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-‘This one is different. Told by three different people about one affair.... intriguingly successful in making the reader see and feel all aspects of infidelity, being cuckolded, taking another man's wife, being the object of desire by a handsome stranger..’

-’Master of this genre and 'Another Man' is the best one yet!
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Another Man Takes My Wife

What would you do if a dominant alpha male that you hated wanted your hot wife?

Simon looks like he has it all. He's got a new highly-paid job doing what he loves and the kind of attractive young wife that would make most men happy and contented.

But Simon isn't like most men.

He has an unfulfilled yearning to be cuckolded by his wife. The trouble is; his loyal young wife Abi seems to have a low sex drive and has never shown any enthusiasm for being shared with other men.

When the estranged husband of one of their old friends arrives back on the scene and takes an interest in Simon's wife, her reaction seems like it could be an opportunity for Simon to get what he wants. 

The only problem is that the guy in question is an intimidating, much older man, a dominant alpha male that Simon has never liked. 

How will a submissive husband and would-be cuckold react when a rough, arrogant user makes an aggressive play for his young hotwife? Would he really be prepared to put his marriage, self-respect, and even career at stake to subject himself to the humiliation of being cuckolded by a man he hates? 

This c. 23k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s, wife's, and bull's point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, submission, and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 
Another Man Takes My Wife  2

What happens when you’ve been cuckolded by a dominant alpha male that you hate and now he won't leave your wife alone?

Simon knows that he and his attractive young hotwife must put his cuckolding behind them and move on - for the sake of their marriage and careers. 

But this is proving easier said than done.

Now her brief affair with the older man has ended, Simon's wife is showing a lack of enthusiasm for sex with her husband. At the same time, Simon himself is fighting his own guilty excitement and obsession at the memory of his wife with the hateful alpha male.

So when the rough, arrogant user returns and makes it clear he wants an ongoing relationship and a whole lot more from the young hotwife, the couple's relationship will be put to the test.

How will the submissive husband react to demands that he help and fund the bull's activities with the young wife? Could Simon really handle seeing his wife enthusiastically submit herself to acts she's always refused to do with her own husband? Will he risk his young wife being introduced to the bull's friends and put his self-respect, marriage, and career at stake subjecting himself to public humiliation and further cuckolding by a man he hates? And how far will the young cuckold couple go once they learn the older man is an even bigger 'player' than they first thought? 

This c. 22k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s, wife's, and bull's point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, submission, spanking, restraint, and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 

Another Man Takes My Wife 3

How much of being cuckolded by a hateful, dominant alpha male could any husband take?

With his young hotwife still in contact with her much older lover and his boss suspecting Simon is a cuckold, the submissive husband is struggling to save his marriage and career.

But in this final book of the trilogy, life for Simon is soon going to get a whole lot worse. 

The arrogant bull is about to make a series of outrageous demands which will lead to Simon becoming an outsider in his own home. And as if that wasn't enough, Simon's boss seems keen to turn the cuckolding to his own advantage.

How could any husband handle chastity and the sexual denial of his own wife by another man at the same time as he's humiliated in his workplace? Could he really put himself through performing unspeakable sexual acts for a man he has never liked? And would his wife seriously submit herself to public and bisexual humiliation just to please this rough older man? 

This c. 20k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s, wife's, and bull's point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, submission, spanking, restraint, bi action, and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.
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Simon

The guys behind my wife and me at the hotel bar are checking out her ass. I heard them. I’m not sure who they are yet, but I’ve got that same tightness across my chest I always get when guys look at Abi.

I glance at her alongside me in her black cocktail dress. I knew she’d make an impression at my first company Xmas party. No one expects an average-looking 31-year-old accountant like me to have a young wife as hot as Abi.

Butterscotch blonde hair and smoky cinnamon-brown eyes. She smiles slowly at me with those luscious, naturally swollen lips. If she’s heard what those guys behind us were saying about her, she’s not showing it.

“Glass of white wine for my wife and a JD and cola for me,” I say to the barman. Even though we’re staying here overnight, this is going to be my last drink. I’ll move on to neat cola after this one. I like to keep my wits about me when we’re out together. Especially when Abi is dressed up like she is tonight. I like to notice every look she gets, and everything anyone says about her. And I want to remember exactly what happens if I can get her in the mood when we get back to our hotel room.

“I tried to tell him it was the new finance wizard in front of us,” a guy around my age with slicked-back hair is digging his companion in the chest and grinning at me when we turn from the bar with our drinks. He adjusts his loosened tie and his eyes slide onto my wife before returning to me. Next to him, an older, overweight guy in a mohair suit extends an arm toward me. He runs the fingers of his other hand through his gray hair. I think the pair of them might be from the sales department.

“And this lovely lady is?” the gray-haired guy is still gripping my hand but he’s smiling at my wife.

“Abi, Abigail my wife,” I say.

The other guy looks like he’s been overdoing the free bar tonight. He doesn’t seem aware he’s staring at my wife’s tits.

My belly clenches.

The two of them steer the conversation between us away from how I’m settling in at my new job with the company, and onto Abi, and the school she teaches at across town. I make my excuses and head for the bathroom.

My breathing quickens as I cross the room.

Abi will know exactly what I’m doing. I like her to flirt with guys who seem in awe of her, the kind who would normally have no chance with someone as good-looking as her. We both know any flirting won’t go any further. Even though there was a time when I hoped one day it might.

Those two guys are probably checking out the shape of her body again now I’ve gone. Pretending to be interested in her career, when all they want to do is gawp at her thrusting cleavage. Maneuvering themselves so they can take a better look at her legs or her round butt in that tight dress.

I take my time reaching the washroom and once there, study myself in one of the mirrors. 

I’ve never understood why I feel this way. So proud at the surprise and envy in the eyes of certain other guys when they see what a beautiful wife I have. And yet, I get so excited when some of those same guys try to hit on her.

She’s always laughed when I’ve suggested taking things any further with another guy. She says she could never do anything like that. But she’s never had a very high sex drive. Even though I thought that might change when she went back on the pill after we gave up trying to have kids the last time.

“Simon; there you are,” Peter my new boss, strides into the washroom while I’m washing my hands. “My wife and I were talking to your lovely other half earlier this evening. That young lady is a real asset to you. You make sure you look after her,” he slaps my shoulder and heads for the urinal.

I thank him and dry my hands. Sometimes I do wonder what people would think of me if I didn’t have a girl like her at my side.

A few minutes later, back near the bar, the two guys are still with Abi. She’s laughing. My pulse quickens.

At first, they don’t acknowledge my return and continue to chat amongst themselves. My cock stirs in my pants. It’s insane really. How can being ignored like this by the three of them actually excite me?

After a moment or two, she seems to spot me. She smiles and takes my wrist.

“Can we go and dance?” her eyes gesture towards the function room where the DJ has started up the music again.

An hour or so later my wife is all danced-out and I’m desperate to get her into bed. We’re on our way upstairs to the bedrooms when her phone beeps with an incoming text message.

She digs the phone out of her clutch bag while we’re in the corridor outside our room.

“Oh, my God!” Abi stares wide-eyed at the screen.

“What is it?” the room key fob swings in my hand

“Kate and Max..,” Abi scrolls a lacquered fingernail up her phone.

“What about them?” I twist the key in the lock and mentally picture Kate, the pretty, but sinewy redhead with the boob job and her much older husband Max. The couple were neighbors of ours a year or two back.

“They’re splitting up,” Abi slowly shakes her head.

I push the polished wood door to our hotel room open and click the lamps on inside.

“I can’t say I’m surprised. I always thought that 11 year age gap between them was too much,” I hang up my jacket, trying to keep any obvious satisfaction out of my voice.

Kate and Abi were quite close for a while before the other woman and her husband moved down south and we lost touch with them. But I never had much time for him. Even though we did some occasional socializing as couples. He was too full of himself. All brawn, no brain.

“I don’t suppose their backgrounds helped. Her being from all that money and him some sort of professional gym bunny,” I say.

“Simon you can be so snobby sometimes,” Abi sighs. “He was in sales. He had his own personal training and nutrition company.”

I shrug and start unbuttoning my shirt. I never understood the way some of the other wives used to flutter their eyelashes at that Max character when we were at neighborhood barbecues or dinner parties. He reminded me of some of those jocks back at high school.

“What happened between them anyhow? He leave her for one of her even younger friends?” I laugh at my own joke.

“Doesn’t say, but she’s thrown him out,” Abi continues scrolling through what must be an epic text message. “Apparently they’ve had problems for a while. Max has moved back up this way on his own. He’s got a daughter around here from his first marriage he wants to try and rebuild his relationship with,” she reads.

“I never had much in common with the guy,” I say, “he was always working out.” I study my bare torso in the mirror. I really ought to start doing some exercise myself to firm things up a little.

Abi finishes tapping something into her phone then sits on the edge of the bed and kicks off her heels. She massages one of her delicate feet with its painted crimson toenails and then takes off her earrings, making her blonde hair sway around her shoulders.

“Still, I guess at least now you’ve heard something back from Kate after all this time.” I sprawl back on the bed; adjusting the pillows behind my head as Abi stands and starts undressing. I wonder what those two guys at the bar would say if they could see my wife now.
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Simon

“Max texted you?” confusion and irritation swirl through me.

“You’ve changed your phone since the pair of them moved away haven’t you?” she says and wiggles her hips and then her dress drops to her ankles on the hotel bedroom carpet, “I don’t suppose either of them have got your number anymore.”

“But where did he get your number? I look away from the black lace panties decorating my wife’s shelf-like ass. She turns around to me and I study her face.

“We all swapped numbers didn’t we?” she shrugs, “you’ve probably got Kate’s somewhere in your old contact list,” she leaves the door to the en suite bathroom ajar and her bare feet pad across the tiled floor inside.

“Yeah, but why would he call either of us now? We haven’t heard from them for ages,”

“Probably just to let us know what’s happened. I suppose I was quite close to Kate for a while when they lived up here.” Her electric toothbrush starts in the bathroom.

I stretch out on the bed and move my hand over the front of my shorts. Annoying though this particular man undoubtedly was; there’s still something faintly erotic about another male having directly contacted my wife this way.

My mind drifts back to a barbecue we went to in someone’s garden a couple of summers back. Abi was wearing a pair of tight white shorts. I remember being pissed off when I thought I saw Max checking her legs out more than once. I didn’t want to upset anyone by saying anything about it at the time. But I did take Abi home early. He’s not the sort of guy I’ve ever fantasized about her with.

Her phone beeps again on the dressing table beyond the foot of the bed

“I’ll get it,” I shout and my heart has quickened.

Him. Again?

“I didn’t read it all,” I hand Abi her phone as she reappears in her cream nightshirt, “it’s you know who again. Says he wants to meet up with both of us,” I roll my eyes and climb off the bed heading for the bathroom. Abi might be happy to listen to all the tedious details of Max and Kate’s split, but personally, that’s something I can live without.

“You better turn your phone off Abi,” I splash water onto my face, “we’ll never get any sleep. He’s probably hammered in some bar after drowning his sorrows all night.”

“I doubt he’s been drinking.” She stands in the bathroom doorway scrolling up her phone, “he’s working night shifts in a factory until he can get some personal training classes going,”

“I thought he had his own business?” I pat my face down with a hand towel, prickled by the level of detail his texts are going into with my wife.

“Looks like that went bust,” Abi crinkles her nose up.

“Well, there’s a surprise.” I laugh and turn out the bathroom light.

“He’s asking about getting together one day next week,” she puts her phone on her bedside table next to her Kindle and slides into bed.

“I’m not going to have time to get away early from a new job to socialize with him next week. Can’t you remind him it’s a busy time before Christmas if you actually work for a living? Tell him we’ll get together in the New Year or something.” I climb into bed next to her. Whatever spare time I do have over the next few weeks, I don’t want to waste it listening to this guy whining about his ex-wife.

Abi texts Max back to tell him I can’t make it next week and then picks up her Kindle. I ease myself across the large bed and up against her warmth.

“Let’s not read tonight,” I kiss one of her bare shoulders, “I bet those two guys from the bar are still thinking about you now,” I murmur into her neck, inhaling the traces of her perfume that still linger around her hair.

“I doubt it,” she laughs and makes her chest surge under the satin. “They’ll probably both be tucked up in bed with their own wives by now,”

I kiss her neck, and let one of my hands feel around over the firm curve of her breasts.

“If they are with their own wives, I bet they’d rather be with you,” I kiss her, my tongue seeking hers out. “I saw the way they were looking at you,” I murmur, “they couldn’t keep their eyes off these,” I caress a nipple through the satin, gently squeezing it between my index finger and thumb and she lets out a little moan in reply. Beneath the bed covers my cock is hard.

I move my hand away from her chest and down the bed to the hem of her nightshirt. Her hips move ever so slightly.

I push her blonde hair away from her ear with my free hand and kiss the side of her neck. Her eyes close and our mouths are kissing again. I ease my hand up the inside of the satin, onto the creamy silk of one of her bare inner thighs. 

Her legs part.

“They wanted you so much,” I whisper and move my hand between her legs. She’s not really wet yet. I trace lightly around her lower lips with two gentle fingers and she moans quietly.

“Can you imagine letting one of them have you? Which one would it be?”

She doesn’t answer.

I caress her clit, a feather-like touch, then away.

“The young guy?” my breathing has deepened,

“Maybe,” she breathes, “or maybe Max,” one of her hands is inside my shorts, on my cock.

“Max?” my back stiffens, the image of her with the young guy from the bar shatters in my head.

“He made a pass at me once,” she whispers and her hand is working my cock

“Max made a pass at you?” my stomach clenches.

“Tried to kiss me and pull me onto his knee once; when you and Kate were out of the room,” she breathes over my face, “but I pushed him away.”

Horrified, yet possessed by desire; I push myself up onto my knees. “Put it in for me Abi, put it in,” I say frantically.

Her grip hardens and she guides me between her thighs to her entrance.

I shove, and her heat envelopes me. It swathes and squeezes me, almost burning my cock. And then I’m powering into her. Gripping her thighs and pushing myself inside her up to my balls. My head floods with images of my beautiful wife being mauled by a man I can’t stand. Then it’s too late. I’m over the cliff edge. My balls and whole body spasm. My hands grasp at Abi’s ass cheeks as I ejaculate inside her.

I roll off onto my back, breathing deeply. “Shall I make you come with my hand?” I reach over to her, still unsettled by both her revelation about Max and my own reaction.

“No it’s fine,” she says, her head moving from side to side on the pillow and then her phone beeps again.

“I thought you were turning that off?” I frown toward the flashing light on her bedside table.

“I meant to,” she says and her nightshirt rises up her thighs as she reaches across to her phone.

“Cheek..”, she looks down at the screen and then she passes the phone over to me and I read.

‘If Si can’t meet up next week you could always come on your own. X.’

At the end of the message is a red emoji of a devil’s face.
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Simon

Monday evening in the kitchen at home. Abi’s got some sort of careers event on at the school but she’ll be back soon. I’m thinking about those texts from Kate’s husband and what Abi said about him in bed on Saturday night. It’s been on my mind a lot at the office today.

I had no idea he’d ever tried to hit on her behind my back. My blood boils every time I think about it. He’s the last sort of guy I’ve ever imagined her with. He’d be the type to think he was doing her a favor. 

My pulse accelerates as I consider that last text he sent her. I’ve thought about texting him back myself. Asking him who the hell he thinks he is trying to get my wife to go and meet him by herself. I could tell him I can understand why his wife kicked him out. But I don’t want to overreact.

In any case, over the course of today, something else has been gnawing away at me. Another part of me is taking some weird, perverse pleasure at this guy being so forward with Abi. Frustrated powerlessness in the face of his apparent confidence and arrogance with her. So that even now at the kitchen table, my cock is twitching in my pants. 

And she seemed to get worked up talking about him in bed on Saturday.

I check the time on the kitchen clock. How can I get at all turned on at the thought of someone like him coming on to her? A couple of times today I’ve even found myself wondering what it would be like if she did what he suggested. If she went off to meet him by herself. Even if all she did was sit and listen to him talk about what went wrong with his marriage. The thought of her being alone with this pushy guy when he’s already tried to hit on her has me trembling inside. And yet it makes no sense.

But would it really be so bad if she did meet him? It might be a fairly harmless way to get a little excitement, mightn’t it? If it was in some public place where she and I would both know she was safe.

Abi said, when she read his suggestion, that there’s no way she’d go alone. She says it could give him the ‘wrong idea’. It might ‘lead him on’. Having said that, I know she’s keen to hear what went wrong between him and Kate.

And there’s something else.

She’s never understood why Kate stopped returning her calls after she and Max moved away. She could ask him about that too if she met with him.

She might actually have enough motivation to go if I encouraged her. My hand is on my cock. The very idea of this is ridiculous. ‘Max’ for God’s sake.

I check the clock. I’ve still got time before Abi gets back.

I hurry out into the hall and race upstairs to the bathroom. Frantically I fumble with the front of my pants and tug out my throbbing cock. I grip it in my fist and stand astride the toilet facing it. It takes only 6 or 7 pulls and I’m spurting down into the pan, imagining Max pulling Abi onto his lap and groping her.

By the time we’re sitting at the dining table for our evening meal, I’ve rehearsed my words. I have to at least try and propose it. Even though I’m not wholly convinced it’s a wise thing to do.

“How did you leave it with Max?” I try to sound casual in between mouthfuls of Chicken Biryani. I glance up across the table at my wife.

“I said we’d get back to him with some suggested dates to meet,” Abi shrugs and takes a sip of her white wine. “We probably shouldn’t keep him hanging on too long. He obviously wants someone to talk to about what’s happened.”

“Don’t you think,” I take a swig of my beer, “it could be kind of hot if you did go and meet him on your own?”

There. I said it.

“On my own?” Abi lowers her fork. Her face has colored up. Her beautiful brown eyes widen at me

“Well, he did suggest it - if I wasn’t available,” I grin at her but I suspect my face might have gone as red as hers. “It’s just that if you wanted to meet this week, or even before the holiday, I’m not going to be able to get the time off work. And with him working nights...,” I let my voice trail away before taking a deep breath; “and of course, if you did go by yourself, I could get one of my kinky kicks out of the thought of you being alone with another guy.” Now I know my face has reddened.

Abi rolls her eyes. “What about poor Max?” she says, “he’s just split up from his wife. We can’t just use him for a cheap thrill,” she digs at her food.

“He’d be getting something from it too though wouldn’t he?” I put my beer down and open a palm up at my wife. “He’d get someone to listen to him and he’d get to spend time alone with someone he’s obviously always had the hots for,”

“Max hasn’t got the hots for me,” Abi sighs,

“Of course he has,” I laugh, “he hit on you once didn’t he?”

“He’d just had too much to drink,” she shakes her head and moves her food around her plate.

“Seriously Abi, I can’t see me having any time over the next few weeks. We’ll have to leave it until sometime in the new year,” I shrug and take another forkful of food. I’m being a bit manipulative, but I’m pretty sure Abi won’t want to wait that long to find out what happened between him and Kate.

“Simon I told you. I’m not going to encourage Max by meeting him by myself.” She frowns at me over her wine glass.
Chapter Four

Simon

Two days later, on Wednesday morning, Abi is awake before me. She’s already showered before I’m out of bed. She’s at her dressing table, raking a brush through her damp hair.

I lay back, letting my eyes adjust to the light, and then linger for a moment on the shape of her firm ass under the towel on her stool. Since Monday I‘ve decided the best approach has been to not mention Max at all. Hoping her own curiosity for what he has to say might still get the better of her. But at the same time, I suspect the whole episode has become just another lost cuckolding fantasy.

“I was thinking in bed last night,” she says to the mirror, “You’ve obviously got no intention of meeting Max. So I will go by myself. I want to hear what happened with him and Kate.” Her eyes remain on her reflection.

Tightness grips my chest and belly; almost like I’m being restrained.

“But before you get any of your perverse ideas,” she shoots me a glance in the mirror, “I’m meeting him strictly as an old friend.”

“Yeah of course. So when?” I mumble, trying to appear calm and unconcerned. Fear and a ludicrous elation are searing through me. My heartbeat is way too fast for this time of the morning.

“Today,” she says and clicks the hair dryer into life. “I’ve got a couple of free lessons, so I’m meeting him for a coffee at lunchtime,” she raises her voice over the sound of the dryer.

I shower in a daze. She’s arranged it already? Her eagerness to find out what happened to her friend must have been even stronger than I hoped.

I cup my balls in my hands under the warm shower jets. My head is spinning. But then I’m almost laughing at my overreaction. She’s only meeting someone for coffee. Even if it is a man she seemed to get turned on talking about in bed the other night; someone who’s previously tried to seduce her.

Back in the bedroom with a towel around me and Abi is in a black bra, wriggling her hips into her pencil skirt for work. I catch the briefest glimpse of the top of her matching lace panties before she zips the skirt up. 

Somehow, just seeing what underwear she’ll have on under her clothes when she’s with him later makes my stomach cramp.

Pull yourself together Simon.

“Damn,” Abi swears at the bedside clock, “I haven’t got time for breakfast. I’m going to be late for work,” she pushes her hair around in the mirror.

“You look gorgeous,” I tell her, taking her in my arms and crushing her to me. I inhale the delicate jasmine scent of her perfume. My cock has stiffened under my towel. I want to wonder aloud what a man like Max will think when he has her to himself later, his middle-aged eyes crawling all over her. But I’m scared it might put her off meeting him at all. I just want her to do this now and then see if it’s made her horny again tonight when she gets home.

“Gotta go,” she kisses my cheek.

I catch her by the arm and stop her as she tries to leave the room.

“Have fun,” I say. And then I can’t help myself. I take her hand and move it to the front of my towel, letting her feel the bump of my erection.

“I told you it would be hot if you met him alone didn’t I?” My free hand moves to the back of her skirt. I know I’ll have to jerk off again the minute she’s left the house.

“Simon you’re such a pervert,” she rolls her eyes and moves her hand off my groin. “I’ll see you tonight,”

“I want to know all the details,” I take her wrists and look into her eyes,

“All the ‘details’?” She laughs and shakes herself free of me, “It's lunch with someone who’s going through a divorce.”

Yeah, but this is Max we’re talking about. I watch the proud movement of her ass in her skirt as she crosses the room and out onto the landing.

I wait until I hear her car start and pull away. Then I rush to the bathroom and I don’t care if I am a few minutes late for work. I’ll blame it on traffic. I’m beating myself off. The sound of the bathroom fan fades into the background. My head is flooded with images of Max’s middle-aged eyes admiring my wife’s legs in that skirt, her slender waist, and her perfect ass. I’m cumming.

Afterward, even before I’ve started cleaning myself up, my anger is on the rise. 

How could I get excited about the thought of Abi spending time with that arrogant jerk? It makes no sense. The whole feeling reminds me of when I lost my first girlfriend to a guy from the college football team. The one who took her virginity. And yet how many times have I imagined Abi and Max having sex since he sent those texts at the weekend?

By the time I pull the car up outside the office, I’m both fifteen minutes late and already thinking again about Abi being with Max. My balls have tightened with arousal.

Mercifully I’ve got back-to-back meetings most of the day. If I was free to let my head wander I’d probably go out of my mind.

Instead, the rest of the morning goes by with me sitting across the desk from a steady stream of our self-employed clients. They come in one after the other to discuss tax reduction options, hand over their financial paperwork, or sign off their year-end accounts. Not one of them of course, with any inkling of my thinly-veiled, agitated state.

My stomach grows harder and my head lighter the closer it gets to 1 pm. The time Abi’s supposed to be meeting Max. I know I’m being overly dramatic. Like she said before she left morning: ‘It’s only lunch with someone who’s going through a divorce.’

But that’s not how it feels. Not after I’ve fantasized so often about Abi with other men.

Finally alone in my office on my lunch break, I swivel my seat to look out of the window. I watch a car pass by on the street below. I can’t face eating the sandwich I sent out for. I check my phone repeatedly for a message from her.

Nothing.

What if something happens to her when she’s with him? If he makes a pass at her and she turns him down. What if he gets ugly about it? Say he forces her to go somewhere private with him?

Eventually, I become aware of how illogical my thinking
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