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  Adults Only


This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for adults only. 
Every character in this book is an adult. 






  
  A Note on the Interpreting


Simultaneous interpreters really do speak in the first person. It is a professional convention, not an invention of this book: the interpreter carries the speaker’s voice rather than reporting it, because constantly announcing who said what adds clutter and delay. Everything Thomas objects to is standard practice. 






  
  Chapter One


“Translate this,” Ruth says. “I chose another man because I want him.” 
The recorder’s red counter starts moving.
I press the earpiece into my right ear. “Ruth dit qu’elle a choisi un autre homme parce qu’elle le désire.”
She stops the recorder.
“First person.”
“That rendering is clear.”
“It’s inaccurate.”
“The meaning is intact.”
“The speaker isn’t.”
I take my hand off the earpiece. I have interpreted for two health ministers and a man who was, at the time, under indictment in three countries, and I have never once been corrected on person.
“Again,” she says, and presses Record.
“J’ai choisi un autre homme parce que je le veux.”
I chose another man because I want him.
The steel closes on me before I’ve finished the sentence. Thirteen days since she last let me finish anything. The cage went on before breakfast — she locked it, kissed my cheek, and sent me down to spend twelve hours on freight insurance, and every time I sat back in the chair it told me what the evening was for. Now my own voice is in the room saying she wants somebody else, in the grammar I taught her, and my body has decided this is the best thing that has happened to it since March.
Ruth thumbs the recorder back to the top, and my own voice arrives in my right ear, on the channel, in the place her voice is supposed to come from.
J’ai choisi un autre homme parce que je le veux. Calm, male, practised. My professional register, which clients pay a great deal of money for, saying that.
“I’d prefer not to hear playback during the live session.”
“Noted.” She sets the recorder down between us. “Usable. Keep that register.”
“That was a request.”
“I know what it was.”
She’s enjoying this. It doesn’t reach her mouth and it doesn’t reach her voice. It shows in the fact that she has all night and I have thirteen days.

      ***Twenty minutes ago I came up from the conference floor still coiling the wire on a delegate receiver, and Ruth took it out of my hand before I’d finished.
“That stays in your bag.”
She put a smaller unit on the table and tapped the empty chair. A thin black lead ran from it to a flesh-toned earpiece.
“Sit.”
I sat. She clipped the receiver inside my jacket, and I fitted the earpiece into my right ear and pressed the test button.
“One, two.” My voice came back clean. “There’s a faint hiss on the upper end.”
“The equipment works,” she said. She took my work phone from beside my elbow and turned it facedown. “I’m testing the interpreter.”
“I’ve already worked a full day.”
“Then you’re warmed up.”
Now there’s a recorder, a pen, and one sheet of paper in front of me. The heading is centred, bold, and impossible to mistake.
PRIVATE CUCKOLD INTERPRETATIONCLIENT: RUTH MUNOZINTERPRETER: THOMAS RODGERS
“You printed this on hotel stationery.”
“I used my own paper.”
“That was my second concern.”
She’s still dressed for the conference dinner — deep-green wrap dress, black jacket, stockings, pointed pumps. Her gold hoops brush the blunt ends of her hair when she leans across to square the paper in front of me, and the key on its short chain touches my tie for a second and is gone again.
“Read the scope.”
I look down. “Ruth Munoz and Étienne Laurent may kiss, touch each other, engage in vaginal intercourse, and climax. Thomas Rodgers will remain present, caged, and available to provide interpretation, manual assistance, and cleanup.”
She waits.
“You could have used post-encounter assistance.”
“I could have.”
“Did Étienne receive this wording?”
“He received the same acts and boundaries. He didn’t ask me to improve the nouns.”
“He isn’t an interpreter.”
“He understood cleanup.”
My initials sit beside that clause in my own handwriting. Ruth has highlighted them in pale yellow.
“You highlighted my approval.”
“You were looking past it.”
“I was checking for discrepancies.”
“Did you find one?”
“No.”
“Continue.”
“The interpreter will receive no penile stimulation and has no scheduled release.”
The cage feels smaller than it did downstairs. It isn’t. I know it isn’t.
“Approval status?”
“All three adults approved the arrangement.”
“Health?”
“Testing is current. Contraception and the barrier decision are confirmed.”
“Signals?”
“Yellow slows or pauses. Red ends the scene.”
Ruth rests one fingertip beside my printed name. “Status?”
I look up. “Green.”
She rotates the document, signs beneath my earlier initials with a stroke heavy enough to mark the page below, and hands me the pen.
“Initial the final review.”
“I approved the substantive terms in July.”
“Now you’ve reviewed them in the room.”
I add my initials beside hers. “For the record, the fantasy was mine. The administrative framework has your fingerprints all over it.”
“You wanted accuracy.”
“I also enjoy weekends without forms.”
“You married badly.”
“Fourteen years ago. No cooling-off period remains.”
“Good.” She squares the sheet and presses Record. “Translate this. I chose another man because I want him.”
We do that twice, because the first one has she in it. Then she plays it back at me, and I ask her not to, and she notes the request and does nothing about it.
“Second test. My husband will help.”
“Mon mari a accepté d’aider.”
Her finger lands on the stop button.
“What did you add?”
I look at the receiver as though it might offer representation.
“A clarification of agency.”
“Words, Thomas.”
“Has agreed to.”
“I said will.”
“The distinction carries implications in English that the French future tense may present with excessive certainty.”
“You signed the scope.”
“I’m aware.”
“Translate it.”
“Mon mari aidera.”
My husband will help.
Ruth reaches across the table. Her thumb and forefinger take the earpiece and push it firmly into place, and the pale crescent scar on her wrist passes an inch in front of my eyes on the way there and again on the way back. It’s a two-second adjustment. She does it to equipment all day.
“Accurate,” she says.
“Your quality-control process is unusually invasive.”
“Channel status?”
“What time is he arriving?”
“Eight.”
“It’s eight now.”
“Then he’s on time.”
The last line on the sheet is the activation phrase. Once I say it, the tests become the assignment.
I press Record.
“Channel open.”
Three firm knocks sound from the suite door.
Ruth stands, slips my phone into her handbag, and smooths the green skirt over her thighs.
“Receive the speaker.”
I rise. The cage pulls tight under my trousers as I cross the sitting room, and I arrive at the door with my hand out and my wife’s voice already in my right ear.






  
  Chapter Two


Étienne Laurent stands close enough to the door that I have to step back before he can enter. 
“Bonsoir, Thomas.”
He knows my name. Of course he does.
“Bonsoir, monsieur Laurent.”
“Étienne, please.” His English is clear and lightly accented, and good enough for taking off his own coat. “Thank you for receiving me.”
He is taller than his photograph suggested. Broad through the shoulders, open collar, dark-auburn hair, short copper-threaded beard. One large hand grips the handle of a slim leather bag. Small pale cuts mark his knuckles and two fingertips.
Cedar soap, clean wool, and the cold he brought up from the street. No wine on his breath. He fills the doorway like furniture, and I am the one who moves.
His attention passes over my shoulder and settles on Ruth.
“Come in,” she says.
He starts to shrug off his coat.
“Thomas will take it.”
He glances at her, then gives it to me with a quiet, “Merci.”
The wool is cold across my forearms and heavy as a body. I hang it in the entry cupboard. When I turn back he has set his bag against the wall and is still standing near the door, waiting to be told where to go.
“Would you like me to speak slowly?” he asks me.
“Don’t accommodate him,” Ruth says.
He looks to her. “No?”
“He doesn’t need help.”
“I appreciate the endorsement.”
“It wasn’t praise.”
“Introduce us,” she says.
Étienne looks at her. She looks back at me.
“You know each other.”
“We know each other’s names.”
“Which are traditionally the useful part of an introduction.”
Ruth taps the receiver clipped inside my jacket. Her voice arrives in my right ear a fraction before it crosses the room, which is a sensation I have had ten thousand times at work and never once at home.
“You’re interpreting, Thomas.”
I touch the earpiece. “Étienne Laurent, this is Ruth Munoz, my wife and tonight’s commissioning client.”
“No addition.”
“Commissioning client is accurate context.”
“It wasn’t in my sentence.”
I start again in French. “Étienne Laurent, je vous présente Ruth Munoz.” Then, in English, to my wife: “Ruth, this is Étienne Laurent.”
“Thank you.” She points to the chair on her left. “Sit there, Étienne.”
He takes the seat she chose. I reach for the remaining chair.
“Stay up,” Ruth says.
My hand drops.
“Water?” I ask him.
“Please. Still.”
I fill two glasses from the capped bottle on the sideboard, put one in front of him, and move mine towards the empty place at the table. Ruth slides it back to the sideboard without looking at it.
“You’re working.”
Étienne watches the glass go and doesn’t comment.
Ruth rests two fingers on the running recorder. “Ask him whether the room and terms match what he accepted.”
I put it into French. He looks around once — locked door, closed curtains, recorder, bedroom entrance — and answers.
I turn to Ruth. “The room





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
MY WIFE HIRED ME
TO INTERPRET FOR
HER LOVER

CUCKOLD HUMILIATION, CHASTITY,
AND CLEANUP SERVICE / A FEMDOM
CUCKOLD EROTICA

MAXINE LOCKHART








