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Description:

What happens to a cuckolded Husband when the dominant alpha male sharing his submissive wife wants them both humiliated?

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?

This 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. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 
Get my Free 11,000 word Hotwife Cuckolding ebook

If you’d like to be first to hear about new Tinto Selvaggio ebook releases, be first in line for Free Audiobooks when each is published, and Get my Free Hotwife Cuckolding ebook right now, then sign up for my newsletter here. 
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Chapter One
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“I’m afraid we won’t be taking up the option to renew your contract at the end of next month.” My client leans back in his high leather chair the other side of his desk and opens his palms at me. He shrugs his shoulders as if the decision is out of his hands. 

“My partner and I would like to take the opportunity to thank you for all your input since we took over here Vaughn,“ the other suit standing near the window in their wood-panelled boardroom speaks for the first time. “We both wish you well for the future,” he crosses the room offering me his hand. 

“Yes and a shame we never did get to meet your good lady wife in person. You kept her a secret right to the end didn’t you?” smiles the partner in the leather chair. “Give her our best too though won’t you Vaughn?”

My face flushes at the mention of Lily. It doesn’t take much to make me feel insecure about her at the moment. Not after what I saw her doing with Richmond in that parking lot. Sometimes I suspect everyone who mentions her to me knows what's been going on. 

I wipe my clammy palms on my pants and make my way down in the elevator to the car park. I won’t be sorry to lose that arrogant pair as clients even though it might mean Lily has to increase her hours at work until I can replace them. 

I check my watch. If I get my foot down in the car I should still be able to reach the gym my wife goes to before she gets there. 

The traffic is pretty light at this time of the afternoon and I make the gym and Spa in plenty of time to avoid being seen by my wife. I tuck the car into a corner of the parking lot. From here I’ll be able to watch the entrance door to the gym without any cars directly passing me and risking the drivers catching sight of me. 

In some ways I feel ridiculous sitting here. I’m sure there’s absolutely nothing to worry about. I haven’t heard anything from Richmond for nearly a fortnight. Not since he said he had to go overseas for a few weeks because of a new business his company had bought. He said he’d be back in touch as soon as everything was sorted over there. But still I can’t shake this sneaking suspicion that he and Lily could be going behind my back. That they could be keeping me ‘out of the loop’ or so to speak. 

Anyone who tells you that submitting to another man and surrendering your wife to him is straight-forward is lying to you. Sometimes you’re plagued by nagging insecurities that make you do things like I’m doing now; sitting waiting in my car. Other times all you can think about is the mind-blowing sexual arousal so intense that you can hardly sleep at night. 

It comes in waves or cycles. 

A car swings in to the car park and I sink down into my seat in case its Lily or Richmond. It’s a Honda though. I watch it pull-up across the lot and a huge-assed woman with blue-rinse hair waddles across to the entrance with her pink gym bag. What the hell am I expecting to see hiding here like some third-rate private detective? 

Why would Richmond have lied to me and not really be abroad at all? Does the idea even make any sense? Why would Lily tell me she was meeting a girlfriend at the gym then going straight out for a meal with her after working out? I just need to see for myself that it’s not Richmond she’s meeting tonight without me being told.

Is this what paranoia is like?

These last few days I’ve been feeling more scared than excited about my wife and him. Maybe it’s because Richmond hasn’t been around to talk to about it and I obviously can’t bring the subject up with Lily. She still has no idea I’m even aware of him, let alone that I ‘introduced’ her older lover and her to each other. What words would any husband use to try to explain to his wife exactly what I’ve done here?

I drum my fingers on the steering wheel, more convinced than ever that I should put a stop to this whole thing. 

I turn the engine back on so that the heater can warm my legs. The late afternoon sun is sinking, taking the temperature with it.

What if Richmond was lying about going away at all and he only said it because he never wanted to be seen or heard by either of us again?

Maybe that’s how predators like him work. I shudder at the brief mental image of myself on my knees at his feet. Guilt and self-loathing try to smother me. I shove the thoughts away.

Maybe once someone like Richmond has proven that he can take what he wants from else’s wife and humiliated her husband; he moves on. Perhaps he just likes the challenge or the chase? He debased me in that hotel suite and my wife in front of those strangers in that parking lot. What if we’re nothing to him now and he’s moved on to the next conquest?

Perversely, something about the phrase and the thought of a man like Richmond taking what he wants from my wife then dumping her makes my groin throb. 

Lily’s car hurrying into the parking lot almost takes me surprise. I duck down out of sight. Realistically I doubt she’d notice my car even if it wasn’t so well hidden. It’d be the last one she’d expect to see here. 

I crouch, waiting for the sound of her car door closing and her heels across the ground. When the sounds don’t come I inch upwards, craning my neck to see Lily’s white car beyond the other vehicles directly in front of me. I can make out her head in the driver’s seat, exhaust fumes outside rising towards her back window. She’s waiting. For Richmond?

My heart pounds. I couldn’t bear to lose her. If she’s meeting him behind my back I have to confront her tonight. But how? What do I say without admitting what I’ve done? 

A car horn sounds and a small burgundy-colored Ford pulls up alongside Lily’s car. I squirm further down in my seat. My wife gets out of her car grinning as does the brunette from the Ford. They hug and I watch Lily’s rounded ass as both girls walk across the parking lot with their gym bags. 

Looks like Lily was telling the truth after all. What kind of a fool am I wasting my time like this?

Back home I’m relieved and more clear-headed about everything now. As temporary as this might be, I’ve all-but convinced myself that Richmond has ‘moved on’ and that it’s probably the best thing that could have happened. 

I fix myself a cappuccino and decide to make a start on some marketing for a new client. If I draw up a list of suitable local businesses I can start canvassing them with my freelance services when I’m working from home tomorrow. 

I’m going alphabetically through a trade directory and have got as far as the letter ‘C’ when my phone alert sounds. A new email in my ‘anonymous’ hotmail account. I’m so absorbed in the trade directory it takes a couple of seconds for me to register the potential significance. 

My throat and stomach tighten at the sight of Richmond’s name. The subject heading is one word: ‘Return’. I hesitate and then with my pulse throbbing in my throat, click into the body of the email.

‘Good evening Vaughn,

I hope you and Lily are keeping well. 

My heart bangs in my chest like a repeatedly slammed door at his mention of my wife.

‘Apologies for not having been in touch for a while. Matters here have been far more complicated than I anticipated. I think even my own wife has begun wondering whether I still exist! 

I’m pleased to say though that the new business set-up here is finally concluded and I can now leave it in what I hope are the capable hands of my team. My return flight has been booked for late tomorrow night. I’ll need to sleep off the inevitable jet-lag and attend to family matters for a day or two, but should be able make myself available towards the end of the week. 

I think it’s important we have a catch up ASAP and
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