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Description:

What would you do if a dominant alpha male that you hated wanted your hot wife?

Simon looks like he has it all. He's got a new highly paid job doing what he loves and the kind of attractive young wife that would make most men happy and contented.

But Simon isn't like most men.

He has an unfulfilled yearning to be cuckolded by his wife. The trouble is; his loyal young wife Abi seems to have a low sex drive and has never shown any enthusiasm for being shared with other men.

When the estranged husband of one of their old friends arrives back on the scene and takes an interest in Simon's wife, her reaction seems like it could be an opportunity for Simon to get what he wants. 

The only problem is that the guy in question is an intimidating, much older man, a dominant alpha male that Simon has never liked. 

How will a submissive husband and would-be cuckold react when a rough, arrogant user makes an aggressive play for his young hotwife? Would he really be prepared to put his marriage, self respect and even career at stake to subject himself to the humiliation of being cuckolded by a man he hates? 

This c. 23k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s, wife's and bull's point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including public 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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Simon

The guys behind my wife and me at the hotel bar are checking out her ass. I heard them. I’m not sure who they are yet, but I’ve got that same tightness across my chest I always get when guys look at Abi. 

I glance at her alongside me in her black cocktail dress. I knew she’d make an impression at my first company Xmas party. No-one expects an average-looking 31 year old accountant like me to have a young wife as hot as Abi. 

Butterscotch blonde hair and smoky cinnamon brown eyes. She smiles slowly at me with those luscious, naturally swollen lips. If she heard what those guys behind us were saying about her, she’s not showing it. 

“Glass of white wine for my wife and a JD and cola for me,” I say to the barman. Even though we’re staying here overnight, this is going to be my last drink. I’ll move on to neat cola after this one. I like to keep my wits about me when we’re out together. Especially when Abi is dressed up like she is tonight. I like to notice every look she gets, everything anyone says about her. And I want to remember exactly what happens if I can get her in the mood when we get back to our hotel room.

“I tried to tell him it was the new finance wizard in front of us,” a guy around my age with slicked-back hair is digging his companion in the chest and grinning at me when we turn from the bar with our drinks. He adjusts his loosened tie and his eyes slide onto my wife before returning to me. Next to him, an older, overweight guy in a mohair suit extends an arm towards me. He runs the fingers of his other hand through his gray hair. I think the pair of them might be from the sales department.

“And this lovely lady is?” the gray haired guy is still gripping my hand but he’s smiling at my wife.

“Abi, Abigail my wife,” I say.

The other guy looks like he’s been overdoing the free bar tonight. He doesn’t seem aware he’s staring at my wife’s tits. 

My belly clenches. 

The two of them steer the conversation between us away from how I’m settling in at my new job with the company and onto Abi and the school she teaches at across town. I make my excuses and head for the bathroom.

My breathing has quickened as I cross the room. 

Abi will know exactly what I’m doing. I like her to flirt with guys who seem in awe of her, the kind who would normally have no chance with someone as good-looking as her. We both know any flirting won’t go any further. Even though there was a time when I hoped one day it might. 

Those two guys are probably checking out the shape of her body again now I’ve gone. Pretending to be interested in her career, when all they want to do is gawp at her thrusting cleavage. Manoeuvring themselves so they can take a better look at her legs or her round butt in that tight dress. 

I take my time reaching the washroom and once there, study myself in one of the mirrors. I’ve never understood why I feel this way. So proud at the surprise and envy in the eyes of certain other guys when they see what a beautiful wife I have. And yet, I get so excited when some of those same guys try to come on to her.

She’s always laughed when I’ve suggested taking things any further with another guy. She says she could never do anything like that. But she’s never had a very high sex drive. Even though I thought that might change when she went back on the pill after we gave up trying to have kids the last time.

“Simon; there you are,” Peter my new boss, strides in to the washroom while I’m washing my hands. “My wife and I were talking to your lovely other half earlier this evening. That young lady is a real asset to you. You make sure you look after her,” he slaps my shoulder and heads for the urinal. 

I thank him and dry my hands. Sometimes I do wonder what people would think of me if I didn’t have a girl like her at my side. 

Back near the bar the two guys are still with Abi. She’s laughing. My pulse quickens. 

At first they don’t acknowledge my return and continue to chat amongst themselves. My cock stirs in my pants. It’s insane really. How can being ignored like this by the three of them actually excite me? 

After a moment or two she seems to spot me. She smiles and takes my wrist. 

“Can we go and dance?” her eyes gesture towards the function room where the DJ has started up the music again. 

An hour or so later my wife is all danced-out and I’m desperate to get her into bed. We’re on our way upstairs to the bedrooms when her phone beeps with an incoming text message. 

She digs the phone out of her clutch bag while we’re in the corridor outside our room. 

“Oh my God!” Abi is staring wide-eyed at the screen.

“What is it?” the room key fob swings in my hand

“Kate and Max..” Abi scrolls a lacquered fingernail up her phone. 

“What about them?” I twist the key in the lock and mentally picture Kate, the pretty, but sinewy redhead with the boob job and her much older husband Max. The couple were neighbours of ours a year or two back. 

“They’re splitting up,” Abi is shaking her head slowly,

I push the polished wood door to our hotel room open and click on the lamps inside. 

“I can’t say I’m surprised. I always thought that 11 year age gap between them was too much,” I hang up my jacket, trying to keep any obvious satisfaction out of my voice. 

Kate and Abi were quite close for a while before the other woman and her husband moved down south and we lost touch with them. But I never had much time for him. Even though we did some occasional socializing as couples. He was too full of himself. All brawn, no brain.

“I don’t suppose their backgrounds helped. Her being from all that money and him some sort of professional gym bunny.” I say.

“Simon you can be so snobby sometimes,” Abi sighs. “He was in sales. He had his own personal training and nutrition company.”

I shrug and start unbuttoning my shirt. I never understood the way some of the other wives used to flutter their eyelashes at that Max character when we were at neighbourhood barbecues or dinner parties. He reminded me of some of those jocks back at high school. 

“What happened between them anyhow? He leave her for one of her even younger friends?” I laugh at my own joke.

“Doesn’t say, but she’s thrown him out,” Abi continues scrolling through what must be an epic of a text message. “Apparently they’ve had problems for a while. Max has moved back up this way on his own. He’s got a daughter around here from his first marriage he wants to try and rebuild his relationship with,” she reads.

“I never had much in common with the guy. He was always working out.” I study my bare torso in the mirror. I really ought to start doing some exercise myself to firm things up a little. 

Abi finishes tapping something into her phone then sits on the edge of the bed and kicks off her heels. She massages one of her delicate feet with their painted crimson toenails and then takes off her earrings, making her blonde hair sway around her shoulders. 

“Still, I guess at least now you’ve heard something back from Kate after all this time.” I sprawl back on the bed; adjusting the pillows behind my head as Abi stands and starts undressing. I wonder what those two guys at the bar would say if they could see her now. 

“The text wasn’t from Kate,” she reaches her hands behind her back to the zipper at the top of her dress, “It was from Max.” she says.
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