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A Final Thank You

Description:

What more submissive cuckold humiliation than to surrender your new wife to the same dominant alpha male who took your ex?

Vaughn's not even married for the second time yet. But he soon will be. He's moved to a new home with a new business and he's in love with a beautiful new fiancée. She’s the girl of his dreams. A hot, ambitious, younger woman who knows nothing of his shameful past. 

And having lost his first hot wife and marriage to his submissive cuckolding obsession, Vaughn knows that this time around must be different. He has to keep any cuckold cravings under control. Strictly fantasy only. No matter how frustrating that might be.

But he’s about to have a problem.

Richmond, the wealthy older male who took his first wife and who subjected Vaughn to bi domination and chastity training is back on the scene. And the controlling old alpha male likes what he sees of the new woman in Vaughn’s life.

How will Vaughn react when a demanding Richmond expresses a sexual interest in his fiancée? Can he keep his darkest, most shameful desires at bay, or will he risk his new relationship, his manhood, and even his business to be cuckolded and owned again by Richmond?

This novella-sized c. 25k+ 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, rough sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 
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Chapter One
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“If those two guys get much closer to our girls I might have to go over and give them a slap,” my business partner Craig is shouting at me above the James Brown track. I know he’s joking. But that hasn’t stopped him looking repeatedly over my shoulder, checking his wife and my fiancée Zaria on the dance floor.

I follow the direction of his eyes across the club. This time I focus on the two middle-aged guys in business suits hovering near our partners on the edge of the spotlighted floor. Champagne flutes in their hands, the men are taking turns shouting into each other’s ears. One, in particular, seems fixated with my fiancée’s short skirt and long, shapely legs. 

Anxiety leaks into my gut as does a gnawing excitement. 

Sometimes all the logic in the world, all the pain of what happened with my ex, still aren’t enough to stop the excitement. Not when we’re out somewhere like this and a girl as pretty as my Zaria is dressed the way she is now. 

“Don’t worry about it Craig. You can’t blame the guys for wanting to try can you?” I laugh, but I’m keeping half an eye on the dance floor too. The attention she’s getting is pumping adrenalin through me and I’m breathless. But I know I could never put myself through anything like that again.

“How are the preparations for the big day going anyhow Vaughn?” Craig takes a swig of his Bud.

“I’m not even sure I know,” I yell, grateful for the opportunity to think about something else. “Sometimes I feel completely out of the loop. It’s almost like I’m incidental to the whole wedding. I guess that’s the price I have to pay for Zaria having a ‘hands on’ Mom living so close to us.”

“Trust me Vaughn,” Craig grips my shoulder, “you’re better off out of the whole planning bit. Just make sure you turn up on the day and stay sober long enough to do the business in the bedroom later,” he laughs and his eyes follow mine towards the dance floor and the two guys who’ve now made their move.

I’ve worked hard to keep my cuckolding fantasies under control this time around. But nights out like this are difficult. Zaria might think her ass ‘sticks out too much’ or that her bust is ‘too small’ (which it isn’t); but she knows how good her legs are. She doesn’t try to hide them on the rare occasions she can persuade me to take her to a club. 

“Can I be honest with you about something man?” Craig’s arm goes around me and he blocks my view of Zaria. This is the part of being the ‘designated driver’ for the night that I don’t like. Listening to other people’s alcohol-fuelled ramblings when I haven’t been drinking.

“Yeah sure,” I say and moving my head, see that Zaria and Craig’s wife still have their backs to the two guys who are now attempting to dance with them. 

“When you insisted we hire Zaria for the business Vaughn; even after you and her first started dating, I thought she was a mistake. I didn’t think she was really interested. I thought she was ‘aloof’. Hot; but ‘aloof’ all the same.” 

“Sometimes you can be too honest you know Craig,” I laugh, “and in any case, I didn’t ‘insist’ we hire her, as you put it. She was the stand-out candidate from the ones we interviewed. As you well know.” 

Inside I’m smiling to myself. I get what he means about the default look on Zaria’s face. She’s got a gorgeous, wide smile when she chooses to use it. But you’d probably describe her natural expression as ‘deadpan’, ‘unimpressed’ or even ‘serious’. To a submissive man like me, that kind of a look on a girl as attractive as her is irresistible. 

“Anyhow,” Craig pulls me closer, he’s starting to slur his words. “I just want to say I was wrong. She’s been great for our business. The clients love her and I love her too. Because she makes my buddy happy”. He tries to kiss me but I ease him away. 

Across the room, the two businessmen have somehow formed a cluster of four dancers with Zaria and Craig’s wife Denise. 

My breath quickens. 

Denise looks like she’s trying to ignore the guy who’s shuffling around directly in front of her. But the bigger of the two guys, the one facing Zaria, he’s a better mover. He looks far more at ease than I ever could be on a dance floor. 

He’s smiling, shouting to her as they dance together, gesticulating with his hands. She’s laughing at something he said. 

He moves towards her, touching her bare shoulder. His face right up against her long, dark hair. My stomach simmers. She’s laughing again. But then she smiles over at me, rolling her eyes. 

“You’ve got to remember,” Craig bellows at me, “I didn’t understand Zaria’s background before she came to work for us. About her Mom and her coming over from the Ukraine when she was a kid and her Dad had died,” he’s shaking his head, “and then her Mom marrying that other waste of space and having to take on three jobs to get by. No wonder your girl turned out so ambitious,” he says, like he’s telling me something I don’t already know.

“Yeah, well her Mom’s making up for it now by being a pain in the ass wedding planner,” I laugh, but my eyes are back on Zaria and the middle-aged guy. He’s stopped dancing and he’s concentrating on talking to her. 

Sexually hypnotic though the sight is, for a second, a mounting sense of panic nearly propels me across to her to pull her away from the guy. 

But she’s looking over at me again now, mouthing the word ‘Help!’ around the side of him and laughing. 

“You didn’t trust her because you didn’t believe I could pull a girl that hot unless I was being played eh Craig?” I clink the neck of my bottle of cola against his Bud and we both laugh. 

“Nah,” he shakes his head. “You showed me that photo of your ex don’t forget. I know you’ve managed a hottie at least once before. I’m just not sure how,” this time, Craig clinks his bottle against mine.

The girls have picked up their handbags and are making their way back to us. 

Zaria says the way she walks, with her head in the air (‘proud’ I call it), is probably something to do with the ballet lessons she was forced to do as a teenager. Her Mom’s way of trying to ‘keep her away from boys’. Whatever the reason, the guy she was dancing with is following her ass with his eyes while he drains his champagne. 

In the car on the way back, Zaria falls asleep and I have to wake her when we reach our apartment. I hope she’s in the mood for it tonight. That guy coming on to her has leaked the old cuckold fantasies back into my head, got my imagination working overdrive.

I undress and I’m in bed before she’s even finished taking off her make-up. I’m hard under the covers. Zaria’s at her dressing table mirror in her matching lemonade-pink camisole top and tiny shorts for bed. 

“You took your time getting rid of that old guy in the club didn’t you?” I feign amusement, but I’m studying her reflection in the mirror. She moves her chestnut brown hair back away from her face and leans towards the mirror, rubbing off her eyeliner,

“Which old guy?” she says to the mirror.

“The one you were dancing with.”

“I’m not sure I’d call that dancing,” she laughs and steely, aqua blue eyes crinkle at my reflection. 

“Actually”, she yawns and approaches the bed, “he was telling me all about his Porsche,” she slides into the bed next to me. 

Irritation at this unknown male’s attempt to attract my fiancée with his wealth tussles with a thrilling arousal. One that I know better than to reveal. I ease myself across the bed, close up to her fleshy, round behind. 

My hands feel below the satin hem of her little shorts to the backs of her silky thighs.

“What did you think when you heard he had a Porsche?” I say and I’m not even sure where those words came from. I brace myself for her answer, conflicted and confused about how I want her to
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