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Description:

When does the BDSM play of a dominant younger wife with anger issues become sadism toward her cuckold husband? When is a hotwife really a slutwife?

Cuckolded before they were even married, Submissive husband Jay is more than happy to be subjected to the other dominant demands of his pretty young wife, Mariella.

He knows he had a lucky escape with the cuckolding by her ex and he doesn't want to take that chance now she’s his wife.

Jay thinks a marriage of domestic service and discipline can satisfy them both. 

But even though her ex is now absorbed by another relationship, Mariella is not the kind of wife to go unnoticed by other men. 

And a wife sharing obsession is no logical thing. Especially when a highly-sexed, hotwife like Jay’s discovers the possibilities offered by male chastity. And when she comes to the attention of a wealthy, married bull more her own age.

Will Jay be able to keep his submissive cuckold fantasies and Mariella's appetites at bay? Or will he and his hotwife be unable to resist; even if the bull seems to show an interest in Jay too?

This 26k+ word, wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other BDSM activity including cuckolding humiliation, domination and submission, body worship, domestic discipline, whipping and male chastity. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 
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Chapter One
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Jay

Now that I’ve read what she showed me, I’m not sure how to tell Mariella what I think of her first completed story. The last thing I want to do is to upset her again. Not when we’ve only just moved into our new home together. 

I glance up from clearing the dirty dinner plates off our polished glass dining table and peer over at the back of the sofa. 

Mariella sits with her hair pulled back in a ponytail which with a new color in it, looks more ‘golden’ than caramel-blonde. She’s watching a movie on the wall-mounted TV. 

“Shhh,” she hisses as the cutlery clatters and I slide my dirty plate beneath hers. 

A drop of cold arrabbiata sauce smears on one of my index fingers and I lick it away. I try to mentally piece together some positive-sounding comments I could make about the second draft of the novella she’s written. A story set somewhere in Austria and which, despite what she seems to think, is still a long, long way from being ready for publication. I did warn her that the ‘romantic time travel’ genre might be a stretch too far for her first attempt.

“What was it like with Una right after you’d moved into your first home together?” she says above an ad break.

Halfway back to the open-plan kitchen I hesitate to reply. Mariella has always been sensitive about anything I say in relation to my ex. And since our own wedding, she’s seemed even more touchy about everything. I peer back at her, perched with her delicate bare feet curled under her adorable backside. Even in a baggy turquoise pullover and old leggings the sight of her almost takes my breath away. 

She yawns, jabs at the remote, and dismisses the ad break for another channel. 

“I honestly can’t remember what it was like with her,” I lie and continue to the kitchen with the plates. Not that there would have been anything much to report even if I’d told Mariella everything I could recall from being in my late 20’s and those early days with my ex-wife. 

I add the plates and cutlery to the pans and a measuring jug in the sink and soon find myself worrying about the question Mariella just asked me. About whether it’s related to her apparent impatience with me since we married. How much it might have to do with her potential disappointment from my lack of stamina in the bedroom, or even my ‘size’. Or perhaps, because she was secretly hoping that Anton’s commitment to his new girlfriend might waiver and she could start up with him on the side again once we were married.

I shouldn’t think this way. A lot of the time she’s blissfully happy. She tells me as much. 

“You should have seen the place I lived when I got married first time around,” Mariella shouts from the sofa, “a grotty little downtown apartment. I remember asking myself on the first night there with him; ‘is this all there is to my life now’? I should have known right away the marriage could never work.” 

My stomach clenches. Is she trying to tell me something? 

Surely the six months we’ve been together is plenty of time for her to realize she made a mistake with me. Especially now the excitement of looking forward to the wedding has passed.

I swirl the hot running water around in the sink. One thing I definitely don’t ever remember about me and Una was me feeling so insecure about her. But then again, I didn’t a double-take almost every time I looked at Una. I didn’t wonder on a daily basis how I’d got so lucky as to attract her in the first place. 

And of course, Una didn’t leave me shackled in the cellar before cuckolding me when we were only engaged. Or beat me with a whip the way Mariella has.

“You’re not asking yourself the same thing now about me and you are you?” I say, trying to make my voice sound light-hearted; “you’re not wondering whether this is all there is?”

Mariella laughs.

I sponge the remnants of pasta sauce from around the rim of the chrome pan. Maybe it’s being the sole provider this time around that worries me too. Una had a good career and income. Now the finances are all down to me and sales of my last book were mediocre again, to say the least. 

“Of course I don’t feel the same about me and you,” Mariella says over her shoulder when I’m back at the dining table collecting the grated parmesan, the salt, and pepper pots and wiping the table down. 

My heart swells and relief oozes through me. The girl loves you, Jay. She gives you everything you ever dreamed of. Why persecute yourself with insecure thoughts? 

“I had to run around after my ex-husband the whole time I was with him. Same as with Anton,” Mariella says around the side of the sofa, “washing, cleaning, cooking, fetching beer, behaving like their idea of the perfect, obedient female.”

“Well you don’t need to do that anymore,” I say. 

“No, because I’ve got someone who appreciates me and who does everything he can to make me happy,” she makes a kissing noise in my direction. I smile back at her puckered lips and she’s curling an index finger at me. 

“Hang on a second,” I say and hurry the condiments into the kitchen. Then I return to her and sit on the floor in front of her with the coffee table at my back. 

She smiles lazily down at me; beautiful big brown eyes fringed by thick, natural lashes. Mariella leans forward and I rise to meet her kiss. I thank my lucky stars I got away without losing her to Anton when I encouraged her to sleep with him again. 

“You’ve never really told me much about when you were married before,” I say, happy to allow her to further contrast what she and I have, with a relationship she’s always described as a ‘disaster’. 

“He was a slob. Good-looking I suppose, but a waster. Almost worse than Anton,” she laughs. 

I smile slowly at her words, but the respite from insecurity congeals with fluttering arousal in my belly at her description of the way her ex looked. 

I need to steer clear of that sort of thinking. I had a close enough escape when she got back with Anton. I should be grateful for a beautiful wife with a genuine dominant streak. There’s absolutely no need to encourage unnecessary risk now she’s my wife.

“I should have known what it would be like being married to him from the way he looked at other women. Even when we were dating,” she sighs.

Her eyes are back on the TV now so I gaze up at her.

“Eventually, being with him reminded me of how my Mom and Dad were. The way Mom would empty my Dad’s pockets looking for ‘evidence’ of his cheating. She dragged me out with her one night when my Dad hadn’t come home. I was real young. I had to sit in the car with her outside some motel while she chain-smoked and we waited for him to come out with some other woman. The car stank of cigarettes and I felt sick and then there was all this screaming. I just wanted my bed.”

Shit, maybe I shouldn’t have brought up the subject of her ex-husband after all. “Well, I’d have looked out for you if I’d known you when you were a kid,” I hold her hands and kiss the top of each in turn. 

“You’d have been in college at the time and probably got arrested for showing interest in me as a minor at that age,” she says and we both laugh. She releases my hands and moves her feet from under her rear. Then she sits right back and crosses one long leg over the other. 

Her bare feet; tiny toes painted a mulberry color are as ever, too much for me to resist. I shift position on my knees, take the buttery flesh of her top foot in both hands and begin to massage the underside of it. 

Mariella arches her back, stretches her torso like a cat, and then her arms, “so; tell me what you thought of my story,” she says. 

“I think it definitely showed promise,” I say, looking up from kissing the top of her left foot. How do I tell her the story needs a total re-write? This isn’t like reviewing a stranger’s work online, or even face-to-face at an author workshop. This is the woman I love.
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