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Chapter 1

	 

	Wes

	 

	“How’s your steak?” I peer 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 step 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?

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	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 Teaders’ 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 she 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.”

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	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 again. 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 actively 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 prise 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 of hers 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 seems to want 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 off and joggers down his strong thighs, 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 own 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 eventually 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.”
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