genitals.

Marcie cradles my balls for a moment in her soft, warm fingers and again I can’t help it. I groan out loud.

“You’re making me horny up here,” Phil sounds impatient.

“Is that good baby?” Marcie whispers at me and smiles.

I gasp and nod my head. 

“Come on Marce, let’s do it,” Phil reaches down and pulls my wife to her feet. 

“On Ash’s though,” she says, and in the adjacent cage, Ian moves across to the furthest corner, presumably for a better view. 

“Oh, Marcie,” I mumble and grip my chastity belt. 

One of her black boots and legs moves up and away out of sight as she clambers onto the roof of my cage. I reach out to touch the leather of her other boot before that too, disappears out of sight with her. 

Phil’s pants and shiny brown shoes move closer, right up to the end of the cage in front of me.

“Let’s have you on your belly,” he tells my wife.

“You’re such a dirty bastard,” she says to him, and above my head, the cage creaks a little. 

I hold my breath to listen and I visualize her on her knees up there for him. My cock throbs and squeezes painfully into the transparent bars of it’s bondage. 

“I bet you say to all the boys,” Phil says and his loose pants drop to the tops of his shoes. 

Across the dungeon, a glass clinks as one of the remaining bar staff tidies it away or maybe washes it. 

For a moment I wonder how whoever the member of staff is, they can carry on working while a beautiful woman is about to be fucked right above her husband’s head by one of the management. But I guess it’s nothing the staff here won’t have seen before. 

Phil’s hairy, bare legs press hard into the other side of the iron bars of my cage, and up above, Marcie gasps. Behind me, on opposite side of my cage, her clenched fingers grasp at the tops of different bars. 

“Uhh, uhh yeah,” she groans again.

“Is it good, Marce?” I mumble and try to turn around, try to move my head right underneath where hers must be. 

The cage creaks some more and even rocks a little too now as my wife’s groans rise and their bodies slap together. 

“Stick that lovely ass right out,” Phil grunts and I try to imagine what she looks like.

“Uhh, uhh, yeah.”

I glance across at Ian and his wide eyes and the grip he has on his chastity belt suggest that he doesn’t need to imagine. 

Beyond the clenched fingers of Marcie’s left hand, where her wedding and engagement bands gleam, Ian shuffles into a closer position on his mat. He grips his bars and presses his red face right up against them, his eyes peer upward, pupils flooded and his breathing ragged, like he can barely get his breath.

“What’s happening?” I croak at him above the noise from beyond my ‘ceiling’. Above the slap of my wife’s body and above her guttural moans and cries. But Phil’s heavy exhalations tell me only too well. 

I need the details though. 

“Uhh, uhh, yeah,” Marcie moans.

“Mistress Marcella is taking her bull,” Ian breathes, rather than ‘says’ and he works his chastity belt on his balls with both hands. 

“Describe it for me,” I gasp and grab at the bars, twist my head to try and see something above me.

“Mistress Marcella looks glorious,” he says inanely and shakes his head. He’s so close now that I can smell his sour, hot breath in my face. 

“Is he, is he in her ass?”

“I don’t know, can’t tell for sure.”

“Has he...?” I hesitate, “Has he got her tits out?”

Ian nods his head but he gapes up there, like he sees an apparition.

A hand slaps flesh above my head and Marcie squeals. The cage rocks almost violently now and it creaks fast like it could fall apart. But I still hear Ian’s breathing - like he has asthma. Like he always does when my wife overexcites him. 

Marcie’s left hand slips on the iron bar as she’s rowdily plowed and she has to get a grip again, as if to steady herself. 

Or to more easily push her body back at Phil’s.

More slaps. 

“You looked...as hot..uhh... as hot as fuck.. taking the whip...uhh... to clients,” Phil grunts and sounds like he’s running uphill, “Uhh, and to Bella.”

“Mmm, “ Marcie groans.

“You’ve got to come back...uhh...do it again. Work for me.”

“Uhhm, uh, oh, Finn doesn’t like me here,” Marcie groans. 

I squeeze my balls but then the thought hits me. 

Man, she wouldn’t encourage Phil to ‘do it’ on me. Not tonight. Not when I’ve been in this cage for hours. 

“Uhh, uhhh, uhh,” Phil grunts and when I look more closely he’s almost on the toes of his shiny brown shoes as he thumps into my wife. 

“Oh, so good, so good,” Marcie pants, “Oh, so good Phil.”

“Uhh, uhh, uhh,” he grunts in time with each shake of the cage around my head and shoulders. 

And then Marcie cries out, like she just got heartbreaking news of a terrible loss.

She’s cumming.

And still, Phil fucks her, all the way through her wailing orgasm. 

And now two of the bar staff are looking across. A young black guy and a pretty brunette in red string underwear. They grin at one another.

“Uhh yeah, mmm, uhh yeah,” Phil growls and then the cage falls still.

He’s cum in her. Phil’s cum in her. 

An hour and a half later the Uber that Phil called for us (and paid for) pulls up on our drive. Marcie’s blonde head rests on my chest in the back of the cab. She dozed most of the way back. But even though I was anxious that she might be too sleepy for sex when we got home, I didn’t try to keep her awake in the cab. I thought a nap might take the edge off her tiredness and she’d be ready to unlock me for some at home.

“We’re home,” I say to her softly and move a lock of her blonde her on her forehead. 

She yawns and straightens up with a stretch and looking beautiful. Even if her heavy eye makeup got a little smudged. Her ‘Dominatrix’ makeup.

“OK then folks,” the Asian driver peers back at us in his mirror, “Goodnight.”

Marcie gets out first on her side, with her shoulder bag that’s got the corset in, and the driver watches her over his shoulder. 

I know that once I’ve cum, there’s some real heavy angst in store for me. I know I’ll question how any wife could leave her husband locked naked in a dog cage just as ‘window dressing’ while she interacts with other men at some swanky adult club. How she could leave me in nothing but a chastity belt for everyone to see and then later have sex right above my head. Exactly where I couldn’t see. 

But right now, all I’m interested in is getting my cock free and my hands all over Marcie’s body.

Like Phil did. 

I climb out into the cold night air and dig into the pocket of my coat for the front door key.

“Finn’s truck isn’t here,” Marcie glances around at our cars as the headlamps from the reversing cab wash across her boots and shapely upper legs, “Is he still out?”

“He’s probably home,” I say over my shoulder and fumble my front door key into the lock, “Bet he scrounged a ride.” 

“No,” she says from behind me, “he told me he was driving tonight.”

“So?” I shrug. “Maybe he had other plans he didn’t tell you about. You kept where we were going tonight from him, didn’t you?”

“Only because I knew what he’d say,” Marcie murmurs at my shoulder.

“Exactly,” I say and ease the door open into the heat. 

“I’ll check if he’s in his room,” she whispers before the door is barely closed.

For fuck sake Marcie.

She throws her coat down onto the stand near the door then the heels of her black boots click down Finn’s hallway toward his room.

I kick off my own shoes watching the sway of her hips and round backside in the tight black dress as she disappears.

Her impatience to know where the fucking lodger is irritates me on one level for sure, but as long as it doesn’t interfere with me having sex in the next few minutes then she and I can sort her feelings out later. At the moment, her concern might even add to my excitement.

“He’s not back,” Marcie reappears when I’m in the kitchen grabbing a couple of glasses of water for me and her to take to bed.

“Don’t worry about him,” I shake my head and hand her a glass, “He’ll be back when he’s ready. And your husband is more than ready.”

But Marcie’s face is set like thunder. 

“Come on Marce,” I sigh and take her free hand, “You can’t be angry because he’s not home. Not when we’ve been where we have. You knew he was going out.”

“It’s nearly three in the morning,” she frowns.

“Exactly,” I take her wrist, “And I’ve been waiting for this for days.”

A few minutes later in our bedroom, Marcie sits on the bed and unzips her boots. 

I open up my shirt and in my head, for the thousandth time tonight, I run through exactly what I want to do to her when I’m unlocked. 

Poor Ian. Having to drive all that way home after tonight and zero relief at all. 

Then when I’m almost naked, Marcie stands up and barefoot, she unzips her dress up the back. She’s still real quiet though.

“Forget about him for now Marce,” I help her get the zipper right open and the dress down over her hips. My caged groin pulsates and drools for her. 

Man, I’m fucking shaking and aching all over for her. For the woman I watched beat those other people just to entertain Phil and Richmond’s clients. 

Phil even insisted on giving her money before we left. A couple of hundred.

“Come on Marce, get the key.” I fondle her bare hips on either side of her panties. I gaze right into her blue eyes and through the front of my shorts I hold my chastity belt in both hands. Huge patches of cooled, sticky Pre-cum dampen my fingertips. 

“Ash, I’m tired,” she sighs and her shoulders sag, her boobs shudder, “I need to take my makeup off.”

It takes every ounce of effort not to remind her that she fucking promised before we left Traders, that she told me ‘how hot’ it was to see me frustrated. But I hold my tongue on that. “So take the makeup off,” I shrug, “Just get my dick out of this first.”

“The keys in one of my shoes again,” Marcie sighs and her eyes indicate her wardrobe.

“Which shoe?”

“I don’t remember,” she shakes her blonde hair and pulls out the stool from in front of her dressing mirror.

Great. How many pairs of shoes does my wife even have? 

But honestly, right now, I don’t care. I’ll search through every single one of her heels and flat shoes to find it if I have to. I can’t stay another night like this. 

On my hands and knees half inside her wardrobe while she sits wiping her makeup off and I find the key hidden inside one of her low red heels. So near to the toe inside that I almost miss it. 

“Marcie, will you take it off for me?” I peer up at her from the floor.

“Ash, can’t you do it yourself?”

“I always like it when you do Marce,” I say with the little chrome key to my freedom between two of my fingers and thumb. “It feels sort of symbolic,” my heart beats fast and my throat is dry.

“Come over here then,” she sighs and gestures impatiently with her hand. 

I grin at her and then stand and shove my shorts right down and off. I hurry over to her in nothing but the chastity belt.

“What did you think when I was doing it with Phil right above your head?” she asks and twisting toward me on her stool, she reaches up to take the key into long fingers with their purple, lacquered nails.

“It was surreal,” I shake my head and ease the padlock away from the cage itself to hold the base of it out to her so she can get at it and unlock it more easily. “Was it hot for you?”

“It’s always hot with Phil,” she says and smiles dirtily up at me, but she doesn’t start to unlock me. 

“Better than with Finn?” I ask to goad her and hopefully to chip away further at her opinion of our lodger. An occasional lover for Marcie has to be better than a live-in one who takes us for granted. Even if she does end up working for Phil.

“Different,” she says but reddens a little. She’s admitted to me before that he’s better in bed than Finn. She puts the key down on the dresser and then continues to remove her makeup.

“Marcie, come on,” I say and hold the padlock and belt out to her in both my hands.

“You have to beg me,” she says with a cruel smile up at me and she swivels a little on the stool so that she’s facing my lower body more directly. 

My heart accelerates and my breath sticks in my chest. When did she get so cruel?

“You know I like to hear you beg for it,” she purrs with that same smile again and then reaches behind her back for her bra straps.

She’s seriously going to make me beg for her? After everything she’s put me through tonight? 

My caged cock throbs in my hands. 

“There,” she exhales and wonderful boobs spill free and and sway before they settle below me.

“Marcie please,” I pant.

“That’s it,” she caresses my thighs and gazes up bare-breasted at me, “But on your knees. Like Ian does.”

I’d protest if I wasn’t too far gone, if I wasn’t desperate. I know I would. But I don’t. I just sigh a deep sigh, to feign unhappiness or reluctance. Then I get down on my knees at Marcie’s bare, high-arched feet. I take one in my hands and gaze up at her, into her big blue eyes, “Please, Marcie?” My cock feels ready to burst. My whole body does.

“Please what?” she lowers her shoulders and sways her bare boobs on purpose in my face.

“Oh fuck, Marce, Please may I come out of chastity and have sex with you?”

There’s a thump or a bang somewhere in the house. 

“He’s back,” Marcie twists away back to the mirror on her stool. She pushes her long blonde hair around her shoulders and then reaches for her eyeliner.

“So what if he’s back?” I gape up at her from my knees, “You can see him tomorrow if you have to.”

But there’s an almost immediate knock on our bedroom door.

“Come in,” she calls and gets to her feet.

“Marcie,” I gaze after her as she goes to the door.

“I saw your light was still on,” Finn says and his eyes crawl over my wife’s bare tits. “Hey dude,” he nods at me on my knees and doesn’t even react with surprise. And then she’s in his arms. 

“Wouldn’t you prefer me to sleep with Finn?” Marcie looks back at me over her shoulder, “Think how much more you’ll want me tomorrow afternoon, mmm.”

“Marcie,” I moan, but much as I’ve started to hate Finn, after everything else tonight, Marcie’s disregard for me now, and the sight of her topless and so willing in another man’s strong arms only inflames me more. I reach for the chastity belt key from the dressing table and hold my arm out and up to her. “Take this with you, Marcie.”
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Chapter Eleven
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Wes

The morning air outside the town community center on Saturday is cold and crisp. There’s a bite that nips at my cheeks as I open up the trailer on the parking lot ready for the craft fair that’ll be starting soon. I’m glad I put my scarf and a thick coat on. At least until the crowds arrive and things hopefully warm up. 

But as I tune out the chatter and bustle of the stallholders laying out their goods on makeshift outdoor tables, the cold only reminds me of Amelia. The way Sterling Marks expects my wife to dress. Last night at that perverse club in her thin mini skirt and shoulderless top. 

My stomach hardens into a ball but my dick thickens in my pants. Amelia’s arms and cheeks were so cold. She was shaking in that line outside. 

And now tonight. When he’s told her to go to his, wearing only a bra and panties under her coat. 

Hell. How am I supposed to get through today? And exactly what does an older man have planned for my wife’s ‘initiation’? As soon as I’m finished getting the trailer ready I need to find the nearest toilets and jack off. 

There’s a click that my attuned ear picks up above the chatter and clatter of the nearby stallholders and that signifies the espresso machine is ready. As does the steam from it. I need caffeine. Amelia kept me up late in bed last night. And that’s another thing I don’t remember happening too often prior to Sterling and Vanessa moving into our neighborhood. As hot as that thought too is, it makes me uncomfortable as well. I guess I’d be a fool if it didn’t.

Steam rises from the Gaggia machine and I take a big inhalation of the rich, ground Columbian beans before I load them into the filter basket. There are few better smells in the world. 

“Can I get a double Americano when you’re ready?” someone says and the other side of the counter a guy in a loud yellow puffer jacket stands rubbing his hands together and moving from foot to foot. 

I serve him then myself and sit back on the stool with a large milky cappuccino to watch the crowds slowly start to build. There’s a sweet aroma of freshly baked goods drifting in the air from somewhere outside too which suggests at least one specialty seller - although I can’t see them from here. They might not bode too well for sales of my pastries and snacks today. So let’s hope drinks sales are good.

My thoughts drift back to that club last night. Sterling fucking another man’s wife outside. Her husband beating off as he watched the frenzied shagging. 

The size of Sterling’s cock when it’s hard. Hell. 

My gut churns. I wonder how that woman’s husband feels right now. Whether he regrets what she did. 

It was a mind fuck for me to watch, never mind her husband. ‘Terrifying’ on one level, and yet I couldn’t take my eyes off a single second of it. 

How did that husband stand there, watching, letting a big black guy take his place inside his wife? Could I seriously do the same if Sterling makes his move on Amelia tonight?

An order for two ‘Flat whites’ pulls me back to reality and I smile at a couple who look similar ages to my Mom and Pop. I serve them and then a woman with a couple of kids who are all wrapped up warm in multi-colored coats and scarves and who want soft drinks. ‘Busy’ is good though, it stops my mind from obsessing over what feels like a relentless loop of anticipation and anxiety.

Later, after a morning that turns out to be a continual - but welcome - blur of faces and orders, I’m wiping down the chrome countertop again and now with my stomach rumbling and telling me it’s time to eat, when a familiar face smiles outside smiles up at me.

“Hey, Wes,” he says and his mop of ginger hair blows into his eyes so that he has to scoop it away. He holds up a takeaway container with his other hand. It’s Kit, from the Mexican food van. “Got something for you,” he says, “Fancy a trade? I could go a double or triple shot espresso.” The spicy smell of Mexican food greets my nostrils.

“You’re a lifesaver,” I nod and grin at him. He looked rougher than usual the last time I saw him, but today he’s even worse. He’s got big dark circles under his eyes. 

Has he been arguing with his wife again?

“I didn’t know you guys were here today,” I say and refresh the filter basket for his drink, “Your Mrs usually comes over early doors to arrange any swaps.”

“Yeah, I’m pitched around the other side of the hall,” he gestures over his shoulder, but then when I hand him his triple shot, a shadow crosses his face and his smile of ‘thanks’ falters. “Don’t suppose you’ll be seeing my wife again any time soon now anyhow. She left me, dude. Went off with some guy.”

“Oh, hell Kit. I’m sorry to hear that,” an image of his wife passes through my head. Her always in a short skirt, low top, and high heels. He used to joke he ‘dressed her’ that way to attract customers. 

“It is what it is,” he shrugs and pops the lid on his espresso, “Life goes on, right?”

I nod, but inside as he walks away, I’m unsettled again. Kit’s situation now, versus that first time I saw the pair of them together - then, seemingly so happily married - stirs up my anxieties about Amelia and Sterling all over again. 

Could me and her be heading down a similar path as Kit and his wife? Look at how Amelia has changed lately. 

No, surely not. I’ve been through all these doubts in my head before. Sterling is married. Amelia loves me.

But there’s an insidious whisper in my mind that’s hard to silence. And maybe I should have asked Kit if his wife’s guy is married. 

Late afternoon, with the crowds thinning out, my phone rings in my pocket. I expect (and hope) to read Amelia’s name and number on the screen. But I’m wrong. 

Denise, my older sister. We haven’t spoken in months. But her life’s always a whirlwind. High-powered corporate career and long-haul travel. She rarely has time to touch base with family.

“Hey, stranger,” I answer and try to keep my voice light.

“Hey Li’l Bro. I know it's been forever. How are you?”

“I'm good, just at a craft fair with the trailer. What's up?”

“I better not keep you from coining it. Ian and I are up in the area for a few days. Spontaneous trip, but we’re calling in on Mom and Pop tomorrow, thought we’d pop by to see you and Amelia on the way back?”

My stomach knots at her words. The timing couldn’t be worse. How can Amelia and I be in the right head space to play ‘Happy Families’ only a few hours after I’ve taken my wife to Sterling again? 

But she’s my sister, and I haven’t seen her or Ian in ages. And who knows when we’ll see them again?

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I say slowly, “What time are you thinking?” 

“Late afternoon probs,” she says with that irritating abbreviation she likes to use, “But I’ll call you before we set off. Can’t wait to see you both.”

When I reach our street and then driveway early evening, even the sight of our bungalow doesn’t fill me with the usual sense of relief and ‘welcome’. Not tonight. Not with so many unknowns ahead of us. Not with my wife seemingly prepared to go around to another man’s home in her underwear and to put herself through who knows what for him. And not when tomorrow there’s a family get-together with a sister who’s always been able to read her little brother like a predictable paperback. 

I take a deep breath and with my heart beating fast I get out of the car.

“Hey, I only just got in,” Amelia surprises me inside, hanging up her jacket at the front door. She kisses my cheek. She’s in a tight jumper and black jeans.

“Oh, where did you go?” I glance at a brown paper bag lying near her feet that has some store name stamped on it.

“Vanessa called to see if I fancied the mall.”

“You buy anything interesting?” I indicate the bag, but am already wondering whether Vanessa was sent by Sterling today to help keep my wife ‘on track’ for tonight.

“Vanessa talked me into them,” she sighs and picks the bag up, “They’re not at all me. But she insisted on paying for them.” 

“What did you get?” I ask and follow her further into the house with my already fast heart rate elevated.

She puts the bag down on our little dining table. “She said I’ll feel more confident tonight in something new and bold,” Amelia says on the way to the kitchen and then she’s filling the kettle there, “It’s easy for her though, she always looks stunning, doesn’t she?”

‘Bold’? 

“She never looks anywhere near as hot as you do,” I say but Amelia gives me a dubious look from the kitchen.

“But I figured that if I have to wear so little when we go there,” she says when I reach her, “I should have nice lingerie.”

New lingerie to look good in for Sterling? Panic tries to surge in me but my dick thickens in my pants. 

Amelia’s cheeks flush and even though she looks embarrassed about what she just said, the way she’s talking somehow barely sounds like my wife. 

“So what did you get?” My mouth dries up.

“Take a look,” she shrugs and her eyes gesture back toward the dining table. 

I leave and head out of the kitchen. I open up the stiff, thick brown paper bag on the table and feel around inside. My fingertips touch gossamer thin fabric but then what also feels like stiff under-wiring. “Black?” I say and glance back at my wife in the kitchen.

“Vanessa said the color would suit me,” she says without looking my way.

Does the wiring mean it’s a ‘push-up’ bra? She’s never had one of these. She’s always gone for comfort over ‘daring’ with lingerie. 

My fingers feel a second, tinier item beneath the first. No way. “G-string?” I say, barely able to get the hyphenated word out of my mouth. I run part of the soft, superficial string of the pantie rear between my index finger and thumb and I’m trembling. A scant strip of narrow fabric a few inches long that will cover up next to nothing of my wife. 

Vanessa’s talked Amelia into going to their house in a push-up bra and fucking g-string? 

“You never bought anything like this before,” I murmur, unable to hide an element of accusation in my voice. Despite my dark excitement.

“I told you,” she shrugs with another soft blush coloring her cheeks. “I didn’t buy them. Vanessa did. I don’t even know if I’ll wear them.” 

I try to process what she’s said and what she’s done - albeit with Vanessa’s encouragement -but a shiver trickles down my spine. A curdling of insecurity and anticipation that curls and coils tight inside me. How come she’ll wear this kind of underwear for him to see her in when she’s never willingly done it for me? 

But maybe it makes sense that she needs to feel ‘different’ from her usual self if she’s to go through with tonight. 

“Don’t you like them either?” Amelia asks softly and she comes to me at the dining table, looking at me now as if searching my gaze for reassurance, “I thought you would.”

I nod slowly but withdraw my fingers and hand from the bag. “You’ll look amazing in them,” I say and my face burns. “Too good probably.”

“Too good?” Amelia’s baby blue eyes widen.

“Never mind,” I say and hold her shoulders, the soft angora of her jumper. I kiss her forehead. Tonight feels like a knife edge. One movement either way could have massive consequences. If we push ahead as planned, or if I decide I can’t go through with it after all.

But isn’t this exactly what I always wanted? And Hell, how much do I want Sterling to see her in that bra and g-string? 

Kit and his wife play through my head again though.  

“You’re sure you’re OK about tonight?” I ask, and maybe I’m trying to take the easy way out now, trying to get her to make the decision. But that underwear has me rock hard too and I’m pretty sure that if she tried to back out of tonight, I’d only try to talk her back in.

Amelia meets my gaze steadily, “If you are,” she nods, “Though that doesn’t mean I’m not scared.” 

“Me too,” I say, “But as long as we love each other...,” I scan her eyes for reassurance.

“I love you more than anything,” she says and squeezes me tight. 

I guess to some people, those words in these circumstances might seem ridiculous. But they’re what I need to hear. I kiss her again. On the mouth. Feel the warmth of her body against mine.

“I’ll take a shower and then put the new things on,” she says. 

I’m so turned on but scared for her too and tonight doesn’t feel like before the last time we went to their home. Tonight I’m too shaky and somehow too ‘weak’ to want sex with Amelia. Even if we had the time. 

Or maybe I just don’t want her satisfied before she goes to Sterling.

“You can tell me what you think of me in them before we decide,” she says and takes the brown paper bag with her toward our bedroom. 
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Chapter Twelve
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Wes

When Amelia’s gone to shower and get ready I stand in the living room. I can’t sit. My heart races so fast that it scares me. I try to steady my thoughts. I pace the room, then force myself to sit. I turn on the TV and flick around with the remote but how can I settle? How could any husband in this situation? 

I’ll get changed while she showers.

I head for the bedroom and pick a shirt and fresh jeans. I’ll get a wash before we leave. 

I’m back on the sofa with tightness in my gut but trying to focus on a sports channel when Amelia’s heels clack on the floor. 

She’s framed by the doorway with her long blonde hair loose on her shoulders but she hesitates there a moment. My breath catches in my throat. 

Oh, fuck.

The contrast between her lithe, pale body under the soft light and the sleek, two-piece, semi-sheer black underwear is spectacular. For a ‘submissive’, Amelia is more like a powerful, mythical ‘Goddess’. I just stare up at her. The perfectly molded bra cradles her pert breasts, hoists them higher, and presents them, - forcing my eyes to admire them like I’m seeing them for the first time. Below her boosted, succulent boobs and her flat stomach, her lean waist and her hips are emphasized by the teasing sides and front ‘V’ of the tiny g-string. Her whole body is more delicately ‘decorated’ than it is in any way ‘covered’. 

I get to my feet with my face and my whole groin on fire. I’m hard in my pants.

Amelia’s long legs stretch like statuesque pillars down to her dark heels as she steps more fully into the living room area. She holds both hands together now in front of the tiny black ‘V’ that only draws the eye to between her legs too. 

I drink in the sight of her - my wife - adorned in an ultra-feminine ensemble that another woman picked for her, and Amelia looks so ‘foreign’, so ‘alien’ yet so reassuringly familiar too. 

“What do you think?” she asks, her voice soft and uncertain, “It’s not me, is it?”

I swallow hard, my throat dried up again. “You look... incredible,” I say, but fail to mask the tremor in my voice. I step towards her to kiss her and her perfume is reassuringly familiar. “You’re absolutely gorgeous.”

“Are you sure?” 

“Trust me,” I nod but can’t stop staring, “Turn around for me?”

She nods slowly, and another blush creeps up her throat and face as she pivots on her heels and gives me a full view of her backside. 

My breath hitches at the sight below the dimples on her lower back. Amelia’s pert, jutting behind exhibited, or ‘offered’ like some sort of sacrifice to this other man. My cock throbs, rock hard in my pants in front of her. The fragile black vertical string plunges between her cheeks and only emphasizes the lovely natural split there. She looks like a vision, a masterpiece that’s surely meant to be admired.

“Hell, Amelia,” I murmur, unable to hide the awe in my voice, “You’re breathtaking,” I place my palms on the sides of her hips and the flesh there is cold. “You better put your warmest coat on tonight too,” I murmur into the back of her hair and ease my hardness against her cheeks. I’m too worked up now to put a stop to tonight even if either of us wanted that. 

“Tell me about it,” Amelia turns back to me and presses her lips to mine. 

Neither of us is mentioning Sterling at all. It’s like we’re deliberately avoiding the biggest topic.

“Vanessa said I should wear less makeup tonight,” she says.

They’re trying to control that too? I gaze at the light eyeliner around her sparkling blue eyes and the minimal mascara; her rose pink lipstick. Then I glance lower, at the two entwined hearts pendant on the base of her throat and the thin silver chain with it that glistens on her neck. “I didn’t notice you had that on,” I smile but a sudden heavy sadness tugs at my heart. 

“Hmm, I wonder why?” she fondles the pendant and then gives me gives me a little smile. 

A little while later an unsmiling Sterling shakes my hand, once we’re through his front door. “Good evening Amelia,” he nods at my wife. He’s in loose black pants and a long-sleeved jumper.

Is his ‘stern’ demeanor part of some especially ‘dominant’ act tonight? Part of my wife’s ‘initiation’? If it is, it seems faintly ridiculous.

Or then again, maybe he was arguing with his wife about something before we came around here. 

“Vanessa,” he calls out over his shoulder, “Would you come and take our guest’s coats?”

“Yes, Master, Sterling,” she appears from behind him in their hallway.

We’re doing the ‘Master’ routine already? 

But there’s another surprise too. Vanessa is fully dressed. Shiny black pants - maybe some sort of leather or PVC with one of her usual low-cut tops. The latter is equally as tight as the pants, and the front of it little more than cross-crossed lace that barely conceals her huge boobs. She moves swiftly in impossibly high red heels, directly to the rear of my wife as the flushed Amelia starts to undo her thick coat. Vanessa helps ease Amelia out of it.

I hold my breath as I stand and stare.

“Oh. My. Word.” The big black man shakes his head slowly as my wife is uncovered in the couple’s wide hallway. “Holy Moly,” he blows out his cheeks. 

Amelia lowers her eyes and holds both hands at the front of her g-string like she did in front of me earlier. 

I must be mad to let this happen.

Sterling gazes at her unapologetically with his pupils flooded. Behind them both, Vanessa clears her throat and shifts on her high heels. 

“You chose well my Precious,” Sterling mumbles to her over his shoulder but he can’t seem to take his eyes off my wife. And if his face was ‘stern’ when we arrived here then it’s sure softened now. “You look divine,” he takes one of Amelia’s wrists and the act sends a bolt of electricity through me. “A little living doll.” 

It's that phrase again.

“I don’t normally wear black under...,” Amelia’s voice is weak.

“Black looks so good on you,” Sterling says and still holding her wrist, his hungry eyes roam all over her. Across and between her pushed-up breasts, down the flat of her stomach and either side of it to the curves of her pale hips and then down again to the length of her long legs, “Black on your lovely white skin. A productive trip to the mall, don’t you think Wes?”

I nod at him.

“And I do like your jewelry,” he lets go of Amelia’s wrist and picks the pendant up and away from her throat.

“Wes bought it me for Valentines’,” she says flushed at both her throat and cheeks.

“It’s very sweet,” he smiles at her. 

“Where did you want her to...?” Vanessa begins from behind them but Sterling silences her with a wave of his other hand. 

“I think for this very special night Amelia,” Sterling releases her pendant but then walks around my wife inspecting her bottom in his hallway, “We must ensure you’re in the perfect head space. That space being submissive. Subspace.”

Amelia raises her eyes and glances over at me.

“So I’d like you to begin for us in the kitchen, where you alone can serve drinks for everyone while we chat,” Sterling gestures his wife to take Amelia away.

I breathe again and it feels like the first time I have since we stepped through their door. And then as I watch Vanessa in her heels lead my Amelia away in hers, and I glance up at Sterling’s gaze following the gentle sway of my wife’s all-but-bare behind, it strikes me that tonight the wives aren’t holding hands. I’m pretty sure that every other night when we’ve come here together, Vanessa has taken my wife into their house holding her hand. 

Is that significant?

“How are you feeling about tonight?” Sterling asks softly when Amelia is out of sight. He squeezes my shoulder.

“Nervous for Amelia I guess,” I say. 

He told she ‘alone’ would be serving drinks.

“But excited too?”

I nod my head.

“And have you thought any more now about your own submission?”

That again?

I frown and shake my head. I should repeat what I said the last time. ‘No way’. No matter what he might have in mind.

But seeing Amelia undressed by his wife, and knowing he doubtless had involvement in what was chosen and bought for my Amelia at the mall, and hearing him give ‘orders’ to the woman I love, then her lack of resistance, has all lowered my own. And that confuses the hell out of me. I react only with a burning face. 

“Let’s play that aspect by ear as the night unfolds the, shall we?” he squeezes my shoulder a second time and gestures me down the hallway with him. 

“Yes, on this special evening,” Sterling announces when we reach their spacious kitchen where Amelia is being directed by Vanessa to retrieve a specific bottle from one of their fridges, “Champagne is very much the order of the day.” 

“The flutes are in that high cupboard,” Vanessa whispers to my wife and points. 

“I’ve never opened champagne before,” Amelia says as she stretches. 

Sterling’s dark eyes flit from her behind to the backs of her taut thighs. I can’t help but think that her talking is mainly an attempt to mask her self-consciousness in an otherwise silent room. 

“If we ever have sparkling wine at home,” she says flushed with either embarrassment or from reaching up as she returns to place the first two glasses down on the island, “Wes opens it. Don’t you Wes?” 

I nod and smile at her.

“So you need to learn how,” Sterling watches her every move as she returns to the cupboard for more glasses. “But there’ll be much for you to learn tonight.”

For a moment Vanessa and I make eye contact and she looks as anxious as I feel. 

But then, when Amelia has assembled the four elegant glasses, Vanessa schools my wife in removing the foil and loosening the wire cage on top of the bottle. After that, Amelia is instructed to hold the bottle at an angle, secure the cork, then to slowly twist the bottle - ‘not the cork’. 

The latter slips out with a loud pop and a squeal from Amelia before her high heels scuttle on the wood block floor as she hurries to prevent spillage and pour the first frothing glass. 

The whole while, Sterling gazes at my wife with greed that makes my dick weep.

Amelia hands him the first poured glass and Vanessa the second. 

Sterling takes a leisurely sip of his champagne as she pours one for me. “So twenty-four hours on,” he says, his voice smooth, “What did the pair of you make of the sights in the dungeon last night?”

Amelia hesitates for a moment with the bottle in her hand, maybe it’s the memory of last night that flickers in her eyes. “Well, we’ve definitely never seen anything like it before,” she says, “Have we, Wes?” 

I shake my head as Amelia pours a drink for herself. 

“Some of what I saw was a lot to take in,” I say and look directly at Sterling. See if I can’t put him on the back foot a little after what he did with that woman outside the club. 

His eyes narrow at me.

“The beatings, all that restraint” I shrug and let him off the hook. I want the focus back on my wife. 

Sterling nods, his expression thoughtful. He shifts his attention between me and the now-sipping Amelia, as if weighing our reactions. “And what about the husbands in restraint down there? The cages?” he asks, with like a weird undercurrent of challenge in his tone. “Could you ever see Wes in such a situation Amelia?”

For second, as Amelia doesn’t immediately respond, the question hangs in the air, and my thoughts race. 

But then she shakes her head repeatedly, rapidly, and she crosses one forearm over her boobs. “I could never.., I could never play the submissive in front of strangers either,” she says.

“Which is why you’re here amongst friends,” he says and reaches for the arm that’s across her breasts, “Don’t hide your body, please.” 

“Sorry,” Amelia reddens again and lowers her eyes.

Fuck. My chest tightens and my gut churns.

“And surely Amelia,” he says, “Whether or not you were punished in front of others would likely form part of your ‘Public Display Training’ and so potentially be at the discretion of your Master, wouldn’t it? Arguably, so could locking away your ‘support partner’ for a period of time, to intensify your feelings of submission,” he glances at me before returning his eyes to Amelia and then chuckling. “You should see the look on your faces,” he says, “I’m teasing. Although I do suspect Vanessa would enjoy being caged that way.”

Vanessa laughs, a sound that lightens the tension in the room. “I’m saying nothing,” she shrugs and smiles at my wife. 

“Right,” Sterling hands his empty champagne glass to Amelia, “Let’s not delay your initiation any further. I’d like you to gather all our glasses and an additional bottle,” he instructs her, “Vanessa will show you where to find the tray. You can bring everything upstairs for us.”

Amelia nods.

“Yes Master,” Vanessa murmurs to her.

“Oh, Yes Master,” Amelia repeats and reddens.

I redden too and Sterling winks at me. 

What exactly is planned for Amelia’s ‘initiation’? Upstairs is where he touched her though before. Where he made my wife climax with his fingers barely inside her. 

Amelia collects the glasses, a fresh bottle, and a tray. Her actions would be insignificant in any other circumstances. But here, in an older black couple’s home, directed by them in revealing new underwear that they chose for her to wear, along with her willingness to obey and embrace this strange parallel world for the evening, it’s disorientating.

But my cock throbs,

“Head high, back straight,” Sterling’s nostrils flare as Amelia holds the loaded tray in her hands. 

“Yes, Master,” Amelia nods and raises her chin. 

“Off you go,” he pats her bare behind, then gestures to his wife to follow her, “Lead the way.”

I’m hard in my pants.

“Always remember your posture,” Vanessa whispers to my wife. 

Tonight this suddenly got serious. But hell, me and Amelia should have had sex before we came out. 

Sterling and I follow, and as we ascend, the tray in front clinks lightly as Amelia and Vanessa climb too. Sterling offers gentle encouragement and corrections to Amelia’s movements, shaping this short journey with his words. “Keep those pretty shoulders back,” he tells her, his voice carrying authority, and like, how my wife moves up their stairs somehow really matters, “Show us what an elegant little doll you are."

“You’re doing beautifully,” Vanessa murmurs her soft reassurance, but excited though I am - and more than a little humiliated too at my wife’s unnecessary treatment - I can’t wonder whether this kind of weird ritual was remotely like any of the fantasies Amelia said she had before we ever met this kinky older couple.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Wes

“Wow,” I say when I too enter the Marks’ stark, lamp-lit back bedroom. It’s not the way I remember it from last time. When Amelia was walked through that crazy obstacle course in here. When Sterling touched her. “You painted it red,” I say, but it doesn’t smell too strong of paint, more like fresh linen or something. Red like that dungeon last night. 

Amelia peers around the room with the tray of drinks in her arms. 

“We have Vanessa to thank for the transformation and ambiance for tonight,” Sterling smiles at his wife. 

The ceiling is red too, but a lighter shade, and the blinds closed the same as last time. A single wall lamp which looks new as well, is what casts the muted glow and there’s some sort of wheel-less exercise bike on the floor, plus something similar but smaller on a large, thick-legged table against one of the walls.

Surely he’s not planning on making Amelia exercise? I try to get my head around what the little frames might be for. 

Wait. Is that a fucking dildo sticking up from the one on the floor?

“Sterling, er Master,” Amelia clears her throat, “Shall I put the tray down on the table, or on the ottoman in the corner?”

“No,” Sterling says flatly, “I’d like you to continue to hold it. Exactly as you are now. Vanessa, would you open up Amelia’s pillory for her?” Sterling eyes the frame on the table. 

‘Pillory?’ 

“You’ll find mini stocks far less onerous the first time around than all those chains and the other paraphernalia like you saw last night,” he smiles at Amelia and pats her semi-bare behind. 

Amelia doesn’t react, she keeps her head high and she’s touched again by him.

‘Stocks’? He wants to put my wife in ‘stocks’? Not on a fucking table though, surely? I must have misunderstood what he meant. I scan that second frame quickly though, but can see nothing attached there that looks like a dildo. I turn a little, to try and conceal my erection as I struggle to digest Sterling’s last two statements.

Vanessa approaches the table and begins to open up joints on the chrome frame. 

“We’ll also have my wife fully restrained at the same time as you are,” Sterling eyes Amelia’s cleavage and smiles at her.

He’s not even trying to hide his desire for her from either of us at all now. He thinks she’s ‘his’. 

“So you should have a comfortable initiation,” he pats Amelia’s buttocks again. 

I peer at the large table that’s about as high and wide as a desk as Vanessa leans over it, her heavy bust shifting in her revealing dark string top as she opens up various extendable parts of black and chrome steel bars and rods. There’s a long vertical chrome bar that runs three-quarters of the length of the long table and three shorter black bars that pass horizontally across the longer one and are connected to it. The three are spaced out around the same distance apart. Each has a circular steel ring a few inches wide at either end. There’s a short rod pointing upwards from the long vertical bar and that has some kind of other attachment on.

Are those steel rings ‘shackles’? My heart hammers my ribs. 

Vanessa steps away from the table and moves close to Sterling. 

I glance back at the contraption on the table - Amelia’s ‘pillory’? - And now Vanessa has done with it, there’s another feature as well but I can’t imagine what it’s for. A thick, black, and maybe foam cylinder or roller on one end of another, more central upward rod and the foam cylinder runs horizontally across the longest bar. 

I shift my gaze to Amelia though and the loaded tray that trembles a little in her arms as she stares, wide-eyed at the table in her meager underwear.

“So Vanessa will demonstrate how to assume your position, Amelia,” Sterling says and by the time I turn my attention back to him and his wife, she’s stripped down to her underwear too. Red bra and panties with her black pants and top in her hands.

Shit.

Without a word, she passes her discarded clothes to Sterling then undoes her bra. Her huge dark tits spring free, nipples already stiff and crinkled. She peels her panties down over her wide wiggling hips and shamelessly shows a shaved vagina before taking her clothes back from Sterling. She sashays across the room in only her clacking red heels and then places her clothes down neatly on the ottoman. Next to a black box with a blue label. 

I don’t know what to say. I don’t how to react. And by the look of her, neither does Amelia. 

Sterling watches his wife return towards us, boobs jiggling as she does. But she stops near the other pillory on the floor. And without a word to anyone she kneels and then lays over the other frame.

Is he going to make his wife use a fucking dildo in front of us? 

I grab what might or might not be the remains of my drink from the tray in Amelia’s hands and take a huge mouthful of sweet-tasting bubbly. I hold it toward Amelia to offer her some, but she shakes her head. 

Sterling smiles at Amelia then plucks the new bottle from the tray and pops the cork. He tops my glass up and pours another for himself.

My eyes are drawn back to the movement of the nude Vanessa on all fours on the floor. And it’s a surreal sight.

She’s knelt astride the construction with her belly on the foam roller. Her upper back and shoulders are lowered and her huge bare breasts hang like udders beneath her. She has her wrists pushed through steel rings at either end of the top horizontal bar and her ankles through the same on a horizontal bar at the other end. Her neck is inside a larger, opened steel ring and the black dildo protrudes in her face.

I daren’t even look at Amelia. 

Hell, what have we signed up to?

“Before I lock my Precious fully in place Amelia,” Sterling indicates his wife, “Do you see how to assume your position? In the same manner? We need that lovely flat tummy over the cushioned roller to give you a degree of comfort and support,” he gestures at the table.

“Do I have to be up there on it?” Amelia swallows hard and her bare legs tremble.

“It’s where I want you,” he says firmly, “And we’ve all discussed the topic of restraint for you, haven’t we?” He leaves the question hanging and leans over his wife, deftly and swiftly snapping and locking the five rings around her ankles, wrists and then the larger one her neck, securing her limbs and head in place. And then, he pulls her face back from the dildo as far as allowed by the steel ring that effectively collars her, and he feeds the head of the black rubber penis.

Vanessa opens wide.

Holy crap.

“And a raised pillory,” he says to Amelia as he leaves his wife down there and straightens up, “is the perfect place for a little Doll to be simultaneously punished with some stimulating impact play.”

I glance at Amelia in her skimpy black underwear and with the tray still held in both her hands.

“Urck-huh, urck-huh,” away to my left on the floor, Vanessa now noisily sucks, her head and shoulders nodding forward to draw the dildo in as deeply, as her collar will permit.

How can she bring herself to fucking do that in front of us? 

How can he let her?

And then it hits me. Is there no dildo for Amelia, because he expects my wife to suck the real thing?

My dick which had shrunken back at the sight of Vanessa’s humiliation, thickens again in my pants and I drain my drink.

“Do I really have to go on the table?” Amelia repeats herself.

“For your first time, yes,” once Wes and I have repositioned it so you and my wife can face one another,” Sterling gestures at me to help him move the table around a little. “Vanessa’s lower position this evening will enhance her need to feel deep submission and sexual inferiority to you my Little Doll.”

Dazed, I put my drink back on the tray do as he says. I take an end of the table by its edge. But it looks a real heavy piece of furniture. He uses his head to indicate where we’re dragging it across the floorboards. 

“Deep throat training is particularly necessary when you have to deal with a penis length and girth beyond a certain size,” he says, grunting too as we shift the table and as if feeling the need to explain Vanessa’s noisy performance. “Let Wes have the tray now,” he says to Amelia once he’s satisfied with where the table is positioned. “Can you take it over to the ottoman, for me?” He says to me. 

Amelia and I make the briefest of eye contact as she hands me the tray. I don’t want to dawdle while she’s across the room behind me with him. So I walk quickly past the bizarre sight of his shackled, kneeling and sucking wife. Without looking down at her. 

“Can you bring me the whip you’ll find on there?” Sterling calls after me.

‘Whip?’ 

On the black leather-topped ottoman right in front of me and next to Vanessa’s clothes and the rectangular black box with the blue label, is a riding crop. I couldn’t see it from across the room. 

Evil dark nylon and leather, like some kind of rigid, sleeping snake that got all dried and stretched out. And like the whips we saw used so cruelly at that club last night. 

And there’s another black fucking dildo too.

My stomach lurches and my pulse is in my throat. 

The whip better be for Vanessa. No way will Amelia let him use that on her. 

“Wes, would you like to strip my Little Doll for me?” Sterling smiles when I return and he takes the whip from me.

Amelia looks down at her empty hands which are now back in front of her panties as she stands. Her face and throat are both flushed dark pink.

“Are you OK if I...?” I whisper the question to her and frothing with sick excitement though I am, part of me wants her to, wills her to, say ‘No’. To say ‘No, it’s not OK to take everything off me. Get me out of this madhouse, right now!’

But my Amelia only nods her head. 

Is her blush from embarrassment, or submissive excitement? 

She inches around on her heels, exposing me to the protruding cheeks that Sterling has barely kept his hands off all night. She scoops her long strawberry blonde up off her shoulders and back and feeds it forward so that it falls more over her chest - presumably so I can access her bra straps more easily. 

But now it’s me who shakes. It takes me several attempts to unhook Amelia’s bra clasp. Then when I finally do, it falls open at the back. So I peel it off my wife to uncover her pert breasts for Sterling.

“Lovely,” he’s rolled up the sleeves of his jumper and he studies Amelia’s bare tits with his powerful forearms crossed and his head cocked to one side. 

Her pink nipples stiffen in front of him. 

“Mmmng, mmng,” his wife sounds like she’s gnawing at the dildo down on the floor, and when I glance down at her, she’s peering up at my topless wife as she sucks. 

“Now those sexy little panties,” Sterling gestures with the whip for my wife’s discarded black bra and I pass it into his empty hand.

He holds onto Amelias’ new bra as I crouch behind her. I’m trembling like the backs of her thighs in front of my face and breathing like I’ve become asthmatic. l ease the sides of her g-string waistband over her now warm, pale hips and the string itself from between her cheeks. I roll the minuscule garment down the backs of her thighs, holding my breath as I present my wife’s trimmed vagina to the old black man. 

Sterling purrs.

Then I reach lower, and help her get each high heel free of the flimsy fabric. I rise with her warm g-string in my fist but Sterling gestures for that too.

Amelia stands in front of our neighbor in nothing but her high heels and the pendant necklace I bought her for Valentine’s night. Flooded with some terrible need to totally surrender my wife, I hand her panties to him too.

“We’ll need that sweet little slit fully shaved before you come here again,” he peers down between Amelia’s legs and then places her removed underwear down on the table, near her ‘pillory’. “But come on,” he smiles at her, “Let’s get you in place,” he offers her his empty hand. 

“Urck-huh, urck-huh,” Away to our left Vanessa sucks urgently on the floor. 

I stand and gape at my wife as she lets Sterling take her hand and lead her to the table. 

“Lean on my shoulder if you need to,” he says, still gripping the whip in one fist as he releases her hand. “Leave your heels on.” 

Amelia nods but bites her bottom lip and frowns as she holds onto the table then raises one knee to try to climb onto it. Her face is scarlet.

“Are you sure you’re OK with this Amelia?” She has to be wishing she’d never agreed to come. My wife’s a neat and petite female, but what pretty young woman could hold onto any dignity when she clambers up onto a dining table in high heels but no clothes? 

But then she’s up on the table and holding onto the pillory frame as if to steady herself as she kneels.

My face burns. 

“Lay right over the foam support,” Sterling points the tip of the riding crop at the dark, cushioned cylinder then tucks the whip back under his arm. 

Amelia lets out an awkward laugh that sounds forced as she twists on her knees to face the far end of the table. 

Oh, fucking hell. 

Even Amelia can’t help but look ungainly and somehow almost bovine as she leans forward across the device and lays the lower part of her stomach over the foam cylinder. Her head and shoulders lower and her behind, the backs of her legs, and soles of her black high heels face us. Her buttocks have spread a little further apart as they raised and below the dark split between them, her pink pussy gleams like the insides of a watermelon.

Is she wet? 

She wriggles her stomach on the cylinder a little, as if to get more comfortable and her bare tits sway beneath her. “Is this right, Sterling?” her voice breaks, “Master,” she corrects herself, and his name and title from her mouth again is a terrible reminder that my wife is putting herself through this crazy humiliation for another man. 

“Yes, but let’s have your wrists and ankles through the steel rings on either side,” he says and moves closer to her, right up to Amelia’s heels, where no doubt there’s an unobstructed view between my wife’s legs. 

Amelia slips both wrists into the rings at the far end of the table, but struggles to easily get either shoe and foot into a ring near this end of the table.

“Why don’t you help secure your wife’s legs for me, Wes?” Sterling’s voice thickens, “While I lock her wrists down and get her collar-piece on.”

With my heart thundering and my cock pulsating I take Amelia’s left ankle and direct and work first the toe of her high heel then her whole foot through the steel ring so that most of her foot overhangs this end of the table. Then do the same with her right. 

“When you’ve got the ankles in,” Sterling says from the other end of the table where he’s laid the whip down now and behind him, on the floor, his own wife still kneels and sucks. He locks Amelia’s second wrist in place and turns his attention to her head, “Compress each ring until it snaps shut,” he tells me.

Trembling as I do what he says, I can’t help but glance between the backs of Amelia’s quivering thighs. Her pink pussy gleams, and running all down the inside of her left thigh now is a thin, syrupy trail. 

Just like the last time, before Sterling even introduced his thick black fingers into her. 

“You’re both doing so well,” Sterling says but he doesn’t mean me and Amelia, he’s smiling at his wife as she slobbers on the floor. Then he does turn his attention to me. “Let me check we’re all locked up before I make a start on her.” 

I stand back to grant Sterling full access to my helplessly tethered wife and he moves deftly. 

With only a fleeting caress of Amelia’s upturned rear in passing, he leans over the back of each of her heels in turn, testing the security of the steel rings that bind her there. And then he reaches for the riding drop from the table.

I can barely breathe. But I move further back from the table.

Sterling walks around it, tracing light circles with the leather tip of the whip on my wife’s quivering behind.

“Look at this young beauty bridled up here for your Master, my Precious,” he murmurs, and on the floor, Vanessa moans around the dripping dildo.

Amelia breathes hard and fast, her chest and breasts surging as she does.

“I love this ivory flesh so much,” he says and lazily runs the whip down Amelia’s spine, from the nape of her neck to the small of her back, and the cleft between her buttocks. “But unlike ivory, this little doll is so soft,” he says, as if to himself, “The soft fair fair flesh of Mrs Fairchild,” he smiles then raises the whip high and swipes it down fast and hard across Amelia’s right hip.

She shrieks and her back arches, tits flailing, every muscle in her shackled body tense. A vivid, dark pink welt flares on her flesh and she gasps for breath. 

“Sterling you’ve marked her,” I yell, red-faced.

“I trust we’re still green to go with a little more impact play, Amelia?” he ignores my protest and cups his free hand around one of her breasts. 

“Mmm, Yeah,” she exhales.

“Pardon?” he lashes the whip across her again.

“Uhh! Ow!” she squeals and tenses again, her voice higher and louder than before and her limbs struggling. 

“Master, Yes Master, green, green.”

”Good girl,” he smiles and cups one of her tits again, he squeezes it and pinches the stiff nipple until she moans and grimaces, “Look at this in my hand, my Precious,” he peers beyond Amelia with a smile at his wife and then stands back a little and hits mine again. Hard. Then again. 

“Green, uh green Master,” Amelia writhes in her stocks but the shrieks have lessened and she’s not asking him to stop. Her hips and ass are crisscrossed with dark pink stripes.

Does she really enjoy shit like this?

Amelia’s lower back is jeweled with perspiration now too and Sterling lays the stiff whip down across her body there and goes to his wife. 

I chance another glance between the backs of Amelia’s thighs and her pussy floods, it’s dribbled on the table. 

I can’t make sense of this. How turned on must she be? 

“You OK?” I manage to get the two words out of my mouth.

“Uhh, yeah,” Amelia nods, unable to turn my way but still breathing heavily. 

I want to move closer to her head and maybe kiss the side of her face, but right now I couldn’t look into her eyes. Nor let her see into mine. Plus it would feel like I’m interrupting something that seems almost private between her and him. 

“We have a mechanical version of what my Precious is sucking down here,” Sterling says and a mechanical grinding sound starts up near him.

What the fuck?

I move around the side of the table and the side of my whipped wife a little. The whip is still balanced on her back. But quivering there like her body. 

Down on the floor behind Vanessa, that black box with the blue label is now plugged into the wall and has a chrome rod sticking out of it. A rod with that second dildo screwed into its end and it’s fucking Sterling’s wife from behind. Slicking in and out of her above the mechanical droning and heightening the black woman’s moans as she sucks. 

I try to make sense of the sight. But is there any sense?

With his wife’s ordeal multiplied and me starting to wonder whether I’ve entered some other hellish dimension, Sterling straightens up and returns to Amelia. He ignores the riding crop and runs a big, black palm over her quivering rear again then fondles the marks her left on her.

My dick throbs, hard in my pants and I can’t help but think back to Sterling fucking that woman outside the club. To the husband beating himself off as he watched. Now, I understand how he could. 

Sterling prowls back towards Amelia’s head, caressing her underside; her rib,s then squeezing and rubbing her tits again repeatedly as he does. “Originally I intended to introduce you to the mechanical device today my Little Doll. But then I had second thoughts. The last thing I wanted was to overwhelm your senses too early.”

My breath shudders in my throat. 

“Yes. Master,” Amelia says and she can’t seem to stop trembling. The whip is close to falling off her back.

“We’ve agreed to test the waters with ‘Sensation Play’,” he purrs, “And of course, we already initiated a little ‘Physical Exploration’ during your last visit here Amelia. But I want to show you very clearly what you’ll be expected to service as my submissive,” Sterling pulls at the belt of his pants.

Oh, my God.

“And why you too will need the same deep throat training as My Precious.”

“Urck-huh, urck-huh,” Vanessa’s relentless sucking accelerates as if she fears being forgotten down there. 

“I know you’ve had some warning about this from Vanessa,” he exhales and yanks his monstrous veiny tool from his pants and it’s hard. He wafts it in my wife’s face.

I scramble around the side of the table to better see her reaction. And so she can cry out to me to put a stop to this. 

If that’s what she wants.

Her eyes bulge and her lips part, as if she’s about to protest. But she just stares.

The first black cock she’s seen in real life. The first uncircumcised penis. 

Sterling reaches for the whip from her back and holding his cock in his other fist, from near Amelia’s head, he lashes at her upturned cheeks.

“Ah! Ah,” she squeals and squirms but can’t avoid the raining blows.

“Sterling take it fucking easy!” I’m the one who protests. 

“Are we still green to go, Amelia?” he asks, black dick close to her fettered face.

“Ow, uhh, uhhh, just, Master,” she groans, body further striped but her baby blue eyes fixed on his huge, thick tool. Or maybe his black balls.

“Just is good enough,” he says and places the whip back down across her back.

Sweat gleams down the length of her spine and something else does the same on the table between her legs.

On the floor, Vanessa stops her choked sucking and cries out. 

I glance down at her.

Is she cumming?

“So we’re finished with our impact play, as far as your initiation is concerned my Little Doll,” Sterling ignores Vanessa’s climax, “It’s time for a more probing physical exploration,” Sterling works his dick through fist and moves around the table, down toward Amelia’s legs and heels. Her exposed rear end. 

She twists, like she wants to see where he and that big black cock are headed, but her steel collar prevents it. 

“Wes, why don’t you kneel on the floor down here?” Sterling points downward to the left of Amelia’s heels.

I gape at him.

“You’ll get one of the best possible views there of your wife’s penetration.”

‘Penetration’? With that? 

What was I thinking of agreeing to this? But wasn’t it always on the cards? Didn’t I always know her ‘penetration’ would happen?

“Oh God,” Amelia murmurs from her hands and knees in the stocks, “Wes?”

“Amelia,” I say and hurry around to her head, but my cock is rock hard in my pants, “If it’s too much I can tell him not to. If that’s what you want. It doesn’t matter about any contract.”

Sterling strokes himself at her other end and caresses her buttocks with his other hand. 

“Oh God, Wes,” she shivers like she’s freezing - like she did outside that club last night. In the little skirt and top that this man made her wear. 

She’s not telling me to stop him. And I’m not trying to stop him.

“We both want him to do it, don’t we Amelia?” I squeeze my cock through my pants.

“Uhh, Wes,” she says, but almost like she’s responding to his continued touch.

“It’s what you’ve always needed Amelia,” I say with my mouth so dry that words barely come out.

Sterling reaches forward over my wife, his black balls on her pale back as he mauls her tits, he pinches her nipples until she cries out. “So do I have a green light?” he asks.

“Uhh, Wes?” Amelia asks and trembles.

“Yes,” I croak.

“Oh, yes Master,” Amelia screws her eyes shut.

“Mnnngg,” Vanessa moans from the floor.

Sterling straightens up and his testicles leave my wife’s back. Then still erect, he pushes his pants right down and steps out of them. He mounts the table behind Amelia.

Holy crap.

“Oh, Wes,” Amelia repeats. 

“It’s OK, I’m here,” I say, but with my head swirling I do what Sterling suggested a moment ago. I drop to my knees near one of Amelia’s high heels. 

I’m in the shadow of Sterling’s hulking frame, and his big bare ass as he squats in the space between Amelia’s splayed and shackled legs and holds onto her left hip. Then he squeezes right in between her cheeks with his cock in his hand.

“Only in her pussy Sterling,” I say from the floor with a sudden reminder of his original request to that couple last night.

He nods without looking back or down at me. 

And somewhere out of sight and despite her orgasm, Vanessa still sucks. Her excitement sounds on the rise again.

“Mmm,” Amelia purrs.

She’s letting a black man have her. We’re both letting it happen. 

“Here we are, my pretty Little Doll,” Sterling guides the shining head of his shocking cock to my wife’s dripping opening. 

“Oh,” a single sharp gasp escapes my wife like a jolt, her head jerks back against the collar. 

“Easy does it,” Sterling mutters and inches forward a little more.

Is he inside her?

“Not all of it,” Amelia gasps again, “Sterling, please.” 

Sterling grabs the whip and leans back, he swipes at her right hip.

“Ah-ow!” Amelia yells out and jerks in the restraints.

“You have to learn my Little Doll.”

“Sorry Master, yes Master.”

“I don’t intend to stretch you the whole way,” he returns the whip to her back and eases forward between her cheeks again. 

Amelia’s body tenses. Her little toes curl. 

“Uhh, mmm try to relax, Hun,” Vanessa gasps from the floor and when I peer under the table at her, down that end she gazes up at Amelia with drool running down her chin, “It’ll hurt way less if you can relax.”

“Mmm, it’s so big though,” Amelia moans.

“Is it inside you now Ames? What does it feel like?” I gaze back up at what I can see of her beyond Sterling and now my cock is out and in my hand. I don’t care what anyone thinks. 

Is that what happens for big black guys like Sterling? Guys like me get so excited to see their wives fucked by them that they can’t help masturbating? And when it happens, we don’t care who sees us?

I jack my erection and I twist my head and shoulders for a better view of Amelia’s dribbling pink pussy as it tries to accommodate Sterling’s slow but relentless intrusion. 

And as brutal as it looks, and as tautly as both of their buttocks clench, at least he isn’t pounding away at her, at least he’s considerate and not wanting to hurt my wife.

“I know it’s tight,” he groans, “But can you manage another inch or so for me and your husband my Little Doll?”

“Uhh, I want to try for you, Master.” she nods her head as much as her collar allows. 

Sterling grunts and eases further forward. 

“Red! Red!” Amelia yells out. 

“Really?” Sterling sighs but his buttocks relax and eases back a little from hers. 

“I’m sorry,” she gasps, “I’m sorry Master. Try again, but please take it gently. I’m sorry Wes.”

“It’s OK Ames,” I mumble, but I’m hit by her apology to me and I stop jacking. 

Up above on the table, Sterling squats on his haunches like some giant gargoyle, naked from the waist down - jarringly, except for his socks - and he eases forward into my wife again, his big balls squashed between them both and I jack again, mesmerized by the unthinkable sight. 

“Just try to take as much as you can,” he strokes her hips then reaches further forward to her underside to feel her tits again. “I’ll go no deeper than I was before,” he begins a gentle rocking in and out of my wife, entering surely no further than half of his impossible length. 

But it's so fucking thick too. 

“Uhh, mmm, you’ll have to get used to it,” Vanessa moans from the floor. 

“Uhh,” Amelia lets out a deep groan that sounds like it came from the back of her throat. 

I stop jacking and stare up at them. 

Sterling grips both of Amelia’s buttocks now, as if claiming them and her, slowly, slowly, he slides into and out of surely only the first few inches of my wife’s hole. He breathes deeply as he does, and when I twist around further better see his face, his eyes close, his mouth half-opens. “Oh my Little Doll,” he gasps as he draws pleasure from what have to feel such tight vaginal walls.

“Uhh, uhh, uhh,” Amelia moans in slow, throaty unison with each deliberate thrust from the black man. 

“She feels so good my Precious,” Sterling taunts his wife and she moans around the dildo as still, the mechanical fucking machine drills her. 

I work my cock some more, but I’m almost too scared to cum, for fear of the feelings I’ll have to face once I have. Especially if Sterling hasn’t then finished with my wife. I can’t see Amelia’s face from here, but her moans now sound more like pleasure on the rise. I stop jacking again but I’m real close as I try to make doubly sure of what I think I’m seeing up on the table.

She is. 

Amelia eases her crisscrossed behind back at Sterling, to meet his steady thrusts. 

“Oh yeah, oh yeah,” Sterling moans too as still gently, he fucks my wife. 

All those times I imagined this and not once, not a single time did I think she’d be done so softly, so tenderly, and surely so ‘shallowly’ by him. But how else could she have taken his monstrous size the first time? 

But he was far from gentle when he whipped her.

And our silver pendant sways with her tits, Amelia shoves back at Sterling faster now, though still not hard, as if she knows she couldn’t handle too forceful an impaling on him, but she wants all she can take inside her, none the less.

“Oh Amelia,” I mumble from my knees and thrash my throbbing cock now in my fist. 

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!” Amelia screeches and then wails. She’s cumming, she’s cumming on Sterling’s big dick. First from his fingers last week and now his dick. She shudders, nipples erect under her and muscles taut, soaked in her own sweat because of him.

I groan and cum in my hands. My head lowers, my shoulders slump and Amelia sobs on the table. The mess in my hands overflows and slips through my fingers.

Sterling lets out a growl and above me, his black knuckles turn a paler shade as they grip Amelia’s whipped hips. Amelia cries out again, like he maybe went in too far but his buttock muscles tense and he falls still in my wife.

Did he cum in her? Has Sterling cum in Amelia?
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Chapter Fourteen
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Ashley

Marcie and Finn had a blazing row after he tried to dictate to her about Traders again the next morning. I’m not even sure she was completely convinced about going back there for Phil again. Not until Finn tried to tell her what she could and couldn’t do. But after he had, I’m pretty sure that helped her make up her mind.

As did the thought of the money. And then a phone call she had the following Monday morning from Phil when she was at work.

She’ll only be doing one night a month at his club. Max. And Finn can like it or lump it. 

He’s made threats now about looking for somewhere else to live. And even though Marcie was pissed off about him losing his temper and trying to dictate to her, she still tried to sweet-talk him not to move out. 

Maybe I’ll be the one to decide that he leaves. And he’ll get no say in it.

Marcie let me out of the chastity belt right after their argument. We had sex, but I found myself wondering whether she was doing it with me to try and get back at him. 

The more I think about it, the better I feel about potentially not having Finn around any more. He’s getting possessive and that’s nothing me and Marcie need in our lives. Another man who’s jealous of what my wife does. 

Even if at times, on some dark level it turns me on. 

I know there’d be no such worries with Phil at his club. He or his boss, Richmond. They both have their hands full with all the women they could want. So that has to mean less risk for me and Marcie. Plus Phil isn’t around us 24/7 here either.

And there’s always Ian as well. Maybe, with Finn not around, she could focus on Ian with the chastity and dom stuff, and I’d get a whole more sex. Like I used to. 

It’s confusing sometimes though. As much as I miss sex when Marcie doesn’t let me have it, and when she teases me about that, I’m not sure that the sex itself is what really satisfies me. What makes me happy. Sometimes I’m convinced it’s the see-sawing balance between the limitations and denials of chastity - and the explosions of relief in between times - that give me my greatest pleasure.

But me and my wife don’t need Finn for that.

Wes

At first, the aftermath of what I watched from the floor was even worse than I expected. Amelia wouldn’t stop crying. I tried to stop her and reassure her but in the end, it was Vanessa - once she was freed too by Sterling - who had to console my wife. If ‘console’ is the right word. But Sterling’s wife insisted that if Amelia had a shower at theirs before we went home, then that would help calm her.

Eventually, the still-sobbing Amelia agreed and the wives went off together. 

While they were gone, and I struggled to process what felt then like an alien landscape, Sterling talked to me. I didn’t want to hear anything from him. I couldn’t look at him. I wanted to get away, to leave the scene behind us forever. Hell, I was already planning our relocation to another town. A long way from that street. But with Amelia gone and showering, what could I do but hear Sterling Marks out?

“Of course, she’ll have tears,” he said and the calmness of his voice made me want to scream. “As much from relief as anything else,” he said and made me have a whiskey, which I barely even drink. “Crying shows how much she loves her husband too,” he smiled like his phrases excused everything. 

But I couldn’t stop thinking of the marks he’d left on my wife’s body and that terrible thing between his legs that he’d put inside the woman I loved. And that had caused her to climax.

And then, what seemed only a short while later, when I was on one of their sofas with Sterling and had almost finished my whiskey, Amelia returned with Vanessa. 

The wives were in silky dressing gowns - Vanessa had let Amelia use one of hers. Amelia had stopped crying, although all her makeup was off and she looked tired. I was ready to leave right away, but the pair of them suggested that a drink would be a good idea for Amelia too.

Vanessa fetched them, along with another whiskey for me that I was reluctant to have. But while she was gone, I was conscious that Sterling, while he made small talk that under the circumstances seemed insane, kept eyeing my wife’s legs as she sat on the sofa opposite us. And I found that same dark excitement building again in my gut.

I’m not even sure how the transition happened. Beyond Sterling saying something to Amelia about ‘aftercare’ when Vanessa had returned with the drinks. I only know that I encouraged Amelia too, to sit with Sterling to ‘talk things through’, and that she ended up on his lap and then somehow sliding down to their carpet between his thighs.

I can only assume her excitement returned the same way mine did. 

But with Vanessa’s encouragement too, and with Amelia’s dressing gown fallen open, my wife opened up Sterling’s pants. She was saying something to me when she did. Not looking at me, nor saying anything about what she was doing. Nothing ‘sexual’ at all. It was something about how my sister was coming to see us next day! I don’t know if she was only talking at all to hide her own embarrassment or something. But then Sterling’s big cock was out and in her hand for the very first time and in her face. 

He was sat right on the edge of the sofa by then and playing with Amelia’s tits again as she stroked him. And he asked her to kiss it and Vanessa encouraged that the same as I did. Then with Vanessa moved alongside me, and Amelia calling him ‘Master’ again, we watched my wife take what she could into her mouth for Sterling. 

He looked across at his wife with his nostrils flared and such a self-satisfied smile at her while Amelia’s bowed head nodded between his thighs.

Hell, how I wanted to jerk off again. But with Vanessa right next to me I obviously couldn’t. 

But Amelia kept gagging and her eyes watering and eventually streaming and even though she kept saying ‘I want to try for you Master’, she was crying for real even as she tried, so I knew had to take her home then. 

In bed, I just held her in my arms and let her cry some more. She said she didn’t know what was ‘happening to her’. I told her not to worry. That I loved her and that we’d both feel better about everything in the morning. 

I barely slept though. I couldn’t shake the memories. Nor a terrible sense of dread. 

It lasted the whole of Sunday. Even when my sister and her husband Ian were at ours for a while. Especially at one point, when Amelia winced as she sat down on a chair at the dining table. Denise asked her if she was OK. I knew what it was. Amelia was still in a little pain after ‘taking’ Sterling inside her. But my wife reddened even though she said she was ‘fine’.

Before my big sister left though, she pulled me to one side and asked if everything was good between me and Amelia. I probably flushed then too but I faked a laugh and told her we were ‘great’. 

Since then, Amelia has started suggesting that maybe she and I could do some S&M stuff together. That maybe I could assume the role of her ‘Master’ in the bedroom. I don’t know if it’s her way of trying to make sure I’m OK about her and Sterling, or whether she genuinely would like to draw a line under what happened with our older black neighbors. But me as her ‘Master’? If she only knew some of what had gone through my head when I was down on the floor of their back room and Sterling had my wife under his command. None of that was very ‘masterful’. 

Amelia missed her next book club, despite Vanessa’s text messages about going and I bailed on the gym visit with Sterling. Strangely they haven’t come around here to try and put pressure on us, but Amelia and I both know we have a lot of thinking and talking to do. Again.
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A Final Thank You
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Thanks for downloading this ebook and reading all the way to the end. If you’d like to be first to hear about new Tinto Selvaggio ebook releases, be first in line for Free Audiobooks as soon as they’re published, and Get my Free 11,000 hotwife cuckolding ebook right now–then sign up for my Newsletter here. 

I’ll only ever contact you when there’s a new release and I won’t share your email address with anyone else.





Did you enjoy this book? You can get my exclusive content including weekly stories, cuckold captions, and a whole lot more by joining me on Patreon. You can even follow me there for free.
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