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Description:

They tried to tell him Elise wasn't the kind of Girlfriend who would make him a Good Wife 

But Will wouldn't listen. 

He knows he's lucky having a girl as super-hot hot and sexy as Elise at his side. In fact, he can hardly wait to romance her on their first-ever holiday together. 

Sex-starved Will even has a marriage proposal planned for the other end of their journey on the overnight train to the coast.  

What he hasn't planned for is the arrival of two rough alpha male room-mates on their sleeper train. The kind of men determined to do more than merely turn the head of his luscious girlfriend and hotwife to be. 

Could submissive Will cope with realizing the girlfriend he worships is as attracted to these other guys as they are to her? Could someone he loves so much really be the unfaithful and cuckolding type? 

More to the point; how is Will going to handle the horror he wakes and finds himself watching? 

This 10,000 word short story adventure is written from the boyfriend's/would-be husband's point of view. It contains very explicit descriptions of sexual activity and action including voyeurism, interracial & group sex, first-time cuckold humiliation and submission. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.
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Chapter One
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“Sorry,” I apologize as the huge holdall I’m carrying knocks into someone else’s elbow on the train. My idea of pushing through the crowded saloon carriages on our way to the sleeper section wasn’t the best I’ve ever had. Not with so many other passengers still trying to find their seats. No doubt my girlfriend Elise will be quick to point out my error once we do finally reach our cabin. 

She’ll be right of course. It would have made a lot more sense to continue down the platform before getting on the train. 

The thing is though, walking through the train with her in front of me like this, means she gets a lot more looks from people already on board. Guys already in their seats. That might sound kind of weird. But I like it when guys notice my girl. It makes me feel proud to be with her. It makes me feel like someone special. Even now, sometimes when I look at her I can’t quite believe she’s mine. 

I adjust the position of her holdall on my back so I can squeeze past some fat old lady who’s trying to ram her bag into an overhead locker. 

I still don’t understand why Elise needed to bring so much stuff with her just for one week’s vacation. Her holdall’s so heavy that I couldn’t really let her carry it herself. My mom and Dad might be old fashioned, but they did bring me up to treat a lady right. Especially when she’s as pretty as my Elise.

Anyway, carrying her bag for her while she leads the way through the train with my little rucksack over her shoulder means I get to watch the movement of her butt in her tight jeans. 

She’s got one of those cute little ‘bubble-butts’ that kind of sticks out almost like a shelf. It probably looks bigger than it really is because her waist is so slim. People say she sticks it out on purpose when she walks. But I know for a fact it’s just the way her body is shaped. Some people are just jealous.

I smile to myself as I look at her. If she says ‘yes’ then she’ll be more than just my girlfriend by the time we come home. I’m asking her to marry me this week. I’ve got the ring with me. Please God let her say ‘Yes!’ I only hope Mom and Dad will feel different about us being together once I tell them Elise is my fiancée. 

“Hey Baby.” A guy standing by his seat fumbling in his trouser pocket for something, curls the corner of his mouth into a smile as Elise approaches. He moves to one side to allow her through. I’m not sure if I’m imagining it, but he seems to inhale deeply on her long chestnut brown hair as she passes him. So close that she brushes his thighs with her ass. My face flushes but there’s a familiar tingling in my groin. 

The train guard makes another announcement through the crackly PA. Something about the buffet car and timings. 

Boy am I looking forward to a week relaxing. This first year out of college and into work has been tougher than I could have ever imagined. 

At last we reach the relative quiet of the first of the sleeper carriages. The corridor is on the right hand side of the train now and open views of the countryside hurtle by under the evening skies. The sleeper cabins themselves are on the left.

“This is it; number 26.” Elise sighs, swinging my little rucksack around her shoulder to find her purse and the key. 

“Excuse me,” a middle aged business-man seems to embarrass himself doing a double-take at Elise as he squeezes past us both with his overnight bag and briefcase.

Elise crunches the key into the lock and I follow her inside. 

“Well, what do you think?” I smell the faint trace of bleach and look around the blue sofa-style seating on either side of us. There’s a bunk bed above both each sofa with a small aluminium ladder up to each. I hope she’s not disappointed. This first holiday together needs to be perfect.

“It looks cosy Will,” she smiles and kisses my cheek. My groin heaves in my pants at the warmth of her body and her scent invading my nostrils

“We’ve got our own sofa each as well as a bed,” She throws my rucksack onto the floor and her lovely round ass passes close to my face as she steps up onto one of the ladders to inspect the bunks. 

“I’m having this one Will,” she pats one of the beds. 

I’m going to have to come clean and tell her.

“There’s not a lot of space up here but the bunks feel comfortable.” Off the ladder now and fully on her chosen bunk Elise laughs and pulls the curtain across the side of her bed.

“I quite like it.” She says from above me.

I grunt as I lower her holdall to the ground. I stretch my shoulders and arms then take a step up the ladder. 

“The thing is Elise,” I begin, unsure about exactly what to say next. 

Why don’t I hold off even telling her? If no-one else comes; she wouldn’t even need to know. She’s much more likely to let me make love to her if I say nothing. 

Sometimes I wish I was one of those guys who can lie to people without feeling bad about it.

“They didn’t have any private cabins left when I booked.”

“What do you mean?” high cheekbones on a beautifully symmetrical face poke out from behind her curtain above me. Perfectly-shaped eyebrows lift and her slate-blue eyes peer down at me.

“These sofas fold down into two more beds.” I mumble, “If they’re needed. Only if someone else has actually booked them I mean..” I don’t like the way she’s looking at me. 

“Four beds?” Elise’s brow crinkles and her shoulders emerge. Her silky hair tumbles around her face as she looks down and across the carriage at the lower seating. 

“Well I did say I wasn’t sure what kind of cabin we’d be able to get.” I shrug my shoulders and open my palms towards her, racking my brains for what to say to reassure her. I know I should have made the booking earlier to secure private accommodation. But I had to wait until I got paid. 

“It’ll be fine. In any case,” I say quickly, “we’ve got the top bunks and the beds have all got their own curtains so even if somebody else did come...”

“Share with someone else?” Elise eases herself down the ladder. Shit, please don’t let this ruin tonight. 

“Why didn’t you warn me before Will?” her face has blackened. She pulls off her little leather jacket, throws it onto a sofa and slumps down next to it. She drops an elbow on the arm rest next to the window, sinks her chin into her palm and stares through the glass into the night.

For several seconds the only sounds are the steady white noise of the outside roaring past and the muted clickity-clack of the rails.

“It’ll be fine I promise.” I crouch down beside her. “Look, there’s nobody else here now is there and there’s only one more stop before morning.”

“There’s nobody here yet,” she pouts, sulkily.

“Would it matter that much if somebody else had booked these anyhow?” I nod towards the sofa opposite. “I mean we can just put our earphones and eye masks on, close our curtains up there and zone out can’t we?”

She sighs heavily and thumbs one of her ears making her gold hoop earring jump. Her face has tightened. 

“It’s only for one night isn’t it ? We’ll be on the coast baking in the sun before you know it and then a whole week together in the apartment. Just you and me.” I try to kiss her but she turns her head away. She stares off sullenly into the darkness.

“Come on,” I stroke her arm, “why don’t we have a lie down together on one of the bunks? You told me it was cosy up there.” I kiss her cheek, she smells good enough to eat. 

“What about when the other couple arrive?” she frowns and looks at me like I’m some sort of stupid child. 

“We don’t know if there will be anyone and in any case,” I sit close to her nuzzling her neck, “The doors don’t open from the outside once the bolt is on.” 

I’m desperate
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