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Description:

What happens when a husband goes behind his wife's back and arranges for her to be seduced by the kind of dominant alpha male she's always dreamt of? 

A certain Mr. Richmond Coyle.

Everyone who knows Vaughn thinks he's one lucky guy to have a beautiful wife like Lily. 

Little do they know.

Not only is Vaughn a frustrated submissive husband with an unfulfilled longing for dominant training and cuckold humiliation. He's also married to the kind of young hotwife who thinks 'real men don't behave like wimps' and who takes very little pleasure from his attempts at love-making.

When Vaughn discovers Lily's libido is not as low as she's been claiming and that she has submissive fantasies of her own, he senses an opportunity. A way for them both to get what they really need in bed. The only problem is this will mean deceiving his wife. 

At least at first...

How will a submissive husband react when he introduces his wife to her ideal type of guy and the man in question wants more than mere control of the young hotwife? 

He wants domination and use of the husband as well..

This 21k+ 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. 
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​​Chapter One
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“I just came to say goodnight and see you next week.” I poke my head around the door of the meeting room and nod at the two men standing next to the board table. 

“Here he is!” one of these men who now own my largest client winks at his colleague and then grins at me.

“I have to say Vaughn; you kept her very quiet didn’t you?” the man continues to grin. 

Not for the first time since these two young smart-asses took over, I haven’t got a clue what they’re talking about. I take a step into the ornate, oak-paneled offices. 

“We always do a social media analysis as part of our suitability check on every employee Vaughn– including freelancers like yourself. Don’t take it personally, it’s routine whenever we buy a new business. I’ve got to hand it to you, Vaughn,” he shakes his head and looks over to his partner. “Mrs. B. is a real beauty. I hope you won’t mind me saying so.” 

I force a smile, hoping my face doesn’t betray how awkward I’m feeling.

“I trust you’ll be bringing that lovely creature to the company dinner dance next month? We like to let all our employees’ partners get to know each other.” He seems to be studying me, like he’s trying to work out what attracted a woman who looks like my wife to me. 

“Yeah sure, Lily and I will be there, Goodnight.” I nod.

If there was any way I felt I could get out of being there I surely would. In fact, if my freelance IT consultancy could afford to lose their business and survive, believe me, I’d do that too. The previous owner was happy to let me work my contracted two days a week from my own home office. Not these guys. I have to drive across town and be in here at least once a week listening to their crap. I only ever got involved with a big client like this so my wife could reduce the hours she works in her job. 

I make my way down in the elevator to the car park still thinking about what that jerk said about Lily. It shouldn’t be a big deal. I ought to be able to laugh it off; take it as a compliment when someone says how attractive my wife is. Instead, it gnaws at my belly, reminding me how frustrated I am having a woman like Lily but barely any sex life. 

I fire the car engine and find myself wondering all over again what the statistics are for numbers of wives who don’t orgasm when they have sex. Or for couples in their mid-twenties who hardly ever have sex anymore.

The traffic is thick and slow as I pull up at a red light. I retune the radio, looking for some music to relax me. I swipe my smartphone and study the image of Lily that lights up the screen. Smoldering green eyes and swollen lips smile lazily into the camera. She’s so beautiful.

I’m as much to blame as her for the way things are between us. I know that. My sex drive took a dive from the day I confessed I was submissive and wanted her to be the boss in the bedroom. 

I should have seen her reaction coming. It’s not the way ‘real men’ behave around where she grew up, and I’d never said anything about what I wanted when she was just my girlfriend. 

The traffic starts moving and I wonder again what I can do to get my sex life doing the same thing. 

Things might be different if she’d agreed to go for some ‘couples counseling’ like I suggested – but she refused. 

Maybe it’s worth trying another sex toy? There must be new ones on the market since I last had a look for one. That was some time ago. I could call in at one of the malls on the way home tonight. 

Thankfully the adult store itself is pretty quiet when I enter. It’s far enough away from home for me not to have to worry about being spotted in here. I do sometimes wish I was more confident about this kind of thing. Harsh white lights, bright plastic and rubber items on shelves. Feathers, a little leather and some slender chains. Nothing too severe-looking; more ‘fun’ than ‘fetishism’.

I pass a couple who look around the same age as Lily and me. They’re giggling together as the guy taps her opened palm with a little leather flogger. I try to remember whether Lilly and I ever looked that at ease with each other around one of these stores. 

“Can I help you?” A heavily made-up middle-aged woman with thickly lacquered hair and tangerine-colored flesh smiles at me. She gives the impression she’s looking down her nose at me.

“Oh, er yes, I was just looking for the vibrators; that kind of thing. I wondered if there was anything new in. Something you could recommend?” I mumble.

“Depends on what you’re looking for Sir.” She bustles ahead of me, her oversized ass testing the limits of a tight pencil skirt. 

“We have the ever-popular rabbits including the very latest version.” A thick, manicured finger points to the rows and rows of pink and purple two-piece hi-tech rods in front of us.

“Yes, she already has one of those,” I say quickly, anxious the assistant doesn’t think I’m looking for something for myself.

“Is there anything new, something that might work better than the rabbit?”

“The rabbit doesn’t work?” the tangerine forehead crinkles at me.

“Well, it doesn’t seem to be ideal.” I blush.

She’s handling a ‘tester’ in front of me, showing me the moving parts and explaining more than I care to hear about how they function. 

“Ah, wait a moment.” She replaces the rabbit on a display table and that ass wobbles over to the other shelf. 

“We do have a couple of new arrivals which have had very good reviews.” She lifts a purple U-shaped monster down and holds it up for me. 

“Our new DP – double penetration model,” fingers fondle both heads of the item. “One for the front and the other for the back.”

I shake my head. I’ve never suggested anal to my wife but I’m pretty positive it isn’t anything she’d ever agree to. 

“Then there are these; – love bullets, nice and gentle.” The woman holds two lilac-colored eggs and a matching remote controller in her hand. 

I sigh at the memory of various sex toys I’ve bought over the years. On a shelf behind the woman’s head stand rows of realistic cock-shaped dildos, similar to the last toy I took home for Lily. One she refused to even get out of the packaging because of what she called its ‘ridiculous size.’

I buy the love-eggs then call at another store in the mall for some flowers.

By the time I’m back home I’m already having second thoughts about trying to have some fun with Lily and the love eggs. She isn’t due back for a while yet so I put the flowers in a vase in the kitchen and take the sex toy to our bedroom. Maybe I ought
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