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Breaking us Both

What happens when a husband goes behind his wife's back and arranges for her to be seduced by the kind of dominant alpha male she's always dreamt of?

Everyone who knows Vaughn thinks he's one lucky guy having a beautiful wife like Lily. 

Little do they know.

Not only is Vaughn a frustrated submissive husband with an unfulfilled longing for dominant training and cuckold humiliation. He's also married to the kind of young hotwife who thinks 'real men don't behave like wimps' and who takes very little pleasure from his attempts at love-making.

When Vaughn discovers Lily's libido is not as low as she's been claiming and that she has submissive fantasies of her own, he senses an opportunity. A way for them both to get what they really need in bed. The only problem is this will mean deceiving his wife. 

At least at first...

How will a submissive husband react when he introduces his wife to her ideal type of guy and the man in question wants more than mere control of the young hotwife? 

He wants domination and use of the husband as well..

This 21k+ word novella-size wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. 

Breaking us Both 2

Vaughn is beginning to doubt the wisdom of introducing his beautiful young wife to wealthy older man Richmond.

If only he knew. Richmond has hardly even got started.

The older man has his sights set firmly on pushing the limits of the married couple, intensifying his demands of their dominant training and cuckold humiliation. 

How will a submissive husband and his young hotwife react to the increasing requirements of this old man as he tries to push them further and further into cuckolding and humiliation – even in front of each other?

c. 15k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. 
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Breaking us Both 3

Submissive Vaughn is struggling to come to terms with his place in the three-way relationship he himself introduced his wife to. But ‘come to terms with it’ he must. Because if he doesn’t, it seems certain his young wife and the dominant older man she’s starting to worship will simply carry on without him. 

As he’s placed in chastity his sexual frustration inevitably mounts. So too do the increasingly outrageous and shameful demands placed on him and his hotwife by wealthy older male Richmond. 

When the couple’s dominant training and cuckolding deepen to involve group and public humiliation, Vaughn is forced to confront some uncomfortable truths about his marriage and himself. How will Vaughn deal with the degrading discipline and the unbearable level of control the older alpha male is determined to impose on the young couple’s lives.

Full novella-size 22k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission, spanking and cuckolding. 

Breaking us Both 4

What happens to a cuckold husband when his wife’s dominant alpha male lover wants him to give up his role as a man? 

Forced into long-term chastity, sexually denied his own wife and even made to serve the bi bull in front of her – cuckolded Vaughn is struggling.

He wants to keep the couple’s increasingly depraved sexual activity separate from their everyday lives and the people they know. He wants to salvage at least some degree of dignity and self-worth. Most of all he wants to keep the love and respect of his beautiful young hotwife.

None of this is going to be easy. Vaughn’s young wife is becoming ever more devoted to this older male Richmond. Vaughn himself is fighting his own growing obsession with pleasing and serving this other man. 

Meanwhile, the dominant bull seems determined to expand his control over the couple, deepening their submission and humiliation. Shaming them in front of people they know, sharing them with a group of virtual strangers and introducing the young hotwife to lesbian sex and submission.  

As if that weren’t enough, Richmond plans to completely strip Vaughn of any last trace of his masculinity.Could Vaughn really cope with all this and risk what it might do to his wife’s feelings for him? Or will the submissive husband refuse Richmond and chance losing the kind of incredibly intense cuckold relationship he’s always yearned for?

Novella-sized 21k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, feminization, submission and cuckolding. 

Breaking us Both 5

How much humiliation can a cuckold husband take from his wife's dominant alpha male lover and master?

Made to endure long-term chastity, forced feminization and the sexual denial of his own wife. Vaughn is forced to serve the bi bull in front of the woman he loves. The cuckold has always been desperate to keep this shame and humiliation a secret from friends and the couple's co-workers. And more than anything else, he doesn't want to lose the love and respect of his beautiful young hotwife.

But now as he struggles with his own submissive bisexual cravings, Vaughn's life is about to get a whole lot harder.

One of the couple's closest friends has been given an explicit video of Vaughn's wife with two other men. Vaughn’s wife Lily reveals the depth of her feelings for her lover and master and her growing desire to see her own husband suffer. Financial trouble leaves the young cuckold couple even more under the control of the older man

Meanwhile, their master himself is set on strengthening his domination over the couple, intensifying their suffering, submission and humiliation.He wants to make the young couple shame themselves in front of friends. He wants to share the hotwife in public with her co-workers and develop her desire for lesbian sex and submission. And he intends to push Vaughn to new depths in his role as an emasculated sissy slave.

Could Vaughn really cope with all this and risk what it might do to his marriage, his self-respect and ultimately his life? Or will the submissive husband finally refuse Richmond and bring an end to the kind of mind-blowing cuckold relationship he’s always dreamed of?

c.19k word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission, feminization and interracial cuckolding.

Breaking us Both 6 

Is there nothing a submissive cuckold husband wouldn't give up for the right alpha male & master?

With his wife more and more infatuated by the charismatic and wealthy older male who she now works for, Vaughn's own business is struggling.

He wants to turn this around and reduce the married couple's dependency on the older male while winning back the respect of his young hotwife. But he’s trapped by his own bisexual cravings and his need for submission to dominant Richmond. Now, with the alpha male's own wife finding out about the affair, pressure on the young couple's marriage is about to become unbearable.

They'll be exposed to the wider world as the sissy cuckold and slutwife they've become. They'll be shared with and degraded in front of friends and co-workers. They'll be expected to humiliate themselves for Richmond's pleasure. And finally, the ultimate question will be asked of Vaughn. 

“What does a submissive cuckold husband do when his master decides he wants your wife as his own?”

Full novella size 20k word+ wife sharing erotica ebook adventure. Written from the husband’s point of view and contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public humiliation, group sex, forced bi, lesbian and sissy humiliation, submission, feminization and interracial cuckolding. 
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​​Chapter One
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“I just came to say goodnight and see you next week.” I poke my head around the door of the meeting room and nod at the two men standing next to the board table. 

“Here he is!” one of these men that now own my largest client winks at his colleague and then grins at me.

“I have to say Vaughn; you kept her very quiet didn’t you?” the man continues to grin. 

Not for the first time since these two young smart-asses took over, I haven’t got a clue what they’re talking about. I take a step into the ornate, oak-panelled offices. 

“We always do a social media analysis as part of our suitability check on every employee Vaughn– including freelancers like yourself. Don’t take it personally, its routine whenever we buy a new business. I’ve got to hand it to you, Vaughn,” he shakes his head and looks over to his partner. “Mrs. B. is a real beauty. I hope you won’t mind me saying so.” 

I force a smile, hoping my face doesn’t betray how awkward I’m feeling.

“I trust you’ll be bringing that lovely creature to the company dinner dance next month? We like to let all our employees’ partners get to know each other.” He seems to be studying me, like he’s trying to work out what attracted a woman who looks like my wife to me. 

“Yeah sure, Lily and I will be there, Goodnight.” I nod.

If there was any way I felt I could get out of being there I surely would. In fact, if my freelance IT consultancy could afford to lose their business and survive, believe me, I’d do that too. The previous owner was happy to let me work my contracted two days a week from my own home office. Not these guys. I have to drive across town and be in here at least once a week listening to their crap. I only ever got involved with a big client like this so my wife could reduce the hours she works in her job. 

I make my way down in the lift to the car park still thinking about what that jerk said about Lily. It shouldn’t be a big deal. I ought to be able to laugh it off; take it as a compliment when someone says how attractive my wife is. Instead, it gnaws at my belly, reminding me how frustrated I am having a woman like Lily but barely any sex life. 

I fire the car engine and find myself wondering all over again what the statistics are for numbers of wives who don’t orgasm when they have sex. Or for couples in their mid-twenties who hardly ever have sex anymore.

The traffic is thick and slow as I pull up at a red light. I retune the radio, looking for some music to relax me. I swipe my smartphone and study the image of Lily that lights up the screen. Smouldering green eyes and swollen lips smile lazily into the camera. She’s so beautiful.

I’m as much to blame as her for the way things are between us. I know that. My sex drive took a dive from the day I confessed I was submissive and wanted her to be the boss in the bedroom. 

I should have seen her reaction coming. It’s not the way ‘real men’ behave around where she grew up and I’d never said anything about what I wanted when she was just my girlfriend. 

The traffic starts moving and I wonder again what I can do to get my sex life doing the same thing. 

Things might be different if she’d agreed to go for some ‘couples counseling’ like I suggested – but she refused. 

Maybe it’s worth trying another sex toy? There must be new ones on the market since I last had a look for one. That was some time ago. I could call in at one of the malls on the way home tonight. 

Thankfully the adult store itself is pretty quiet when I enter. It’s far enough away from home for me not to have to worry about being spotted in here. I do sometimes wish I was more confident about this kind of thing. Harsh white lights, bright plastic and rubber items on shelves. Feathers, a little leather and some slender chains. Nothing too severe-looking; more ‘fun’ than ‘fetishism’.

I pass a couple who look around the same age as Lily and me. They’re giggling together as the guy taps her opened palm with a little leather flogger. I try to remember whether Lilly and I ever looked that at ease with each other around one of these stores. 

“Can I help you?” A heavily made-up middle-aged woman with thickly lacquered hair and tangerine-colored flesh smiles at me. She gives the impression she’s looking down her nose at me.

“Oh, er yes, I was just looking for the vibrators that kind of thing. I wondered if there was anything new in. Something you could recommend?” I mumble.

“Depends on what you’re looking for Sir.” She bustles ahead of me, her oversized ass testing the limits of her tight pencil skirt. 

“We have the ever-popular rabbits including the very latest version.” A thick, manicured finger points to the rows and rows of pink and purple two-piece hi-tech rods in front of us.

“Yes, she already has one of those,” I say quickly, anxious the assistant doesn’t think I’m looking for something for myself.

“Is there anything new, something that might work better than the rabbit?”

“The rabbit doesn’t work?” the tangerine forehead crinkles at me.

“Well, it doesn’t seem to be ideal.” I blush.

She’s handling a ‘tester’ in front of me, showing me the moving parts and explaining more than I care to hear about how they function. 

“Ah, wait a moment.” She replaces the rabbit on a display table and that ass wobbles over to the other shelf. 

“We do have a couple of new arrivals which have had very good reviews.” She lifts a purple U-shaped monster down and holds it up for me. 

“Our new DP – double penetration model,” fingers fondle both heads of the item. “One for the front and the other for the back.”

I shake my head. I’ve never suggested anal to my wife but I’m pretty positive it isn’t anything she’d ever agree to. 

“Then there are these; – love bullets, nice and gentle.” The woman holds two lilac-colored eggs and a matching remote controller in her hand. 

I sigh at the memory of various sex toys I’ve bought over the years. On a shelf behind the woman’s head stand rows of realistic cock-shaped dildos, similar to the last toy I took home for Lily. One she refused to even get out of the packaging because of what she called its ‘ridiculous size.’

I buy the love-eggs then call at another store in the mall for some flowers.

By the time I’m back home I’m already having second thoughts about trying to have some fun with Lily and the love eggs. She isn’t due back for a while yet so I put the flowers in a vase in the kitchen and take the sex toy to our bedroom. Maybe I ought to wait until the weekend before trying to introduce it. She’ll probably be tired after being in the office all day and then working out at the gym on the way back. At least by Friday or Saturday, she’ll be more relaxed and will probably have had a couple of glasses of wine. 

Why do I do this? I always try to postpone things so I don’t have to face up to them. This is why I’ve let the situation in bed between us drift for so long. 

Sometimes I wish I could be more forceful and demanding about what I want. The problem is, it’s not always easy for a submissive guy like me to take charge of a situation. 

Sure, Lily might say ‘It doesn’t matter’ or it’s ‘not important’ that she doesn’t cum when we have sex; but it does matter. I mean, what kind of husband can’t make the woman he loves climax? More to the point; what kind of husband doesn’t even bother trying anymore?

I look across to the small table next to her side of the bed. I wonder whether she still keeps her journal. If she does, and it’s still in her drawer, it might give me a clue about how she’s really feeling. 

One little peek wouldn’t matter, would it? Not it if was done to help our relationship.

I sit on Lily’s side of the bed and rummage around her drawer through a mess of magazines, hand creams, lip balms and a couple of novels. I dig down underneath a small nightie until my hand freezes. 

My fingers move slowly around on a hard lumpy texture at the bottom corner of the drawer. My heart beats quickly as I withdraw what I think I’ve found. 

In my hand is an enormous phallus-shaped vibrator. Its fake veins as thick as earth-worms. The same 9 inch ‘extra thick’ model Lily recoiled from when I first offered it to her months ago. 

I twist the base of the brutal-looking weapon and it buzzes aggressively. 

She’s put batteries in it. She’s using it!
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I stare at the huge dildo in my hands, trying to work out the significance of it being where I found it. My blood has run cold. I’d assumed this thing would still be in its packaging, collecting dust with the other sex toys we’ve bought over the years, most used only once or twice. 

If she’s got into the habit of using this to get herself off with then no wonder she doesn’t cum with me. 

I check the time. Lily should be back in around half an hour. I want to take a shower and think about what, if anything I say to her about this. 

Stripping for the shower I study myself in the full-length mirror. I can’t deny I’ve let myself get out of condition the last couple of years. It’s not easy carrying any extra weight when you’re only my height. I pick the dildo up from the bed and hold it close to my groin. It’s like a forearm with a fist next to my wrinkled little thing. OK, so my cock’s soft at the moment, but this thing would be more than three times my size even if I was hard. 

I put the dildo back carefully where I found, shower and try to work out what this all means. I guess I must have got some sort of a thrill at the idea of my wife using that thing back when I first bought it. Even so, my usual submissive fantasies have really only ever been about Lily tying me up or being in charge in the bedroom. Now though, there’s a weird element of submissive excitement in my belly about Lily having secretly ‘replaced’ me with an everlasting silicon lover treble my size. 

I push the thought to the back of my head as I move around under the hot jets of water. Am I going to tell her I found it there in her drawer and ask her about it? 

A couple of hours later I’m sitting up in bed trying to discretely watch my wife get ready to join me. Even though I’ve got increasingly worked up the more I’ve thought about it all night, I’ve decided I can’t mention the dildo. At least not yet. I don’t want Lily thinking I’ve been snooping on her. 

She sits at her dressing table tying her ‘dirty’ blonde hair back above her head and unbuttoning her black blouse. I watch the swell of her big natural bosom in the reflection. She might go to a gym and spa three times a week on her way home from work but she’s never been one of those ‘wiry’ athletic types. She’s toned up a lot over the last few months but she’s still curvy with full hips and a sumptuous round ass as well as those breasts. 

She slips a short purple nightgown over her head and climbs into bed next to me. My hands are on her almost before she’s been able to open her paperback. 

“Are you feeling OK Vaughn?” she raises her eyebrows looking surprised. 

“Lie back for me,” I say, still unable to shake the vision of her with the giant dildo.

She laughs but puts down her book and lowers her head onto her pillow. I kiss her throat, her neck and one of her ears. 

“Mmm, that’s nice,” she smiles and closes her eyes.

I’m hard already and now even more weirdly, actually finding something arousing about the way my client had talked about Lily earlier. I don’t even understand it myself. 

I slide down the bed, lifting the silky fabric of Lily’s night dress and planting little kisses on her warm belly. Her legs move underneath me. 

She moans as I reach the musk below her waist

I blow into the heat between her legs and she moans again.

My face nestles against the nest of tightly trimmed hair and her legs part slightly. I bury my tongue into the tanginess between her lower lips. Above me, I think Lily groans. I lap and suck at the slippery folds, my mind filled with images of her seeking satisfaction from a huge false cock behind my back.

I feel her body move and I pause long enough to look up and see Lily raise her arms up the bed in familiar fashion. She spreads them out wide on the mattress, under the headboard as if being restrained by some invisible intruder. 

My cock is in my hand now as I continue to lap. Lily’s hips begin writhing. Does she imagine the dildo is some hugely-endowed admirer fucking her when she uses it - not some imitation cock? 

Maybe this thought shouldn’t be exciting me, but oh God it does! Someone with the ability to make my wife cum, squirt so much that she drenches him. 

I’m jerking now, frantic as I lick and lap at Lily so hard that my tongue and jaw quickly begin to ache. Lily’s excitement is building. Her body writhes against my face and can’t bare it any longer. I push up onto my knees and plunge my throbbing erection between her long legs. They come up around my back and tighten. How small I must feel to her compared to that silicon beast. Insanely this thought pushes me over the edge. My body tenses and I gasp beyond the point of no return. 

8-30a.m. after Lily has left for the office and my head is all over the place. I’m at my desk in the back bedroom needing to start some website development work for a new client. Instead, I’m typing ‘non-orgasmic wife’ and ‘can’t satisfy my wife’ into the search engine. 

Despite my illogical arousal last night the more sensible part of my head wants to try to improve my performance with my wife. Surely there must be plenty of other wives who love their husbands but find it difficult to cum once they’re married? 

I find countless links to articles about ‘setting the mood’ with ‘candle-lit dinners’, ‘essential oils and massage’ and ‘subdued lighting’. There are whole websites devoted to foreplay techniques, ‘delaying the male orgasm’ and lists and images of unfeasible sexual positions designed to reach that elusive g-spot. There are even articles about ‘what her mind might be preoccupied with’ which could be preventing her from relaxing and ‘getting into it’.

Two hours later I still haven’t made a start on the work for my client. Instead, I’m browsing a blog post about ‘10 most common reasons women can’t climax.’ In particular a paragraph about the importance of sharing sexual fantasies. It’s a theme that’s appeared on a lot of stuff I’ve read this morning. 

A wave of sadness washes over me that Lily was so unimpressed when I confessed my own fantasies to her. She’s always denied having any of her own and I’ve always felt too awkward to push the subject with her. Everything I’ve read today says every woman fantasizes.

If I’m going to have any chance of making things better between us in bed I need to know. The only problem is that means trying to ‘man up’ and make her tell me. 
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“You’re not going start on about wanting me to be the boss in bed again are you Vaughn?” Lily laughs and sips her JD and cola at the bar. Wednesday’s aren’t a night she usually goes to the gym after work so we’re in a quiet place in town this evening for a drink and something to eat. 

“No, I’m not bothered about all that,” I lie. “I just thought if you did have any secret fantasies you’ve never told me about - you should do. I mean, if we talked about it.... it might be fun to explore them. That’s all I meant.”

Lily smiles and adjusts the fabric of her black cocktail dress near one of her shoulders. I was right to decide on a taxi into town for a change of usual scenery to have this discussion. She seems much more relaxed about the subject than she would have been if I’d brought it up in bed at home. She’s still denying it though.

“Maybe I might have them but I don’t like to talk about them.” She says sounding uncertain. She glances at me out of the corners of her eyes. 

“But I want you to tell me, you should be able to – I’m your husband.” I lean towards her on my stool, my heart accelerating in my chest.

“But I’m a lady aren’t I?” she laughs and crosses her long legs. Further down the bar, some guy averts his eyes from Lily as I spot him looking.

“I suppose I like a man to be in charge,” she says and even the subdued lighting in here can’t hide her embarrassment. For a moment I think she’s just trying to make it clear to me that she doesn’t want a submissive husband. 

“Maybe tell me what to do...” she shrugs her shoulders.

“You mean like be forceful with you?” I glug my drink, unable to look at her for a moment. 

“Maybe,” she straightens her back and her hoop earrings dance around her ears.

“How come you never told me before?”

“You never asked.” she smiles and sips her drink.

“So you have fantasies about being told what to do?” That would explain a lot. Not least of all her attitude when I confessed my own submissive side. Now I want to ask whether it’s me or someone else she imagines ordering her around. 

“I’d only want to be told what to do sometimes. I wouldn’t want it 24/7.” she smiles but still looks a little awkward. 

The bar’s filling up now and excited as I am, I don’t want Lily thinking I’m obsessing. The ice has been broken so I decide to change the subject until later when we get home. 

Back in our bedroom, I glance over at Lily as she peels off her clothes. There was a time she’d always wear sexy lace or sheer underwear. Not these days. It’s sad. We’re only in our twenties for God’s sake.

She unclips her bra and massages the strap marks on her pale shoulders. No wonder she gets sore there supporting the weight of those breasts. 

What would people say if they knew a woman like her wasn’t being satisfied in bed by her husband? 

I feel the smoothness of Lily’s skin next to me in bed as one of her legs brushes against me. I wish she’d wear sexier lingerie or even go nude in bed like I do. She says she feels the cold. 

She studies her paperback as I mentally rehearse what I’m about to say.

“So what do I make you do when you have these fantasies?” 

Lily smiles slowly and puts her book down on her lap.

“Who says it’s you I imagine?” 

“So what are the other guys like?” I move in close to her, letting her feel the stiffness of my cock against her leg.

“What are they like?” she repeats my question back to me.

“Yeah, exactly what sort of guys are they?” I kiss her bare shoulder around the straps of her little nightie.

“It’s private.” She smiles tightly, “and anyway, a lady never tells.”

“Come on, you can tell me. I think it’s hot you imagining other guys.” 

“Just guys; you know.” She shrugs her shoulders but looks as if she’s unsure what to say. 

I move closer into her, my stomach knotted as I stroke the outline of one of her breasts. The nipple stiffens.

“I’m interested,” I say softly, “It’s hot”

“Experienced I guess.”

“What do you mean by ‘experienced’?” My breathing and heart rate accelerate. No-one could ever describe me as ‘experienced’. 

“You know, someone who’s had a lot of women, someone who knows what he wants.”

“A womanizer?” my voice sounds weak. I kiss her throat and she moves against me.

“Possibly. He’s always a lot older than me” She whispers.

“Older?” that shocks me. A chill runs through me. “How much older?”

“Well, he usually has gray hair.” She laughs in my arms but her face colors a little.

“Gray hair!” now my heart is thumping wildly, my face burns. My beautiful young wife getting off on the idea of something as weird as a bossy old dude with gray hair!

“He’s arrogant too.” Her eyes are on the ceiling like she’s deep in thought.

“I thought you didn’t like arrogance, you’ve always said arrogant guys are jerks.” I’m watching the swell of her large breasts beneath her white nightgown.

“He’s not usually anyone I’d like in real life” she laughs.

“But you imagine someone like that sexually?” I’m genuinely confused. 

“It’s quite a horny thought,” her legs move against mine and she half turns to me. “Someone like that just using me for sex.”

Oh God. My balls tighten between my legs.

“How does he use you?” I’m kissing her now, slowly. She’s squirming under me.

“He’s not interested in what I want. He doesn’t care. It’s all about what he wants,” She says breaking her mouth from mine. 

“Mmmm,” I rub my erection against her, genuinely concerned I could cum just by what she’s saying. “What does he want from you?” there’s no fluid at all in my mouth. Her hand encircles my balls.

“He just wants to use me for sex, treat me like his whore.” She grips my cock.

“What does he do to you?” I kneel up in the bed and move my arm, pulling her nightgown up, exposing her breasts and seeking her sex with my fingers. She groans as I dip my index finger and one other into her hot moistness.

“He summons me, tells me I have to meet him,” she’s pushing her hips against my hand, “He tells me what I have to wear. Sometimes he’s in his office and he makes me kneel under his desk and suck him while he’s on the phone.” Her eyes are closed and her breathing heavy, squirming against my fingers. 

My head is scrambling with what I’m hearing. I don’t know how much of this is due to the alcohol she’s had but I’ve never heard Lily this way before. I know I’ll blow my load as soon as I’m inside her so I remember some of what I learned online today. I need to delay things. I’ve got to bring her off first. 

“What’s his cock like? Big, like that dildo I once bought you?” Her body stiffens against me. I continue gently using my fingers to stroke the hard bud of her slippery little clit. 

“Yes he’s big,” she whispers, “He rams it down my throat, he doesn’t care,” she’s panting now as I accelerate the flicking motions against her little button.

“He calls me names,” she breathes.

“Names?” shock courses through me and for a second I stop moving my fingers in her pussy.

“Yessss,” she groans and her breasts move heavily, her nipples pointing upwards like giant prickles. 

“What does he call you?” I draw one of her stiffened rose pink nipples between my lips. I compose myself, my fingertips again coaxing the bud between her long writhing legs. 

“His slut, his whore,” her hand grips my cock and her body stiffens, she’s all but out of it now. Her face contorts as if in agony. 

My cock is squeezed and Lily cries out beneath me. She’s gripping, squeezing against me so hard that I want to cry myself because it hurts. Holy crap- she’s coming!

The site of her squirming there in front of me, my beautiful curvy wife who looks like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth – imagining someone treating her that way. Calling her those things. I tug my cock from her hand and plunge myself into the soaking furnace between her thighs.

“He wants to degrade me...” she says, startling me. 

Four thrusts and I’m spasming inside her. Frantically, I grip onto her fleshy ass cheeks. 

“He knows I’d do anything for him” she moans as I gasp the last of my load deep into her.

We lie in one another’s arms for a long while afterwards without talking. With the fever of excitement ebbed away I’m in shock. I can’t believe some of the things she said. 

Even though I’m hardly able to process what I’ve heard, it isn’t long before my cock starts to stiffen again. I can’t shake what she told me out of my head.

“Do you ever imagine it being anyone we know?” I ask. 

“No!” she laughs hard. “There’s certainly no-one like that at work.”

“What about the gym?” I ask, my mouth clicking with dryness.

“Not late afternoons when I get to go there. Only old women doing their aerobic classes or pensioners having a sauna.”

“Pensioners have gray hair you know,” I squeeze her to me and she laughs again.

She feels so soft and warm in my arms. Her ass so firm and round. 

I compose myself, mentally adjusting the order of the words several times before I say them. 

“Maybe..maybe we should try and look for someone like your fantasy man in real life,” I mumble, part embarrassed part fearful and part crazy with desire. 

For several seconds Lilly doesn’t reply. When she does speak again her voice is so quiet.

“I’m not sure I could do anything like that for real.”
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​​Chapter Four
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Late afternoon and I’m back home. It’s probably just as well I had a meeting with a potential new client across town this morning. I wouldn’t have got anything done if I’d been alone here all day. 

I’m struggling to believe what happened with Lily last night. The more I think about it, the more I’m wondering whether I dreamt it. I’ve never seen her that horny 

She wouldn’t even discuss any of it this morning. Some of those things she said though. Where did all that come from? Bottled up frustration? And she actually came! Why the hell didn’t I try to have that conversation months ago? I guess it took a reminder from that client of how beautiful she is to prod me out of the rut I’ve been in.

I fix myself a coffee and fire up my laptop at the kitchen table. I’ve got a couple of hours before she’s back from work. 

Her words from last night echo around my head. She imagines doing ‘anything’ her fantasy guys tell her to? Seriously? Does she get off being made to do some of the things she won’t do with me? Like anal or swallowing? The thought chills me as much as the mental images electrify me. I curse myself for not asking her even more questions last night.

I gulp my coffee and wonder about the wife I always thought of as ‘quite reserved’. Does she really imagine being ‘degraded’ by some man? An older guy? No wonder she hasn’t been getting off on sex with me. I had no idea she was thinking about this kind of shit.

Fear and dread tighten my stomach yet one of my hands is over the front of my pants. Just thinking about all this again has given me another hard on. Shit, she even said she only didn’t ‘think’ she could do anything like this for real. She didn’t say she ‘couldn’t’ or ‘wouldn’t ever’. My whole body shudders. I need to get to the bathroom and jerk-off.

Back at the kitchen table with common sense descending again, I clear my head. I’ve got to draft a response to the brief I was given at today’s meeting. As I make a start, it doesn’t take long for my thoughts to begin drifting back to Lily and her fantasies. 

Why do I get excited by the thought of her getting what she wants from someone else? I bet there are millions of husbands who wouldn’t be able to believe their luck if their wives confessed to fantasies like Lily’s. They’d give her all the degradation she imagined and then some. They’d have a list as long as your arm of perverted things for her to do if she told them she dreamt of being ‘made to do anything’ they wanted. Why don’t I feel that way? 

Could I degrade Lily? Could I ‘make’ her do whatever I wanted? Those suggestions don’t sit easily with a submissive husband like me. 

I type “Wife wants to be submissive” into Google. I scroll down the list of links my search brings up. There’s information and guidance by men bragging about how badly they treat their wives. There are links to a couple of BDSM sites. I even find posts by women complaining that their husbands aren’t assertive enough with them. I smile to myself as I realize I’m double-checking to try and make sure one of those posters isn’t my wife. 

I find a blog post which stirs my groin again. A husband writing about the idea of seeking another man to ‘Use and humiliate’ his own wife. 

I can’t imagine treating Lily the way she described, but the idea of her being willingly degraded by another man, being made to do his bidding - excites me until I can hardly get my breath. 

Why is that? Maybe because in humiliating and degrading my wife, the other person would also be humiliating and degrading me? 

Lily and I are in bed together later before I can pluck up enough courage to bring up the subject of what she said last night. I don’t want to do it while we’re having sex this time. I want to gauge her attitude ‘cold’.

“It was horny last night when you were talking about other guys” I slide my eyes across to look at her.

Lily smiles but doesn’t take her eyes from her paperback. 

“About them making you do anything at all they wanted.” I trace down her arm with an index finger. 

“Hmm,” she mutters, a tense-looking smile forming at one corner of her lips. 

“What did you mean when you said you imagined them degrading you? “I snuggle up closer to her. “What sort of things would they do?” My fevered arousal pushes me to keep probing her for answers.

“Oh, I don’t know Vaughn,“ her face is flushed and her body has stiffened next to me. “It’s only something I made up. I’m trying to finish this book”

“Yeah I know, I’m sorry.” Disappointment wells through me that after all, what she said may not have even been true. Surely she couldn’t have made all that up off the top of her head? And what about her reaction? There’s no way she was faking that. 

“It was just so hot hearing it. I’ve been thinking about it all day.” I say. 

“Well, I wouldn’t get too carried away about it. It’s not likely to happen is it?” she looks away from me sharply and back to her book.

“It could...” I murmur my voice creaky.

“Oh Vaughn, they’re just fantasies.” She laughs, “I do want to finish this book tonight.”

I lie on my back next to her, confused and wondering what to do next. I honestly thought last night was going to be the start of something insanely exciting. Self-doubt and frustration ooze through me. I bet any other husband would find a way to use this situation so that both he and his wife got what they really wanted. 
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​​Chapter Five
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I’ve been in my home office, up to my neck in it on another client project most of this morning. At least that’s stopped me dwelling on my disappointment and feeling depressed about it. Now, just before lunchtime I take a break from working 

Maybe Lily’s just embarrassed about what she’s told me of her fantasies. That could be why she reacted like she did last night. Or she doesn’t like me going on about ‘other guys’, about ‘doing it for real’. She might actually want me to give her the kind of treatment she seems to get off on. 

How would I even approach that? 

What if I tried to order her around? Perhaps I could have a go treating her the way I’d like to be treated myself. Or I could ‘role-play’ at being someone else. If I imagined I was another guy treating her bad like she said she wants, then I might be able to get off on the whole thing too.

I don’t even think I could carry that off convincingly. I’m sure we’d both feel ridiculous if I tried to be domineering with Lily. 

As I rack my brains for an answer I remember some of those guys writing online about how they treat their submissive wives. 

I could post some questions and try to get some advice, or just have a conversation with one of them. Talk to someone who does this kind of thing for fun. Kind of like a mentor. 

My chest tightens as I read again some of the online posts I bookmarked. Dominant guys talking about how they treat their wives. The problem is: taking control seems to come naturally to men like these. The way they talk about their wives is completely alien to me. At the same time though, there’s a familiar shameful tingling between my legs as I imagine Lily getting off being treated the way they write about. 

There has to be one of them who are open to giving me advice on approaching this as a submissive husband. 

One of them signs off his ‘brag-sheet’ post with his instant messaging ID. ‘MasterD423’. I smile to myself. Some people don’t half take themselves seriously. Let’s see what this guy has to say for himself. 

I sign on to messenger and search for his ID. He’s online. Quickly I type a message asking him to add me. I wait for what seems several minutes, browsing other adult sites before he replies.

“Hey, wot u you got for me?” This guy doesn’t mince his words.

“I read a post of yours online about your sub wife.” 

At first, he doesn’t seem to know what I’m talking about. Or at least he doesn’t seem to recall it. I remind him of the name of the site and some of the phrases he used in his post.

“OK. Sounds like me. Wot about it?”

“Looking for advice” I type.

“With wot?”

“My wife,” I reply before adding: “satisfying her.”

“She sub?” he asks

“Yes. Just found out.” I tap across the keyboard.

“Show me her pic. Tits”

My face reddens. My pulse is in my throat. 

“Don’t have images of her topless,” I lie.

“So wot u got for me?”

“Head and shoulders pic only”

“Fuck that,” he says immediately.

I’m not sure how to respond but he beats me to it.

“Need to see ur wife if you want her fucked.”

My groin stirs but I didn’t get into this conversation to entertain some guy with images of Lily. 

“Thought you were dom,” I reply, beginning to suspect this guy is a waste of time looking for a quick lay.

“I’ll give it ur bitch hard. Send pic”

I sigh and sign out of my messenger account. I’ve got an afternoon of setting up an online advertising campaign for a client to look forward to so I’ll try one more thing. 

Maybe the best place to find some sensible dominant guy (if such a thing exists), might be on one of those BDSM sites I saw yesterday. 

Ten minutes later I’m on one of the sites that are free to join and only require an anonymous email address to do so. It has a section especially for ‘newbies’. 

I don’t have a lot of time now, so I sign up and take a quick look at the ‘newbies’ section. It’s couples mainly, introducing themselves or looking for guidance about getting more into the S&M scene. 

In another ten minutes, I’m putting the finishing touches to a short post of my own.

‘Married couple 20’s, she very attractive curvy blonde with latent sub desires. He not naturally dom. Looking to discuss with experienced male or couple.’

I’m tempted to directly mention my own submissive inclinations, but decide not to at this point. I add my anonymous email address and include a rough indication of where in the country we are, just in case that motivates someone to reply. 

Later that afternoon my phone pings a number of times to alert me to emails arriving in my Hotmail account. Each time I stop working on my client project and glance at the subject headings and first few sentences. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have used the word ‘experienced’ in my ad. These people all seem to be hardened leather or rubber devotees wanting to party. Too extreme. This is probably all a waste of time as well.

I’m so absorbed rewriting some copy for the client campaign that I’ve forgotten the personal ad by the time my phone pings again around 4 pm. I stretch my shoulders and click into the reply.

The subject line is a little less intense than others so far. It merely mentions the site name and “Your post.” I scroll down the body of the email. 

‘Good afternoon,

I read your post with interest. I am a Mature, sophisticated alpha male in my 40’s. I have significant experience with the development of compliant females – and indeed couples. It appears I’m located not too far from you and I would be pleased to discuss your situation with you. 

If interested perhaps you would reply to this email with some more details about you both, including exactly what you might be looking for. 

At that point, I can decide whether I feel I might be able to help. 

Kind Regards,

Richmond.’

There’s no talk right off the bat about ball gags or whippings. He seems like he might be relatively normal, someone who might actually listen. In fact, something about the tone of this reply has made my groin stir.

‘Mature’ and ‘experienced’ suggests he might be able to give me some of the perspective I think I need on all this. The fact that he may be located close to us means I need to take care with what I tell him. I might actually know the guy!

Maybe I should keep him waiting, play it a bit cool; but I can’t. I reply right away.

‘Hi there,

Thanks for your response.

As mentioned, my wife and I both are both in our mid-twenties. She is pretty with long blonde hair and green eyes. She’s 5’4” a size 12-14 (depending on the type of dress) and 36” bust.’ I become aware my cock has stiffened as I’ve chosen the words to describe Lily and our situation to this stranger.

‘My wife recently admitted to fantasizing about forceful older men who demean her and who only want to use her. The trouble is that kind of approach doesn’t come easily or naturally to me. I was hoping to talk to someone with experience in this kind of thing who might be able to give me some advice. I’m not really sure where or how to start.

You mentioned you are in a similar area to us, would you mind being more precise – I wouldn’t want to be talking to someone I already knew! 

Sincerely,

V’

Even as I hit ‘send’ I’m still wondering exactly what I want and expect from the guy. 

I’m winding up for the day before going down to start on the evening meal when my phone pings again. 

The heading of the email is “Your wife”. Incredibly, just the sight of that phrase on an email from someone else has tightened my stomach.

“Good Evening V,

Thank you for your reply. You seem as if you could be precisely the kind of couple I was hoping to meet and assist. 

To give you a little more information on me and hopefully enable you to feel I can be trusted (and that we don’t already know each other!); I would confirm as follows.

I’m 46 years old, a company director with my own business and married with a grown-up family. My wife is quite straight-laced (‘vanilla’ to use the jargon) and she knows nothing of my parallel interests. Namely S&M and busty younger women. 

These parallel interests have given me a great deal of experience in introducing novices to the delights of BDSM. I’m not into the ‘scene’, in terms of dressing up and such like. My interests lie more with control, subjugation and humiliation. 

If this seems to you a reasonable basis for discussion it might be good at this stage for you and I to talk to one another. If you would like to call me my details are below. You can reach me anytime between normal business hours. Alternatively, I would be happy to ring you for a discussion if you would prefer to supply me with a number.’

He includes his cell and goes as far as to name the towns he both works and lives in. Whilst fairly close, they’re both far enough away not to concern me.

I read and re-read his email several times, my stomach knotted and groin pulsating. There’s something so wrong and yet so incredibly arousing about even merely discussing my wife and our situation with this other male. Someone who freely admits he’s into ‘control, subjugation and humiliation’. And ‘busty younger women’.

Do I dare to call his number and actually to talk to this guy? If all I did was let him give me some advice - what’s the worst thing that could happen? 
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Earlier this morning I was convinced I’d call that Richmond character the minute Lily left for the office. Now she’s gone and I’m alone at last – I can’t do it. What would I say to him? What will he think of me? What the hell do I think I’m doing? Never mind what Lily might say if she knew.

Over and again I read the guy’s emails to me and his phone number. I try mentally running through the reasons this might be a good idea. 

Surely with his experience, he ought to be able to give me advice about making Lily more comfortable with her fantasies. I mean, she wouldn’t even talk about them at all last time I mentioned them. Maybe he could give me some ideas for treating her the way she wants in the bedroom. Things I might not have thought of and that wouldn’t make a sub guy like me feel foolish trying to do. If he could do those things alone then who knows where it might lead for me and her?

Then, of course, there’s my own selfish reason for wanting to progress this dialogue. A reason I still don’t fully understand. I know I’d get a weird submissive kick talking to him about Lily. 

At 11.35, in front of my desk PC, I tap his digits into my phone. I don’t let it ring. When I try again a few minutes later I hang up before anyone answers.

“Richmond.” Is all the deep, authoritative voice says when I finally do call. I almost hang up immediately he speaks. I’m frozen in silence for so long that I expect him to end the call even if I don’t. 

Neither of us hangs up.

“Hello? This is Richmond.” The accent sounds educated, from the better part of the capitol. 

“Oh, hello Richmond?” I stammer, “Yes, we swapped emails yesterday. You replied to a message I posted.” 

“Ah yes, ‘V’ isn’t it? Hello.”

“Is it convenient to talk at the moment?” I ask, cringing with embarrassment at having called myself ‘V’. 

My heart hammers in my chest. I could still hang up, even now.

“Good to hear from you ‘V’. It is convenient to talk at the moment, yes.” 

“Right, yes,” I mumble, unable to articulate what I was going to say to this stranger.

“Please don’t feel at all awkward about this V, there’s really no need. Shall I tell you a little more about myself first?”

“Yes please, if you don’t mind, that would be good.” I take deep breaths to try and steady my nerves. 

“In essence V, I’m a happily married family man, a successful professional male, who from time to time, likes to enjoy a form of what I term ‘a diversion’. My wife is a similarly successful professional individual who has no interest in S&M nor does she know anything of my external diversions. Hence I demand and return complete discretion from any involvement.” He talks confidently, as if describing a market-leading product.

“That’s good to know,” I mumble, my voice sounding thinner than I’d like.

“As I alluded to on my last email V, my particular area of expertise and enjoyment revolves around helping young ladies to explore their interest in compliance and submission. I’m not at all interested in experienced swingers or the clichéd conventions of the typical BDSM scene. All its regalia and rituals. What is of more interest to me is where I can bring out the inner submissive potential of an attractive younger woman.” 

I listen, unsure how to respond but with a chilling combination of fear and excitement seeping into my gut.

“Would you like to tell me a little more about your own situation and what you might be looking for V?” his voice is calm, totally at odds with my insides.

Once I manage to get started, the words spill from me. 

I tell him how long we’ve been together and married, an approximation of what we do for livings, even when and how my wife and I met. With a strange concoction of embarrassment and arousal, I admit to this other male that my wife seems incapable of orgasms with me through penetration. And as he questions me further about both my size and stamina, I tell him in detail of her fantasies about being treated with a firm hand by older men.

“And the solution you seek V?” 

“Well, I was hoping someone like you might be able to help.” My tongue sticks inside my mouth as I speak. 

“Well if you’re looking for someone who could potentially help her sexuality blossom, especially her latent submissive side – then I may very well be able to assist. It would really depend on the nature of involvement you had in mind for me..”

He pauses, as if expecting me to answer. I’m not sure what to say. Given the crazed feelings that have swirled inside me since I found Lily was using that dildo, I might have expected to be rock-hard discussing how to satisfy my wife with another man. Instead, although my insides are churning with a strange excitement, my cock has shriveled between my legs. 

“I have to warn you V that whatever the level of involvement you’re looking for from someone like me, I am rather particular shall we say, in the kind of women who interest me. I suspect that’s why there tends to be longer than I’d ideally like in between each of these projects that I get involved with.”

“I understand,” Now I’m worrying he might not even want to help us after all. 

“Tell me a little about your wife’s appearance V.” 

“Well, like I said, she’s mid-twenties, 25 actually. Long blonde hair, ‘dirty’ blonde is I guess the actual color.” I laugh, trying to ease the tension in my chest.

“Dirty is good,” the voice interrupts. I’m not sure whether I should laugh again too but I don’t.

“Go on..” urges the voice. 

“She’s very pretty, 5’ 4”

“Yes, you mentioned that. Is she 5’ 4” in heels or barefoot?” 

“Barefoot,” my voice croaks at the sudden firmness in his tone.

“Her breasts,” he says, “You mentioned your wife has a 36” chest, what about her cup size?”

What the fuck am I doing answering this roller-coaster of questions about my wife? 

“I’m not sure.” I mumble, “pretty big though”

“You youngsters.” He laughs, “Whatever happened to attention to detail?” 

This time I do laugh.

“She sounds lovely V. Tell me, would you feel comfortable mailing me a basic picture of her? Just her head and shoulders.”

I hesitate a moment before replying. 

“I guess,” my chest and stomach further tighten. My heart is thudding like a kick-drum in surround sound. 

“Would you do it in a moment for me, while we’re talking?”

For several seconds neither of us speaks. Then he tells me he’s just emailed me an image of himself.

For some reason, even with the way he speaks and his apparent background, I half expect a picture of his genitals. 

Mercifully what I get is nothing of the sort. Rather, the jpeg is a head and shoulders photo of a distinguished-looking and undeniably handsome, physically fit middle-aged man. Confident brown eyes stare directly into the camera. He smiles but his lips are closed.

“Thanks for that,” I mumble. I could still just put the phone now.

My hands tremble as I compose a reply to his email that contained his image. I scan the ‘My Pictures’ file on my PC and attach one of my favorite holiday snaps of Lily. She’s sitting looking beautiful in a flowery summer dress with a white ribbon in her hair and a glass of wine in her hand. She’s at a table in a restaurant. The picture is perfectly decent but the top of her dress is low-cut. Even with the distraction of her beautiful face, few red-blooded men could prevent their eyes lingering on her cleavage. 

“She is pretty Vaughn. Very pretty. You weren’t exaggerating at all. Intense chartreuse green eyes..... lovely.” the voice says slowly. 

I don’t know what ‘chartreuse’ means but I want him to mention my wife’s chest. I’m strangely disappointed that he makes no reference to it.

“I have to say V that from what you’ve told me so far and certainly from what I’ve seen; I’d be most interested in discussing this project further with you. I suspect I may be able to help you.” 

“That’s great” I say, immediately regretting what must sound like over-enthusiasm.

“In my experience V, whether or not you feel similarly; neither of us will know for sure without seeing the whites of each other’s eyes or so to speak.” He pauses as if letting me digest his words. 

“I think the next course of action to determine whether we feel there is indeed a way forward, should be for you and I to meet face to face V. No obligations either way of course. That will enable us to explore your wife’s needs – and of course your own, in a little more detail.”

A meeting? Already? Shit! Now I do want to panic. 

Either Richmond has done things this way before or he’s reading my mind.

“There’s no need to worry. I’m going to leave the idea with you V. I have a board meeting to attend shortly. I would suggest a hotel reception area where I can buy you a coffee and we can have a relaxed chat together. Have a think about it and call me again if you decide you want to take this next step.”

He sounds like he’s arranging something perfectly reasonable. Something like an informal coffee or lunch with a long-time golfing buddy. Not a discussion about my wife and what she and I want in bed. My heart pounds so wildly I’m convinced he’ll be able to hear it down the phone. 

“My time is usually fairly flexible during the day so I can work around you. I hope to hear from you. Goodbye for now V.”

Once the phone is out of my hand and I can step back to think about the conversation, my cock is iron hard. I rush to the bathroom and beat myself off. 

As soon as I’ve cum I’m enveloped by guilt and shame. I shudder at having discussed Lily with another man almost as if she were a piece of livestock. What am I doing? What would she say if she knew?

I’m convinced there’s no way I could ever meet with this guy.

All afternoon my emotions swing wildly around. One minute certain I’m betraying Lily and knowing I should put a stop to this whole thing right now. The next, I’m feeling an equally overwhelming conviction that I need to call Richmond back. 

By 3:35 pm I’m waiting for him to pick up.

“V.” He says, sounding pleased if a little surprised, 

“I’d like to take up your offer of a no obligations meeting Richmond.”

In less than 5 minutes I’m back in the bathroom, gasping down the pan with a time in the diary for the following day. I still doubt I’d ever actually go through with any meeting. 

A short while later my phone alerts me to an email confirmation of the agreed time and place. A hotel the other side of town. At the end of Richmond’s email is a further request.

“I’d appreciate it if you could bring two or three more images of your wife. Nothing explicit at this point. Just enough to display her full shape beyond that pretty face
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