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Prologue

Leonard

It was the year 1982, a time when the United Kingdom was on the brink of what should have been the most explosive sex scandal in its history. The anticipation was palpable as newspapers eagerly awaited the scandal that some believed would spell the downfall of the current government. For a brief couple of days, conversations revolved around how these individuals could engage in such raunchy experiences, challenging the perception of the prim and proper British attitude of "no sex please, we're British." It was poised to be a scandal that would rock the nation and shatter the public's trust in their leaders. But fate had other plans.

Just two days after the scandal broke, a seismic event shifted the nation's focus entirely. Argentina invaded the Falkland Islands, plunging Britain into a sudden state of war. As the news of the invasion spread, the scandal that had captivated the nation vanished into insignificance. The war took precedence, overshadowing the scandal and relegating it to a mere footnote in history. Yet, during those initial two days, I couldn't help but revel in the scandal's eruption. It was a moment of vindication after enduring my own personal struggles.

The club at the centre of the scandal was nestled in a darker corner of East London, far from the prying eyes of the general public. Officially owned by Jimmy Priestley, a notorious porn magnate, Stock was not a place that featured on the average person's list of destinations. East London itself was a risky territory, a hotbed of mob control, where one had to tread carefully to avoid the wrong crowd. Soho, the more renowned district for its kinky nightlife, was also mob-controlled, but its vibrant lights and central location managed to divert attention from its dark underbelly. However, Stock was different from the usual Soho clubs in more ways than one.

When Stock first opened its doors in 1975, only a select group of individuals were privy to its existence. Inside the cavernous pre-war industrial building lay a sprawling, multi-layered club. Bathed in dim lighting of red, purple, and black, the club deliberately cultivated an atmosphere that enhanced the mood while shrouding its patrons in a veil of darkness. Among the dancefloors and bars, one could find beds, dungeons, make-out rooms, and various other spaces for indulging in any desire. Scantily clad or even completely naked women would flit about, either serving drinks or offering themselves to the club's guests. Drugs flowed freely, with tables bearing lines of cocaine waiting to be inhaled.

Yet, clubs of this nature were not entirely uncommon for the era. Studio 54 in New York had its fair share of similar experiences. So what set Stock apart from the rest?

London's Soho district in the late 1970s was a vibrant and thrilling place, a melting pot of cultures where people from around the world converged to work, play, and create. It boasted a flourishing arts scene, with theatres, cinemas, and music venues drawing crowds from far and wide. Soho was also a hub for fashion and design, with boutiques showcasing the latest trends.

But Soho, with all its glamour and excitement, existed alongside a stark contrast. Poverty and crime plagued its streets, perpetuating a constant backdrop of noise and chaos. The air hung heavy with the scent of smoke emanating from the numerous pubs and clubs. Yet, despite its rough edges, Soho possessed a unique allure that magnetized individuals from all walks of life.

The late 1970s marked a period when Soho flourished as a prominent nightlife destination. It boasted an eclectic array of bars, clubs, and restaurants catering to diverse tastes. The Blitz, The Wag Club, and The Mud Club were just a few of the era's most renowned establishments.

Meanwhile, East London in the 1970s pulsated with its own vibrant nightlife scene. A plethora of bars, clubs, and music venues catered to an array of tastes, attracting artists, musicians, and other creative souls. The Roxy, The Vortex, and The Hope & Anchor were among the most notable clubs, contributing to the emergence of new music and art movements.

However, East London's nightlife scene also intertwined with the criminal underworld and organized crime syndicates. Gangs vied for control of the lucrative drug trade, resulting in a pervasive atmosphere of violence. Shootings and stabbings were not uncommon occurrences.

In 1972, the UK government launched a major crackdown on crime in East London. This initiative led to the closure of many gang-infested clubs and bars, and several gang members found themselves behind bars. Despite these efforts, crime continued to plague East London, and it would take until the 1980s to witness a significant decline in violence.

The connection between East London's nightlife and organized crime in the 1970s had a profound impact on the area. The violence and corruption associated with the nightlife scene made it perilous, deterring new businesses and investment from taking root.

This was precisely why Stock found its ideal home in East London. Unlike the working girls who frequented Soho's nightclubs, the women of Stock could not be found strolling the streets or relying solely on the nightclub scene for income. They hailed predominantly from the upper-working and lower-middle classes, with some even belonging to middle-class families. Discretion was of paramount importance for what transpired within the walls of Stock.

And therein lay the crux of the matter.

This was no ordinary case of bored housewives seeking a bit of excitement; it was a calculated endeavour to manipulate happily married individuals and coax them into submitting to their masters and mistresses. The bewildered husbands, grappling with their own feelings, were led astray by the powerful figures within the club, all in an effort to persuade their wives to abandon their conventional lives and embrace a world of debauchery, at the beck and call of the British elite.

Stock was more than just a club; it was a marketplace, a realm where once someone gained entry and earned their place within the circle, they could choose their own pet. And once the selection was made and agreed upon, that pet became the owner's possession even outside the confines of the club.

When the scandal erupted and everything came crashing down for those involved, the women vehemently claimed their actions were not coerced and that they were not prostitutes. They insisted it was all consensual play. Following the police raid, most were released as few laws had seemingly been violated. Some faced fines for transgressing basic laws on sadomasochism and buggery, but in the modern world, those offenses no longer carried significant penalties.

The issue at hand was not the acts themselves but rather the manner and motivation behind them. The scandal should have centred on the abuse of power and the webs of government officials who went to great lengths to cover it all up. It should have exposed the fact that these serving women were effectively handed high-ranking positions to keep them in close proximity to their masters. That should have been the story, but Argentina's invasion halted any further pursuit of justice.

Over nearly seven years, almost two hundred contentedly married couples had been transformed into submissives serving the elite. Four hundred men and women had become sex slaves, cuckolds, or sissies, all seemingly of their own volition. They hailed from respectable families, driven to become insatiable deviants, and money was rarely the primary motivation.

Once the scandal broke, questions arose as to why these couples engaged in such behaviour. What propelled them toward such deviant acts? In those days, before the internet and discussions surrounding cuckolding became commonplace, even the mildest kink became headline news. One could imagine the housewives gossiping and expressing their disgust, while working-class men staunchly proclaimed that they would never allow their wives to partake in such depravity. But where did this desire truly originate?

Today, the internet teems with stories and discussions about cuckolding. Recent surveys reveal that it ranks at the top of men's most requested role-play kinks, with an increasing interest observed among women as well. This suggests that it is something people actively seek out. So why was it not as prevalent in the past?

During the early 1980s, there existed immense social pressure to conform to traditional gender roles. Looking at those who engage in cuckolding and sissification today, a significant number are aged forty or older, hinting at longstanding interests that were kept hidden due to the fear of societal stigma.

As Stock closed its doors for good, a wave of relief washed over me, mingling with a profound sense of disappointment. I had achieved my goal, but in the process, I had lost everything. My wife, Theresa, did not leave me, but our marriage was forever altered by the scandal. For the following years, we settled into a routine devoid of intimacy, coming home, discussing our day, and watching television. Eventually, Theresa attempted to rekindle our connection, and we ended up having children, who became the centre of our lives until they grew up. Tragically, Theresa passed away shortly after our third child began university, succumbing to pancreatic cancer.

Reflecting on those bygone days, on the moment when the scandal broke and resignations were tendered, I recall the exhilaration I experienced at the time, believing I had emerged victorious and brought down a government. But it all amounted to nothing. The timing was tragically awry, and instead of being hailed as a hero, I became a target of resentment. I was the man who had ruined the sex lives of thousands.

And why was I the one who brought it all crashing down? Because I was the reporter who dared to break the story.  I was also one of the last husbands of a hot-wife from Stock.

I will attempt to tell the story of how all this started, and also the stories of some of the husbands and wives.  Some will be first hand, others second or even third-hand, but all in the first person so I can try to help you comprehend the mindset of the husbands who drove their wives to this.

Love me or hate me, I thought I did what was right at the time.  Today, I regret it all.  But try not to blame me; try to understand that cuckold angst is more understood today, but back then, all I could think about was what would happen if people found out about me?  Society was tough back then; it still is, but now the fight is stronger, and it is on the side of people like me, but back then…


Chapter One – Everything Comes from an Idea - 1972

Jack Currie

Dad was a bricklayer who had an idea.  A simple new type of tie for holding two separate walls together.  Not the tie between a sandwich wall, rather when tying two houses together.  You see, as some of the Victorian terraced housing was being knocked down in favour of newer, more friendly housing, some were trying to find a way to make the terraced houses last longer and house more people.  We had a housing crisis in the UK, and the answer was high-rises, but whilst that was acceptable for some, it was not for most.

Knockdown and rebuilds of terraced houses began in earnest, for home owners, especially those who had purchased from the council on the cheap, tried to bring their old terrace house up to code.  It seemed easy enough to rebuild, but the technology was old and costly.  Dad’s idea made it easier to rebuild without having to chip away at the neighbour’s house.

Don’t ask me what it was or how it worked, because to this day, I don’t get it, but dad made these things by hand and used them, until a mate told him he could sell them at merchants.  Dad patented the product, then sold it to some big company and retired happy.

The extra money meant we could move from our old council house in Warrington, to a lovely cottage in Cheshire.  It also meant I could go to a better school and get a good education. 

In 1972, I was at the University of Manchester studying Computer Science; in the actual first purpose made faculty of computer science in the UK.  I believed computers were the future, and I wanted to be a programmer.  I wanted to shape the computer industry.

1972 had a big meaning for me.  Tracy Boyle had been my girlfriend since grammar school and had followed me to the University of Manchester to study Politics.  At the beginning of the year, I proposed, and in June, we married.  The gorgeous tall Cheshire girl was my dream darling, with her slim legs, shapely hips, tiny waist and C-cup breasts, she was someone who I had always thought was well above my status.  With her long curly blonde hair and soft voice, she could have been a supermodel, but she chose me, something my dad always found barmy.

“You hold on to her lad, no matter what!” He would say to me.  “Moving down away from the city made you soft, so be glad you got a girl like that!”

As a former brickie, dad was the epitome of the English everyman.  The bloke from the pub who would talk about everything that was wrong with Britain today.  Dare I say it, he even once suggested that maybe we were fighting on the wrong side in World War Two.  Yes, he was that sort of guy.

I tried hard to be the polar opposite of dad.  Pink Floyd was my go-to music, I was skinny, lanky, kept my brown hair messy, and really hated society, or rather, the society that surrounded my dad.  Mum was alright, just a quiet somewhere in the middle housewife.  I think that’s all I’ll say on her, because she was a good lass who had a hard life with dad and ended up leaving us early.

Anyway, Tracy was a happy-go-lucky girl from a good family.  An only-child, her parents always treated me like one of their own; in fact, I felt more like part of the family with them, than my own.

Weekends with Tracy were usually spent in Manchester, partying with friends, and she was always the centre of attention everywhere we went, especially with those mini-dresses she wore, not even covering her bum properly; but they were all the fashion back then. 

I suppose it was the lecherous men drooling over her that got me started on this fantasy.  I mean, Tracy and I had had sex many times; we weren’t prudes, but sex was just that, sex.  We didn’t have access to porn, I’d never seen a magazine, and Tracy was just too nice.  The first time she gave me a blowjob, it was only because a friend told her about doing it.  She didn’t even know you could put a willy in your mouth.  It was a bizarre moment where she kept asking me how it felt after having it in her mouth for a second, bless her.

I still remember after doing it a few times and me shooting my semen into her mouth and getting a choking scream from her, that she asked, “Do you think given it’s okay to put a penis in your mouth that you can, you know, try me?”

Could you kiss a vagina?  I wasn’t sure.  Yes, I was that naïve.  Thankfully, I was also open, and that night was the night I realised that my penis had never given my love an orgasm.  That was actually the first time I ever saw an orgasm.  It became part of our routine after that.

But to my fantasy.  At some point during our dating period, I began to wonder what it would be like if I watched Tracy with another man.  I wondered if another man could give her an orgasm.  I wondered if my willy was a good or a bad size; it was a bad size, I would find out later.  These were things most blokes didn’t think about back then, or at least, they didn’t talk about it.  In those clubs though, seeing men staring at Tracy, that made me feel, well, odd.  But that wasn’t the turning point.  No, that came later, after the wedding.

Our honeymoon was in London.  I’d never been before, but Tracy had, and whilst her parents wanted to send us to Italy or France, we wanted to spend a few days in the big city, enjoy the nightlife, see a show, that sort of thing. 

We were dancing away in a club in Soho when I needed to use the toilet.  The lively place was dark and packed.  We even saw film and TV stars in there, and for a moment, we felt like we were celebrities.  So imagine my surprise when I stepped back out from the toilets to find a tall actor stood by my new wife, his arm around her back, chatting to her.  She looked up into his eyes, a smile on her face, starstruck at seeing this older man in front of her.  I stood, rooted to the floor, watching this interaction from afar.  His other hand came up, stroking her left cheek with the back of his thumb, before bending over and placing his lips on hers.

For a moment, her eyes closed as she submitted to the tender kiss, too lost in the fantasy-like scenario mixed in with her heightened alcohol-induced level of relaxation.  However, after what felt like an hour for me, but was rather in reality about a second or two, her eyes bolted open and she gently pushed him back with a polite smile of apology, saying something to him and showing him her ring.  He smiled and tilted his head, saying something else to her, but never removing his hand from her slender waist.

I saw this as my moment to return, and my eyes met Tracy’s, she gave me a nervous, embarrassed smile.  “Jack, this is…” She began, her voice trembling.

With a smile of my own, I nodded.  “I know who this is.” Everyone knew who that was.  The guy was in in pretty much every British film.  I held out my hand, “David, nice to meet you!”

Great actor as he was, David shook my hand firmly, his smile warm and inviting, as I hadn’t just interrupted him trying to seduce my wife.  “Jack, an absolute pleasure!” He said, his upper-class accent shining through.  “Your lovely wife was just explaining you are on your honeymoon!  How wonderful!”

“Yes, indeed.  It’s actually my first time in London.” I explained.  I felt Tracy relax a little, my arm wrapped around her, she allowed herself to feel secure in the fact that I hadn’t punched one of Britain’s shining stars.

“Never!” The actor gasped, as if I’d said the worst thing in the world had happened.  “Well, sir, you must not leave tonight without a truly memorable experience.  Come, the both of you, I have private booth with some people you absolutely must meet!  They’ll love you, I promise!  Come, come.  The waitress will bring us champagne over there.”

“Champagne!” Tracy whispered to me. 

“I know!” I whispered back, but that wasn’t what was going through my mind.  What was going through my mind was a repeated question, why on Earth did your willy get erect seeing another man kiss your wife?

The huge booth was not a booth like in a restaurant.  No, this was a sectioned off part of the club, with a small private dancefloor, and a small bar dedicated only to the VIPs.  And what a bunch of VIPs.  Actors and actresses, politicians, dignitaries, singers, even a Hollywood star.  The one person I hadn’t expected to see was sat there too, David’s pretty former model wife.  I couldn’t remember her name, but I think she was Scandinavian or something.  Anyway, even at her age, she was still pretty.

David introduced us to everybody as if he had run into two old friends at the bar.  He explained we were on our honeymoon and that it was my first time in London.  Every single person there seemed to think it had become their personal mission to show us a great night.  We drank, danced, partied well into the night, and then we all cabbed it to the apartment of Trevor Ingram, the Conservative politician, where the party continued.

That was the first time I ever tried marijuana.  We weren’t smokers, so neither Tracy, nor I, knew how to smoke the rolled cigarette, but an actress from TV, Mary, explained how to do it, and after a few puffs, we got it. 

Generally, it made me feel drunker than I needed to be.  Tired, dizzy, but relaxed and well, a little hungry actually.  Trevor seemed ready for that, putting out expensive looking snacks for everyone to nibble on. 

The drug seemed to have a slightly different effect on Tracy, who seemed more inclined to dance, albeit by herself initially and with her eyes closed.  Her dancing seemed to be as slow as the jazz which was playing, as she swayed to the slow music.  Soon though, Trevor was up and dancing with her, arm in arm.

Trevor the politician was a tall, man with a bit of a belly, a huge amount of hair on his head, neatly styled, but at the same time, visibly heavily receding around the temples.  Gone was the suit and tie from earlier, now Trevor was just in his white shirt, white boxer trunks, and black socks held up by two small sock-suspenders. 

I watched as he danced with my wife, wanting him to kiss her, touch her, but at first, he was the perfect gentleman.  Next to me sat a younger man, maybe ten years my senior, with neatly combed black hair, and horn-rimmed glasses.  He looked tough, like he worked out, but his suit looked very expensive.  “You wanna watch your gal mate.” The cockney told me, smoking a cigarette and staring at my sexy wife. “He’ll have that dress off in a minute, mark my words mate.”

I stared and just shrugged.  I was high, I didn’t care.  They could have sex for all I cared.  My penis was hard just imagining it.  The room was spinning anyway, what could I do even if I wanted to?  “I don’t mind.” I murmured.

The bloke burst out laughing. “You don’t mind?  Ain’t this your honeymoon buddy?”

“Yeah, but isn’t she lovely?” I asked, my voice dreamy and relaxed.

“Fucking doll mate, too good for that fucking Tory perv!” The man said, “But if that’s what rocks ya boat.”

“I don’t know.  I just know I saw her getting kissed earlier and I didn’t stop it.”

“Why not?” He asked.

“I didn’t want to.  I wanted to just watch another man have her.”

The man was silent for a moment, brushing his thumb and index finger on his chin as he held his cigarette.  “Interesting.” He murmured.  Then putting the cigarette in his mouth, he held out his hand to me.  “Jimmy.” He told me.  “Jimmy Priestley.  You, my friend, have just given me an idea which could make us very rich.  How’d you like a job?”

Shrugging, I watched as Trevor the politician unzipped my wife’s dress, letting it fall to the floor to reveal her silky ivory bra and knickers.  She simply giggled and carried on dancing, and suddenly, she was no longer just dancing with Trevor, but David and others were up there too, and the other women were joining them, also stripping down their outwear.

“What sort of job?” I somehow managed to say, whilst simultaneously rubbing my crotch as I watched two men now devour my wife, running their hands all over her, undoing the catch on her bra.

Jimmy handed me a card.  I put it in my pocket without looking at it.  “Call me tomorrow, when you’re sober, and let’s have a chat.”

“Sure.” I replied.

As my eyes began to flutter closed, I saw my giggling wife being led by her hand into another room by Trevor and David.  The door shut just as my eyes closed.

The next day, I awoke to a stinging headache.  I found myself still on that strange circular sofa, looking at the orange and purple carpet and the thick white table, covered in old drinks.  My pants and boxer shorts were around my ankles and my willy was crusted with old cum, but I didn’t remember doing anything with it.

Standing, I groaned, looking around and seeing other people on other parts of the sofa in various forms of undress.  I blinked a few times, looking at young singer who would be famous in just a few years, lying there with her small breasts out. Frowning, I wondered what she was doing there and when she arrived. 

Stepping precariously on, I found the bedroom into which Tracy was taken.  The bed was a mess of bodies, six men, four women, one of whom was my wife, fast asleep.  On the ground lay a silver tray and a bag of cocaine and I wondered whether or not my wife had taken any, still though, the entire debaucherous scene made my dick swell in excitement. 

With caution, I approached my wife and tapped her.  Trevor groaned a little and turned over but didn’t wake up, but it meant that Tracy was freed up.  I shook her shoulder and with a moan, she opened her eyes.  They were bloodshot and tired, and I could see she was trying to focus, work out what was going on and where she was.  Then realisation struck and her eyes bolted open wide, but she didn’t dare speak.

“Come on.  Let’s go.” I whispered.

Her eyes began tearing up as memories of the previous night flooded back and I knew I would need to find a way to calm her.  Somehow, she managed to wangle her way out from the sleeping lovers and into my arms.  Her pale skin was covered in love bites and dried semen was all over her. 

“What did I do?” She cried in a hushed voice, desperately trying to find her clothes.

“Don’t worry, come on.” I replied.

She finally found her dress and her knickers but abandoned hope for her bra.  Dressing quickly, she slipped on her shoes and we carefully headed out.  As I was shutting the door, I noted that Jimmy, the guy who was talking to me the night before, was absent.  I assumed her was somewhere in another room.

“Oh my god, Jack, what did we do?” Tracy sobbed.  “What did I do?  You must hate me!”

I led us into the elevator and down to street level, my arm around her as I tried to work out where in London we were.  “Honey, please, don’t worry.  We’re young, we just had fun.  We got a little high and crazy, but I love you.”

“How?” She squealed, “How can you love me?  I cheated on you!”

“No, you didn’t.  We went to a crazy celebrity party and things got, well, different.  Let’s just treat it as that.  I’m not angry, I’m just, hungover.  We’ll get some breakfast, have a rest, and everything will be okay.” I told her, looking for taxi and raising my hand.

She shook her head, hugging herself, looking at the ground. “I just want to go home.  I want to forget all about this.”

A taxi pulled up and we jumped inside.  “Where to mate?” The driver asked.

“Er, the Fairfax Hotel near Paddington.” I told him.

“Right-o.  Lovely morning we’re having.” The driver began, talking about how it was a change from the dismal rain of the past week.  I ignored him and turned back to my wife who was no longer crying, just hugging herself and looking at the floor.

“I can’t believe we’re a few days into our marriage and I’ve destroyed it.” She whispered, embarrassed to be heard by the driver.

“Aren’t you overreacting a bit?” I asked her.  “You haven’t destroyed anything.  Look, let’s talk about this when we get back to our room.”

“I want to go home.” She hissed.

“We can talk about this back in the room.”

A short while later, we were walking into our dinky little room in the old hotel.  Immediately, she grabbed the suitcase and began throwing clothes into it, not even bothering to fold anything. The more she threw in, the angrier she got until finally she fell down to the bed and sobbed.

“You’ll hate me.” She said.  “You’ll remember this for the rest of your life and you’ll never forgive me.  You’ll just see me as a whore, not your wife.”

“That’s not true!” I told her, pulling her to me in a hug.  “I…I need to tell you something.  It’s embarrassing.”

She snorted. “What can be more embarrassing than this?”

“When I came back from the toilets last night, at the club, I saw David kiss you.” I told her.  She gasped inwardly and was about to explain, but I stopped her.  “No, I’m not telling you that because I’m judging you, but rather, I watched and,” I shrugged, “hoping you would kiss him back.” Tracy gave me a curious look, so I continued.  “Look, every time we go out to the pub or a club, and you wear your little minis, I see the men stare at you, wanting you with their eyes.  At first, I felt proud, like I was such a lucky guy, and I am still.” I said quickly, making sure she understood.  “But then I began to wish they told you they wanted you, and, I don’t know, I wanted you to want them back.” I looked away, embarrassed.

The look on her face was utter confusion.  It was not something she understood.  “Why on Earth would you want that?” She asked.

“I don’t know.  It turns me on.  Makes me horny.  Then last night, when you got up and danced with the guys, I wanted them to do more, and when you went with them, I think I came.” I felt my face go red with embarrassment.  “Then thinking about how I found you this morning.  You went off with Trevor and David but this morning…”

“More people came in.” She explained.  “It was crazy.  I…I did things to other girls.  All the men…”

“All the men fucked ya?” I asked and she nodded, her eyes tearing up.  I took her hand and placed it on my erection. “See?”

Her gasp spoke volumes.  It was gasp at the sheer firmness of my erection, probably the hardest I’d even been.  It was a gasp that I was telling the truth.  It was a gasp at the realisation that I was genuinely not angry.  “It really turns you on.” She stated, undoing the zip on my trousers.

“It really does.” I admitted, lifting myself so she could pull my pants down.

She licked her lips, staring at me.  Then looked up at my eyes.  “Do you…do you want to put it in me?” She asked.

“No, not yet.” I replied, and I watched as she licked her lips again, something she did when she was excited.  She knew what I was asking for.  “I’m, well, I’m dirty down there.” She told me, but at the same time, she was already pulling off her knickers and sitting further back on the bed, challenging me if I really knew what I was doing.

“I know.” I told her, moving forward as I watched her pull her skirt up.

Finally, she was beginning to understand my lust.  Again, she licked her lips and then bit the lower one as she grinned.  “I’m really, really dirty.  All those men and none of them used a johnny.  That’s all their spunk on me.”

“I know.” I grinned, leaning down and cleaning her.

“Oh,” she gasped, leaning back on the pillow behind her.  “You are a naughty boy.”

I looked up at her and she opened her eyes to look at me.  “Tell me.  Tell me about what they did to you.  Tell me how you enjoyed it.”

Giggling, she began to replay the night’s events to me, talking about all the different men and women.  At one point she had three men in her simultaneously, they’d taken her anal virginity but I didn’t care, I was glad she’d experienced it.  I licked her to three orgasms, each coming in quick succession, driven by the final acceptance of what she had done, and understanding that she had just had a once in a lifetime experience.  Then after the third orgasm, it was time for me, but I didn’t even get two thrusts in before I was climaxing inside her. 

“Still want to go home.” I asked her as we cuddled together.

“I don’t know.  Last night was great, now I look at it through your eyes.  I mean, I still don’t understand how you could have enjoyed seeing me like that, I think if you had an affair, I’d kill ya, but if you are okay seeing me like that, then, I’ll take it.  But I don’t think we can do that again.  I don’t want to risk pushing it.  What would happen if you changed your mind?”

“I wouldn’t.”

“You don’t know that.” She sighed.

I thought back to my own experience from the night before, to the conversation with the guy Jimmy.  I told Tracy all about it, how I’d opened up about my feelings to what was going on to him, and she laughed saying I was crazy.  “No, that wasn’t crazy.” I laughed.  “What was crazy was this guy offered me a job.”

“What?” She squealed.  “What job?”

“I dunno.  He handed me a card and said call me when you’re sober.”

“Where’s the card?”

“In my blazer.” I replied, getting up to retrieve the jacket and pulling out the card.  “Jimmy Priestley, Managing Director.” I read.  “Priestley Adult Entertainment.”

My wife scrunched up her face in a disgusted look.  “Adult entertainment?” She asked incredulously.  “Like porn?”

“Dunno.  Looks like it.  Should I call him?”

“You want to work in porn?” She laughed.

“I’m not likely to be a porn star, am I?” I said, looking down at my scrawny body.  “But it would be interesting to hear what he has to say, right?”

She looked at me holding the card, then she did something which surprised me.  She licked her lips and then said, “Call him.”

Using the hotel phone, I picked up the receiver and was immediately connected to reception.  I passed on the number to the lady on the line and then hung up.  A few moments later, the phone rang and I picked it up.

“I have your call.” The receptionist said.  “Connecting you now.”

Moments later, I heard, “Priestley Adult Entertainment, Mr Priestley’s office.” Said a young but snooty female voice.

“Oh, hello, erm, Mr Priestley asked me to call him.” I said nervously, then I remember I didn’t introduce myself.  “It’s Jack, erm Currie.”

“Please hold.” The line clicked and went silent, then the line came back to life again with another click. 

“Well, well, well.  ‘Ows the ‘ed?” The cockney voice asked.

“Seen better days.” I chuckled.  “You sound very alert.”

“I didn’t drink much last night, believe it or not.  Had an early start.  Your wife was certainly making a go of it last night.  Thought I’d join the queue to have a go, but would’ve been there till mornin’.” He cackled a laugh.  “Just jokin’ mate.  Listen, all good between you two, yeah?  In the cold light of day an’ all that?”

“Yes, I explained my feelings to her, and well, it’s led to an interesting outcome.” I grinned, going a little red.  Tracy blushed to as she realised what I was talking about.

“That’s good.  Listen, I wanna pick your brain.  Your story gave me an idea last night, but I need someone who understands things to execute it.  Why don’t we meet up for dinner and talk about it?  My treat.”

Gulping, I looked at Tracy and covered the receiver.  “He wants to meet for dinner tonight.” I told her.  She shrugged, my decision. 

“Erm, sure Jimmy.  Where?” I asked him.

“Where are you stayin’?”

“Erm, the Fairfax in Paddington.”

The man practically had a fit down the phoneline.  “For ya fuckin’ honeymoon?  Why the fuck would you would ya stay in that flea infested cesspit?  Nah mate, not havin’ that.  Pack ya bags and check out, hop in a cab and head on down to the Ritz.”

My eyes went wide.  “I’m sorry Jimmy, I can’t really afford…”

“Don’t be silly sunshine.  I’ll sort you out, don’t worry.  Call it a late wedding gift.  Can’t have a potential future employee staying at the fucking Fairfax now, can I?”

“I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Nah worries mate.  Get on down there, and I’ll meet you at seven, alright?”

“Yes, thank you.”

I put the phone down and turned to my wife who was waiting expectantly to hear the outcome.  When I told her we were going to the Ritz, she squealed in delight, jumping onto me and kissing me all over. 


Chapter Two – Cornering the Market – 1972

Jack Currie

If you’ve never been to the Ritz in London, I would highly recommend it.  That place is just a symbol of lavish living and extravagance. The moment our taxi pulled up, the doorman was there to help with our suitcases.  The moment the receptionist heard my name, nothing more needed to be said, and she immediately walked with us to the elevators, bellhop behind us with the bags. 

“Wonderful to have such distinguished guests of Mr Priestley with us.” The young lady stated.

“Erm, yes, thank you.” Tracy replied, lapping up the feeling of royalty the hotel was giving her. 

Of course, Jimmy couldn’t have booked us a room, no, it had to be a bloody suite.  My god, what place.  The decor was traditional and classic, with rich fabrics, dark wood furniture, and gold accents. The walls hung with oil paintings and tapestries, and the floors were covered in plush carpets. The suite included a large bedroom with a four-poster king-size bed, a separate sitting room with an unlit fireplace and sofa, a dining room with seating for eight, and a bathroom with a clawfoot tub and a separate shower.

“Mr Priestley will be meeting you for dinner tonight at seven PM.” The receptionist reminded us.  “We can seat you in our restaurant, or if you would prefer a more private setting, we can arrange for dinner service to be served here in your dining room.”

“Oh, I’m not sure,” Tracy said, “I suppose it would be more comfortable for Mr Priestley to eat in the restaurant.” She said, looking at me.

Before I could answer, the receptionist replied.  “Mr Priestley is amenable to both options, but his preference would be to dine here alone with you.” The young pretty lady then smiled.  “He says that he does not wish Mrs Currie to feel pressured in any way.”

“Oh.” Tracy replied, her smile dropping as she realised the meaning behind Jimmy’s statement.   I immediately felt my dick stiffen, but I knew I needed to relax Tracy.

“Honey, it was his choice to put us up here.  We are under no obligation.” I told her with a warm smiled.

She looked at me, and then looked away, before licking her lips and nodding. “Please serve dinner in our dining room.” She replied, not able to look the receptionist in the eyes.

“Very well.  Have a good rest of the day.” And with that, the woman left.

I immediately ran to my wife’s side as she stared at the huge open room.  Her bottom lip quivered.  “It’s amazing, isn’t it?” She whispered.

“You know you don’t need to do anything.” I told her.

“Does it really turn you on?” She replied, no looking at me.

“Yes.”

“Then we all win, don’t we?” She said, finally looking in my eyes.  “Mr Priestley gets repaid, I get to experience another man, and you get to experience, well, whatever it is you need.  I’m not going to lie Jack, last night was an amazing experience, but I didn’t think it was worth it to lose you.  But I’m not going to lose you, am I?” She smiled, her confidence growing just a little.

“No, you’re not.” I replied, softly.

Her eyes darkened a shade and she licked her lips before biting them. “Then we’re going to have some fun, and we’re going to make this week spectacular.  I just hope you know what you’ve let yourself in for, because if I’m really free to play this week, then we’re gonna play.”

My smiled grew almost as fast as my erection.  “Oh you’re free to play, honey.”

Of course, I didn’t understand any of this, it was completely new to me, but I felt alive doing it.  We discussed going shopping for something sexy, something that Jimmy might be interested in seeing Tracy in, and as we talked about that, I realised that the anticipation of the event was just as exciting as the event itself, maybe more so.

We took the tube to Oxford Street and walked around looking for any sort of specialist shop for kinky underwear.  In the end, we found a place in Soho which catered to all sorts.  Initially, I felt embarrassed to go into such a store and wanted Tracy to go in with me, but she wouldn’t hear of it.

“No Jack!  I’m just as scared as you.  C’mon!” Tracy whined at me.

Summoning up as much courage as I can, I ducked my head down and walked into the store behind my wife.  The solid wood door was as black as the frame, but as we stepped inside a loud bell rang above our heads, like an unwanted alarm alerting one and all to my presence.  Two pretty, older, yet stern-looking women looked on in our direction, before smiling warmly.  I took in the interior, dark, hues of red.  Lingerie hung from hangers on the wall, and in the back, an array of implements I’d never thought I’d see in my life; whips, canes, riding crops.  One of the women stepped over.

“Looking for something for the bedroom or everyday wear?” The lady asked, her voice posh, soft as silk yet confident.

“Erm, yes, I have a bit of a date tonight and I wanted something, erm, special.” Tracy said, blushing.

“Well let’s take a look.” The lady said with a smile, whilst giving me a look which suggested I was about to be a lucky boy.  They walked towards the back of the store, towards an array of corsets.  “If you like, we can take your, erm, husband?” Tracy nodded yes.  “To a waiting area.  That way we won’t spoil the surprise for tonight.”

Tracy didn’t mean to blurt out what she then blurted out, she was just so nervous that she didn’t think about what she was saying.  “Oh, it’s not for him.” She said suddenly, before realising the implication of what she had just said.

The woman gave me a look of surprise, her mouth open momentarily, before regaining her original decorum.  “Of course, madam.  Then we shall make sure that the, erm, three of you have a wonderful night.” She smiled.

Tracy’s cheeks now matched the wall’s shade of red, and she gave me a pained look of apology.  For some reason though, more embarrassing than the admission of my wife’s infidelity, was the solid erection which had formed in my pants, which did not look at all good in a women’s lingerie store.  Therefore, I found a seat and sat down, and whilst I did, the other lady approached and asked if we would like anything to drink, perhaps champagne.  It was at that moment that I realised that we were not in a cheap underwear store, but rather a luxurious boutique catering to the higher classes; in other words, expensive.

I said no to the champagne initially, because I didn’t want to feel burdened to purchase anything.  Tracy, however, had no such qualms over these things, or rather, it hadn’t really clicked how much things cost in the store.  In for a penny, I decided to have a glass of champagne after all, and I hoped that Barclays would allow me favourable repayment options when they processed the transaction on my Barclaycard.  I had a one-hundred pound revolving credit which I never really used, well, because I was scared to, but also because I hadn’t quite figured out how much one-hundred new pounds got me these days.

So immersed in the calculations in my head, I failed to notice Tracy had slipped into a changing room.  She emerged some time later in a stunning black silk corset, smooth but with a trim of lace a top of the cups which pushed Tracy’s breasts out like two large orbs.  Hanging from the corset, six thick black straps, attached to two sheer black silk stockings.  Her knickers, hip-hugging black like the corset, trimmed with the same lace around the leg openings.  On her arms, matching gloves travelling all the way up her arms, past her elbows; and around her neck, a simple black choker lined with lace.  She was the vision of perfection.  The corset was tight-laced to show off her perfect figure-8 body. 

“Wow.” I gasped.  “We’ll take it.”

Tracy giggled and clapped her hands excitedly.  The saleswoman smiled.  “Wonderful.  How might you wish to pay?”

“Do you accept Barclaycard?” I asked.

Again, the woman nodded.  “Of course.” Then turning back to Tracy.  “Madam, my colleague will help you disrobe and will box everything up for you.” She then signalled for me to follow her, which I did, walking towards the store desk.  She crouched down and then pulled out the huge grey imprinter and the papers.  I handed over my card and she said, “In total, that will be eighty-three pounds.  Will that be all?”

I gulped, glad that it was within my spending limit.  “Yes, thank you.” I croaked out.

The woman gave me a look before placing the card in the machine.  “It must be a very special night planned tonight?” She told me, as she filled out the paper form with the details.

“Erm, we’re on our honeymoon.” I said, although for the life of me I don’t know why, given that she already knew that somebody else would be taking advantage of my wife.

“And already getting adventurous.” She noted, although I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or judgement. 

The imprinter was dragged across the card and the form, and then the form was handed to me for signature, which I duly did.  The lady took a quick look at both signatures before handing me the copy and the card.

Moments later, Tracy was back, all smiles.  “Everything okay?” She asked.

“Erm, yep, yes.” I nodded, feeling a little sick from spending so much on clothing.  I had money for the honeymoon, and yes, I’d saved some thanks to Jimmy’s hotel change, but still, this was a little outside my budget. 

The other assistant arrived with a carefully wrapped and tied box, which she placed into an oversized paper bag before handing it to us.  “We appreciate your custom.” She smiled.

“Thank you both,” Tracy gushed. “You’ve been wonderful!”

“Enjoy tonight.” Said the first lady with a wink.

Outside on the street, Tracy giggled and jumped up and down like a school-girl, thanking me over and over.  “How much was it all?  Not too much I hope?” She asked.

“No, it’s fine.” I said, walking on and hoping not to have to tell her.

“No really, how much?” She asked, still smiling.

“Don’t worry about it.  It’s our honeymoon.” I said.

She stopped in her tracks.  “Jack!  How much?” The smile was gone and she knew it was more than we had planned.

“Eighty pounds.” I said, near enough, I thought.

“Eighty pounds!” She screeched.  “Oh my god!  We need to take it back.”

“It’s underwear, you can’t.” I said, then I took her in my arms as she began having some sort of panic attack.  “Anyway, honey, we saved money on the hotel now.  So we splurged, I’ll pay it back.”

She shook her head, trying to calm herself.  “No, I can’t let you do that.  I’ll ask daddy to lend me the money.”

“He’ll ask what it was for.”

“I’ll make something up.”

I pulled on her hand and told her to calm down and enjoy the moment, we could deal with the money issue later.  This wouldn’t bankrupt us, and dad had money after all, I could ask him.  Heck, if I told him it was for kinky underwear, he would for sure hand it over, but it would probably come with prerequisites.

That evening, I helped a now calmer Tracy slip into her new lingerie.  It was such a strange feeling, knowing that I was dressing my new wife to have sex with essentially a stranger, but whilst I was feeling jealous, it also did something else to me, excited me, made me feel smaller compared to my gorgeous, sexy wife.  And admittedly, as I tied that choker around her neck, she had an aura about her, a confidence I hadn’t seen in her.  When she did her make-up, she did it differently from any other time, widening her eyes, making them more smoky, dark, accentuated against her long blonde hair.

“Do I look okay?” She asked, her voice a little softer than usual, as if she was trying to tone down her Cheshire lilt. 

“You look stunning.” I told her, and she did, especially after she tied a black ribbon she took from the lingerie box around her long curly hair, pulling two curly strands down either side of her face.

“I’m so nervous.” She told me, slipping on a loose short black shiny dress, and then high-heeled sandals.  “Are we doing the right thing?”

“We’re not doing anything except having dinner with someone who might have a job for me.” I explained.  “Should you want to do anything else, that is completely up to you and how you feel in the moment.  Okay?”

She nodded quickly, and then gulped.  “I remember what he looks like.” She told me.  “I want to do it.  I want to try, if you are really okay with it?”

“Honey, I don’t know how I will feel right at that moment, but I know what I feel now.  I don’t understand it, but for some reason, I feel closer to you knowing you are doing this.  Like it’s our little secret.  It excites me.  Hell, I haven’t been this excited ever.”

“Me neither.” She told me.

I was about to say something else, but the doorbell rang to signal the arrival of the staff.  They would be serving drinks and would have a bar on-hand.  Ten minutes later, Jimmy arrived, dressed to the nines in what looked to be a very expensive suit. He kissed Tracy on each cheek as he greeted her, then shook my hand firmly.

“Wonderful suite, eh?” He said, taking it all in.

“Mr Priestley, it’s amazing.” I told him.

“Please, friends call me Jimmy, come on.”

“Well, Jimmy, I don’t know how to thank you.”

He waved his hand dismissively.  “Please. I get good rates, leave it at that.” Then turning to Tracy.  “And the lovely Tracy, how you enjoyin’ the big smoke then?”

Tracy appeared to be in a constant state of blush.  She giggled and said that she could see herself living in London.  “It’s just so glamorous, but some of the shops are so expensive.”

“Tellin’ me darlin’!  And getting more expensive every year, ‘specially after the blood government fucked around with the currency, eh?  I think that was all a big conn to squeeze more cash out of us.  Still, business is booming for our industry, which is good.  So where’d you shop that was so expensive?  ‘Arrods?”

“No,” Tracy began, then blushed again, her head shrinking into her shoulders a little.  “A little boutique in Soho, Riley and Slone.”

“The kinky lingerie place?” He asked, lighting up a cigarette and offering one to me, which I politely declined.  He offered one to Tracy, and I watched as she took one for the first time ever.  I’m not sure why she decided to smoke right at that moment, but for some reason she appeared to be trying to separate her normal self from this role she was playing, and I found it desperately sexy.

“Yes,” She said, taking a puff of the cigarette like a natural, especially given how she had struggled with the joint.

“I know cheaper places.  In fact, you should’ve said you were after somethin’ special, I would’ve introduced you to the place that supplies my gals.” He told us, pointing his cigarette in our direction.

“Erm, well, we wanted something special for tonight.” Tracy practically whispered, and suddenly it dawned on Jimmy what we were talking about, and a huge smile appeared on his face. 

Rather than press for the detail whilst the waiters served the soup, he decided to switch to business.  “So, you and your little kink got me thinking; how many other people have this kink?  I mean, swinging is nothing new, right?” He explained. “But wanting to watch your wife play around whilst you do nothing, that’s got to be something a little different.  So I’ve been racking my brains for what to do next when it comes to the magazines.  Yeah, big boobs and stuff will always sell, but the Americans are inching in on our turf.  Now in the US, just this year, Larry Flynt, the guy who owns the Hustler clubs, he's brought out a new type of magazine.  Not just pictures, but stories, things to get the heart going, yeah?  So before they get here, we need to be ready. Then you come to me with your kink, and I thought, this guy is a normal new husband on an adventure with his sexy wife.  He is the epitome of the everyday British guy and he is not afraid to get kinky.  You get me so far?”

We both nodded that we did, even though I hadn’t the foggiest what all this had to do with a job for me.

“You seem like a smart kid.  Go to uni?” He asked.

“Just graduated.” I told him.  “Haven’t decided if I’m going to stay on yet.”

“Nah, fuck that.” He said, shaking his head and waving the cigarette.  “Listen, I hope you can write.  What I’d like you to do is create a whole new department around kinky-wives.  Somehow get real-life, or even made-up, I don’t fuckin’ care, but make them look real-life, stories about cheating wives, and the men who love ‘em.  I want men to read this either fantasising their wives do it, or imagining that they are going to fuck the cheating wives.”

I gulped.  This was completely different to what I was going to do, and I knew nothing about the porn industry, and what people wanted.  “I…I really don’t know if I’m suited…” I began, but he interrupted.

“We’ll get you assistants to help with the writing; we’ve got creative people who will help with the gory details, we just need someone to run it all, and who better than someone who lives it?  Look, I can’t get into your mindset, and finding someone similar who is willing to admit it so freely, that’s too much work.” He explained, and then to cement the idea in my head, he said, “Starting salary of a hundred and twenty quid a week, plus bonuses for good results, and an expense account.  I’ll even get you setup in London, help you both move down innit?  Plus I’m make sure you’re mingling with my crowd.”

My eyes went wide at the figures he was suggesting.  Up in Manchester, I’d never be able to earn that sort of money; and it would take time to build myself up the computing industry.  With this, I could build up a nest egg, keep learning, and then make the shift later.

“I…I need to discuss it with Tracy, of course.” I told him, just as our second course was taken away.

“Of course,” He said, waving an arm.  “She’s ya trouble and strife mate, you’d better get the all-clear from her first.”

But I didn’t need to talk to Tracy, because Tracy had already made up her mind.  “I think you should take it.” She said with a sense of urgency.  “I mean, I studied politics, so where better to be to find work?”

“She’s right, ya know.” Jimmy nodded.  “She’s a sharp one.” He then offered her another cigarette between courses and to my surprise, she took another. 

For a moment, I didn’t speak, just sat there looking at the table.  For that money, we could live well, even in London.  And if Tracy found work too, then it would be even better.  I looked up at Jimmy.  “I’ll do it.” I told him.

The porn publisher grinned in delight and pushed out a huge hand, which I shook.  He then clicked his fingers at one of the waiters.  “Two Glenrothes for me and the gentleman,” and then he turned to Tracy and pointed, signalling that she should choose for herself.  “Same for me please.” Said Tracy, much to both of our surprises.  I’d never seen her touch whiskey in her life.

For the remainder of the dinner, Jimmy told us about his publishing empire, and the club he owned in Soho.  He asked us about our lives, so I told him about my dad and how he’d had some success which allowed him to retire.  “He didn’t make a fortune, but he made enough to say he had enough.” I explained.  Then around dessert, Jimmy’s attention was focused on Tracy, initially asking about her childhood, school and so on, then moving on to more intimate topics, and then the party the other night, asking her about how she felt at that moment. 

“I mean, I was drunk and high, so, I didn’t really care at that moment, it was just all good fun.” She explained.  “Then when I woke up, I felt so sick, not from the alcohol, but from the guilt.  When Jack told me about how he felt, I didn’t wanna believe him; I mean, it’s not something a girl expects to hear, and I know if he’d fucked around I woulda killed him!  Well, when I finally understood what he was getting at, well, I don’t know, I felt…oh, powerful I guess.  Like, I could do whatever I wanted and he’d let me.  You know what I mean?”

Jimmy’s face was now very much in seduction mode.  “Indeed I do.  I think if we’re done with dinner, why don’t we retire to the sitting room and have another drink there?”

“Sure.” We both said.

As we stood, Jimmy approached each waiter and placed a pound bill in the hands of each, thanking them for a job well done.  He then grabbed the open bottle of scotch we drank earlier, along with three tumblers, and walked us through to our living room, where he looked over at me and pointed to the armchair on the other side of the coffee table.  Sitting down in the singular chair, I watched as Jimmy planted himself on the double sofa, and began pouring the drinks.  Looking at the seating, Tracy instinctively placed herself next to what would be my new boss.

“Cheers!” Jimmy said, holding his glass up.  We each grabbed a glass and drank some scotch, then I watched as Jimmy put his glass down and then turned to my wife, placing a hand on her leg.  “You really have a spectacular body.” He told her.  “I was lookin’ at you last night.  When you got undressed, and I thought, that body, that face, that hair, you could make an absolute fortune in my world.”

Tracy blushed again, giggling. “Not sure I can get into politics with a career in porn.” She giggled.

“True.  People are too judgemental, that’s the problem.” He told her, rubbing his hand along her leg.  I watched as she uncrossed them, opening them a little.  Emboldened, Jimmy pushed the hem of her dress up with both hands.  “Let’s have a better look at you then.” He told her, placing a hand on the front of her exposed knickers.  “You’re an excited little thing, ain’t ya?” Then turning to me.  “She’s wet through.”

Leaning down, he placed his lips on hers and I watched as she wrapped her arms around his neck.  As they kissed, her eyes checked mine and I could see her smiling as she realised I was enthralled by what was happening.

“Undress me.” Tracy said, and I thought she was talking to Jimmy, but then she broke off the kiss and looked right at me.  “Jack, undress me for Jimmy.”

Fuck, that simple order was like a jolt of electricity through my whole body.  I sprung to action and with shaking hands, unzipped her dress.  Jimmy gave her room, allowing her to stand so I could help her remove the dress.  “Knickers too.” She whispered to me.  I crouched, sliding the knickers down her legs.  “Okay, you can sit back down again now.” She grinned at me, naughtily, and I walked back to my seat, feeling around the table as I couldn’t keep my eyes off the two lovers.

“So this was what you got?” Jimmy asked, looking at the lingerie.  “Tell you what Jack,” he said, not looking at me, “you can count this as the first thing you can expense.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yep, because she’s an absolute stunner.  It’s worth every penny, no matter what it cost.”

And once again, the two were kissing, but now he was massaging her boobs through the cups of her corset.  Tracy moaned as he sucked on her neck, moving down her body, pulling out a breast and sucking on it, as his right hand traced down to her exposed pussy, the tuft blonde hair above it, neatly trimmed into a small upside-down triangle.  “Oh Jack, his fingers are inside me. Mmmm.” She moaned.

It was something fascinating to observe, her eyes on mine as another man fingered her to climax.  After reaching orgasm, Jimmy stood and held out his hand, inviting Tracy with him.  I followed behind them until we reached the doorway to our bedroom, where Jimmy stepped inside but Tracy turned to me. 

“Honey, I don’t know if I can do this, erm, sober, in front of you.  Not this first time.  Would you mind waiting out here?” She asked, her hand on my chest.  “I promise next time I’ll try, but I don’t think I can right now.”

Of course, I was disappointed, but I didn’t want to ruin what could be a pleasurable experience for Tracy.  Nodding, I answered her.  “Of course, I understand.” I told her.

She smiled at me.  Behind her Jimmy was already naked and I could see his dick; it was huge, far bigger than mine.  I should’ve been angry and jealous, but instead, the jealousy just felt exciting, made my heart race and want this to happen even more.

I sat down on the sofa and poured myself another scotch.  There was no noise from next door, not a peep.  I wondered just how good the doors were at sound isolation but then I heard the slightest squeak from Tracy, knowing it was an orgasm.  Jimmy worked fast. 

Pulling my pants down, I decided I needed to masturbate. That was something I didn’t do too often, but now I couldn’t hold back.  I pumped my dick, imagining what Jimmy was doing to Tracy.  Focusing my hearing, I tried to find any sound from next door, until finally I isolated a faint slapping sound, skin against skin.  The sound of fucking.

Standing, I made my way to the door, listening closely against the door.  Tracy’s moans were loud and constant, only broken for her to beg him to fuck her more, harder.  I knew I needed to respect her wishes but I desperately wanted to see.  Gently turning the knob of the door, I pushed the door open on the semi-dark room.

Jimmy was fucking my wife doggy-style, holding tight onto her hips he slammed in any out of her like a man on fire, his teeth gritted, “Yeah you fuckin’ dirty slut!  Take my fucking dick!” He snarled.

“Yes, yes! Give it to me! Make me your slut! Give it to me you bastard!” She screamed back at him.

Turning her head, she saw me standing there masturbating.  For a moment, I thought she’d be angry, but instead she grinned sadistically, then raising her hand she curled a finger at me.  I walked over and knelt at the side of the bed in front of her.  She grabbed my hair, pulling me closer.  “Do you see it?  Do you see how he’s taking your wife?  Fucking me?  He’s so good!  So big!  Nobody’s ever fucked me like this.”

“You love it?” I asked her.

“Yes!  Yes!  I need this!  You’ve given me the best wedding gift ever, my freedom to fuck who I like!” She cried, and then letting out a long deep moan as another climax hit. 

As I watched him take her over and over, I sat back, masturbating, watching my wife as she dropped her head to the bed, her wide smile and closed eyes showing just how much she was enjoying what Jimmy was doing to her.  I’d never seen her so animated during sex, but this was clearly a whole different experience than that with me. 

Unfortunately, I did not last as long as Jimmy, watching my semen spurt over my belly.  Immediately, I felt a sudden sense of dread, loss.  That jealous which made me so excited just a moment ago, instead made me feel embarrassed and scared, like I was watching the moment when my wife was being taken away from me by a better man.  I needed to leave the room.  I thought Tracy didn’t see me leave, but she was actually watching me with concern, wondering what was going on. 

I sat on the sofa, sipping on the warm alcohol, trying to understand what had changed within me.  The sex noise continued through the open doorway and I wondered just how much stamina Jimmy had, how it was possible for her to keep fucking her without a break.

My jealousy burned, hurt me.  I wondered why and how Tracy could do this to me, whether she really loved me after all.  I mean, surely a wife would reject any other man if she really loved her husband, right?

It was as I was considering this that I absent mindedly began rubbing my soft dick again, feeling it coming back to life.  As soon as it did, my brain began to adjust again, and for some reason I wanted to go back in there, go back and apologise for not being a man; apologise for not being good enough. 

When I stepped inside, she was riding Jimmy, shifting back and forth on him.  Her eyes searched mine as I walked in, concern etched on them for a moment, until her gaze shifted down to my hard shaft; then her lips curled up in a sinister display of joy and contentment.

“Come here and suck my breasts.” She purred at me.

As I sucked on her light pink nipples, she stared down at me, analysing me.  I broke loose from her nipple momentarily.  “I’m sorry I’m not man enough to satisfy you.” I told her.

Her eyes shifted into brief sadness, but as she did so, she stared at me, constantly analysing, constantly trying to understand.  I’m not sure how she put two and two together, but she began grinning again and said, “You’re right, you’re not man enough, but now Jimmy and others will be fucking me on a regular basis, you’ll do just fine as a hubby.”

I continued to masturbate as I sucked on those soft beautiful nipples.  “Tell me more.  Tell me my dick is small.” Where the hell was this coming from?

“Yes it is, I know that now.” She laughed, “your dick can never satisfy me.  Jimmy’s made me cum more times than you ever have, all in one night.” And as if to highlight her point, she grit her teeth together and cried out in orgasm once again, grabbing my hair painfully and pulling my head into her breast. 

“Fucking slut, I’m gonna spurt!” Jimmy cried, and then let loose inside her.

Both collapsed onto the bed whilst I knelt by my wife’s side.  I watched the two lovers kiss before Jimmy broke off and stood.  “I’m gonna need to go.  Thanks for a lovely evening.” He told us, a satisfied smirk on his face.  “Come by and see me tomorrow at my office.  Say, noonish.  We’ll talk details.”

“Sure, thanks Jimmy.” I said, feeling horny and slightly embarrassed.

“I’ll just use your facilities.”

Whilst Jimmy was in the bathroom, I leaned down and kissed my wife’s lips.  “Did you enjoy that?” I asked her.

“You know I did.” She giggled. “What brought on the talk?”

I shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It turned me on.  I liked you being nasty to me.”

“Honestly, I liked doing it.  I don’t know why, but somehow it fit with what we were doing.” Then she licked her lips and bit her lower one, looking down at her used pussy.  “Erm, wanna do what you did before?”

There was a difference between licking a used pussy after some time, and licking a freshly used pussy.  And yet I wanted to, I needed to; that was all part of the experience.  Every bone in my body told me to do it, but in my mind, it felt oddly homosexual.

“I don’t know if I can.” I whispered.

“Erm,” She bit her lower lip again.  “Do it for me honey?  Show me how much I mean to you.”

“I don’t know…” I said again.

She elevated herself on her elbows and her face became stern.  “I’m not asking sweetie.”

My dick jumped at her dominance, a dominance I’d never seen from her before.  “Yes honey.” I told her, then gulped as I lowered myself to her sore, used cunt.  A whitish goo was oozing from her and I knew it was another man’s cum, Jimmy’s. 

Gulping again, I lowered my mouth to her and began licking, tasting the warm saltiness of Jimmy’s semen.  “Good boy.” My wife whispered, brushing my hair with her hand.  “Good boy, get me clean.” I looked up at her and saw how she was enjoying watching me perform such a humiliating act.

The sound of the bathroom door opening disturbed me and I wanted to pull away, but Tracy stopped me, holding my head in place.  She wanted Jimmy to see me for what I was, whatever that was.  However, he said nothing, just accepting that he was seeing something special between us. 

“I’m looking forward to seeing you again tomorrow in my office.” He told Tracy, kissing her lips once more.  He then left without another word, leaving Tracy to enjoy my ministrations to use well-used pussy.


Chapter Three – Cages – 1972

Jack Currie

During the next month, Tracy and I made the move to London.  Our parents were not happy that I would be working for a porn magnate, but there was little they could say or do about the matter.  The money was too good to turn down, and after all, this was not about models and such, it was about stories, things to read. 

Of course, the day we moved to the beautiful old apartment in Greenwich, Jimmy had to stop by to say hello and welcome us; and by welcome us, that meant taking Tracy on the sofa whilst I masturbated.  This time, as I licked her clean in front of him, he asked why I did it.  As I was busy at the time, Tracy answered for me.

“It’s kind of something we started by accident, and well, I like it, it makes me feel powerful, like I’m making this big strong man do what I want, no matter how dirty.” She giggled.

Jimmy nodded.  He understood. 

One of my first tasks was to put out an advertorial in our best-selling magazine asking for agony aunt style stories of real-life experiences from cheating wives.  Initially, the responses primarily came from men and nothing really of significance; but then I received a letter from a husband-and-wife pair in South London.  They put their return address and phone number on the letter and I made a promise to go see them.

The letter detailed how Mr Paul Callahan enjoyed watching his wife Mary with other men.  That she was his princess and could do anything she wanted, whilst he could not.  Their story began in Sweden, on a business trip.  He was working whilst she spent time sight-seeing.  Of course, she ran into a tall hunky Swede in a bar whilst waiting for her husband.  The Swede fancied her, tried to get her to come back home with him, but she was too nervous.  Then when Paul arrived, he got turned on by the story, so encouraged her to flirt with the Swede. They both ended up going home with the local man, and Paul spent the night watching this blonde hunk make love to Mary.  Once that happened, both Mary and Paul wanted to continue this new lifestyle.

With Jimmy’s approval, I travelled down to see Paul and Mary.  I was quite surprised to find they were in their early fifties, and had kids, who were at school.  It seemed they were subscribers to Park Lane magazine, our star magazine. 

“Lovely to meet you, Jack.” Mary smiled.  She was pretty given her age, a little bigger around the hips and a huge bosom held tight by a leopard skin print top and tight black pants.  She was horny, shifting in her seat and rubbing her thighs together; she was under the impression that I would be her next conquest.

Paul and Mary went into detail about their first experience, then their subsequent experiences.  They met men through swingers’ parties, but they were quick to point out they weren’t swingers.  “The whole point of this, the excitement,” Paul explained, “is the fact that I’m not allowed to have sex with other women.  That is reserved for Mary only.”

“He can’t anyway now.” Mary laughed.  “Show him sweetheart.”

“Yes madam.” He replied, and that made my dick twitch.  Standing, Paul dropped his trousers and underpants to reveal something unexpected; a metal cage of some sort, held together by a small padlock.

“What is it?” I asked, leaning close and examining it with intrigue. 

“It’s a chastity cage.” Mary explained, dropping next to me.  “I make him wear it.  He’s a cuckold, so he has to.  You see, he’s very excited by all this, but when he masturbates, his libido drops and he becomes all embarrassed.” What she was saying made sense, it was what had happened to me.  “So I told him not to masturbate, but, well, he’s a man after all.  He couldn’t help himself and that ruined the experience for both of us, so I wrote to Sven, my Swedish lover, and he sent me this from Sweden.  He works with metal and this solved all our problems.”

My eyes widened at the sight of such a contraption, yet I wanted to know how it felt, what it did for him, was it dangerous.  Paul explained that it wasn’t dangerous at all, in fact he hadn’t removed it for nearly a decade.  “You’ve been doing this so long?” I asked them.

“Fifteen years.” Mary replied.  “I have quite a stable of men who service me on a regular basis, most of them allow Paul to watch.  If Paul doesn’t behave, well, I get my hairbrush and give him a firm spanking.”

“Fascinating!” I gasped.  “May I take a photograph of the cage?”

“Be my guest.” Replied Paul, not caring one iota who saw his caged dick.

Back at the office, I handed the negatives over to the photography department and a few hours later, the pictures were in my hands.  I showed them to Jimmy who cackled with laughter, slapping his hands together.  “We can make a fortune!” He laughed.  “There are enough dominatrices in London alone who would love to get their mitts on these!  Leave it with me, I’ll call my guy, let’s see if we can’t get these mass-produced.”

My first publication went out two weeks later, a two-page story, illustrated by photographs of naked women in various poses which had very little to do with the story, about Paul and Mary, their journey, the tough wife who could be your neighbour, out boinking across Europe.

The response was unbelievable.  Suddenly, I was dealing with hundreds of incoming letters about married women who played around when their husbands weren’t allowed.  Additionally, more and more I came across the term cuckolding.  It turned out, the term cuckold had been around for centuries, essentially referring to a chaste man who fell victim to a cheating wife.  It seemed though that the term had been adopted by the community as a way to describe our kink.

“So you’re a cuckold?” Tracy asked me when I explained.

“It seems so, yes.”

Tracy read the letters with me and noticed another trend which I had picked up on previously.  “It seems many of the men prefer a dominant wife, one which takes charge, takes control.” She said.  “Most are into some form of verbal humiliation, being made to feel inadequate.  Is that how you feel too?”

Blushing, I nodded.  “I think you know that by now.” Whenever Tracy was with Jimmy, she would verbally abuse me in front of him, telling me how useless my little dick was.  She knew that this made me even more excited, although she struggled to understand why I felt the need to walk away whenever I came.  Eventually, I explained that to be a common problem of libido in men, and that Paul had solved it using a cage.  “I want one of those for you!” She gasped when she heard about it.  Jimmy promised the first of the production line would be mine.

“I like bossing you around.” She giggled.  “It’s fun.  Maybe I’ll find out a bit more about this kink.”

Of course, Jimmy had a stack of publications from around the world held up in a storage room.  He rarely read any of them, but he had them available for staff in a pinch for ideas.  Given Tracy had yet to find a job of any substance, she had a lot of free time on her hands and ended up reading some of these more exotic magazines.  One such magazine featured Bettie Page; certainly it was older, but it gave Tracy a lot of ideas around sadomasochism and female domination.  She then went on to read some German fetish magazines, they were a little more extreme but the subject matter held her interest well enough.

She cut out her favourite pictures and brought them out to me. “This…” She said, “I wanna do this.”

I looked them over, pictures of strong women in leather, holding whips, men kissing their feet, bruised backsides.  “This seems pretty extreme.” I told her, but there was no doubt in my mind that when I pictured Tracy in that role, my cock became very erect.

“I don’t care. You will be my slave. My submissive.” She told me.

“Yes mistress.” I grinned.

“Good boy.  Now maybe take these to Jimmy and tell him that your fetish connects to this.”

It was decided shortly after this to create a dedicated magazine geared towards female domination, and I was to run it.  Themes such as BDSM, chastity, denial, and cuckolding were front and centre.  Initially, the run was kept small, distributed around specialist sex shops across the UK.  It allowed me to speak to professionals, mistresses who ran some of the country’s best dungeons.

We became friendly with a lady who ran a Westminster based dungeon, catering to government ministers.  Jane Whitmarsh, aka Mistress Bethany, was about six years older than me but looked younger.  With jet-black hair, she was tall and had a proper figure-8 body, large breasts and shapely backside, not too big.  Her eyes were wide and dark, her cheekbones high.  We actually hired her as a consultant for the magazine, and she also did some modelling for us. 

However, whilst Jane was very staunch believer in female domination, and whilst she and I maintained a professional relationship in the office, she knew I was submissive and at times liked to remind me of that fact.

The day the chastity cages arrived Tracy came to meet me at the office, desperate to get me locked up.  That was the day Tracy met Jane.  Jane had never seen a male chastity device, let alone a man locked in one, so of course, Tracy was only too happy to invite Jane to help put it on me.

The cold metal shocked me a little, and I was glad of that because I tried very hard not to become too erect.  However, once I was locked in, I was surprised to find that the metal was not overly heavy, but heavy enough to remind me that it was there. 

Taking the keys, Tracy smiled and said, “And that’s it!  I control your orgasms from now on.”

Shaking her head in amazement, Jane said, “I need to get some of these!  My clients will love them.”

From that day on, Jane and Tracy became best friends.  She regularly met for drinks, went to clubs and eventually, also met men.  Jane helped Tracy to become a better dominatrix, teaching how to punish me in a way to inflict the highest amount of pain but inflicting minimal damage.  Tracy’s dressing habits changed too, wearing stricter clothes, bringing out her dominant personality. 

I loved every change to Tracy.  With each day she became more confident, more desirable.  And of course, Jane had one more thing she could help Tracy with; a job.  By Christmas 1972, Tracy was working directly for the Conservative government, reporting to the Minister for Culture, Nigel Claridge.  He was a rather obese chap with bushy eyebrows and a heart condition, but that didn’t stop him regularly visiting Jane, getting dressed up in an adult nappy, and being spanked.  Anyway, Nigel knew Tracy’s kinks, knew what she was into, and constantly found reason to invite her into his office so that she could spank him.

Our New Year’s Eve was spent with Jimmy, Trevor, David and others in a club.  Once again, we were surrounded by the rich and famous, which brought out the sparkle in Tracy.

Even though I had received a promise that Tracy would unlock me from time to time, she had yet to do so.  When I asked her why, she stated that she wanted to see how long I would last until I begged. 

The party was crazy.  The bar was fairly dark but light enough to recognise a few people.  Jimmy introduced me to a friend of his and business partner, Bert Gold, who looked like a accountant but I would later find out was quickly becoming a rising mob-boss in London.  Still, Bert was told all about our venture and how it started, to which he asked, “So his bit is up for a bit is she?” He said, looking my wife up and down.  She was in a silver dress, short, barely covering her little black knickers.  Tracy seemed to be very much up for it, stepping forward and twisting her hips in front of the gangster. 

“Let’s go grab a private room.” Trevor stated, nodding towards a back room. 

Bert put his arm around my wife’s waist, leading her towards the back room.  The red velvet bench seats stretched around the room and music blared, I think it was T-Rex at the time.  As soon as Bert and Tracy were sat down, Bert’s mouth was on hers.  Not once did he acknowledge or check with me; he saw the chance to take my wife and he did it. 

The kiss didn’t last long though, and moments later he was pulling out a bag of white powder and chopping lines on the black glass table.  Then, taking out a tube, he handed it to my wife who giggled and then leaned down, snorting the powder down and giggling again.

Others began snorting their own lines down, and then Tracy held the glass tube out to me.  “Go on honey, it’s good.” She said.

“What is it?” I asked, nervously eyeing the drugs.

“Cocaine.” Bert said, sniffing repeatedly. 

Fuck, I was scared.  What if this killed me?  I heard cocaine was dangerous and addictive.  “Just do it honey.” Tracy told me.  With trepidation, I took the tube and sniffed the lines down, feeling the sudden burn in my nose, making me rub at it a bit. 

I sat down opposite Bert, Tracy, Jimmy and Trevor, watching as Bert kissed my wife again, running his hand up her leg, whilst Jimmy pulled the shoulder strap off her dress, revealing her breasts.  Trevor moved between her legs, pushing them apart. 

My throat began to feel weird, like I had a lump in it.  I blinked a few times, looking at my grinning wife as multiple men felt her up, placing their lips on her.

“Are you okay honey?” I asked her.  She didn’t respond so I asked again, and then her eyes focused on me as she grinned sadistically.  “Shut up and watch, cuckold.” She replied.

For the next twenty minutes, I watched Bert fuck my wife whilst she sucked off Trevor.  She moaned and growled whilst they banged her hard.  “Ah yeah, fuck me!” She moaned, “fill my filthy cunt.”  I’d never seen her behave like that before, and whilst it was extremely hot, I found myself getting nervous, wondering if I was pushing her down a dark path.  Was I losing her? 

The problem was, I was in no fit state to object because I was so darn horny, I just wanted them to fuck her over and over, and for her to humiliate me.

I didn’t need to wait long for the humiliation.  The moment Bert came inside her, she looked at me and clicked her fingers, pointing to her used pussy.  Jimmy chuckled.  “Bert, you’re about to see something really fuckin’ funny.”

“Lick cuckold.” Tracy ordered, and I dived in, licking up the gangsters cum from her pussy.

“What the fuck?” Asked Bert, before bursting out laughing.  “Is he a fuckin’ poofter, is that why he can’t satisfy his wife?”

“Nah mate,” Jimmy said.  “He’s submissive.  He likes women to boss him around.  And it’s this shit that’s gonna make us all rich.”

Bert shook his head. “Takes all sorts I suppose.”

For the next three hours, ten different men took their turn with my wife, with me licking her pussy between each.  The longer the night went on, the more drugs Tracy took, the more she active she was.  At some point, I even saw her making out with another woman.

During the evening, before midnight hit, we were joined by Jane and some dominatrix friends.  The party began to get seriously wild as whips and chains flew.  Tracy collared me, attached a leash, and then sat on my back riding me around the room.  Laughing and joking.  Trevor, now complete naked, walked over to Tracy and pushed her forward on my back.  With her arse in the air, Trevor straddled me and pushed into Tracy’s rectum.  She squealed. “Hey, that’s my arse!” But then she roared with laughter.

I did my best to hold on as she rocked back and forth on me but I was about to fall over.  Seemingly sensing this, another man, one of Trevor’s politician colleagues, pushed his dick into her mouth, which seemed to help prop me up.

The weirdness of the night was piqued when the men in Tracy’s mouth was close to spurting.  However, instead of going in her mouth, he pulled out of her, grabbed my hair to pull my face up, and then blasted my entire face with his cum.  Above me, Tracy burst into fits of laughter.

“He fuckin’ painted your face with his spunk!” She cried out, and others joined in humiliating laughter.

It was gone six in the morning by the time we got home.  Thankfully, nobody joined us so we could have a moment by ourselves for once.  Tracy couldn’t stop talking about what an amazing night it was, and how much fun she had.  The fact that men had banged her pretty much all night was all she cared about; she was loving this freedom so much that I was truly beginning to get scared that she no longer needed me for it.  However, upon our return home, she pulled out the key to my cage, undoing the padlock for the first time in weeks, getting my dick hard, and slipping it inside her still wet cunt.

“Come on little dick, fuck yer wife!” She grinned, looking up at me.  “Is it in yet?  I can’t feel it babe, it’s too small.” The insults continued and she could feel my penis growing with each one, until finally, I spurted.  “One last clean up honey, and then we can sleep.” She smiled.  I slid down her body and licked her clean.  “You swallowed more cum tonight than I did, and that’s saying something.” She chuckled as she watched me lick her.  “Have you ever given any thought to getting it directly from a dick?” She asked me.

“Don’t be daft.” I told her, “I’m not a puff.”

“I’m not sayin’ you are babe, but you like this humiliation, what could be more humiliating for a straight guy like you to have to suck a guy off?” She laughed.  “I wouldn’t mind.  In fact, it’d probably be quite sexy.”

She wasn’t going to cum; she didn’t seem to even react to my tongue, so I gave up and lay down next to her.  She was right, the idea of sucking a guy if she made me was humiliating, and I had wondered if she would make me do that, but the sheer wrongness of it simply made it too daunting of a task.  Still, a small part of me hoped she would do that to me; just a little part.

As we drifted off to sleep arm in arm, me without my cage for once, I overheard my wife and mistress say, “Thank you for giving me this life.  I love it and I love you.”  I realised that this life was made more exciting by us being a couple, and that was exactly how she saw it.


Chapter Four – Little Scandals – 1973

Jack Currie

In the first part of the new year, Tracy made a resolution to wind down the cuckolding a little.  She felt that whilst the party had been an amazing experience, it was enough to last her some time. As such, we behaved like a semi-normal husband and wife for all of January.  During that time, she didn’t bother locking me up because we were too busy having sex every night.  Now, I say semi-normal because Tracy still exerted her dominance over me.  She enjoyed being the dominant in our relationship, and enjoyed using the whip when she needed to.  Pain wasn’t really my thing, but she enjoyed dishing it out, so I wasn’t going to say she can’t have her fun.

During January, Jimmy would pull me into his office and tell me how happy things were going with the magazine, but after a couple of weeks he began to ask why Tracy hadn’t been to see him, or why we hadn’t invited him over.  I let him know that the party had taken the wind out of Tracy’s sails a little, but she just needed to rest, and that in February I firmly believed she’d be back to normal.

“I hope so.” Jimmy noted. “Bert has been hassling me that he wants to see her.  Seems he took a shine to her, and he’s not someone to mess around.”

I frowned.  The last thing I wanted was for someone to begin thinking Tracy was their property to do with as they please, yet at the same time, there was a little spark of electricity in my groin at the thought of Tracy being with Bert.

When I told Tracy what Jimmy said, she gave me a look which suggested she wasn’t overly enthused by the prospect of seeing Bert again.  “I heard he’s not a nice guy.  Like, he used to work for the Krays, did you know that?” She asked.

“I thought as much.” I nodded.

“Do we really want to get involved with gangsters?” She frowned at me, and the sighed.  “I suppose it goes with the territory.  Porn.”

“Yes, I suppose.”

“Still, let’s hold off as long as possible.”

Whilst I appreciated that my wife wanted to take a short break, I had a horrible feeling that she wanted that break to get longer.  My fears were proven correct when as we neared the end of January, Tracy said that she was thinking of extending the non-cuckolding break into February. Finally, I decided to ask why.

She sighed, looking away as if searching for the answer, but I knew there was something deeper to her expression; a feeling of embarrassment or shame.  Turning back to look at me, she began, “The party.  I completely lost myself that night.  The drugs, the sex.  Don’t get me wrong, it was a lot of fun, but I need some sort of limit, some way to say hold on, that’s maybe a little much, otherwise left to my own devices I might just run off fucking anything that moves.”

“But you don’t want to stop entirely?” I asked her.

Shrugging, she looked away, “I don’t want to stop at all.  I want to go all out and just fuck who I like.  I liked how I felt on coke, but I know that it is not sustainable.  I worry that if I play around, even just with Jimmy, I might get sucked back into it again and not be able to come back.”

It sounded like she had made a decision to stop complete, not pause.  I told her that it was fine by me, but it wasn’t.  I didn’t want to stop, I wanted her to continue, I wanted her to lose herself, and yet at the same time, I didn’t because I knew that in the end, I would lose her completely.

By mid-February, Jimmy was getting frustrated.  Bert was on his back for Tracy, and Jimmy himself was missing my wife.  To make matters worse, Tracy avoided my office, whereas previously she’d be over quite often.

Interestingly, the push in the right direction came from Tracy’s work.  The fat cunt who was Minister for Culture, unceremoniously died in bed with a rent-boy.  That news became one of the many nails in the coffin for this government, but many more were to come.  Still, the position needed to be filled, and it was filled by an MP from Cornwall, Owen Granger.  Owen was young, good-looking, married with kids, and a serial philanderer.  The moment Tracy had her first one-on-one meeting with Owen, his hands were all over her.  First it was a hand on her thigh as they sat next to each other, reviewing papers.  Then it was a squeeze of her bum when being told she was doing a good job.  Eventually the job became longer, demanding late evening meetings, and that was when he took her hand and pushed it into the fly of his trousers.

“I’m a married woman.” Tracy told him, gently rubbing his cock in his pants.

“I’m a married man.  But you’re far too pretty to ignore.” The smarmy letch stated.  Somehow though, this was the man to convince Tracy to continue on her journey.

That night, Owen fucked Tracy over the conference table.  And when he had done that, he began to set out how he wanted her to dress to work from now on; stockings, suspenders, easy access skirts and dresses, more make-up, more slutty.  She did exactly what she was told, because like me, with her lovers Tracy was submissive.

I actually found out about Tracy’s infidelities a little later.  I think Owen had fucked her a few times by the time she made a conscious decision not to fight the cuckolding fetish any longer.  At that point, she came home, retrieved the cage, locked it, and then told me everything.  “I just can’t stop.” She said.  “It’s like a drug, and I’m sorry, but this is me now.  It’s like these damned cigarettes.  You know I never wanted to smoke and here I am doing a pack a day.”

At that point, I felt a mixture of relief and trepidation.  Relief that my sexual urges would be satisfied, but trepidation as to what this might mean for us.  Thankfully, that relief grew with what she said next.

“But I don’t want to be involved with Bert.” She told me.  “He’s got a huge dick, and yes, he knows how to use it, but I worry that he might expect too much from me.  He’s a gangster and honestly, I am worried about who I might be around him.”

Jimmy was the first person invited round when our journey commenced again.  I was glad to be able to watch my boss take my wife in our bed that night, and honestly, strange as it may seem, I missed licking my wife’s used pussy.

Two weeks after that, with Tracy back in full cuckolding mistress mode, we needed to travel back to Cheshire for my dad’s birthday.  As I watched Tracy pack, I realised that gone was her lack of self-confidence and in was her pronounced dedication to her new role.  There was no sign of any boring underwear in that case, only sexy lingerie, the lingerie she wore for work and for sex. 

We decided to stay at her parents’ place, rather than mine, as they had more room.  Richard and Sally were both kind, quiet people, never really said much of anything to anybody.  When they saw Tracy’s new dress-sense, the leather minis, the tight tops, they simply said, “That’s new.”  My family had far less tact.

My older brother Geoff was a bit of a twat to say the least.  A Manchester City support (which summed up everything really), Geoff was a heavy smoker and beer drinker, and took after dad in the fact that he entered the building trade at the age of fourteen.  He had no need for school and thought I was an idiot for studying something so pointless as computers.

When Geoff saw Tracy, done up to the nines in her little black PVC dress and the occasional show of the suspender clip, Geoff made a beeline to hang out with Tracy.  He used any moment he could to question how on Earth an ugly fucker like me could bag a hottie like Tracy.  Previously, Tracy would have just pushed him away with a simple comment like, “give over!”  This was not the case anymore.

Tracy knew full well how to use humiliation to heighten my sexual desire, especially when locked up.  As Geoff made very obvious attempts to flirt with Tracy, she responded in kind.  “Fuckin’ hellfire Jack, I still don’t understand what a fabulous bint like Tracy is doing with you!” Said Geoff.

“Well, all I can say it, he makes a good husband, but isn’t the best lay.” Replied Tracy with a grin.

Geoff grinned, “Let me know if I can help, love.  I always had a far bigger todger than him.”

That sort of flirting went on all day, with Tracy finding moments to ask me if she should do it, to fuck my brother.  I didn’t dare respond, simply too scared to speak.  Eventually she told me that my silence on the matter was deafening, but still, I didn’t dare speak, I was too embarrassed.

As the evening began to fall, the house was busy with relatives over to celebrate dad’s special day.  I had been pulled aside by my uncle Henry, who was asking me about life in London, and asking me if this restaurant was still there, or that bar.  Of course, he made it out to be a village, when in reality, I hadn’t visited a fraction of London.  It was as we were having this conversation, that I realised my wife was nowhere to be seen.  I excused myself from Henry and went looking in the kitchen, where I found mum and a few aunts and cousins drinking wine and chit-chatting; however, no sign of my wife.

Moving upstairs, which had been deemed off-limits to the party-goers, I walked down the long corridor to what was my old room.  The door was shut, but as I put my ear to the door, I could hear the sound of sex quite clearly; skin on skin, the recognisable moan of my wife approaching climax.  My dick strained in its metal confines.  I tried to imagine who she was with, but I needn’t have.  I hadn’t seen Geoff downstairs in my search for Tracy, so it was obvious to me that she was with him.

I headed back downstairs, determined not to be seen by my annoying brother, and ran head first into him at the bottom of the stairs.  “Geoff!  What are doing here?” I asked.

His head jolted backwards in confusion.  “What the fuck would I be doing here, you daft twat?” Then shaking his head, he walked away.

For the next minute or so, I scanned the room, trying to work out who was upstairs with my wife.  Everyone appeared to be accounted for, no pervert uncles missing.  My mind was a muddle.  Then the answer was provided to me with a question from a chum of dad.

“Any sign of the birthday boy?” He asked.  “He went up to the bog about ten minutes ago and not seen him since.”

My eyes widened and looked around the room in a panic.  No, surely not!  In my panic to find who might be with my wife, I had left out the one person who really wouldn’t give a shit either way; my dad.

I ran back upstairs just as the bedroom door opened.  Dad stepped out of my room wearing a smirk of satisfaction on his face.  “All yours, son.” He cackled.  I stepped into the room to find my wife in her sexy lingerie, lying on her back and staring at the ceiling with a smile on her face.

“Are you the only one with a small dick in your family?” She asked, not even looking at me.

“Why dad?” I asked, shaking my head.

“He pretty much begged me.” She chuckled.  “It is his birthday, after all.”

“I might have a bigger dick than Geoff, you don’t know.” I told her, pouting.

She laughed out loud and was scared somebody might hear her downstairs.  “Don’t make me laugh.  Geoff’s fucked me three times already, Jack.  I know he has a big dick.  Now, what about your little brother Damian?  I haven’t had him yet.”

“He’s here with his wife!” I hissed.

“So’s Geoff!”

I shrugged.  “Nobody cares about Cheryl, but Pat is a nice girl.  Leave him alone.”

“Hmm, okay, but only because I just fucked your dad.” She grinned, and I wondered what my wife had turned into.  “Now come do what you do best.  There’s a lot in there.”

I took a step backwards.  “I…I can’t…”

Tracy turned to look at me and then rolled her eyes.  “Spoilsport.”

That weekend was an eye-opener for me in more ways than one.  Aside from the fact that I realised that my wife was now an expert cuckoldress who knew how to push all my buttons, and push them well, I realised now that my wife had very few limits when it came to living out her new lifestyle.

The one limit she did have, of course, was Bert Gold.  Which was about to become unexpectedly problematic.  Bert showed up at my office with his bodyguards the following Monday for a meeting with my boss about something else, however on his way out he made the point to stop by my desk, clicking his fingers and telling me to take a walk with him.  Even though he was all smiles, he gave me a vibe which made it clear that no was not an answer.

At street level, we walked through the fairly busy streets of that industrial part of London.  We were walking in the direction of the docks.  Rubbish lined the streets on one side, as if forgotten by the bin men.  “My dad used to say that this place was the real beating heart of London.” Bert said, pointing at the run-down docks.  “The Nazis tried bombing the place, pretty much levelled it, but the people carried on.  Which is why I bought quite a lot of this land.  People’s jobs depended on it, and I needed these docklands to work.  The government promised investment, promised me that they would care for it, but they plied it into Dover instead.  This place.” He shook his head.  “The fuckin’ Tories killed what the Nazis couldn’t, and they’ll kill everything else too, you mark my words.  Just look at what’s going on up north, in the pits.  And they say I’m the bad guy.”

Whilst I appreciated a good history lesson every so often, I’d prefer it without the accompaniment of two quite possibly armed guards.  Still, I had to agree with him; the establishment cared little about the common man.  “Steel will be next.” I told him, which made him give me an appreciative glance.

“Steel, the car industry.” He nodded.  “We just joined the EEC, and why?  Because we finally had to admit that we were falling behind our old rivals.  Without the EEC, we would end up a third-world country, but try telling this lot.” He said, pointing at the docklands workers with his cigarette.  “Nobody’s told them what all of it means, they just want to keep their jobs.  But what’s coming through this place now?  Nowt, that’s what.” He stopped and then turned to me.  “Except that’s not technically true.  The East End has been a powerhouse for guys like me for years.  Why?  Because it’s the easiest point of entry for everything the common man needs.  It’s not just about drugs, or guns, but I bring in cheap electronics through here.  Moody stuff from Japan and Yugoslavia which people can’t afford from their local Rumbelows.  I know it’s very easy to compare what I do to the Krays, but I’m not mental.  I keep my head down and my nose clear.  Is what I do legal? No.  Do I go out looking to kill anyone?  No.”

He paused and looked around.  “These people here, they’re salt of the Earth, hard working grafters, and yet they’re also society’s overlooked.  We’ve joined Europe, that should create some jobs eventually, great, but when the government fucks that up too, who’s gonna look after them?  These people, they don’t understand politics, they don’t understand this stuff, they just wanna put bread on the table, and have pint at the pub.  Whether they work for me or not, these people are like family to me, and I will do what I can to protect them.”

I finally understood what he was trying to say.  He was trying to compare himself to Robin Hood; he ran an organised crime empire so that he could give back to the community, or at least that’s what he wanted me to believe.  The fact was though, he bought up the land under the expectation the government would rebuild it all, pump in money which he could use to syphon off addition funds.  When that didn’t happen, he didn’t put his own cash in, he eyed ways he could sell it all off.  Still, this was a long history lesson in order to make me feel a little more comfortable with a mob boss fucking my wife; except I wasn’t the one he needed to convince.  Or was I?

“I’m guessing the reason I ain’t heard nowt from your missus is because she knows who I am. Or at least thinks she does.  But I’m gonna tell you why I’m the perfect candidate to be your wife’s on-the-side squeeze.  One, I’m rich.  I can lavish her, and you, with whatever you need.  No-ones ever gonna fuck with either of you, and you’ll both have respect.  Two, I don’t want to tie myself down.  Work is far too stressful and I like to play the field too much.” He stopped and looked at me again.  “Look, there’s just something about Tracy, yeah?  So be a mate, set something up.  Talk to her, convince her, and I will make it worth your while.”

Was he talking about paying me for my wife?  “I don’t know how comfortable I’d be taking money…”

Bert burst out laughing.  “Nah mate, I’m not sayin’ your missus is a whore.  Just that I can look after yers.  Yeah?  Nicer place.  Nice car.  You’d both be looked after.”

Before I knew it, we were back in front of my office.  “Talk to her, then give me a call.” He said, handing me his card.

That night, I talked to Tracy about Bert, explaining that I’d seen him at work and he was getting rather insistent.  Again, she said it would be a bad idea for her to date Bert, that a bad guy like him would be trouble.

“We don’t need to get involved in his business.” I told her.

She sighed and looked at me.  “Do you want me to see him?” She asked.  “If you do then I’ll do it, but you need to be careful what you wish for.”

“Look, just go out for a drink with him, see what exactly he wants, and then see?” I asked.

“Just me and him?” She asked, scoffing at my idea.  “I think it would be better if you were there.”

“Fine, I’ll go too.”

Once more, she sighed and shook her head, then nodded.  “Fine, set it up.”

Bert was extremely happy with my progress.  He said he was perfectly happy for me to be there with them but he said that he hoped I knew how to keep my mouth shut and behave.  He did not want any unwelcome ideas in my wife’s head.

The meeting was set for Friday night at the Riverside Club, a members only place near Liverpool Street which catered to all sorts.  I’d never been but I’d heard about it, good food, massages, casino, women, whatever you needed, it was there.

As Tracy prepared for her evening, she fussed over what to wear.  In the end, I selected a red and black silk corset for her, black stockings, and no knickers.  Over that, she slipped on a red mini-dress. 

Arriving at the club, Tracy appeared all nerves.  She constantly checked her make-up in her little compact in the taxi.  I tried to talk to her about it but she made it clear that I was to remain silent.

The doorman let us inside, where we told another man at reception that we were guests of Mr Gold.  With a warm nod and a smile, the elderly gentleman led us down a long elegant corridor, into a private dining room where Bert was already sat waiting.  He stood and smiled as we walked in, kissing Tracy on each cheek and giving me a quick handshake.  Then, he showed Tracy the seat next to him, and me the seat opposite.

“I really am glad you agreed to meet me.” Bert told her.  “I know you must have heard horrible things about me.”

Tracy blushed but then explained herself.  “That wasn’t exactly the reason I didn’t want to meet you.” She said.

“Come now.” He said, laughing.

“No really.  The reason I didn’t want to meet was because I didn’t like the person I felt myself become when I was with you last.  I felt myself becoming very submissive around you, and usually I’m quite a dominant woman.”

“Yes, with hubby here, but hubby ain’t your usual man’s man, right?” Grinned Bert.

“No, he’s not.  He’s a wimp, but he’s my wimp.  My fear is that with you, I will become much worse to him, that I would be out of control.  I had…fantasies.” She admitted.

Not only Bert’s eyes widened at that, I too was surprised to hear that she had been fantasising about Bert.  “Pray tell.” Said Bert.

“It’s hard to describe.  What would you want from me?  Just be your bit on the side?  Or would you use me to satisfy your business clients?  Would you rent me out to your mates?  Would you make me service other gangsters in order to get information?” She asked, and my heart sunk.  She was not asking him these questions, she was putting ideas into his head, and he clearly got that.

A sly smile stretched across Bert’s face.  Raising a hand, he brushed the back of his finger along her face.  “Yes, a high-class whore for me to use when I like, for what I like.  Interesting.  I like where your mind is going.” Then turning to me, he said, “What do you think wimpboy? Like the idea of your wife becoming a whore for me?  I hadn’t planned it, but clearly she wants it, right?” And as he watched me, he placed his hand up between her legs.  She gasped as his thick fingers entered her pussy.

I gulped, feeling my cock stretch in the cage.  “Yes.” I croaked.

“What’s that mate?  Didn’t hear you.”

“Yes, she should be a whore for you.” I told him.

Grinning, I watched him undo his pants, and then nod.  Without a word, Tracy slid from her seat, not daring to look at me, and dropped under the table.  Bert leaned back, not taking his eyes off me.  “I promise you she’ll be safe.” He told me.  “She’ll not work for me like that.  But she’s right, I might have the occasional need for her with certain associates, but other than that, she’ll be my squeeze.  Now, I know Jimmy plays with her, and that’s fine, and those nonces over in parliament, but other than that, try to get her to keep her knickers on.  Good lad.”

That evening, after dinner, we moved to a private bedroom on an upper floor, lit by a red light.  I was told to sit in the corner and watch, as my wife and Bert kissed, undressed, and then fucked.  His cock was huge, fat and long, and the moment it entered Tracy, she let out a long guttural moan. 

“God, he has the best dick.” Tracy told me, looking straight in my eyes.  “You made this choice, now you have to live with it.” She said, “because I can never give this up now.”

By the time they were at pace, he was holding her up by her hair as he pounded her from behind.  She snarled at him, begging for more, for deeper, harder.  She snarled at me, telling me what a useless lover I was, that all I’m good for is to be a provider, and sad little submissive with a locked dick.  Her words stung like a whip, but like a whip, they provided pleasure in their pain. 

Bert came inside her, then pulled out and lay down next to her.  “There, do your thing.” He said to me.  Immediately, I climbed up and licked her out, but as I did, I saw her whispering into his ear with a naughty grin on her face.  He scowled a little at first.  “I’m not fucking nonce.” He said.

“You’re not.  He’s the one who’d be doing the work.  You’re just showing who’s boss.” She told him with a cheeky smile.

“He knows who’s boss.”

“I know that, but this will make it double clear that we can make him do anything we want.”

The gangster stared at me, looking down his hairy body, seemingly trying to make up his mind about what she wanted, but then he nodded and smiled. “Oi!  Nonce, click my dick too.” He ordered.

My eyes went wide, scared.  “I’m not gay.” I stammered out.

“You will be if I tell you to be.” He snarled.  “Get it done. My girl wants to see it, so she’s going to see it.”

With nervous trepidation on my part, and an excited grin on Tracy, I shuffled over the legs to Bert and leaned down, forcing my stomach to stay inside me.  Carefully, I picked up his semi-hard dick and then breathed in as I took it into my mouth. 

“That’s it cuckold.” Tracy whispered softly.  “Suck on the big man’s dick. That’s all you’re good for now.”

The humiliation of the act caused for a very painful reaction in my groin, as the cage tried hard to restrict the increased blood flow to my dick.  The more excited I became by this, the more I got into what I was doing, making bigger movements, until I closed my eyes and focused.  It wasn’t too bad, in fact, the whole act, instigated by my sexy wife, was desperately sexy.  It seemed Bert was reacting well to it too, with his dick now at full strength once again.

“I’ll tell you what.” Bert told my wife.  “He’s good.  In fact, this might be the best blowie I’ve ever had. Fuckin’ ‘ell.  Keep doin’ that you little faggot.”

“Told you.” Said Tracy.  “I’ve been dreaming of the right time to turn him into a cocksucker.”

“Good time to start.” Bert agreed, lying back and closing his eyes as my wife kissed him.

As I continued to bob up and down on his long cock, choking myself at times, I felt him begin to swell inside my mouth.  Then, his hand grabbed my skull and thrust in and out of me hard for a few strokes, before crying out and firing his load into my mouth.

“You breathe a word to anyone about this, I’ll kill ya.” Bert told me.

“I never would.” I replied.

“Good.  But yeah, I think I can use you too.” He grinned.  “Never thought I’d see the day, but I guess we live and learn.”

My wife had her own opinion. “I actually found the whole thing desperately sexy. I never even imagined it, but seeing you do that, it made me very, very excited.”

Thankfully, this became something we only did with Bert.  Initially, we actually only got to see Bert about once every three weeks, mainly because he was just so busy with his empire.  However, by summer, that increased somewhat and soon Bert was jetting off with Tracy on a week’s holiday to Spain, leaving me alone. 

In Britain, the coal miner’s strikes were getting more frequent and pressure was on the government.  The public were restless and didn’t see a solution in sight.  The perception of the government was that it was weak and ineffective.  By mid-1973, the government was seen by many as being out of touch with the people and unable to cope with the challenges facing the country.  That was highlighted by a spate of scandals too. 

The scandal which impacted my life the most came about on the 3rd of October.  I opened the door of my house to head to work only to find reporters gathering outside my door.  With shock, I slammed the door shut and ran upstairs to my wife.  “There are reporters outside.” I told her.

“What?” She asked, putting in an earring.

I said it slower.  “There are reporters outside.”

“Why?” She sounded like she thought I was making it all up.

Shrugging, I said, “I dunno.  There just are.”

“Well go see what they want.”

Good point.  I went back down the narrow staircase, wood creaking beneath the thick worn-out carpet, and opened the door.  Immediately, the mob of voices threw unrecognisable questions at me.  “Wait!” I shouted, causing everyone to quiet down for a moment.  “Right, so, I have no idea why you are here, but if one of you could explain, that would be great.”

The reporters looked at each other, as if saying, is this guy having a laugh?  “Er, you’re Jack Currie, right?” One asked.

“Yes.” I said, furrowing my brow at the fact it was indeed me they wanted to speak to.

“Married to Tracy Currie, undersecretary to Minister of Culture, Owen Granger?” He asked.

Oh god, I could see where this was going.  With a sigh, I nodded, “Yes.”

The reporter began grinning.  It was a grin which kind of said, gotcha.  “Are you aware of the photos of your wife and Mr Granger?”

“No.” I sighed, wondering how these maggots could enjoy breaking such news to people.

“There are photos of your wife and Mr Granger engaged in intercourse, sadomasochism, and other perverse activities, as well as seen taking cocaine.  Do you have any comment on the matter?”

I shrugged, trying to look bored with the conversation.  “No.”

“Were you aware that your wife and Mr Granger were having an affair?” He asked me. 

“No comment.” Replied, not willing to lie, but also not willing to tell the truth.

“So you were aware?  There are also rumours that your wife has been seen together with notorious London crime boss, Bert Gold.  Are you aware of that too?”

“No comment.” I sighed.

I was about to step back inside and warn Tracy about the vultures but it was too late.  She opened the door behind me to see what the fuss was about and was immediately mobbed with questions.  As that happened, the phone began to ring upstairs.

“In!” I shouted, pushing her inside and slamming the door.  Tracy ran upstairs and answered the phone.  It was Owen.

The scandal led to the resignation of Owen Granger and my wife.  Tracy was blacklisted from politics, which meant her career was effectively over before it even begun.  For a few weeks, Tracy didn’t even leave the house.  Instead, she sat at home and sobbed.

Eventually, Tracy pulled herself together and was sat down to talk, discussing the money situation now that she was out of work.  I earned enough for us to live without her income but there was no denying that our lifestyle would take a hit.

Bert Gold came to the rescue, albeit not in a way which I was entirely happy about.  He had a business deal about to go down; a Dutch guy was the middle man for a new drug which was doing the rounds in the US and he had a way to get them out en-masse in Europe.  Quaaludes were still a legal prescription drug back then, but were being monitored closely.  However, getting them out to people who wanted them for recreational purposes would be a huge profit generator for Bert.

The Dutch guy, Joost, was visiting and wanted to party.  Except, he didn’t want the usual British whores, after all, the guy lived in Amsterdam and could get all the whores he wanted.  He wanted the girlfriend experience.  Tracy was brought in to spend three days with Joost, show him around London, be the girlfriend.  For that, Bert paid her over five hundred pounds.  That was almost as much as she made in a year for the government.

It turned out that Joost was a perfect gentleman, which was surprising.  He took her to dinner at the best restaurants, they went to the opera, and in bed her was attentive, not wanting to just use her and go.  He also liked the fact that she was married and wanted to meet me.  On his last night, he came to visit our home and wanted me to join in the fun. 

This muscular young man with shoulder length blonde hair, was someone who didn’t really care for what society expected; so when Tracy told him that I was a great dick sucker, he wanted to experience it first-hand.  But he didn’t stop there.  To Tracy’s joy and excitement, Joost took my anal virginity.  He asked politely, and I initially said no, but he explained that he wouldn’t tell anyone, and promised me I would enjoy it.  To my utter shame, I did enjoy it; I enjoyed it far too much and I ended up begging him for more.

After that event, Tracy used it at any point she could to remind me of my place.  I hadn’t actually had sex with her since February.  In fact, she had all but forgotten the cage existed and was still attached to my cock.  Sex with me was now a forgotten thing, just like the cage.  Don’t get me wrong, we had more days together as a loving couple, and the whole domination thing was now just background noise, a subtext or understanding where I behaved in a certain way or I’d be punished.  It was only made more visible on cuckolding days.

Anyway, Joost’s visit was a success, and soon Bert realised that Tracy would be more useful to him that he had anticipated.  More and more, he found ways to use her to improve business deals, with some important people requesting Tracy on a more frequent basis.  By the approaching end of the year, Tracy was raking in the money as a high-class escort, dwarfing the money I made.

Thankfully, Christmas was a holiday for us, which meant we were able to travel up north to see our parents.  Of course, Tracy’s sex scandal was a talking point with my family, whereas hers tried to avoid the topic where possible. 

Dad made zero effort to hide the fact that he was fucking my wife.  He didn’t seem to even care if mum found out.  She seemed to turn a blind eye to everything, pretending it wasn’t happening, even though it was.  When my older brother turned up, he was on her as well, and try as I might, I could not stop the feeling of shame, humiliation, and sheer sexual enjoyment from the lifestyle we were living.

“I hope this isn’t too much for you?” Tracy asked me one night when we were at my parents’ house.  “I love the feeling of what we are doing, and torturing you like this, but at the same time, I worry I might be going too far sometimes.  I don’t want to lose you.”

These gentle reassurances helped me through, reminded me of why were doing all this.  It was all a game, a sexual game to heighten our shared intimacy.  “I love every single thing you do to me.” I reassured her.

We had been invited to spend New Year’s Eve at Bert’s club, with the promise of another wild event like last year, but Tracy asked if we could spend New Year together, at her parent’s house, just relaxing; and that was fine by me.


Chapter Five – Safety First – 1974

Jack Currie

Whilst Tracy was less interested in the New Year’s Eve party, she did not get any less interested in working for Bert Gold as an escort.  At this point, it should be noted that Bert made it very clear to his clients and colleagues that Tracy was a married woman doing this out of sexual desire, and not a prostitute.  He understood what this was and was glad to help with our sexual fantasies, and make a bit of money on top.

Tracy was in demand by early 1974, so much so that she convinced Mary, Paul’s wife, to join her to make a bob or two.  Then there were those with certain kinks which Jane satisfied, so she soon threw work her way. 

Everything was going swimmingly, and on top of that, Bert was a regular fixture at our house, and his use of my mouth was common place.  In fact, there were times where Jimmy and I were invited to a meeting with Bert about something related to the magazine, and Bert made a point to use my mouth.  At first, Bert saved it for private chats after the meeting so that Jimmy wouldn’t find out, but eventually Bert let Jimmy on our little secret.  I had expected Jimmy to comment on my behaviour, but he decided that it was not a bad idea to use the cuckold as a receptacle as he called it, as soon enough, I was blowing Jimmy in the office on a daily basis.  Of course, Tracy found that hilarious.

By April, the Tory government had fallen and Labour were in power.  This was driven by the three-day week, a coal-miner strike driven reduction in power usage.  If ever was there to be a cause for a baby boom, shutting off television early each evening was a good way to go about it.  But those who weren’t getting it at home, or had other sources of sexual pleasure, became increasingly interested in using it; hence why my wife was so in demand.

Once this crisis was resolved, we had expected the demand to drop, but all the people Bert had arranged, businessmen, politicians, actors, and such, all wanted to sample more married pussy. It seemed the thrill of fucking a so-called bored housewife was too attractive to ignore.

By mid-year, I saw less of my wife in the evenings than I ever had.  Sure, there were times when the lover wanted the husband in the room, but most of the times, it was her and him alone.  That raised some issues for me, namely, safety.  Yes, she used a condom with most, but that wasn’t the safety I was thinking about.

My worries were vindicated when Tracy showed up at home sobbing.  I asked her what had happened, and apparently the client liked to be rough.  He had slapped her about quite a bit, bruising her breasts and body.  I seethed and immediately called Bert’s private number.

I’ll say this about Bert, for a gangster, he was very sympathetic and caring when it came to my wife.  He was over at our house in minutes, and enforcers were on their way to the client’s place.  That client was found three weeks later, washed up somewhere near Bristol, which was perhaps heavy-handed, but when it came to Tracy, I didn’t care, and neither did Bert.  He needed to send a message.

Still, Bert agreed that the way we were doing things were not the best for Tracy or Mary, and that we needed to come up with something better.  At first, he sent bodyguards with the girls, but that was intimidating and not at all sexy.  In the end, he decided he needed to create a safe space for the girls, but he had to be very careful not to get things mixed up with his brothels, which were aimed at a very different type of client.  Additionally, he didn’t want to get Tracy and Mary arrested for soliciting.

Our answer came via Jimmy.  I had just finished sucking him off in his office, something I actually began to really enjoy, when I filled him in on the problem we were having.  That gave him an idea.

“Do you think there are ways to convince more women to do this?” He asked.

“Married women?” I asked.

“Yeah, like, what if we were to create a safe space for women to play, where the husbands could either take part of relax, where punters could be vetted and watched, made sure they behaved? A place where everyone knew what they were getting into and why.” He said.

Nodding, I agreed, it made a lot of sense, but it also carried risk.  “You can’t legally charge for sex.” I pointed out.

Jimmy pointed at me.  “True, but we won’t charge for sex.  We charge for membership to the club.  We charge for drinks.  What everyone else got up to is none our business.  What this comes down to is, creating a sex club, like a swinger’s club.  No laws against that, right?”

“Right.” I agreed, seeing his point.  It was all a legal grey area, but it could work.  “Where to put it though?  Soho?”

Jimmy mulled that but scrunched up his face.  “Nah, too visible.  It needs to be somewhere that won’t get so much attention.  These punters are gonna be public figures.  We need to ensure their anonymity.” He thought again and clicked his fingers.  “I had a place down in Whitechapel.  Big venue, was a titty bar at one point.  I had some bother with the Krays and weren’t worth the hassle.  But they’re banged up now, and Bert runs Whitechapel now.”

“Sounds perfect.” I told him, waiting for the but.

“But, it’ll need a lot of fixing up.  That place hasn’t been open for a few years.  Needs more than a lick of paint.” He said.  “I ain’t gonna front all the money, and I ain’t getting myself in debt to Bert Gold.  If he wants in on this project, then we do it as partners.”

Nodding, I told him that I would discuss it with Bert.  However, before doing that, I first discussed it with Tracy and Mary, giving them the full picture.  I didn’t think they would have a problem with the idea and I was right.  The only concern they had was about coppers, but when I told them the point of the place and the fact it wouldn’t be a brothel, they understood.

So next came Bert Gold.  That proved trickier than expected.  He understood the idea and liked it, but was hesitant to put his name to such a venture.  For one, he didn’t want to be associated with the lifestyle, that was purely a face thing.  For two, legitimate or not, anything attached to him in such a way would garner a lot of attention.  My answer was to put it in Jimmy’s company’s name, but he didn’t like that either.  “That’s putting my money into Jimmy’s hands, which means we wouldn’t be partners.  I like Jimmy, but I don’t like him that much.”

That put me into a quandary.  How to solve such a problem?  Then the answer came to me; a cooperative.  “What if, everyone was an owner?” I asked.

“Eh?” Bert seemed confused.

“Okay, so, we start a cooperative organisation whereby members can become VIPs by buying into the company.  For that, they get better access and a share of any end of year profit.  That fee goes towards paying off any reconstruction debt and paying a rental fee to Jimmy for use of the space.  You also charge a fee, for security.  That means you get your share too.” I explained.

Bert leaned back in his oversized leather chair and smiled.  “A share system.” Said Bert, “the more shares you buy, the more you get.  I like it.  We can link it to something really inconspicuous, like a holiday business or a shop or something.  Something the toffs can expense.”

“Exactly.  Everybody wins.” I told him.

With a snort, Bert laughed, “Except Joe Public. Haha!  Tax payers’ money hard at work!” He leaned forward, excited.  “Eh, you’re friends with that Tory tosser, Trevor Ingram, right?”

“I wouldn’t say friends, but we know each other.”

“Good.  Do me a favour, sound him out.  I want to see what we need to do to make this above board.”

“Okay.  Sure.”

“Good lad.” Bert said, then standing, he undid his pants and let them drop, pulling out his cock and gently rubbing it.  “Now, you know what to do.”

“Yes sir.” I replied, getting up, walking around his desk, and dropping to my knees.

Trevor accepted our invitation to dinner, and given the subject matter and what we were sure would happen after, we had expected him to come alone.  However, he let us know that he’d be coming with his wife Susan, which I took to be a bad omen. 

Whenever we were out with Trevor in the past, Susan was always out of the picture.  Yes, we’d met obviously, but we thought she wasn’t aware of Trevor’s adventures.  However, when they both arrived at our place, we were surprised by Trevor’s actions around Tracy, namely him kissing her and squeezing her bum.  Susan simply giggled and clapped, and then said to me, “Shame you and I can’t have fun.  I heard you’re locked away.” And with that, she grabbed my crotch to feel the metal cage.

Before dinner even began, Susan and I got to watch our respective spouses go at each other on the sofa.  And once he had cum inside her, Susan was impressed to see me lick Trevor’s cream out of my wife’s cunt.  “If you think that’s impressive, watch this.” Said Tracy.  Then clicking her fingers, she pointed at Trevor’s dick, still dripping cum, and I instantly set to work sucking him clean.

“My!” Gasped Susan, her hand on her heart in surprise.  “How wonderful!”

For his part, Trevor grinned and asked if I did anything else, to which Tracy replied anything he wanted.  “I’ll need to test that out a little later.” The politician told us with a grin.

Over dinner, we explained our plan.  Susan loved the idea but Trevor was a little hesitant.  His concern was security, namely how to ensure that no journalists ever got inside.  “You of all people know that, Tracy.” He noted.

“I understand.” I told him.  “Which is why the idea is to put it in Whitechapel, not Soho, keep it low-key on the outside, and Bert Gold would run security.”

Trevor frowned, “Which in itself could cause all sorts of additional problems.”

“Not necessarily.” I told him. “The idea would be a legitimate security company, not his enforcers.  Bert runs legitimate enterprises too.  For him, this works.”

Nodding, Trevor thought about it.  “It would be good to have a place to go where we could enjoy the benefits of this lifestyle.  I know a good group of men who would love to play around.  But can you get the women?  How many married women would go for this?”

This time, I smiled, knowing since running the magazine that more married couples than we imagined enjoyed this lifestyle.  “I wouldn’t worry about that.  I think we’ll make do.”

“Good.  I’ll want to see a business plan, but if you can promise this will work, I can get the right people to fund it.  We’re in.” Trevor told me.  “Now, dinner’s over and somebody promised me a cuckold hubby’s tight rectum I could bugger!”

Over the next three months, we had signed up twenty men who each bought sizeable shares in the cooperative, more than enough money to renovate the huge building hidden away in an old industrial estate.  They ranged from politicians, to actors, high-society people, businessmen, and even royals.  Tracy, Mary and Jane were commissioned to help plan and design the interior, and I was tasked with drumming up married couples who were interested in working there. 

Convincing the women to work at the club was actually not hard at all.  When we managed to find a couple and talk to them, it was usually the woman that said yes.  However, the husband usually had an issue with it, saying that it was going too far.  As work progressed on the club, I was finding it very difficult to convince the cuckold couples to join.  I realised that as a cuckold myself, I didn’t have the skill nor the leverage to get their buy-in.  It would need to come from the masters, the men who actually fucked the women.  Maybe masters wasn’t the right term. 

When a cow farmer needs to breed livestock, they rarely actually buy a bull.  Usually, one is brought in specially for the cows.  I learned that watching Farming on BBC One.  I began using that term in my stories for the men brought in to fuck a wife. 

Realising I needed to call a meeting of the bulls, the twenty people who bought into the club.  We all met in one of Bert’s clubs and discussed the issue at hand.  For the meeting, I prepared a portfolio of more than fifty couples which were actively engaged in some form of cuckolding relationship, where I felt there could be some interest.  I then presented another twenty profiles which held some good opportunities but would take more work.  Those were of couples where the men were active subscribers to the magazine, wrote letters talking about how they wished their wives would cuckold them, but were too scared to act on it or tell their wives.  The idea was that those couples could be long-term prospects.

We distributed the profiles amongst the bulls and discussed them.  There were, of course, far more couples in the mix and available, but I either had doubts as to their interest, or I did not believe they fit the club aesthetics. 

“These are all very attractive women.” Said Lord William Price.  “Very indeed.”

“Thank you.  I wanted these women to be representative of what we are trying to achieve at the club.” I told him.

“Indeed.” He said again.

Gareth Woodgate, owner of future electronics giant, then currently paper production equipment, Gazitech, noted the twenty long-term prospects.  “Do I understand correctly that you believe these couples could be coerced into a cuckolding relationship?”

I nodded.  “Yes, I think if you meet the wife in the right circumstances, or find a way to connect with the husband, then you will be able to get a good result.”

The young, well-built man looked at the others with a sly grin.  “I do love a challenge.” He told them, receiving a murmur of concurrence.

Admiral Barker put his hand in the air.  “I have a lover who would like to work at the club.  Do I submit her details to you?”

That was good news.  “Yes, absolutely.”

“Jolly good.” He replied, then paused and made a murmuring sound before continuing. “Errr, her husband, he’s kind of an odd duck.  Likes her to be in control, so to speak, spanking him and such like.”

“They often do!” Laughed someone at the back, and everyone joined in with the laughter.

The Admiral continue.  “Er, yes, quite, quite.  Anyway, at home, when I visit, he likes to dress as a French maid and work as a serving girl.  I also get to use him from time to time, if you know what I mean.  He’s a bit of a pansy really, a sissy boy, but he means well.  His wife was asking me if there was any role for him in all this?  Perhaps as a cleaner or wait staff?”

My eyes drifted to Bert and Jimmy.  Was the Admiral suggesting I hire a transvestite?  Bert stood to help me out.  “Teddy,” He said, addressing the Admiral.  “What’s he look like?  I really ain’t interested in seeing a bloke with hairy legs prancing around in a dress.  It’s not gonna be fucking Monty Python out there.”

The Admiral immediately saw the problem.  “Oh, no, no, nothing like that.  My girl likes to keep him prim and proper.  He looks very extravagant, very girly.  Shaved everything, lots of make-up, pink dresses, tutus and such like.  It’s a man in dress, yes, but it’s all so very humiliating for him.  Jolly good fun if you ask me.”

“Is he locked up?” Bert asked, referring to the cock cages Jimmy had been selling.

“Absolutely!  I hold the key!” He said proudly.

“Then arrange a meeting and let’s see what he looks like, then we’ll decide.” Bert told him, getting a nod of approval from Jimmy.  “In fact, let’s agree that all the cuckolds need to be caged to be allowed in.  I don’t want any of them getting the idea that they can do anything with the girls.” The whole room agreed.

The men had their missions.  It would not be an easy task, and they also had the task of recruiting members.  The club’s opening was slated for the 14th February, 1975; Valentine’s Day.  The perfect date for cuckolds to see their wives find sexual bliss.


Chapter Six – Stock - 1975

Jack Currie

The opening night of Stock, the new club for hotwives, bulls and cuckolds, was a week away.  The cooperative had done an amazing job with the wives, convincing a total of thirty women to come work in shifts at the club.  Serving staff consisted of not only wives but also some wimpy submissive men who had been skilfully transformed by their dominant wives and bulls into sissy men, dressed up in very over-the-top extravagant clothing.  We called them sissies as that was what they were.  Not women, not men, somewhere in between, without fight.

Initially, Bert was hesitant to allow the sissies to work there, but then when he saw the first, looking completely docile and submissive, he realised that these types too had a place in the fetish.  Not all cuckolds would be sissies, but he reasoned that all married sissies could be cuckolds.  On top of that, it was free staff, so that was a positive.

Of course, when Tracy found out about the whole sissy thing, she desperately wanted me to try on her knickers, but that was where I drew the line.  I didn’t see it as my thing and whilst I enjoyed her dominance, I still wanted to be a bloke at the end of it. 

With a week to go, Jimmy, Bert and I toured the club, getting a proper view of the place.  The main work was all done and workers were just putting the finishing touches to some of the paint work and electrics.  Jimmy explained how each floor worked, with the ground floor being the place to drink, dance, interact and so forth.  There were pole dancer areas and a stage for shows.  The second floor was a play space, open areas where people could run wild, have fun. There were beds, dungeons, themed spaces.  There was also another bar.  Then finally the third floor was a VIP space, private rooms to take the girls, and also the offices.

“Already London’s high society is talking about this club as the place to be.” Jimmy told us.  “Subscription count is through the roof, far higher than expected.”

“Will we have enough girls?” I asked.

“Probably not long-term, but for now we’ll make do.” Jimmy noted.  “The bulls are doing a fine job signing up.  I don’t think we have much to worry about there.”

Bert nodded along, agreeing.  He seemed impressed, which was good, but he was the last person I wanted upset.  “You all good with the alcohol license?” He asked.

“That was a walk in the park.” Jimmy laughed. “The number of politicians and councilmen on our side?  No worries.”

“Good.  Would be pretty shit to open without any fuckin’ booze.  What about the women?  Are they being trained?”

This was my area. “Yes.  Every single day, they arrive here at seven in the evening.  We have bulls ready to do what is necessary.  Husbands are also being readied.”

“Brilliant.” Bert noted.  “I have a question about rules.”

Jimmy nodded.  “Go on.”

“I think we’ve established that this lifestyle allows for a certain fluidity in how the husbands are treated.” Bert began, but I could see where this was going.  “How’s it going to be regarding the use of the husbands?”

“Everything is consensual, of course.  If a woman or a man says no, then it’s no, otherwise the security steps in.  Obviously, if we see that a wife consistently says no, then steps will me taken.  In terms of using the husband, then yes, that will be possible on the second and third floors, not the ground.  On the second floor, a husband maybe used for oral purposes, fluffing and such, but I don’t want this becoming a fairy club, so any man-on-man anal play needs to be reserved for the private rooms.”

“Good.  I’ve come to enjoy the oral aspect of that, so I would prefer we incorporate it into our rules.  I’ll make sure that security understands that it might happen and no retaliation is allowed.”

“Thanks.” Jimmy agreed, “there’s to be no violence whatsoever in the club.  Any sort of violence or hate speech will mean immediate suspension of subscription.  Furthermore, I don’t want anything too graphic going on, on the ground floor.  On the stages, sure, but nothing more than some light petting in the general public.”

“Agreed.”

Then the two men gave each other a look and turned to me.  They had something to say to me.  “Listen mate, we appreciate everything you have done for this place.  However, you have a magazine to run.  Bert has an enterprise to run, and I have the whole publishing house to run.  So, I haven’t asked her yet, but we would like Tracy to be the manageress.  How do you feel about that?”

Honestly, I felt great.  Poor Tracy was down in the dumps since losing her job, and whilst the money coming in from escorting was good, I knew she wanted to do something where she could showcase her skills better.  Running a club would be a huge boost for her.  “I think it’s a fantastic idea, and she’ll be overjoyed.”

Both men smiled.  “Good.  Now go break the news to her!” Bert told me.

“Me?” I asked.

“Who else?”

When Tracy heard the news, she squealed with delight and jumped into my arms, kissing me with passion.  Whilst we had both embraced the cuckolding and female domination lifestyle, it was moments like these that reminded me just how much we loved each other.  It was easy to get lost in what we were doing, easy for us to separate from each other emotionally, and yet neither one of us let that happen.  We communicated about everything and it worked.

The following day, I got to formally introduce Tracy to the staff, the sissies, and the hot-wives.  She nervously thanked me and then took a step forward on the stage to speak to everyone.

“Believe it or not, it was on our honeymoon that Jack and I made the journey into this lifestyle.  For me, it happened by accident, getting drunk and high allowed me to be a touch more adventurous than I usually would be.” She chuckled nervously, but the room laughed with her.  “But what I did woke something up in both of us.  For Jack, it became the ability to recognise in himself something he hadn’t properly understood until that moment, and for me, it was recognising that I had a lot more to give with my body. Jack’s admission that he found my infidelity exciting made me think long and hard about what infidelity actually meant. I had long believed that cheating was any situation where a partner had any sort of attachment to anyone else, through sex or emotion, but in that moment, I realised that I was not cheating at all, because my husband knew and encouraged it.”

She paused, looking around the room.  “We are all here in this club not with a sense of employment, or work.  We are all here in this club because we need a safe space to express our deepest desires with like-minded people who understand.  To give our partners the room to trust us and know that their slut wife is the one in control.”

Another pause, this time for applause.  “I am one of you.  I will be up on this stage sometimes too, exhibiting myself because I’m proud of my body, and I’m proud to be a sexual woman.  I am one of you.  I maybe the manageress of this club, but I’m a slut, I’m a bitch, I’m a dominatrix, I’m a wife.  You can always come to me to talk, and I will always listen.  Security will always be understanding, and first and foremost, they are here for your safety.”

“When those doors open on Friday night, go out there and enjoy yourself.  Get lost in this world, submerse yourself in it, and just remember that you are free to be the slut you want to be, within these walls.  Thank you.”

Thursday night was what we called a soft opening.  It was a chance for everyone to become acquainted with their roles for the big night.  All the VIPs were invited, along with their partners for those who had that sort of relationship.  Given that I wasn’t the manager, I enjoyed the bar and the erotic shows on stage, occasionally seeing Tracy running around somewhere to solve some crisis or other.  Whilst there, I had the chance to talk to some of the cuckold husbands, many of whom looked nervous and embarrassed.

“We’ve actually been doing this for years.” Said a man named Eric. “It was my wife that wrote to your magazine with the stories.”

“Yes, I remember.  Cheryl, right?” I asked him.

“That’s right.  She’ll be doing a girl-on-girl show on the stage tomorrow.  I think I’m more nervous than her.” He chuckled, looking at the drink he was nursing in his hands.  He looked to be early forties, but his wife looked younger.  Still, I understood the angst he was going through.  It was hard to be out in public with all this, especially when for so long it was the source of his humiliation.  “She’ll be okay, right?”

I gave him a sympathetic smile.  “Yes.  The whole point of this place is so that we can all be okay.”

“That’s good.  I’m excited, I really am, but I’m so scared. What if my friends at the brewery find out?  I’ll be a laughing stock.”

“They won’t.  Trust me, what happens in here, stays in here.”

These sorts of conversations were good to have because they helped to clear the air, but not all were so simple to have.  Another one was with Jeremy, a young man, about my age, skinny, scared, yet visibly excited.  He moaned about the cage, whilst at the same time saying it was good he was wearing it because he tended to have emotional outbursts after having an orgasm.

“I wrote to your magazine,” he explained, “just talking about my fantasies.  I’m not even married yet, I’m engaged.  Just three months and now my wife to be is working here.  I don’t even know how it happened.  He just showed up and knew.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Trevor.  The politician guy.  We tried to stop.  We did stop, but then I realised I couldn’t.  I convinced my Julie to go back to him, and now we’re here.  He makes me do awful things!” Jeremy moaned.

Somehow, I thought he was overreacting a tad, and I was right.  “Makes you?” I asked.

His face made an embarrassed smirk, like he knew that what he was saying was an exaggeration.  “Well, he doesn’t make me, but he knows how to manipulate me to do things for him.”

“Does he manipulate you?  Or does he just know what you want deep down?” I smiled and he looked away.  I’d touched a nerve.  As he looked away, he twisted his body and in doing so, his shirt pulled up, revealing the scalloped trim of knickers.  His wife was turning him into a sissy.  “Jeremy, nobody judges in here.  We are all like you.  I have sucked my bulls’ dicks, licked used pussy, and even been fucked in the arsehole once.”

“I’ve done most of that too.  Not been fucked by a real dick, but my wife used her dildo on me.” He admitted.

I turned to the other husbands sat around us and they all nodded.  To some extent or other, everyone was in the same position.  I continued, “I will admit one thing.  After I got over myself, my embarrassment about being different, I realised that I have loved everything happening to me, because I get to experience it with the woman I love.”

“Hear, hear!” Someone said from the group, followed by murmurs of acknowledgement.

After a moment of reflection, Jeremy sighed and nodded, raising his glass.  “Here’s to being a wimp cuckold.” He said, and the others cheered him.

Moments after that, Tracy arrived and grabbed my hand.  She was stood in red stockings, a red corset, red lacy knickers, and red arm length gloves.  “I need you for something.” She said, pulling me up.

“What?” I asked, following her upstairs.

“The VIPs plan to gangbang me as a thank you for a job well done, and apparently, you’re to be there too as fluffer.” She grinned sinisterly.

In total, there were twenty-two men upstairs, including Bert and Jimmy, and five women, partners of the bulls.  They cheered when we arrived, clapping at a successful night.  Then, whipping out their cocks, made a bee-line to us both, as we collapsed to our knees.  The women giggled as they watched me take each cock in my mouth, ready to fuck my wife in any of her holes, but I enjoyed it all the same.  Then, as a special treat to me, Bert did the unexpected in front of everybody; he bent me over and fucked my rectum, much to the joy of the assembled women, my wife included.

“Congratulations on a job well done.” Bert told me as he slammed in and out of me.

“Thank you, sir!” I replied, knowing my place when I was in that position.

By the time the night was over, I had taken so much cum inside me from both sides, that I began to question my own sexuality.  No, I didn’t find these men attractive, but being used by them in such a way was a blast.

The following day, Stock opened to members. It was an instant success. High-society folks from around the world became members.  It was the perfect place to let your hair down, dance, drink, get high, and screw.  In all the years it was open, we never had a single incident; not one.  More and more cuckolds and their hot-wives joined the ranks, to the point that in 1981, we were considered whether or not to expand abroad, take it to New York or similar. 

And then things came crashing down.  The news article in 1982 put us front and centre.  Whilst the police ultimately shut down the investigation, the membership dropped, especially given the press which hung out outside the club every night.  The wives and cuckolds pictured in the press led to embarrassment, and in one case, a suicide.

In the end, the war saved us from what could have been a far bigger public scandal, but the damage was done.  There would be no expansion.  The club closed its doors two weeks after the scandal broke.

For Tracy and I, we were left to reassess everything about our lives.  We had money, we had a huge house, we had a good life, but as this chapter closed, we wondered if it wasn’t time for us to settle down a bit.  Three months later, Tracy was pregnant with our first child.  We would have one more two years after that.  The cuckolding lifestyle appeared to be behind us, but I missed it terribly, and I later discovered that Tracy did too.  For the sake of the kids, we didn’t do anything though; we didn’t want to risk the questions.

It wasn’t until the mid-nineties that Tracy found the old chastity cage when we were moving.  As she held it in her hands, she remembered the great times we had together, and she realised just how much she needed to feel so alive again.  Our marriage was great, but our sex life had become stagnant. 

Taking the cage to me, she said, “Put this on.  It’s time it stayed on for good this time.”

The cage felt heavy in my hands, heavier than I remembered it being.  “I’m sure there are better ones than this these days.”

“No.  That one is perfect.” She told me, showing her authority for the first time in years.  “Put it on and give me the key.  That’s an order.”

“Yes mistress.” I said.  It was the first time I had said that since 1982.

“Good cuckold.” She smiled.  “Very good.”

Even by the mid-nighties, cuckolding was made easier by the arrival of the internet.  Chat and search made finding like-minded people far easier, which was good because I no longer had the contacts I once had.

After the club closed, I left Jimmy’s organisation.  The government, trying to distance itself from the scandal, began cleaning up the East End.  Bert Gold was eventually arrested on a whole range of charges related to his empire, and Jimmy decided it was time for him to sell up his porn empire and move.  I returned to university, doing my masters and joining a small American computer manufacturer.  Even got some shares in the organisation, even though I never really understood why someone would name their company after a type of fruit!


Epilogue

Leonard

That was Jack and Tracy’s story.  During my time going to the club with the wife, I only ever me Tracy once, but never met Jack.  In fact, I only met Jack some forty or so years later, when I decided to write about the club once more.  Yes, the newspaper article was a mistake, I know that now. 

Cuckold angst is dangerous if you don’t get it under control. Trust is fundamental in cuckolding, but I just wasn’t ready back then. All I could think about was, what if my colleagues at the paper found out?  It’s not an excuse, but at the time, the newspaper article was my way of controlling the situation.

After the club shut down, Thatcher’s government forced Scotland Yard to bring down Bert’s empire. Raids took place on all his pubs, clubs, warehouses, and more, shutting down brothels and drug dens.  In the end, Bert was sentenced to three consecutive life sentences for everything from tax fraud to murder. They threw the book at him, and he died in Wormwood Scrubs some six years later; heart attack. 

Jimmy Priestley sold his porn empire to an American publishing house for just over fifty million pounds.  That included his numerous strip clubs.  He retired to Spain we he ended up marrying a beautiful young Spanish woman, who cuckolded him and turned him into a sissy.

Trevor Ingram was quietly moved to the back-benches of parliament.  He remained there for a good many years, before being made a lord.  He now serves in the House of Lords, though he is not in the best of health.  His wife ended up writing a series of erotic novels which were quite successful and were made into fairly dull TV-movies. 

The actor, David, passed away just a year after the club closed.  Towards the end though, he was no longer an active visitor, though he always kept his membership up to date.

Jack ended up ascending the ranks within the computer company, eventually moving with Tracy to the USA.  He retired in 2014, cashing in his stock and becoming a multi-millionaire.  Tracy continues to cuckold him today, as they live with her lover, Marlon.  Jack continues to wear his chastity cage, the same one he has had since the seventies.  He hasn’t removed it for a single second since Tracy put it back on him in 1996.

Of course, Jack and Tracy’s story was the one which started it all, but it is by far not the raunchiest.  Over the years, the VIP bulls managed to recruit many wives to Stock, not just the ones who volunteered. 

Jeremy Young and his fiancé, Marissa, were part of the first group to be recruited to stock.  They were actually recruited by Trevor Ingram under the most bizarre circumstances; or rather, they seemed bizarre to him.

When Jack’s magazine was asking for stories, Jeremy sent in a short story about his girlfriend.  The story talked about how the fictional Clarissa was seduced by a dominant man, and how her boyfriend, Perry, was blackmailed into helping.  He went into detail about how Clarissa ended up finding out about Perry’s fetishes, getting angry and together with the dominant lover, they turned Perry into a wimpy sissy, serving the new couple.

The story was noticed.  Jack had reached out to Jeremy to find out if there was any interest from his fiancé to work in Stock, but Jeremy panicked, saying he hadn’t even told Marissa.  He admitted that his fantasy was something he wished could happen, but he knew it couldn’t.  “Anyway, Marissa is too sweet.” He said, “She’d never go along with it.”

His file was handed to Trevor Ingram as one which would require work, including the seduction of Marissa.  Trevor ended up meeting Marissa at her parent’s house.  She didn’t work, neither did her mother, and Trevor pretended to be out canvasing for the party.  Then once he was inside the house, all he needed to do was turn on the charm.  Amazingly, it was the mother that he bedded first, but Marissa became an easy target thereafter.

Jeremy and Marissa’s story will be the subject of the next book on this scandal. 

THE END
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