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	Wes Fairchild

	 

	I’m sat in my trailer at my pitch at the Sunday market. Outside the curved windows, the crowd is already thick with people milling around in the morning sun. Eager shoppers in short-sleeved shirts, one or two girls in little shorts or dresses. Showing off their legs like I’m always trying to persuade my wife to do.

	 

	I sigh. Today though, before I even slide the glass across and open for business, the first coffee I have to pour here is one for me. I overdid it last night when Amelia and I were out. We went to the bar down the road and had too many beers. Well, I had too many. It’s getting to be a habit. But at the moment I’ve got a lot on my mind.

	 

	I reach down under the counter and into the mini freezer for the ice and then drop a fistful into my cup. It’s too warm today for a hot drink. Even with the aircon in here.

	 

	The green light on the Gaggia signals the espresso is ready so I pour the dark fluid over the ice. It crackles and the rich aroma floods my nostrils. I’ll feel better once I’ve got some of this down me. There’s a small queue forming outside the windows now and I gesture ‘Two minutes’ at the line.

	 

	This wasn’t the dream when I started my own business. Working weekends on top of Monday to Friday. But the fact is, my turnover and profit projections are nowhere near what I planned. Nor where they need to be.

	 

	Let’s hope for a good day today. Me and Amelia could do with the cash.

	 

	I mix a little oat milk in with the coffee and ice, take a quick, cool mouthful, and then slide the windows apart on the line outside.

	 

	“Sorry about the delay folks,” I grin, “Now, what can I get you?”

	 

	The market is certainly busy. But with coffee sales, the mornings in particular need to be. If they’re not, then you’re playing catch-up all day.

	 

	But this business isn’t the only thing that’s not going the way I used to hope it would.

	 

	The first guy in line is a middle-aged man in a bright red baseball cap who orders vanilla lattes for him and his wife. I serve them on autopilot. My thoughts are dragged back again to last night in bed. To the latest disappointment.

	 

	When the first few customers are served and gone, I remember the boxes of fresh pastries and muffins I picked up from the wholesaler on the way here.

	 

	Shit. I should have made sure these were on display right away.

	 

	I rip open a box of each and place a few out on the countertop. I’ve probably missed some sales for them already. I only recently added the snack lines to my range in the hope of boosting my takings. I sell soft drinks now too for the same reason. But I’m sure most people don’t see any further than the word ‘Coffee’ written on the trailer. And if they don’t want that, then they don’t come to me.

	 

	Maybe I should have called the business something like ‘Coffee Plus’ and had that liveried on the side, not just my name and the word ‘Coffee.’

	 

	I serve another couple of customers - including one who takes two apple Danish - and then I peel the wrapping from around a chocolate muffin and stuff a fistful into my mouth. I sit back on the stool and peer out at the crowd, the stalls, and the sun. Close by are fruit and vegetable stalls, a real busy one selling honey, and another with tray upon tray of freshly laid eggs.

	 

	Every time I open up at events like these I’ll be hectic for several minutes until the initial demand dies down. Then after that, it comes and goes in waves. But whenever there’s a lull, that’s when I usually take a deep breath and brood about me and Amelia. Or about the business. About whether the idea for an independent coffee trailer was the right one. Or if I should have invested the money in a franchise like Amelia’s dad told us to.

	 

	But it’s still early days. Only my first year trading. I need to somehow make this trailer profitable before I can even think about more of them and any employees working for me. About making a real business of it.

	 

	I change the picture in my head to one of my strawberry-blonde wife again and how good she looked in the little red dress I persuaded her to wear when we went out last night. I bought it for her birthday. It’s not as short or revealing as I’d ideally have liked, but she’d never have worn it if it was. She still said it was ‘overkill for the local bar. But we can’t afford to go anywhere fancier at the moment. And a red dress on a pretty girl always gives off a kind of hot ‘sinful’ vibe.

	 

	Even if ‘sinful’ is the last thing anyone would ever call my Amelia.

	 

	She’s a modest girl. From a conservative family. I mean, the fact that she’s not all showy and not always posting shit on insta or whatever are some of the things that attracted me to her in the first place. As well as the rest of her personality. And of course her cuteness. But now, that same modesty is part of what frustrates me.

	 

	I know I’m miles away from her ever acting out my sexual fantasies with another guy. I don’t even suggest it for real anymore. Not after the way she reacted whenever I did. I’d never push it. I’ve done that before with an ex. I persuaded a girlfriend to kiss my buddy a few times and it didn’t end well.

	 

	I should never have told Amelia about that.

	 

	But my wife used to at least pretend. She’d talk dirty in bed with me about letting another guy touch her. Or we’d imagine her stroking someone else’s cock. Then she got ‘uncomfortable’ even talking like that. She even stopped answering in any detail when I’d ask questions about the rough stuff her ex used to like doing in bed too.

	 

	Although even if she was willing to do something with another guy, now that she works from home she barely ever meets any.

	 

	“Can I get a two-shot iced espresso?” a kid on the other side of the counter asks.

	 

	“Same for me dude,” the older guy with him says and scratches his beard.

	 

	“Pastries or muffins?” I ask the pair of them.

	 

	They take a chocolate muffin each and then head off into the swelling crowd with them and their drinks.

	 

	Sometimes I feel guilty for not being able to just get off all the time on simple straight sex between me and my wife. The kind of purely physical pleasure that’s enough for most guys with their wives or girlfriends. Instead, I’ve always got all these thoughts playing through my head every time I go near my wife.

	 

	I get another rush of customers and serve them, and then after I’ve finished wiping down the chrome worktops and topping up the display of snacks, I sit back and scroll my phone.

	 

	In my gallery, I check out the selfies of me and Amelia that I took on the walk to the bar last night. I ignore my own grinning face and untidy hair and focus instead on my slender, baby-blue-eyed wife. The light sprinkle of freckles on her high cheekbones and the little upturned nose on that pretty face. Her thick, shoulder-length blonde hair with a hint of warm red color threaded through it. Pert boobs in that fitted red dress.

	 

	Most guys would fight to keep other men away from a girl like her, never mind dream of inviting them onto her.

	 

	The thought agitates my dick in my pants.

	 

	“Got any bottled water?” a podgy guy with a serious sweat on asks from the other side of the counter.

	 

	“Cold one?” I ask and grab one from a fridge.

	 

	“I’ll take a cinnamon roll too,” he points at the pastries.

	 

	Beyond him and away to the right, maybe thirty feet from here, the crowds part a little and a white SUV slowly pulls a food trailer that’s painted in garish lime green, yellow, and bright red. A Mexican food stall.

	 

	Must be nice not having to get started until almost midday.

	 

	I serve a couple more customers then watch the SUV driver as he gets out of his vehicle, yawns, and stretches. With his shaggy red hair and baggy jeans I doubt anyone could look less Mexican if he tried. But what do I know? There’s someone else inside the SUV too by the look of it.

	 

	I deal with another rush of customers and then am sipping my coffee and daydreaming some more when a soft female voice breaks my train of thought.

	 

	I peer out and down at a sultry brunette with a large cleavage on show in a real low-cut black top. She’s got a little piece of paper in one hand and loud, lacquered fingernails.

	 

	“Hi,” I say and gaze at big brown eyes with thick eyeliner drawn around them and what looks like fake lashes.

	 

	“Me and my husband have the tacos and burritos stall,” she drawls then swivels and points back at the trailer, giving me a brief glimpse of her oversized butt in a tiny denim skirt. Bare thighs below that.

	 

	“Oh right,” I smile at her.

	 

	“So we were wondering if you’d want to swap while we’re here?” she looks right at me, “We give you lunch and nachos when you want them, and you keep us buzzing with caffeine?”

	 

	“Oh, yeah, sure,” I nod and beyond her now, the red-headed guy is inside his trailer, dressing the counter.

	 

	Is he using his wife to schmooz me? He probably gets her to dress that way to attract more customers too. Maybe he even gets off on her showing her tits and legs to everyone.

	 

	And she’s prepared to do it for him. For kicks?

	 

	My interpretation of this unknown couple’s situation and their motivations might be skewed because of my gloomy mood, but the comparison between me and my wife makes my gut sink.

	 

	“Great,” she says and gives me a lingering smile that unnerves me a little, “Here’s our menu,” she hands me the piece of paper.

	 

	“OK. I’ll take a look later,” I mumble.

	 

	“Can I get two cappuccinos meantime?” she asks, “No sugar.”

	 

	I make a little more small talk as I serve her and then as she swaggers away in heels and carefully carrying both drinks, I spot her glistening gold anklet.

	 

	Is she a real-life hotwife?

	 

	The question does nothing to brighten my mood.

	 

	By the time the day is done and I’ve towed the trailer back to the storage depot, washed it down (inside and out), then locked it away for the night and driven back home in our old Chevy Blazer SUV, it’s almost seven o’clock. Any jealousy about that couple with the Mexican food stall is replaced by weariness. I pull into our estate with the sun almost setting in the sky. Not for the first time I wish I’d considered the possibility that our landlord might not allow the trailer to be stored on our drive before I signed the rental agreement for our bungalow. Or that we’d read the contract’s small print more carefully. Life would be a whole lot simpler.

	 

	When I pull onto our street though, the landlord is the last thing on my mind.

	 

	There’s a young black dude with dreads standing in a sweatshirt on the sidewalk and facing our little front lawn. And you don’t normally see too many black people on our estate.

	 

	I peer through the window at him as I reach our drive. He’s tall and has a small white dog on a leash, maybe one of those Tamaskan wolfdog pups. It’s jumping up wagging its tail at my wife who’s crouched barefoot and petting it. She’s got her hair back in a ponytail and wearing her denim shorts. She’s laughing and stroking the dog and then she waves over at me.

	 

	I stop the car with my face burning. And not solely because a dog of our own is something else our fucking landlord won’t allow.

	 

	My agitation is due to the sight of my wife almost on her knees at the feet of some black dude.

	 

	That’s how desperate I am now? Getting off on some innocent animal petting?

	 

	I switch off the engine and climb out of the car. Amelia’s on her bare feet now. Her pert tits look good in her t-shirt though and I can’t help wondering whether the guy’s been admiring them. And her legs in her shorts.

	 

	Who the hell is he, though?

	 

	He gives me a beaming smile as I cross the drive to them. His dog tries to rush and greet me but it’s stopped by the taut leash.

	 

	“This is my husband, Wesley,” Amelia says and pecks my check, “Wes, this is Theo. His family just moved in down the street.”

	 

	“Number 6,” he says in a voice so deep that I imagine he’s got to be putting it on. He points up the road to where the big detached houses are, “the one with a two-foot chrome pyramid on the lawn outside.”

	 

	“Chrome pyramid?” I frown at him. I don’t know what he’s talking about. I’ve never been up that end of the street. There’s no through road there.

	 

	“Don’t ask,” he shakes his head. “Previous owner’s idea. My Dad’s getting rid of it.”

	 

	“Right,” I say and the guy is seriously tall. I mean, I’m six foot but he’s several inches bigger than me.

	 

	“And this little sweetie,” Amelia crouches again and the guy’s eyes follow her. The dog returns its attention to her too, “Is Coco,” she says.

	 

	“He’s cute,” I say and pat the top of the pooch’s head. “Look, I need the bathroom,” I say to Amelia, “And I want to shower before we eat. Nice to meet you, Theo,” I nod my head.

	 

	“I’ll be inside in a second Wes,” she says and stands again, “I’ll just collect my stuff,” she gestures at the little table and chair near the front door where her open laptop and her notepad are. The backyard gets no afternoon sun so she sits out front if she’s writing outdoors. She likes to weed the garden here sometimes too. Says it ‘helps her creativity’.

	 

	“You’re not a Brit?” Theo’s eyebrows rise as he looks at me.

	 

	“Nah. Just my wife. I’m a Jersey boy. Long story.”

	 

	“Cool,” he says, “Nice to meet you too.”

	 

	I head for the house and expect Amelia to be close behind. I pull a beer from the fridge and take it to the bedroom. I can’t help the way my head works. Or my balls. Innocent though it obviously was, there’s something hot about finding my wife like that with a strange guy when I get home. Even a guy like Theo. But I can’t pretend I ever imagined Amelia with a black dude before. I sip the beer and push my other hand down the front of my jeans.

	 

	I haven’t heard her come into the house so keeping my body behind the open curtain, I peer out through the window and toward the front garden.

	 

	Still there talking with him. But a lot of guys can’t get enough of a girl with a British accent.

	 

	The dog’s leash is pulled to the max as it sniffs away near the bright orange and yellow marigolds Amelia planted in the border a while back. But my wife looks deep in conversation with the guy.

	 

	That’s hot. I squeeze my thickening dick in my pants.

	 

	I stroke and something is exciting both about the fact that he’s so much taller and darker than my petite pale-skinned wife, and that they didn’t immediately part ways when I came inside.

	 

	I put my beer down on Amelia's dressing table then grab a fistful of tissues from there and return my eyes to the scene outside. I stroke faster.

	 

	But then Theo nods and says something else to my wife before pulling the dog away down the street.

	 

	Shit. I pull my hand out of my pants and grab my beer again.

	 

	After my shower, I find Amelia getting changed in our bedroom.

	 

	“You seemed to like the company of our new neighbor,” I grin and dry my back with one of the towels as she pulls her t-shirt over her head.

	 

	“I liked Coco’s company,” she laughs and shakes her strawberry-blonde hair free of her top. “Can I have one of the towels for the shower?”

	 

	“Yep,” I say and undo the one from around my waist. My semi-erect cock sways in front of her. “Well, I’m pretty sure Coco’s master liked the look of my wife,” I say and help her get her bra off. I plant a kiss on the tips of each pink nipple, then gently suck on one.

	 

	She lets out a little moan.

	 

	“I saw the way he looked at you,” I say and turn my attention to her neck. She always likes kisses on the side, around her ears.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs when I kiss her there.

	 

	“I want you before you go in the shower,” I whisper.

	 

	She murmurs again and her fingers wrap around my tool.

	 

	“Let’s do it from behind,” I say in her ear. The way I’m feeling right now, I want to imagine that Theo guy thumping into her doggy style.

	 

	“I like to look at you when we make love,” she says and strokes me gently.

	 

	Why does the phrase ‘make love’ always somehow disappoint me?

	 

	Amelia takes my hand and leads me to our bed. She smiles then pulls back the mint green covers and then gets under them.

	 

	I follow her and when her arms reach for me I kiss her again. At the same time, I ease her panties down over her pale hips and ass. I touch between her legs, her tight little pussy.

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and takes hold of my dick again. She’s damp between her legs, but not wet. She’d surely be wet if there was any attraction to that black guy.

	 

	But what did I expect? When did she ever say she found any black guy attractive?

	 

	Right now though, it’s all I have to work with. I caress her clit, circle it to tease her until she whimpers and she kisses me again. I ease two fingers into her. Wet now. But sometimes it all seems so ‘mechanical’. Predictable.

	 

	Much as I love her with all my heart.

	 

	“He must have enjoyed talking to you to have stopped by like that for so long,” I give the topic one last try then take my cock from her hand. I position it at her opening. Then I push hard into her. “Oh Ames,” I groan. “How long was he there with you before I got home?”

	 

	“Uhmm, not long,” she exhales in my face and her arms cling to me.

	 

	“I’ll bet he’ll walk that dog up and down outside two or three times a day now he knows you live here,” I groan, “Just in the hope of seeing you again.”

	 

	Even that would be hot to hear about. Unsuited though Theo might be as even a fantasy 'bull' for my wife.

	 

	“Uhh, he couldn’t,” she groans.

	 

	“Why do you say that?” I gasp and grind my hips, screw myself into her.

	 

	“He goes back to university on the east coast tomorrow.”

	 

	Great. When will I catch a break?

	 

	 


Chapter 2
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	Wes

	 

	After sex Sunday evening I expect Amelia to leave the bed straight away and to get in the shower like she was planning to before I interrupted her. But she doesn’t. She lays naked in my arms as outside, twilight turns to night.

	 

	“I know they’re just your fantasies Wes,” she says after a few minutes, “me with another guy. But I can’t help the way I feel.”

	 

	I peer at her alongside me. I move her strawberry-blonde hair away from her big, baby-blue eyes, and her long, fair eyelashes.

	 

	“I could never put our marriage at risk,” she looks right at me, “Even if there was someone I really liked. There could be any kind of complication. Misunderstandings, jealousy.”

	 

	“Jealousy doesn’t necessarily have to be a bad thing,” I smile and kiss her full on the lips.

	 

	Amelia rolls her eyes. “It’s easy to say that now,” she murmurs and one of her little feet rubs against my leg, “but another person would be bound to create a distance between you and me.”

	 

	“Why should it?” I say and to be honest, I’m excited we’re even having this conversation again after so long. Even if it’s hardly going the way I’d like it to. “It depends on what you did with them.”

	 

	“But if you felt threatened,” she says, “or like you were being replaced, just imagine the tension between me and you.”

	 

	“It’s such a hot thought though, Ames,” I kiss her again and feel my dick stiffen.

	 

	“Fantasies can get out of control,” she says but snuggles right into me.

	 

	“Why would you say that?” I lean up on one elbow and gaze right at her.

	 

	“Look at what happened with my ex when we started acting out his bondage thing,” she says.

	 

	“Mmm, I thought you liked that S&M stuff,” I smile and pull her into my arms. The thought of my wife with her ex stiffens my dick further.

	 

	“Some of it maybe,” she says and her cheeks turn pink. Her warm, bare body is tense in my arms, “but once I started letting him do what he wanted, acting it out, that was when he started cheating.”

	 

	“But that’s a good thing right?” I say, “Otherwise me and you wouldn’t be together.”

	 

	“You know what I mean Wes,” she sighs.

	 

	“Well, I’d never cheat on you,” I say, “Ever. I just want you to cheat on me.”

	 

	Amelia rolls her eyes again but then she laughs too.

	 

	“Tell me again about how he used to tie you up,” I say and suck on her tits.

	 

	***

	 

	Monday, I’m back in the coffee trailer at my usual weekday site on the edge of the industrial park. I’m tired again. I got here extra early so I could get around as many business premises as possible with the new fliers I’ve had made up to advertise my coffee. I need to attract more customers here. Regular ones.

	 

	Trade all day turns out pretty much in line with what I’ve experienced so far since I bought the spot. But it's not enough. And committing to the place for six months is another thing I might have rushed into. But regular sites don’t come up that often and I needed something to rely on. I need to sell at least $85 a day’s worth of drinks and food just to cover the daily cost of the site. Before factoring in the expense of the drinks, snacks, and anything for my labor.

	 

	I can’t afford to invest in PPC ads for the business yet so I spend the quiet periods in between customers by taking photos of the trailer, writing social media posts, and uploading them. Ultimately I need to build the Monday to Friday trade up to a level that means I won’t have to go out to events every weekend too. So I can spend some quality time with my wife. So I’m not so fucking tired all the time.

	 

	Amelia does come to weekend events with me sometimes. Or even in the week occasionally if her freelance copywriting workload is light enough. But at the moment she’s writing an ‘epic fantasy novel’ in her spare time and hoping to get published, so she doesn’t get much chance to come with me.

	 

	For a moment, I imagine Ames here serving burly truck drivers or maybe sales reps from the businesses in the industrial park, all while dressed like the wife of that guy with the Mexican food trailer.

	 

	My dick shifts in my pants and I replay what she said last night about my fantasies and her ex.

	 

	***

	 

	On the drive home after dropping the truck off again I console myself about the business with the knowledge that at least I won’t have to make such an early start tomorrow. The fliers are all out, so hopefully trade will pick up as the week goes on.

	 

	Amelia is in the kitchen tending the stove in a pair of shorts. The table behind is already set for the pair of us.

	 

	“No admirer with you today Ames?” I ask and hug her from behind. I ease my groin against the warm crack of her butt and let it nestle there.

	 

	“Oh, I’m sure you’d be real happy coming home and finding me in the house with a big black man,” she says over her shoulder.

	 

	“Mmm, stop teasing me,” I say and rub my semi-erection against her cheeks.

	 

	She laughs and stirs whatever food is in the pan.

	 

	“Did you get much chance to work on the book in between assignments today?”

	 

	“A little,” she turns and kisses me, “I think I might have writer’s block though.”

	 

	“You’ve got to push through it,” I say as if I know. I hardly ever read fiction, never mind write it.

	 

	“This will be ready as soon as you are,” she gestures at the pan so I head for the bathroom to wash my hands.

	 

	***

	 

	“So guess who came to see me again today?” she says when we’re sat opposite one another at the table with plates of spaghetti in front of us. She’s got a goblet of red wine and I have a glass of beer.

	 

	“Theo, before he went back to uni?” I ask more in hope than expectation.

	 

	“Coco,” she says and laughs, “about an hour ago, when I went out to water the plants.”

	 

	For a second I don’t know who she means, but then I remember the wolfdog pup. “The dog?”

	 

	“With Theo’s Mom.”

	 

	“Ah,” I say and disappointment weighs heavy. There was me hoping the guy might have been impressed enough by my wife to come looking for her again.

	 

	Sometimes I want this so bad I lose all sense of reality.

	 

	“She was really nice,” Amelia says between mouthfuls, “She’s called Vanessa. She’s about about the same age as my Mom was.”

	 

	I watch Amelia’s eyes and mouth for any twitches of sadness at the mention of a mother who passed away only two years ago.

	 

	“She was walking past with Coco and we got talking because he remembered me,” Ames says and takes a sip of her wine, “He wouldn’t leave me alone.”

	 

	“Sounds like Vanessa’s son yesterday,” I say and grin at her.

	 

	“Oh, Wes,” she groans and shakes her head. “Turns out Vanessa’s a big reader same as me,” she says, “she told me there’s a book club on at the community center every Tuesday. I didn’t even know it existed. It’s on tomorrow night. ”

	 

	“Book clubs aren’t your thing, are they?”

	 

	“I don’t know,” she shrugs, “I’ve never been to one. But she asked me if I wanted to go along with her tomorrow. She doesn’t know anyone else around here yet. So I said I’d go.”

	 

	“Oh,” I say and try to decide whether it’s a little odd that a black woman probably twice my wife’s age would invite Amelia to some event when she’s only just met her.

	 

	Or if it’s merely someone new to the area being neighborly when they’ve just relocated. And, like she said, the woman doesn’t know any other people in the neighborhood yet.

	 

	“She saw something about it on the local Facebook page,” Amelia twists spaghetti around her fork, “Apparently everyone there meets to discuss the current chapter of whatever book they’re all reading. The only thing is, the subject matter at the moment sounds a bit embarrassing.”

	 

	“How come?” I stop chewing and peer across at my wife.

	 

	“I made a few inquiries after she told me about the club. The book they’re reading now is a bit smutty.”

	 

	“Smut?”

	 

	“Erotic romance,” Amelia shrugs. “Not really my thing. But I’d already said I’d go before I found out what the book was.”

	 

	“Well, you won’t be expected to offer an opinion on it, will you?” I say, more than a little excited at the prospect of my wife being in a room where dirty books are discussed.

	 

	Who knows how she might come home after that?

	 

	“I mean you won’t have read it, will you?” I say.

	 

	“No.”

	 

	“You and Vanessa might want to though when you hear about it,” I smile at her.

	 

	“Hmm,” she purses her lips and doesn’t seem convinced.

	 

	 


Chapter 3
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	Wes

	 

	On Tuesday, when I get back home after dropping the trailer off again, Amelia isn’t there. The Book club must have gone on a lot longer than she said it would. Or maybe she and Vanessa went for a drink after?

	 

	It doesn’t look like she did any prep for an evening meal before she left, so I put a green salad together and shove a garlic bread loaf in the oven. We’ll have it all with tuna when Amelia gets back.

	 

	Then, when I’m done, I leave it all in the fridge and go to the bathroom to shower. It’s been another long day.

	 

	As I soap and relax under the water flow, I let myself imagine Ames coming home excited after the discussion of some dirty book. I took a quick look at it on Amazon after she told me what the book was called. It’s one of those ‘Dark Romance’ stories with a ripped male torso on the cover. I didn’t bother with the ‘Look inside’ feature, but I doubt there’d be anything like wife-sharing in it. If nothing else though, hearing the details of a smutty book from a group of other women who are presumably enjoying reading it might open up Amelia’s thinking a little.

	 

	I’m probably clutching at straws, but I guess beggars can’t be choosers.

	 

	I cup my balls in one hand and stroke under the shower with the other. With my eyes closed to avoid the water in my mouth, I replay a little of what she said after sex last night. Her worries about what could happen if we ever were to introduce some other guy into our relationship. Even those words turn me on. I stroke. But she said my jealousy and fear could destroy me and her. She said fantasies were what broke her and her ex up. Even if she did admit that he – unlike me - was a ‘selfish asshole’.

	 

	I change the picture in my head to Amelia with her wrists tied behind her back like she says her ex used to do to her. Imagine him spanking my wife. Oh, hell, yeah. But then her hands are free and I lock onto the final image of my Amelia jacking off some anonymous, faceless guy right here in front of me.

	 

	I cum fast up the shower wall.

	 

	But after I’ve detached the shower arm from the head to wash the mess down the wall and then down the plug hole with the swirling water flow, reality descends again.

	 

	If Amelia’s openness to my fantasies or her sex drive in general were ever going to get a makeover (by a dirty book or anything else), then surely that would have happened by now. She’s twenty-four.

	 

	***

	 

	I’m back in the kitchen area with a beer and on the phone to my old man when she finally returns. It’s gone 9 o’clock.

	 

	“OK, Pop, yeah. See you soon,” I say and hang up.

	 

	“Sorry I’m so late,” she says and shakes her head. She drops her shoulder bag down on the dining table and kisses the side of my face. Her breath smells of wine. She’s in a plain, navy blue cotton dress with a crew neck.

	 

	The dress is loose on her slim body but as she kicks off her flat sandals the fabric hints at the pronounced curves of her hips beneath. Then the outline of her pert butt and boobs.

	 

	My cock twitches.

	 

	“I was going to call the police,” I grin at her, “I thought you’d been abducted. The club was supposed to finish by 7-30, wasn’t it?”

	 

	“Vanessa invited me back to hers after,” she says, “I couldn’t get away.”

	 

	“You saw the chrome pyramid?”

	 

	Amelia nods and laughs.

	 

	“Have you had anything to eat?” I ask, “I was waiting for you.”

	 

	She hasn’t, so while she goes to the bathroom and to get changed, I take the garlic bread from the oven and sear the tuna.

	 

	***

	 

	“How was it anyway?” I ask when she’s back, dressed now in jeans and a loose shirt. I’m at the worktop, laying the food out on plates.

	 

	“It was good yeah,” Amelia nods and pulls out a chair at the dining table.

	 

	“Was it embarrassing, like you expected?” I ask over my shoulder.

	 

	“Not really. Vanessa made me laugh most of the time.”

	 

	“She’s good company, then? Like her son?”

	 

	“She’s really pretty,” Amelia says and ignores my teasing, “Her husband looks like an older version of Theo.”

	 

	“Her husband went too?”

	 

	“He was at the house when we got back there.”

	 

	I bring the plates across and can’t help but wonder what the middle-aged black guy thought of my pretty white wife while she was in his house.

	 

	“What’s he like?” I ask, “Pretty like his wife?!”

	 

	“He’s funny. Good-looking I guess,” she shrugs, “for an older guy.”

	 

	My heart beats faster. But I shake the obsession from my head. Daydreams like those show just how detached from reality I get these days. I grab my beer and take that across to the table too.

	 

	“Vanessa’s a couple’s therapist,” Amelia says and pulls a chunk of garlic bread from the loaf.

	 

	“Poking her nose into other people’s sex lives?” I gaze across at my wife with the knife and fork in my hands. I laugh, but there’s something that’s unsettled me a little too about what she just said.

	 

	“Not everything’s about sex Wes,” Amelia shakes her head, “she helps people with their relationships.”

	 

	“Right,” I nod and dig into the food.

	 

	“What does he do? Vanessa’s husband.”

	 

	“He’s a University professor.”

	 

	“An academic,” I groan.

	 

	“He was nice too though,” she says.

	 

	“I take a mouthful of beer but then realize Amelia doesn’t have a drink. “Did you want wine?”

	 

	“It’s OK,” she waves me back down to my seat, “I had two at Vanessa’s.”

	 

	“Our new neighbors have been plying my wife with drink all night?” I raise my eyebrows in mock surprise.

	 

	“Er, two glasses of wine is hardly being ‘plied’ with drink, Wes. Not compared to the amount I drink trying to keep up with you every weekend.”

	 

	“I pout like her words hurt my feelings and she laughs.

	 

	“What does the guy teach at Uni?”

	 

	“Sterling? He’s a business lecturer.”

	 

	“Sterling? What kind of name is that?” I ask and laugh. But now that I know what the guy teaches, I can’t help but mentally file our new neighbor under the label of ‘Theorist’. Someone who tells others how to run a business but likely has little experience of his own.

	 

	At least Amelia’s Dad has a successful business to back him up through all those lectures he gave us about why she should follow his footsteps into the family firm. And why I shouldn’t start the trailer business.

	 

	Not that either of us took much notice.

	 

	“They said we should go for dinner at theirs one night,” Amelia cuts at her tuna.

	 

	Dinner with a couple twice our age?

	 

	Later, in bed, I try not to dwell on the prospect of an evening being lectured about business by some aging university professor and instead, before Amelia can open her Kindle, I put an arm around her. She’s just got a baggy t-shirt on.

	 

	“So what did everyone at the club think of the book they’re reading?” I ask.

	 

	“Some of the women seemed to like it,” she says and laughs.

	 

	“Were the others the same sort of age as Vanessa?” I can’t imagine many young females going to something as boring as a book club.

	 

	“They were all different ages. There was one who must have been in her twenties. I think I’ve seen her out jogging near the park a couple of times. Some of the others looked older than Vanessa.”

	 

	“So what exactly was the book about?” I kiss under her ear.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs, “an alpha male with a younger woman.”

	 

	“And all the women liked reading that?”

	 

	“They seemed to,” Amelia kisses me back.

	 

	“What about you? Did you like the sound of it?”

	 

	“I don’t know,” she says and her eyes close.

	 

	“And the sex therapist? Did she like what she heard?”

	 

	“Mmm, she’s not a sex therapist,” the inside of one of Amelia’s legs moves against my thigh and my dick stiffens.

	 

	I kiss her throat and feel the front of her t-shirt where her nipples are hardened. I ease the cotton up her chest and then suck her there.

	 

	“Uhh,” she murmurs and her leg rubs more urgently against my side.

	 

	I ease a hand down toward her thighs and push two fingers into her.

	 

	She gasps and her fingers tighten in the hair at the back of my head as I suck her nipple.

	 

	She’s wetter than usual between her legs.

	 

	Did the book excite her? Or was it maybe just talking about sex at the club?

	 

	“So what did the heroine do with the alpha male?” I whisper in her ear. My fingertips stroke the hard nub of her clit.

	 

	“This,” Amelia reaches for my hard-on.

	 

	“Uhh yeah,” I moan, “And was she married to someone else?” I ask, but I know what her answer will be.

	 

	“Nuh-huh,” Ames smiles and shakes her head. Her eyes remain closed and her fingers tighten around my cock.

	 

	“Pity. Uhh, that feels good Ames,” I groan and thrust my fingers deeper inside her.

	 

	She strokes me, her rhythm gaining speed.

	 

	I can’t wait any longer. I lean over her and she lets go of my cock. I grip it and ease her thighs apart with my knee. I push my hard-on down into her hot pussy.

	 

	“Uhhm,” she moans and her legs rise and close around my back.

	 

	I nestle my face between one of her shoulders and her neck and I grip the sides of her firm, pale hips as I slick and grind into her. In my head, I’m an alpha male she just met. Someone who wasn’t content with a mere hand-job from my wife. A guy who insisted on being inside her.

	 

	I won’t last long.

	 

	But Amelia cries out first. Her beautiful face contorted, her legs squeezing my sides so hard as she gasps in my face, cumming way faster than she ever does. So fast that it takes me by surprise and it interrupts my concentration.

	 

	It takes me a moment or two to refocus but then when I have, I finish seconds later.

	 

	***

	 

	After the sex, we lay in the silence together in the lamplight. I’m wondering whether there’s any connection between that book at the club and Amelia being more excited than I’ve seen her in a long while.

	 

	Maybe I should order the book for her.

	 

	I peer at her and then kiss the near side of her face.

	 

	“Being with Vanessa and her husband tonight reminded me of when I was at high school,” she says and snuggles closer under my arm.

	 

	“How come?”

	 

	“There was a black boy I got friendly with for a while,” her voice thickens like her mouth is dry.

	 

	“You never told me you had a black boyfriend,” I lean up on an elbow and stare at her.

	 

	She only ever mentioned one serious ex. Has she had sex with a black guy and never told me? She wouldn’t.

	 

	My chest feels like it’s being tugged from the left and the right, but even so, my groin flutters too.

	 

	“He was called Raldes,” Amelia doesn’t look at me.

	 

	“You went out with him?”

	 

	“He asked me to.”

	 

	“But you didn’t go?”

	 

	“I would have,” she says, “But I made the mistake of mentioning him to my Mom. Then Dad had a sit-down conversation with me. He said he could never approve of an interracial…”

	 

	“I didn’t know you liked black guys in that way,” I say and my heart thuds fast.

	 

	“I liked Raldes at the time,” she shrugs.

	 

	“So what happened?” I ask but the thought of the teenage version of my pretty blonde wife heartbroken because of a ‘forbidden’, unconsummated ‘love’ for some guy I never even knew existed has my dick hard again.

	 

	“At the time I was upset,” she shrugs and gazes up at the ceiling, “But my Dad’s generation,” she says, “and where he grew up, it was all mainly white people.”

	 

	“How come you never said anything about this to me before?”

	 

	“It was a long time ago. It never seemed important. And I never much thought about it until tonight.”

	 

	“Right,” I want to ask if anything happened between her and this ‘Raldes’ guy. Even though they never officially ‘dated’. Even though she’s always said she only had one other lover before me.

	 

	“It would never have worked out with him anyhow,” she says, “His parents felt the same way about him dating a white girl.”

	 

	“Am I a pervert if I say this is hot to hear about Ames?” I say even though the knowledge of another man in her ‘history’ makes me somehow as queasy as it does horny. I show her my hard-on.

	 

	“Probably,” she says.

	 

	“So how come tonight with Vanessa and Sterling reminded you of the boyfriend you never had?” I kiss around her ear again.

	 

	“I don’t know,” she shrugs. “Obviously Raldes wasn’t as old as Sterling,” she says and laughs, “But he was older than me.”

	 

	Vanessa’s husband reminds her of some guy she knew at high school? How? Did Sterling’s son Theo do the same when he was out walking his dog the other day? Is that why Amelia spent so long outside in his company?

	 

	 


Chapter 4
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	Ashley

	 

	“Oh,” I say as I return to our bedroom from the shower, and for a second I can’t hide my disappointment. “Don’t you want to wear your black outfit when he gets here?” I’ve got a bath towel around me and I stare at my wife in her low-cut white vest and tight blue jeans. She’s barefooted and her ponytail is so fair that it’s almost white.

	 

	Don’t get me wrong, the top shows the tops of her firm tits and it pushes them out and up. But I was hoping she’d go for more of that femdom look for Ian. Especially as this will be his first time in our home.

	 

	“I’m not dressing up for someone who’s coming to clean the house,” Marcie says and opens one of the drawers in her dressing table. Her chest sways as she pulls out her makeup bag.

	 

	At least she’s putting makeup on for him.

	 

	“I think he might be expecting a bit more than just chores,” I say, but don’t want to push her too hard. It was difficult enough convincing her to finally let him come here. She hasn’t been interested in anything like this since before Finn went to work away on that new construction contract. And that night at Traders when he and my wife did it on that bed in the dungeon in front of me and Ian feels now like it never even happened.

	 

	“Ian is staying in the area on a Friday night specially,” I gently remind her, “He’ll be paying for his hotel room himself. His firm won’t fund a weekend night. And he’s driving out to the house to see us,” I say and my eyes are drawn to the swell of her round rear. Denim doesn’t reveal her shape quite as well as leggings would, but her butt is still impossible to keep your eyes off.

	 

	Especially when you know the effect it has on the guy who’s coming here.

	 

	My cock firms up under the damp towel.

	 

	“He’s the one who wanted to come here,” she says to the mirror, “He can take me as he finds me.”

	 

	“God, you can be harsh,” I say and approach her from behind. I smile at her reflection in the mirror and hold the tops of her bare shoulders as I kiss the back of her neck.

	 

	“I can feel that poking in my back,” she purses her lips in the mirror.

	 

	I peer down at the bulge in the front of the towel.

	 

	“Are you going to put your chastity belt on too?” she asks without looking at me.

	 

	“But I thought you and me..,” I mumble, “You know, I thought we could do it in front of him again,” I say, but even as I do, and even though there’s certainly some disappointment at her question, excitement twists through me too at what my hot wife has suggested. That I be denied tonight too, no different from a man who’s on his way here to be treated like a slave by her.

	 

	My heart races. Chastity does more to a husband than just distort his thinking when he’s denied. It’s like a lot of other aspects of this whole lifestyle. Addictive. It feeds off itself.

	 

	Marcie finishes darkening around her eyes and she turns to me. “I’ve been thinking it would be horny to have you both locked again at the same time,” she smiles and feels the front of the towel, between my legs.

	 

	I groan.

	 

	“We haven’t done that without Finn, have we?” she asks.

	 

	“No,” I gasp as her hand disappears inside the towel. A mental image pops into my head of both Ian and me locked during that incredible last session at Traders.

	 

	“And I need my fun too if you insist on me having another man here.”

	 

	“Uhh, Marce,” I gape and hold her wrist as she masturbates me, “But what about you? Won’t you want sex tonight?”

	 

	“I might make you use your tongue to please me,” she breathes right in my face and strokes me steadily, “Show Ian what he’ll never have.”

	 

	“Oh, Marce that’s so hot,” I lean forward to kiss her mouth but she turns her face away and avoids my lips. Then she laughs.

	 

	I groan again.

	 

	“Put your belt on,” she whispers and releases my cock.

	 

	“Marce I’m going to need to cum before I stand any chance of getting the cage over my dick.”

	 

	“Go and get it,” she gestures with her eyes.

	 

	I love the way she’s started to order me around lately. Ever since that S&M night. Ever since I started wearing the cage. She looks so hot when she acts this way.

	 

	The transparent chastity belt is in the bottom drawer of my nightstand. Still in the box it came in, along with both the little padlock and key. I return to Marcie with it.

	 

	“Carry on doing what you were doing before Marce,” I say and put the box on our bed. She’s on her feet now too and I offer her my erection, “Finish me off so I can put it on.”

	 

	“Why can’t you do it?” she says with a little smirk. “Go on, jerk off for me. Like the dirty boy you are.”

	 

	“Come on Marce,” I frown and cup my balls, grip my erection.

	 

	She shakes her head and purses her lips. “I want you to do it for me,” she motions with her eyes.

	 

	Now’s the time to ask. I’ve been waiting for the moment.

	 

	“OK, but will you let Ian kiss your feet tonight, Marce?” I glance down at the floor where she’s standing, “Like you did that first time we went to his hotel?”

	 

	Marcie nose crinkles.

	 

	“Go on Marce,” I say into her ear and start to slowly stroke, “You know how he loves them. Let him kiss your feet. And your legs.”

	 

	“We’ll see,” she cups my balls in her hand.

	 

	“Marce, you’re so hot,” I gasp, “I’m going down on you for as long as you say tonight.”

	 

	“Mmm, I know you are,” she kisses my neck.

	 

	I work my dick faster through my hand and inhale the faint scent of vanilla from her neck.

	 

	“Don’t get it on my clothes,” she murmurs.

	 

	“I won’t, I won’t, Marce.”

	 

	“You let him in,” Marcie says to me in the living room when the doorbell rings a little after seven p.m.

	 

	“Don’t you want to?” I ask with my heart thumping. But I thought she’d want to order him around the minute he came through the door. I hope she’ll make an effort with him tonight. I thought that me being in my belt too excited her. She even put the key to it in the pocket of her jeans.

	 

	“I’m going to get myself a glass of wine,” Marcie rises barefoot from the sofa and sashays toward the kitchen.

	 

	“Where do I take him?” I whisper after her and then push a hand down into the front of my cargo pants to adjust the grip of the chastity belt.

	 

	“Tell him to wait in the hall for me,” she says over her shoulder.

	 

	My heart races as I make my way to the front door.

	 

	“Oh. Ash,” Ian reddens when I’ve opened the door to him. “Hi. I bought something for..,” he clears his throat, “For Mis…for Marcella,” he holds a gift-wrapped box. “Chocolates,” he mumbles, “I didn’t want to come empty-handed.

	 

	“Right,” I say and the madness is that I redden too.

	 

	I hold the door open so he can come inside. And then I close it behind him. “She said you should wait here,” I say.

	 

	“Of course,” he nods. “Should I take my jacket off or…”

	 

	“Yeah, hang it up on the rack there,” I gesture to the wall.

	 

	Marcie appears a moment or two later with a large glass goblet of red wine. The corners of her mouth are turned down.

	 

	She looks sour but beautiful at the same time. In character.

	 

	“Ian brought you some chocolates,” I say and the poor guy can’t look at her. His cheeks are now a deep shade of scarlet.

	 

	“That’s nice of you,” she barely glances at him. “You can put them in the fridge to keep them cool for me. I’ll show you the kitchen. That’s where you’ll be starting work.”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Marcella.”

	 

	I stand back with my heart pounding and my trapped dick fit to explode.

	 

	My wife strides back toward our kitchen with her hips swaying while the podgy, middle-aged businessman tries to keep up with her long-legged stride.

	 

	I squeeze my chastity belt but I’m not sure where to go or what to do now. Follow them into the kitchen, or just wait in the living room?

	 

	But I don’t want to miss anything. So I follow to the kitchen.

	 

	“Start with the dishes,” Marcie points at a pile in the sink. “We left everything since dinner last night because we knew you were coming this evening.”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Marcella. Thank you.”

	 

	Marcie points out which cupboard the different items are to be stored in once he’s dried everything and he nods along in understanding.

	 

	“When you’ve done those, you’ll find a bucket and liquid for washing the floor. The mop is in that tall cupboard over there. See to it that you get into every corner and don’t miss anything.”

	 

	“Yes Mistress Marcella. Shall I take my clothes off?”

	 

	“You can,” Marcie says but her face suggests she doesn’t care either way. “And what you can also do is keep your eyes raised, away from my boobs when you answer me. Do you understand?”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Marcella, Sorry Mistress.”

	 

	Man, I can’t help but feel sympathy for the guy. My wife’s boobs half-out on display in that low-cut top and right in his face, but him warned to not even look at them.

	 

	“You can show off your pretty pink chastity belt while you’re working,” Marcie crosses her arms and smirks at him, “You do have it on, right?”

	 

	“Of course Mistress. I don’t have the key to take it off. You do.”

	 

	“You’re not the only one under lock and key this evening. Is he Ash?” Marcie’s attention turns to me and she gives me a little smile.

	 

	Ian’s side-eyes me but I look away.

	 

	“Right, off you go,” she waves him to the sink, “ but listen out for me calling. You can bring drinks when we need them.”

	 

	“Of course, Mistress Marcella.”

	 

	“Ash, haven’t you got a beer?” Marcie asks me.

	 

	I shake my head.

	 

	“Beer for my husband,” she snaps her fingers twice and indicates the fridge.

	 

	Ian hurries to it and pulls a can of Bud out. Then despite Marcie’s earlier instructions it takes him two attempts to pick the right cupboard but he finds where the glasses are kept and then he faces us again. “Shall I pour it Mistress M..?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” Marcie nods.

	 

	I stand and watch his trembling hands as he does so and then he hands me my drink.

	 

	“I think you should call Ash ‘Sir’ tonight too,” Marcie smirks at him.

	 

	“Of course, Mistress Marcella. Sir,” Ian looks at me and lowers his head.

	 

	“Marcie there’s no need for that,” I whisper to her under my breath. Marcie just laughs and takes my hand. She leads me out of the kitchen and back to the living room.

	 

	“I don’t want him calling me ‘Sir,” I say as we lay together on the sofa.

	 

	“I might want him to,” she says and grips the front of my pants and the chastity belt inside.

	 

	“You’re so hot, Marce,” I lower my face to her cleavage, and kiss the exposed top of it. Where he’s forbidden from even looking. The guy is so obsessed with my wife that he’s in our kitchen, cleaning it for her!

	 

	Marcie strokes the top of my head as she reaches for the TV remote.

	 

	We watch a time travel rom-com movie together but although she seems absorbed by it, I keep peering out toward the kitchen and then later watch the naked man across the room in our dining room with his additional instructions to use a duster and furniture polish in there.

	 

	It’s surreal. Who would have believed my wife could be the kind of woman to lay here after giving a man in a pink chastity belt instructions to clean our home around us?

	 

	But then again, for the longest time I never believed Marcie would ever take a lover. Never mind let two other men like Finn and Phil fuck her at once.

	 

	She twists a little as she lays alongside me and her fleshy backside squashes against my caged groin. My cock twitches in it’s hard case and I groan.

	 

	“How are you in your little prison?” she reaches behind to feel between my legs.

	 

	“Frustrated,” I say and kiss the back of her neck, “especially when your butt moves against me.”

	 

	“Like this you mean,” she pushes back hard against me then grinds her buttocks into my disabled cock.

	 

	How can she be so cruel to me and Ian, and yet so submissive when Finn or Phil have a hold of her?

	 

	The question makes my cock surge.

	 

	Marcie drains her wine and calls out to our guest for a top-up.

	 

	Ian appears in front of us a second or so later.

	 

	His face is flushed again as the padlock stops knocking against his hard pink belt. He looks like he lost a little weight from his man boobs. I read somewhere that long-term chastity can raise a man’s metabolism. Maybe that’s what happened to him.

	 

	Or maybe he’s tried to lose weight to look better for my wife.

	 

	“You’ve stayed out of our bedroom when you’ve been dusting, I hope?” Marcie hands him her empty glass goblet.

	 

	“Yes Mistress Marcella. Like you told me to.”

	 

	“If you do a really good job cleaning, then you might get a special visit in there before you leave,” she extends a leg and the tips of her bare toes push at his exposed chastity belt.

	 

	She’s nearly touching his dick.

	 

	“Uhh, thank you, Mistress Marcella,” he groans and closes his eyes. His whole body trembles.

	 

	“Sir will have another beer too,” she tells him with her right leg still extended and her toes still in place.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	 

	I drain my drink but can hardly swallow the dregs of beer.

	 

	“You’ll find a pen and paper in the top kitchen drawer,” Marcie says to him and finally draws her right leg back to the sofa alongside her left.

	 

	Ian gasps.

	 

	“Bring them back with the drinks,” she tells him, “You can write down our takeout order then phone it through to the Chinese.”

	 

	“Do they deliver Mistress, or will you need me to go and pick it up?”

	 

	“You’re hardly dressed to go anywhere,” Marcie laughs.

	 

	“No, I’d get dressed first, Mistress,” He stammers and reddens again, an empty glass in either hand.

	 

	“Just go and bring what I told you,” Marcie sighs like she’s bored and she waves him away.

	 

	“Are we going to order something for him too?” I whisper in her ear when we’re alone again. My heart thunders in my chest and even without putting my fingers down my pants to check, I can tell that pre-cum has dibbled through the bars of my cock cage.

	 

	“I’ve got a better idea than that,” Marcie murmurs and she grinds her butt back into my groin again.

	 

	“Stop doing that to me, Marce,” I groan and lift her blonde ponytail aside. I press my lips to the back of her neck.

	 

	“Mmm, you really want me to?” she purrs.

	 

	“No.”

	 

	Later, after we’ve eaten, Marcie shocks me by giggling as she puts her plate down on the kitchen floor and inviting Ian to kneel and eat the scraps from it.

	 

	He does it in front of us. Feverishly. He gobbles up her discarded remains like a flabby, shaved dog while she giggles with a hand in front of her face. Man, I don’t know whether to just watch his eager performance or stare at my wide-eyed wife.

	 

	When he’s finished, she tells him to clean the bathrooms (including Finn’s), and then after she and I have enjoyed another drink she pulls me up off the sofa and calls him into our bedroom after us.

	 

	When she and I are in there and sat on the end edge of our bed together, he appears at the doorway with his hands over his chastity belt.

	 

	“I don’t know why you’re hiding that,” she says and lets one demin-clad leg swing on the other, feet below still bare as she stares at him.

	 

	She knows her feet drive him wild. She’s deliberately teasing him.

	 

	“Ash doesn’t hide his. Do you Ash? Come on, you take your clothes off too,” she says to me and rests a hand on my thigh, “Ian, come in and close the door."

	 

	My cock throbs and pushes hard into the bars of the chastity belt.

	 

	Ian does as he’s told and then Marcie leans back a little and with her palms spread wide on the bed on either side of her, she watches me stand and strip.

	 

	I’m only embarrassed for a split second. Why should I care? Who’s Ian to judge me? And it’s not like Finn or Phil are here either for me to try and compete against. There’s no stress in this situation. Plus I need to do exactly what Marcie wants. Keep her keen to do something like this again too. It’s been a long time coming.

	 

	I take off my shirt and push down my pants and shorts.

	 

	When I’m naked and exposed in my belt too Marcie beckons me to stand nearer the bed. Then she leans forward from the dge of it and wraps an arm around my bare thigh, her fingertips caress me there.

	 

	I try not to groan out loud.

	 

	Ian looks on and swallows hard.

	 

	“Lay on your back,” she says thickly to him and points at the carpet near her bare feet.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Marcella,” Ian mumbles and gets down on the floor. His breathing is rapid.

	 

	Marcie looks down as he rolls onto his back and her arm moves from around my thigh then she fondles my bare balls.

	 

	This time I do groan out loud.

	 

	She inches forward a little on the bed and extends her left leg. Her cleavage hangs heavily in her little white vest as the tips of her little toes touch Ian’s balls.

	 

	Oh, Marce. She’s touching him there again.

	 

	Ian whimpers and a little smile curls on the sides of my wife’s wide mouth.

	 

	“Mmm, is that good slave?” she asks him and with her hand she kneads my testicles too.

	 

	“Oh Lord, yes Mistress.”

	 

	“I should punish you tonight really,” she pouts and digs his toes harder into his balls.

	 

	“Ohh,” he gasps, “Yes Mistress. Do whatever you want to me.”

	 

	“Don’t worry, I will,” she says and rubs then twists the ball of her left foot into his belly, then higher up his chest.

	 

	“Oh Mistress,” he groans.

	 

	“Keep quiet!” she hisses at him and she kicks his balls with the top of her foot.

	 

	Ian’s head rises sharply and he blows out his cheeks, several times.

	 

	Shit man, that must have fucking hurt.

	 

	Marcie gives me a sly look and she stands up. She pops the button on her jeans and wiggling her hips she rolls the denim down her long legs.

	 

	Fucking hell, Marce.

	 

	She’s wearing skimpy red panties.

	 

	Ian watches her transfixed on his back on our bedroom floor.

	 

	But he’s not the only transfixed one.

	 

	“Fuck Marce, you look so hot,” I mutter and grip my chastity belt in both hands.

	 

	“Sit where I just was,” she says to me.

	 

	I do as she wants, perch myself on the end of our bed that’s still warm from where her butt was rested.

	 

	She turns her back on me and then smiling over her shoulder in her vest and red panties, she sits on my lap.

	 

	“Fucking hell, Marce, this isn’t fair,” I gasp at the intoxicating weight and warmth of her semi-bare butt on my frustrated groin. I grimace but half-laugh too and then hold both sides of her fleshy hips.

	 

	“Who said anything about this needing to be fair?” she grinds her butt from side to side, torturing my incapable, squashed groin. Then she leans forward towards the hypnotized Ian, who’s up off his back now - despite being told to lie down -and he’s kneeling, gazing in adoration at my wife. She laughs and sways her boobs in his face. She rubs her partly-exposed buttocks into my groin as she does. “Do you wish you could touch these, slave?” She holds her boobs almost right in his face.

	 

	“More than anything Mistress Marcella?” he croaks.

	 

	“But you never will,” she smiles at him.

	 

	“I don’t deserve to,” he says, voice hoarse.

	 

	I hold tight to the sides of her butt, and push my groin up hard.

	 

	“That’s right. You don’t,” she grinds herself on me even more. “Bring me my jeans,” she tells him and points across our bedroom to where she dropped them.

	 

	Ian crawls across the floor to my wife’s discarded pants with his chastity belt swaying and knocking between his legs. Then he brings her jeans to her.

	 

	She pushes a hand into the pocket and then offers me the key of my chastity belt. “Let yourself out, Ash,” she says.

	 

	Relief and excitement combat a confusing sense of disappointment at the prospect of freeing myself.

	 

	I lower my head though and carefully start to unlock the device. Gingerly I try to avoid the discharged pre-cum all over the transparent cage as I pick the genital prison apart then ease my cock free.

	 

	It’s more than a little red and sore-looking.

	 

	Marice peels her panties down her thighs and exposes her vagina to the kneeling Ian.

	 

	“Uhh,” he groans again as he gazes at her.

	 

	“Keep your eyes on mine,” she gestures above her nose.

	 

	Ian nods his head.

	 

	Marcie peers back over her shoulder and then reaching down she takes my erection in her fist and squats on it.

	 

	“Uhh Marce,” I groan as I enter her heat. She’s drenched, slippery as hell. I grip her hips and push up hard into her.

	 

	“It’s a pity there’s no real man here for me tonight isn’t it?” she asks and gently rides it.

	 

	“Oh yeah Marcie,” I gasp.

	 

	“Mmm, I like it when my Finn shows you two how a real man keeps his Queen happy.”

	 

	“Uhh Marce,” I moan into her back and her bare shoulders and her swinging ponytail.

	 

	Beyond her and lower, Ian gazes up at her with pupils like dark dinner plates. He holds onto his pink chastity belt with both hands, mouth gaping as he follows my wife’s every bounce on my cock.

	 

	I grip her hips harder and push deep up into her. Her pussy squelches on me, “Uhh, oh Marcie,” I kiss her shoulders.

	 

	“Mmm, let me know when you’re going to cum,” she gasps over her shoulder.

	 

	“OK,” I gasp.

	 

	It won’t take long. Is she going try and make me cum on him, like Finn did to him that time in his hotel?

	 

	She slows right up on me, she almost stops, but she grinds her hips, making me and Ian both groan at the same time. “And then when you’ve cum you can go down on me in front of him.”

	 

	“Oh yeah, yeah,” I slap upward into her pussy, frantic now at the thought of putting on two performances for a man who idolizes her. And inflamed by what she said before about ‘her’ Finn and even ‘Real’ man.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and then leans forward to Ian, making her pussy clench tighter on my cock as she and says something to him.

	 

	Is she playing with his chastity belt?

	 

	“Marce, Marce, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

	 

	My wife pulls up and off me, she reaches for my cock and pushes it back at me. She holds it there as I spurt hard and warm up my bare chest and around the bottom of my throat.

	 

	“Fuck, Marcie, fuck,” I gasp and my shoulders slump, my breathing fast and deep. What did she do that for?

	 

	“Right slave,” she says to Ian and he’s behind my wife gazing at her bare behind and tugging at his chastity belt with both hands, “You’re going to lick all this mess off my husband.”

	 

	Marcie? What the hell?

	 

	“Then next time you meet Finn I’ll get you to do the same to him. Mmm, or maybe you Ash?”
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