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Description:

Would you risk everything for the kind of Dominant Female and potential cuckolding you’ve always wanted? 

With his workaholic wife unwilling to indulge any of his submissive desires and his sex life dried up, wanna-be cuckold husband Jay has hit 40 and believes life is passing him by. 

He fantasizes about female domination and a hotwife who would share her affections with other men. 

So when Mariella, a beautiful but self-obsessed younger woman appears on the scene and seems to offer him all he's ever dreamed of, could he resist the temptation? 

Even when he learns of her anger issues and unpredictability? And if it means risking the wrath of her jealous boyfriend and the ruin of his own marriage for a much younger woman that he’s only just met?

This 27k+ word, wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, domination and submission, foot and other body worship and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Jay

It’s gone eleven p.m. on Thursday when I return on foot to the stillness of Yew Street where I live. High up above my head, about a quarter of a million miles above to be more accurate, it’s almost, but not quite, a full moon. Even this late at night the air is still clammy and warm. There’s an irritating blanket of cold, greasy sweat between my t-shirt and skin. I couldn’t bear to walk around the block again. Not even if I thought that this time, it might finally help. 

Still no inspiration. So much for what was once, a sure-fire solution to writer’s block. This is the second time I’ve been out walking tonight and still, the creative juices won’t flow. The Sci-Fi novel I’m supposed to be working on is well and truly ‘stuck’. The same as it’s been for days.

Further down the other side of the street, our three-story detached house comes into view. The bathroom light is on upstairs. My wife Una will be getting ready for bed. 

I’m beginning to wonder how much of the problem with the novel is due to my sexual frustration. There’s been a lot going through my head lately besides how to make an intergalactic invasion of alien insects sound more convincing than it did on the first draft. 

Not that frustration in the bedroom is anything new. But this time it’s been over three weeks since Una and I did anything together that remotely resembled sex. The intervals between each occasion are getting longer too. She’s either ‘too tired’ or away on business. She never used to stay away this much before she got promoted. 

But maybe tonight will be the night. Maybe, for a change, I can get her in the mood. 

I glance down the street towards ours again. I’d even be happy with some ordinary, vanilla sex. Anything, so I don’t have to resort to my hand again to help me get off to sleep.

I pass under the orange flood of a streetlight and not for the first time wonder about other married men in my position. How many of them would join some sort of fetish or swinging website to get the kind of kinky sex they fantasize about? How many would visit a professional dominatrix? 

Sometimes I wish I was that kind of husband. But the idea of a professional mistress leaves me cold. I’d need to have some sort of feelings for any woman who was willing to hurt me. Otherwise, what would be the point? Meanwhile, I live trapped in hope that things between Una and me might change. 

Closer to our house now and up ahead on this side of the street, a silver Ford Fusion has, as usual, been abandoned half-mounted on the kerbside outside a small bungalow. Our new neighbor’s annoying parking habit. I have no idea why he can’t leave his car in the driveway like his wife and everyone else in the street does with theirs. Although from what little I’ve seen of the knucklehead, his parking capability probably shouldn’t come as a surprise. 

His wife on the other hand; from the brief glimpses I’ve had of her getting in and out of her car to go to work; she just looks pretty. Although young.

Passing the Ford now, their tiny lawn and in the dark beyond, their single-story house. Curtains to both rooms at the front closed, but one window wide open. 

Then a sound that slows my stride. A cry that stops me from crossing the road towards home. An insistent voice. My heart pounds. Then unmistakable, slow, moans. A female lost in sex.

I look around me, over to home, and then back to the bungalow. Stare towards the window and source. Rhythmic, breathless. Exhalations of a woman coaxing her lover. 

I take a single step closer, try to hear better. My heart thumps like I’m an active participant in their love-making.

“Oh...oh...ooh, do it to me,” between breaths she urges her partner, “oh...do it to me, do it to me....oh, ooh, do me.” 

I try to picture the woman I’ve seen no more than twice through the window from my desk upstairs. Light-brown hair scraped back in a pony-tail, Latin-like looks, great legs. 

“Ooh, ooh yes, ooh,” her voice is ravenous. Her tone unrecognizable as one from the screaming argument Una and I heard come from that same bungalow the day the couple moved in. 

My mouth has dried up. A frustrated pang of jealousy twists my gut. The sounds of a life that’s passing me by. Look round again, make sure I’m alone on the street. 

That girl sounds like she’s in a porn movie. My face burns in the dark. How does a man give any female so much pleasure? How can he keep going when she’s obviously so turned on? Tight-chested with resentment, I glance over to our house, check I’m not being watched. Return my focus to a now near-hysterical neighbor. 

Maybe she’s just easily pleased? Or she’s faking it; trying to get him to hurry up and finish? Whatever the truth is beyond those curtains, I’ve got a hard-on. 

I touch my cock through my pants. How can hearing some woman I’ve never even met do this to me? Maybe it appeals to the frustrated cuckold inside me. Some part of my head automatically ‘translating’ the sounds of strangers into Una with another man. 

Una with another man? Chance would be a fine thing. 

Painfully aware now that I’m lurking like some sad peeping tom, I glance over and up to our bedroom window. Check there’s no sign of my wife. The light’s come on behind our curtains but the windows are still closed. She’ll be opening the top one any second now like she always does before getting into bed. 

Incoherent, guttural female groans from the open bungalow window close to me draw my attention back. When has Una ever sounded like that? Not even when we were dating. And nor did either of the girls I was with before her. 

A curtain in the bungalow moves. The noise of sex has stopped. A shadow at the window.

“Pervert!” a male voice yells. Female laughter. The curtains shake tight together. 

Shit, did they recognize me? 

I cough and hurry away along the sidewalk. Don’t cross over to our house yet; in case they’re watching me. Act as if I live somewhere else. 

Further down the street, I do cross over and then double back to home. 

Is this what I’ve become? A sorry, middle-aged man who has to get his kicks secretly listening to another couple’s sex life? 

Back home and still semi-hard despite the fright of discovery, I’m determined not to be denied yet again by Una. I steel myself and climb the stairs. 

“Anything useful?” Una murmurs from our bed without looking up from her magazine. Her auburn hair is scraped back, face shiny with makeup remover, or moisturizer. 

“Useful?”

“Ideas,” she shrugs under the lamplight, green eyes still on the reading matter in her hands, “get any useful ideas for your novel while you were out?” 

“Not really,” I pull my damp t-shirt over my head and slide my pants down. To hell with it, why should I have to go without all the time? She can only say ‘No’ again. 

“I’m going to miss you while you’re away all next week Una.” 

My wife smiles and lowers her magazine from in front of a high-necked nightdress that covers her ample bosom. 

“Why don’t we have a little fun tonight?” I say.

“It’s nearly midnight, Jay,” she sighs and closes her magazine. 

“Come on,” I slide in alongside her, “just a quick one. It’s been ages. We don’t have to do anything kinky. Not unless you want to, of course,” I feign a laugh, pretending, in my desperation, to make light of what I long for. 

“I told you when you brought those ridiculous handcuffs home with you last time. I’m not comfortable doing that sort of thing,” Una clicks off her bedside lamp and in the half-light of the alarm-clock, turns her back on me. She buries herself under the bedcovers. 

“You used to tie me up with your stockings sometimes,” I say to her back, hopelessness pulsing through me. 

“That was a long time ago,” Una sighs.

“I don’t see why we still can’t do that kind of thing occasionally, Una.” This isn’t how I intended the conversation to go.

“Because it’s all you ever want to do Jay. You never come near me unless you want some sort of perverted sex. You always want me to talk about other men, tie you up, put pegs on your nipples, or something.”

“But it’s what I like. It’s fantasy play. All couples do it,” I say, conscious I’m whining. 

“Well, it’s not what I like.”

“You don’t even want to have regular sex with me anymore do you?” I say, to try and force some kind of reaction.

“Because I know what you’d be thinking about while we were doing it.”

“So now you’re mind-reading and telling me what I can and can’t think?”

“I’m going to sleep Jay. I’ve got an early start in the morning. I’m tired.”

“Why do I always have to deny this part of myself?” I say without expecting any reply. Harmless urges that could give me so much pleasure. I bet there are couples up and down the country who indulge one another with the same kind of mild S&M games.

For a moment I wonder about the kind of life I might have had if I’d been able to live out some of my fantasies. But the thought is too painful and in the darkness, I turn my attention back to my stalled book. 

“If you really can’t do without that kind of sick stuff,” Una says over her shoulder, “then maybe it’s time you saw a therapist.” 
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