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Description:

Spencer is in denial about his wife sharing urges. He shuns his deepest hotwife desires and wants to keep them suppressed because the twisted, conflicted jealousy is so difficult for him to deal with. It makes him uncomfortable and ashamed. Scared of what he might one day do. He’s determined to stay away from the fantasies. Even if doing so dulls both his libido and his sex life. And as a consequence, those of his pretty young wife Grace.

So when his boss in a new job shows a keen, if furtive interest in Grace and the couple’s sex life improves hugely as a result, Spencer is faced with a dilemma.

Does he keep his wife well away from his boss and continue his old life of sexual frustration? Or does he encourage a little mild flirtation, safe in the knowledge that no decent employer would ever seriously seek to violate the marriage of a valued employee? Especially when the employer is as seemingly harmless as Spencer's.

But what if he learned about his new bosses’ connections? Relationships that could ultimately lead all the way to the hotwife harem trainer...

This is a c. 31k+ word ebook novella of hotwife sharing erotica. An adventure, written mostly from the husband’s point of view, it contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including wife sharing, voyeurism, submission, cuckold humiliation, spanking and rough sex. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.


Chapter One

Spencer

I’m still not sure about that bright, lemon-colored facade on our apartment block. My Chevy Cruze ticks over at the red light queue and I peer beyond the empty passenger seat. Out through the window at the three-story building. That same garish paintwork my wife Grace insisted was ‘so cool’ the very first time she saw it. Before we even moved in here.

The car ahead moves off so I inch forward, then indicate right for the parking lot at the rear of our building and touch the brakes. Before I make the turn, I glance up at our second-floor balcony. The sun is strong for early September. There’s a guy out on the balcony next to ours. Didn’t expect that. New tenants moved in already? The old guy who lived there before only just passed away. But if there are new neighbors, I better give them a knock before tonight. Tell them about the party and invite them. Don’t want to get off to a bad start with them. I’ve got enough to deal with tonight without pissing off the people next door with our housewarming.

I pull the car around the side of the yellow building and swing it onto the uneven concrete area. A parking lot that’s subdivided into individual spaces by partly faded, painted white lines and which could do with a major resurfacing. I park up in space number ‘13’ in front of the wall and get out into the warm air. Open the trunk.

“Hi Spencer,” a frail voice behind me says, “been working out?”

“Hey, Margot. No, the gym was this morning. I’ve been into town,” I smile at the old lady from the ground floor. Her dachshund Charlie paws my jeans and I crouch down to make a fuss of him.

“Food shopping?” Margot peers into the trunk.

“Yeah, been out for some bits and pieces for tonight,” I say and stand. “Get myself out of Grace’s way while she tidied the apartment. Are you going to pop up early on for a drink? Some of the other neighbors will be there with a few friends and guys from work. It won’t go on too late. And don’t worry; we won’t make a lot of noise.”

“I’ll be in bed before you get started I shouldn’t wonder,” she shakes her wispy, gray hair, “but you young ‘uns have a good time,” she waves a hand like she could care less, “handsome boy with that lovely wife of yours. Me? I’ll sleep through an earthquake.”

I laugh and say ‘goodbye’ to her and Charlie. Before I pull out the box of Bud, snacks, dips, and the two extra bottles of vodka Grace asked me to pick up, I slip a small paper bag into the pocket of my leather jacket. An ‘unmarked’ bag with two items inside that I bought at the mall. Items Grace didn’t ask me for. I close the trunk.

Plenty of guys my age use cock-rings and Viagra. Maybe not both at the same time, but so what? It’s the weekend. I only bought them to make sure me and Grace have a great end to the night after everyone’s gone home. It’s been a tough first month in the new job. I’ve put all my energies into that and probably neglected her. But her inhibitions come down when she’s had a drink or two. Mine as well.

I lock the car. Despite what I tell myself, something about using ‘artificial aids’ to guarantee a good performance in bed makes me uncomfortable. I’m not telling Grace I bought them. I don’t want her to think we’ve got a problem.

I take the elevator not the stairs. I shouldn’t. Despite going to the gym earlier I need all the exercise I can get. I can’t shake the extra pounds I’ve put on since I gave up playing squash and football when we moved out here. I examine myself in the elevator mirror. As soon as I’m more established in the job and work eases up a little there, I’ll cut back on the early starts and late finishes. Step things up at the gym. Work out in the week as well as Saturdays.

I reach our floor and the tiled corridor that leads to our apartment. Wonder whether everyone we invited will turn up tonight. That’s one of the worst things about hosting your own party. Worrying in case no one comes. And if they do, whether they’ll enjoy themselves. Still, Grace’s sure it’s the best way to get to know people around here. And get closer to new co-workers.

“Hey. I’m back,” I yell and close the front door. I hang my jacket up on a hook in the hall and pull out the bag with the steel cock-ring and viagra in. Stuff those into the pocket of my jeans. I’ll hide them in the bedroom for later. After I’ve unpacked the food.

Across the other side of the living room, the sliding door to the balcony is wide open. I take the food and drink into the kitchen where the washing machine whirs. The room’s otherwise spotless now but there’s a mound of dark clothes on the tiled floor, presumably ready to get washed next. I move the mound aside with my foot so I can get to the fridge. Get a tiny black lace g-string tangled around one of my Nikes in the process.

I unbox the beers and squeeze them into the fridge with the dips. Stash the crisps and snacks in a cupboard. Then glance at the living room area behind me. Not a thing out of place. I only hope Huey my boss and the other guys from work aren’t shocked by how small our home is.

“Grace? You outside?” I call again. I want to see if there’s anything else she needs me to do in preparation for tonight.

“Yeah, I’m here,” she calls back.

I take the opportunity to sneak the small paper bag into our bedroom. I tuck it between a Dean Koontz novel and that ‘Embrace your Darkside’ self-help book in the drawer of my nightstand. I can hear another voice outside too. Male. The new people next door must be out on their balcony as well.

I hurry out of the bedroom and cross the living room, ease through the sliding door, and out into the late afternoon sun.

“Hey,” Grace smiles up from one of the two seats we’ve squeezed onto our little balcony. She’s in her purple bikini. Sat cross-legged with her chocolate brown hair tied up off her shoulders. Her white Kindle lays on the tiny table at her side. She’s grabbing the last of this year’s sun.

For a second I feel bad again about not being able to take her away on vacation over the summer.

“Afternoon,” a voice says and a guy on the next balcony grins over at me.

“Oh. Right. Hey,” I say and try to force a smile, “just moved in there?” He’s older than me. Over-styled, oily hair. Looks a little smarmy. A bit like Grace’s ex.

My teeth clench. Has he been wording her up the whole time I was out? Checking out his hot new neighbor in her bikini? I straighten my back. Jealousy wells inside me. But somewhere within it lurks that other feeling too. One that’s even worse.

“No, no,” he laughs, leans both elbows on the edge of his balcony, and looks right over at us both, “I was just telling your wife, I own this apartment. Rent it out. New tenants won’t be moving in until next month.”

“Right,” I nod, still irritated, but a little relieved now too.

“Did you get everything we needed?” Grace shields her pale, forest green eyes from the sun with one hand and gazes up at me.

I nod. Glance at the tops of her pert boobs in the bikini and wonder whether the ‘oil slick’ next door has been doing the same. Or was he more interested in what he could see of her legs?

“Well, we better go start getting everything ready,” Grace says and her chair creaks as she grabs her Kindle then gets to her feet. “Nice to meet you, John.”

“You too,” he wiggles his fingers at her and nods at me, glances at her again, “hope the party goes well tonight.”

I step back so Grace can get through the door and she pecks my cheek. She smells of coconut tanning cream.

“Is it all in the kitchen?” she asks and heads across the living room.

“How long was he out there talking to you?” I watch the thick swell of her butt sway as she walks. The indents of her slim waist. Exposed olive flesh between thin strips of purple lycra. Her slender legs. A figure that despite her denials, is every bit as trim as when we first married.

“Only a minute or two,” she calls back.

My fingernails dig into my palms. That perverse combination of jealous anger and sick arousal swirl through me. But I won’t let myself feel this way. It always frustrates me too much. And it’s not who I am anymore.

“He was just asking how we’re settling in here,” she says and I join her in the kitchen, “telling me about the new tenants who’ll be moving in.”

I bet he was. I look away from her. Don’t want her to see I’m pissed about it.

“Hey, you can’t be jealous of him?” she grabs me and laughs. Then hugs me. “I’d finished tidying the apartment and was out there minding my own business when he came out and said ‘hello’. I could hardly scream and run inside just because of what I was wearing, could I?”

“I guess,” I shrug.

“Anyway, there was a time you used to say you liked me getting attention from other guys,” she puckers her smooth, usually wide lips, then presses them to my mouth.

She must be missing sex with me to bring that up. She used to just laugh whenever I asked her to flirt with other guys.

“I never liked you getting attention from someone I hadn’t met before,” I say and feel my face heat up, “or when I wasn’t with you at the time.” And not from guys who look like him out there.

Thankfully, at first, there’s precious little time to dwell on my mixed emotions. Or what Grace said, or that landlord from next door. There’s too much to do getting ready for seven p.m. when people are due to arrive.

I move the dining table against a wall and push the dining chairs out of the way and then add more songs to a suitable Spotify playlist. Grace prepares and covers the cold food, then arranges drinks glasses on the table, along with bottles of spirits so people can help themselves to those, or chilled drinks from the fridge.

She showers first and while she does, with everything else finished, I pop a Bud. Then in the living room, I wait my turn in the shower. Now, I do give some thought to what happened earlier. And to how it made me feel.

I over-reacted. Grace has always gotten attention. Even if admirers don’t often have the balls to approach her. Only the cockiest guys. She says it was the same before we met. Says it’s because of her ‘resting bitch face’. She doesn’t have one. It’s because she’s so hot and the way she carries herself. Deportment. Head in the air. Maybe because she used to do gymnastics. I don’t know.

But I do know I won’t get sucked into obsessing about her making eyes at other guys anymore. She was never comfortable doing it. And those few times she agreed to try, I ended up getting jealous and arguing with her. Then the following mornings I’d hate myself. Both for asking her to do it, and then for getting upset when she did.

And besides, all those wife-sharing fantasies aren’t normal.

“It’s all yours,” Grace appears, all smiles with a fluffy pink towel around her body and another, smaller one like a turban around her wet hair.

I hand her a glass of Prosecco and head for the shower.

By seven-thirty, it’s clear I needn’t have worried about people not turning up. There’s a Depeche Mode deep house remix playing through the bluetooth speaker and everyone we invited is already here. I’m in the kitchen with Adam and Frank from work.

“Huey seems in a buoyant mood about the last game launch,” I say to them both. Particularly for a man who arrived here alone after a row with his girlfriend.

“Quite right too,” Frank shrugs broad shoulders and swirls the contents of his bottle of Bud, “I nearly ended up with divorce papers served after the hours I put in at the office hitting that deadline.”

“Sounds like neglecting the wife goes with the territory,” I say.

“Usually only in the final weeks of a pre-launch,” Frank says. “Anyways we’ve got Huey’s post-launch ‘thank you’ event to look forward to next weekend. Two parties on the run.”

“You are coming, right?” Adam asks, peers up at me with his mono-brow furrowed.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I say, “I feel a bit of a fraud about it. I only joined the firm at the tail end of development.”

“Don’t talk shit,” Adam says, “you did your bit, dude. A junior designer is as big a part of the team as everyone else.”

“I appreciate that,” I clink my bottle to his, even though I don’t necessarily agree with his words. “Where’s Huey having his party? At his place?”

“Doubt that,” Frank shakes his head, “but he never tells us where. Likes it to be a surprise. Always a good night though. Like tonight. Gives us one after every game launch. Hopefully be lap-dancing like last time,” he grins at Adam and raises his glass.

A lap-dancing bar? I’m not sure how happy Grace would be about me going to one of those.

“Anyway, be a briefing about the next design project first thing Monday,” Adam says, “so let’s forget work talk and concentrate on drinking.”

Later, in the living room area, where most of the others are, I find Grace looking gorgeous in her tight, black party dress that hugs and emphasizes her figure. She’s already getting her ear bent by my bearded boss Huey.

He’s got an arm around her waist. He’s never even met her before. For a moment, restless, confused feelings bubble inside me. Maybe stirred by that guy on the balcony earlier. But I block the emotions off. Deny them.

It’s a party. You want your wife to get on with your boss, don’t you?

I talk myself down and leave the scene. I spend time with Kay who owns the Wellbeing center where Grace works. And with Kay’s husband whose, name I forget. Then I circulate to try and get to know the neighbors we invited. Huey is holding forth with a group of them like he’s known them for years. I run into another neighbor outside on our balcony with his wife and then a while after that, I’m back in the crowded living room where people are dancing to an Eminem track. Adam with his dark-skinned girlfriend Wendy find me and he hands me another beer.

“I think it's me supposed to be keeping you guys watered,” I say.

“Don’t worry ‘bout it,” he slurs and laughs.

“State of our leader,” Frank appears from somewhere and nudges me. Nods his head towards the other side of the room and Huey.

My boss waves his arms in a way that might just about pass as ‘dancing’. I take a step to the left to see better. He’s dancing with Grace.

“I guess he must have something about him,” Adam says, “your wife looks like she’s having a good time.”

She does. I widen my stance. Maybe too good a time?

No. I’m being ridiculous. She wants to make a good impression on him for my sake. And she hasn’t been out partying anywhere for ages. I’ve been too busy.

“Huey has got something about him,” Frank says and then laughs, “a big ginger beard and glasses.”

“The nerd look can be attractive to some women,” Frank’s short-haired wife mutters and sips her wine, “especially wealthy nerd.”

The music changes to that old Santana track ‘Smooth’ and Huey stays with Grace. I move my position some more and my stomach is tight. I sip my beer and stare through the other dancers. Grace spins around and has her back to Huey. She lifts her hair from her shoulders, grinds her jutting butt into him.

Fuck. I squeeze the neck of my bottle. His hands are on her hips.

“I wouldn’t worry about Huey,” Frank says, close to my ear, “everyone knows what he’s like. Especially with pretty, younger girls like your Grace. Probably why he’s in his 30’s and can still never keep a woman of his own. That, and the fact he’s a commitment-phobe. Says so himself.”

My eyes are glued to my wife. Almost as tightly as Huey is. She laughs and grinds against him. His hands move over her ass.

The fucking nerve.

Grace laughs again but slaps his hands away.

It’s a party, Spencer. A party. Everyone’s just had a few drinks. It’s harmless.


Chapter Two

Kevin

Opposite me, Evie sucks the straw of her incandescent green cocktail. The color of her drink is the same as one of the lights behind her, above the restaurant bar. She peers over her right shoulder at a couple at another table.

I lower my eyes to her frilly, cream blouse and the lace section that covers her chest. It’s patterned lace over a kind of net effect and although subtle, it hints at the size of what’s underneath. I was going to wait until dessert before I broached the subject again. But it’s no use. I can’t. The sense of emptiness drives me crazy. And the more time that’s gone by since we last saw Richmond and she did it with him, the less interested she’s been in even discussing it.

My frustration is getting so bad that lately every time I focus on my wife’s boobs or butt, or even her mouth; I imagine how Richmond would react to seeing her again. How much he’d want to ravish her.

“Joe’s been onto me again,” I swirl my glass of beer, look up into her soulful brown eyes, and will the conversation to go differently this time, “asking when the four of us are going out again. Me and you with him and Rachel.” I study her reaction, dread a sigh or an eye roll at the mention of the couple who helped mentor us into hotwifing in the first place.

Evie does sigh, but it’s only a small one. “I know,” she says, “Rachel’s left a couple of messages for me at work too.”

A wave of positive expectation surges through me. Joe promised me he’d make sure Rachel spoke to Evie. Keep on at her to meet up again. “Did you call her back?”

“I said we’ve been busy lately, “ she shrugs and strokes the stem of her glass like it’s a slender cock. She doesn’t look up at me. “Said we haven’t been going out much ourselves because we’re still spent-up after the vacation. That we’re trying to save money now.”

She’s spoken to her. That’s got to be some progress. “What did Rachel say to that?”

“She invited us to their place. Said she’d cook and we could stay in for a cheap night if that works better for us.”

“That sounds OK doesn’t it?” I swallow a mouthful of beer and watch her. Despite how I’ve reassured her, she still feels bad about what she did Richmond and his buddy that night on vacation. I thought she’d have come to terms with it by now. She likes Rachel’s company though. She’s said as much in the past. If I can get her to spend some time with Joe’s wife and be reassured by another women’s perspective, then hopefully, I can get her back on track.

“We’d only get into all that talk again about you know what,” Evie looks up at me and pushes a fallen lock of her honey-blonde hair behind her ear, makes her hoop earring jangle.

“Richmond?” I say his name.

“Me doing things with other men,” Evie whispers and looks away.

“Would that be so bad?”

“Kev, you know how I feel about it. What we used to do.”

Her phrase ‘used to’ feels like a kick in the stomach. “Yeah, you’ve said. But I still don’t see why,” I say.

She lowers her head and shoulders then leans across the slatted wood table toward me and whispers again, “You’re not the one who let two other men…,” she leans back again with the sentence unfinished and lifts her cocktail to her lips.

“I realize that but I’ve told you before,” I keep my voice down too, open my palms up at her, “we were on vacation. Plenty of people do things they wouldn’t normally do when they’re on vacation. But I love the fact that you did what you did for me. Because I wanted you to.” I leave out the bit about me being almost as scared as I was thrilled by her raucous, unbridled passion while she was double penetrated.

Evie shakes her head.

“I mean it,” I say and reach across the table for her right hand. Deliberately not her left hand, where her wedding and engagement bands are. “How many wives love their husbands enough to do something like that just to please them?” I ask and keep any blame for that night away from her. Stress again that I’m the reason she let two men take her at once.

Evie doesn’t pull her hand away but still doesn’t look convinced. Or happy.

“We’d only be meeting Joe and Rachel again for a few drinks or whatever,” I stoke her slim fingers, her polished pink nails, “they’re good fun, aren’t they? And talking to Rachel might give you fresh perspective on everything. Another wife who’s been in the same position. No pun intended,” I say and squeeze her hand, grin.

Now Evie rolls her eyes.

Evie says she needs the washroom and she puts her napkin on the table then pushes her chair back. Her boobs shift in her blouse as she stands and smiles tightly at me.

I watch the movement of her protruding rear and her hips in the pencil skirt as she crosses the restaurant in the direction of the washrooms. Glance around, see if anyone else checks her out.

A fat old man looks up at her from his meal with his wife. A floppy-haired guy drinking at the bar nudges his companion and smiles at Evie. I can’t see her face to know if she responded. But she doesn’t stop walking.

With her gone, I replay mental images of her sandwiched between Richmond and his friend. Memories I’ve ‘used’ so many times since. Evie crushed and sweaty, pounded and slapped and both holes taken by older men. My cock hardens under the table.

I shudder though with disgust at the unstoppable reminder of what Richmond made me do to him that same night. Push it out of my head. That was an aberration. I was swept up in the otherworldly intensity of my wife in a threesome with two other men. Same as she was. I’d never do anything like that again.

But maybe my guilt and shame are the same as Evie feels about her compliance that night. For a second it crosses my mind to confess to her what Richmond made me do. Say to her: ‘If I can get over that…’

I couldn’t tell her.

I wash my mouth with beer, think about Evie alone with Richmond. Then on her knees at the feet of Lucas, her stepsister’s boyfriend, Maybe if she refuses to have anything to do with Richmond again, because of what happened the last time, then I can get her to consider another meeting with Lucas, her step-sister’s ex-boyfriend? Or even someone completely new?

How long did it take to find the right guy last time though? How many false starts? And ‘someone new’ isn’t what I really want, is it? It’s not what excites me the most. How could it be? A stranger, or Lucas. Richmond persuaded Evie to go with another man at the same time as him, and two other women! His power over her was frightening.

How else would I ever witness scenes as incredible as those again? Who else could bring that level of submission out of my wife?

After the meal and more drinks I pay, then Evie and I head out to the car. We hold hands as we walk under the stars in a clear sky and I try to work out exactly what my next move should be to make some sort of progress with her. Although she’s still resistant, she hasn’t said a definitive ‘no’ to meeting up with Rachel and Joe. And if I can make that happen and give Evie plenty of time to chat with Rachel, then hopefully we can get back on track with Richmond.

I dart a glance at Evie. It feels wrong being so manipulative but I can’t stop myself. I’ve tried. It isn’t solely guilt that slackens my stomach though. On some level inside me I know I must be crazy to want Evie involved again with a man who can make her do the kinds of things Richmond can. A ‘decent’ part of me knows I could grab this opportunity to keep walking her away from him.

In the car, she crosses her legs and plays with the buttons on the radio, looks for a station she prefers. The back half of one of her heels swings loose of her bare, high arched foot. No anklet anymore but somehow the sight of her pale flesh there reminds me of how sweet and innocent her little feet always looked every time Richmond fucked her. In complete contrast to the ‘sinful’ things the rest of her body would do with him.

My cock stiffens in my pants. I’m going to stop for sex on the way home.

A short while later I pull off the main freeway and peer across at Evie.

“Kev, are you taking me where I think you’re taking me?”

“We haven’t done it in the car for ages, have we?” I turn left and head down a dark lane that we haven’t used in a while. A change of scenery for sex tonight might help change her outlook. “I don’t want to wait until we get home,” I say, “you look too hot.”

Evie peers out at the dark.

I park up with no other cars in sight and kill the engine. Silence and darkness all around. I lean across, kiss her. “Slide your seat back.”

She smiles and undoes her seat belt. Eases the passenger seat right back. I lean across, kiss her again and help her unzip her pencil skirt.

Then, mentally assuming the role of Richmond, I wriggle her skirt down over her smooth thighs and clamber across. Fondle her fleshy hips and butt. “Take these off,” I say and pull at her panties, kiss her again.

Evie raises her hips a little and we get her panties to her ankles.

Kiss her and feel her slit. Wet. Always willing.

“Ooh,” she murmurs and her hands tug at my belt and zipper.

I take over. Pull my cock free and show it to her.

“Mmm,” she moans, and her little hand strokes it.

I finger her, two of Richmond’s fingers and she moans again, kisses me.

I can’t wait. Need it now. I spread her wider and raise her knees a little. Sink down hard into her. Oh, that’s good.

“Ooh,” she gasps and closes her eyes. The insides of her thighs clamp my body.

I push hard, grip both her hips. “I meant what I said, you know,” I kiss her throat, “you shouldn’t feel bad about anything you did in Crete. You looked incredible,” I tell her again and thrust hard. Fast. “We both know you only did it because I wanted you to,” I pull her blouse open, kiss the tops of her cleavage.

Evie pants, works her hips against me. Her nipples visibly stiff inside her white bra.

“And because you can’t resist doing what Richmond tells you to.”

“Mmm,” she bites her bottom lip.

“You can’t, can you Evie?”

“Don’t Kev,” she turns her face away on the headrest.

“It's the hottest thing in the world when you let Richmond do this to you Evie,” I pound her, bite her neck.

“No Kev. Oh, God,” she moans, shivers, and her pussy clenches, thighs lock me in place.

Maybe I should ease up the talking, but tonight I can’t. “Imagine this is Richmond Evie,” I claw at her hips and her butt, sink my fingers into her flesh, “Richmond who hasn’t touched you for months. Imagine how desperate he is for you.”

“Oh, Kev.”

“He’d go crazy with you.”

“Mmm,” she moans.

“He’s doing it to you. Doing it to you right now.”

“Oooh,” she exhales hard. Her breath shivers and she cries out. She’s climaxing already. Cumming at the thought of Richmond.

“Oh Evie, Evie,” I kiss her mouth, her flushed neck, her nose her face.

Still she cries, shakes.

I’m gonna cum. I’m cumming too. Cumming, cumming.

Afterward, the dashboard lights illuminate us straightening our clothes and hope fills me for the first time in a while. Hope that we might be a step closer to the lifestyle we once too briefly shared.

But when she’s fully dressed again and I start the car, Evie twists toward me a little in her seat. “Kev, I don’t mind meeting with Rachel and Joe again if you really want to. But I can’t get together with Richmond anymore. I won’t risk me and you getting divorced like my Mom and Dad did.”


Chapter Three

Spencer

With everyone finally gone home and Grace in the bathroom, I begin to clear empty bottles into the bin and glasses away to the sink. The music has stopped and I turn off the speaker. I’m still replaying Grace’s antics with Huey. Other people saw them too. The guys at the office. Grace’s boss.

My stomach percolates and I take a deep breath. Feel that sick sense of arousal bleed inside me and congeal with resentment. This anger is why I stopped trying to encourage her to flirt. Why I stay away from those hotwife websites now. Why I don’t indulge the same fantasies I used to.

Huey’s my boss, for God’s sake.

I find more glasses discarded on the TV stand. One is smeared with rose pink lipstick and it looks like Grace’s. The dregs of liquid look and smell like whiskey though.

She emerges from the bathroom barefoot and smiles at me. She heads into the kitchen and returns with the brush and pan. She crouches between the coffee table and sofa and sweeps spilled nachos up from the rug. Her dress tight around her ass. An ass that Huey pawed.

My groin twitches and I hate myself for it.

But maybe I need to lighten up. Everyone was enjoying themselves tonight. Like they’re supposed to at a party. And me and Grace haven’t been out partying anywhere since I started this job. So what if other people saw my boss and Grace dancing like that? I bet others were doing far worse only I didn’t notice them because I’m not married to any of them.

How can I be pissed off about Huey in any case? OK, so maybe his stray hands were a bit inappropriate, but he was hammered, and he’s hardly Grace’s type, is he?

“You seemed to spend a lot of time with Huey tonight,” I say to Grace and find another discarded snack bowl with a couple of those awful, chickpea veggie crisps left in.

“Your boss was good fun,” Grace laughs and stands up. She and peers around the floor as if looking for more brushing-up to do. “He was full of praise for you. Telling me how well my smart husband is doing at the firm.”

“While he was feeling you up?” the words spill from my lips before I can stop them.

“He was hardly feeling me up,” Grace says and plumps up the cushions on the sofa, “he just wanted to see my toe ring when he heard I had one.”

“Your toe ring?” Did I miss something?

“He was drunk,” she shrugs her shoulders and takes the brush and pan into the kitchen, “probably because of the row with his girlfriend.”

“When did he ask to see your toe ring?”

“I don’t know. You were probably in the kitchen or something. It was no big deal. Frank’s wife’s Millie showed him hers too.”

“He had his hands all over you while you were dancing,” I say behind her in the kitchen now. I glance at her slender waist and her ass in the black dress. I boil inside about Huey wanting to see her bare foot. Did he touch it? I want to ask, but know the question would sound ridiculous.

And as much as I want Grace to feel bad and to admit that their dancing went too far as well, I’m horribly excited too that it happened. And I hate this feeling.

“Spens, it was impossible to avoid some accidental touching with so many people jumping around in an apartment this size,” Grace says and puts the brush and pan away. She comes to me and kisses me. “Anyway, I thought you wanted your boss to like me.”

“Hmm, I guess.” I say. But ‘accidental touching’ isn’t what I saw.

“So are you going to take me to bed and remind me what I’ve been missing the last few weeks?” Her eyebrows arch and she sways her hips, moves her body against mine.

I’m too annoyed to want sex. Too knotted up to even bother with the Viagra or anything else.

I sit on the edge of our bed and undo my shirt. Grace unzips her dress in the lamplight. I try to convince myself again that I’m overreacting. Maybe she was just anxious to impress Huey for my sake. Maybe she even felt sorry for him because he was the only one here on his own. That would be just like my wife. Huey might be rich, but if anything he probably deserves my pity, not anger. Like the guys said: he can never keep any girlfriend.

Grace wiggles her dress over her hips and her firm, plump butt, then down her bare legs. Matching black bra and panties.

I gaze from her underwear to the little silver ring that glistens on a middle toe and that like all ten toes, is decorated with shiny mauve nail polish. Then I look up at her perfect face. So, so pretty. I bet a guy who looks like Huey would never dare chat to Grace if she wasn’t the wife of an employee. If she wasn’t obligated to endure his sorry-assed overtures out of a sense of duty to her husband.

She’d have told him to take a hike if I didn’t work for him and she hadn’t known I was close by.

I toss my shirt in the linen basket and start to undo my pants.

“So?” Grace comes to me in her bra and panties, helps me with my shorts. “How would you like me?”

Despite my residual annoyance about Huey (or maybe because of it), my cock swells and thickens in her hand. I push my pants right down, kiss her, and unclip her bra.

“Mmm,” Grace’s mouth responds to mine and she shakes the bra off. She lets it fall to the floor and then we’re both on our bed.

I push her down on her back and lean over her; drag her black lace panties down her thighs. Over her ankles and right off. Naked. “I’m not surprised Huey wanted to spend so much time with you,” I say but immediately curse myself.

Grace laughs and reaches for my cock. “Mmm, Spens, you’re so hard.”

I kneel right up, a leg either side of her. Lean right over her, kiss her tits. Suck her nipples stiff.

She holds my head and her thighs spread. She urges me into her.

I guide the head of my rigid shaft to her lower lips, work it into the tight, shaved opening. And shove.

“Oooh,” she exhales hard in my face and her ass rises off the bed. Her hips thrust at me. “It’s been ages,” she murmurs.

“Huey gave you more attention than any of the other wives,” I mumble into her ear. Passion and desire crushing the fear and guilt of this twisted jealousy. I tell myself Huey is hardly a threat with Grace. How could he be when he looks the way he does? Tell myself he can’t be blamed for finding my wife irresistible.

“Mmm,” she moans.

“He obviously thought you were hot,” I say in her ear.

Grace smiles. Her eyes closed.

“I saw you grind your ass right into him,” I hold her hips, the mental image of their dancing inflames both my excitement and my distaste, “his hands were on your ass.”

“I don’t remember that,” she’s breathing hard.

“Liar,” I say and thrust my hips, kiss her neck, all around her ear, “what was he saying to you?”

“Spens, I don’t want you to cum yet.”

My blood chills. “I won’t, I won’t. Tell me. Tell me what he was saying to you,” sick excitement pulses through me.

“Kept telling me I was beautiful.”

“Shit Grace, you are,” I kiss her lips, pull her body hard against mine.

“Mmm,” she moans and the back of her head presses into the pillow, her chin rising.

“Frank’s wife thinks Huey’s got sex appeal,” I say and watch her face, half-expect her to laugh.

“Charisma,” Grace gasps, and her fingers claw my hair.

“You think so?” She can’t think Huey’s good-looking.

“Not my usual type,” she smiles with her eyes still closed.

I sink my fingers hard into both her hips, pound her.

“Personality can be hot too though,” she gasps, “and success.”

She’s goading me because she remembers how this shit turns me on. “He’s older than you,” I persist with my own perilous goading. I spear her with my cock; rotate my hips, “you always said you like older guys.” Like your ex. And the guys you’d always make eyes at whenever I asked you to flirt.

“He invited me to his caravan on the coast,” she breathes in my face and her legs move up my back, bare heels dig into my flesh.

“Huey did?” I stop and lean away from her. Stare.

“Only because I said I’d always wanted to go snorkeling and he told me it’s great there,” she laughs.

Is this guy for real?

“I’m hardly going to take his offer up, am I?” she pulls me to her, “he didn’t mean it anyway. He’d just had too much to drink. Come on Spens, don’t stop.” 


Chapter Four

Spencer

Monday morning in Huey’s office. Me, Frank, and Adam sit facing the boss across his desk. I’m nearest the big bay window on our left with the views of the pedestrianized high street below. Several times during the briefing about our next game design project my mind wanders back to Saturday night.

It’s hard to look at bespectacled Huey now and not think about it. His hands on Grace when they danced. Asking to inspect her toe ring. Telling my wife how beautiful she is. Her comments about him when we were in bed. His ‘Charisma’. Really? How ‘personality and success can be hot’. I’ve never thought of him in those terms.

But I’m almost certain Grace was only teasing and what he did was all harmless.

Something flutters in my gut. What of his supposed invitation for her to visit his caravan? No doubt nothing more than a bungled, drunken attempt to impress a pretty girl. A girl that someone like him wouldn’t normally get anywhere near to, but who just happens to be married to me.

He probably forgot he even said it to her.

He sits back in his turquoise leather chair with his hands behind his head. The long sleeves on his black, PS5 t-shirt with the Japanese writing on are rolled halfway up his hairy arms. He recites the overview of market research findings that indicate the opportunity for the roughly outlined new game.

You couldn’t mention anything to him about what happened on Saturday, Spencer. That would be a massive overreaction. Laughable almost. And the guy’s your boss! Openings like this one in the Game industry are notoriously hard to find. You should know.

And yet the party still niggles me. Maybe my feelings have more to do with what Grace said about him. And the fact that in some sickly way his apparent attraction to her turned me on.

Movement out on the street on my left momentarily draws my eyes. Down below a woman hurries along with a lime green umbrella. It's raining now out there.

“This is where you’ll start to come into your own Spens,” Huey says and, pulls my attention back into the room. “With brainstorming,” he rubs his beard slowly then turns his attention from me to Adam. And finally Frank. “I say this all the time guys, but we got to keep it front of mind. Flamehead Games’ niche is cross-gender appeal. So, zero apologies for stereotyping,” he adjusts his dark-rimmed glasses on his nose, “we need the collecting, the cultivation, the gentle exploration aspects every bit as much as the hard combat.”

The three of us nod.

“World options are what I want us to look at first this time around,” he says, “where’s the action going to happen? Spens, as the newbie, to help wrap your head around this, think about something like Red Dead. Where else could those kinds of gameplay and core mechanics conceivably take place? Another planet? Outer space itself? Another time or era? You get the idea bro,” he rubs his beard again and checks his watch.

Does he think I don’t know what ‘World Options’ means? I shift position on my seat.

“Right guys,” Huey stands, “let’s wrap this up. Shortlist of three worlds from each of you with a synopsis for them all by this time next week, OK?”

We nod again.

The afternoon is spent at my own more cramped workspace across the open plan area from my two colleagues and outside Huey’s office. I task myself to come up with a list of twenty, initial potential world ideas to then give more thought to. After that, I’ll whittle my list down to three in time for next week’s deadline.

“This might make me a pussy,” Frank says from his desk at one point and sighs hard. He stretches both arms and yawns, “but I still feel a bit rough after yours on Saturday. Great night though it was. I’m going outside for a break if it’s stopped raining. Anyone else want Red Bull or cola?”

“Yes and yes,” Adam looks away from his screen then gets up too, “I want a drink and you are a pussy. I’ll come with you.”

I decline. Wave my bottle of water at them. Less calories. And I want to work on my world ideas.

The longer the day has gone on with everyone acting normally here, the more any lingering concerns about last weekend have shrunk away. My co-workers haven’t mentioned what they saw of Huey with Grace. I doubt they’ve given it a second thought. Neither should I. It was meaningless. I guess I’m more sensitive to stuff like that because of my uneasiness about finding it a little hot too.

I didn’t need the Viagra or cock ring on Saturday night though, did I? I look away from Evernote on my screen and smile to myself. Grace said that Saturday night was the ‘best’ sex we’d had in a long time. And that was before we did it yesterday too.

I add ‘Time Travel - Prehistoric past’ to my potential world list then do the same for a ‘Future’ option. I probably didn’t get too uptight about Grace getting ‘hit on’ at the weekend because deep down I know Huey could never be her type. Never be a threat.

“On your own?” The man himself grins at me, his office door open wide behind him.

“The guys nipped outside for a break,” I say and look up beyond the slight swell of his belly to his beard and wide nose. Brown eyes. The notion of a girl as good-looking as Grace being attracted to Huey is patently ridiculous. ‘Successful’ older businessman or not.

“I meant to tell you how much I enjoyed Saturday night by the way Bro,” he smiles down at me.

“No worries. Glad you came. “

“Your wife’s a great hostess too,” he says, “real asset to you.”

I blush because he mentioned Grace. But I’m not sure what to say. I just nod. Then smile.

“My turn to do the entertaining next weekend,” he says, “boys only,” he wags a fat finger, “see how you like what I got lined up for you guys.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” I say but that’s not strictly true. I prefer to know my schedule. Like to mentally prepare before I go somewhere. “The guys say your nights are always well-kept secrets?” I ask in the hope that he might give me a clue.

“Who doesn’t like surprises?” he asks and leans over me, peers at the ‘world ideas’; list on my desktop. “Interesting,” he purses his lips and nods. “Sorry, couldn’t help myself,” he says and straightens up.

“No problem.”

“Your wife mention the invite to my van on the coast the weekend after next?”

What? That was serious?

I gape up at him with my face on fire. He doesn’t imagine Grace is going on some kind of cozy day trip with him? Or that I’ll fucking allow it? I can’t get any words out.

“Be cool to have someone so keen I can show the waters too,” he says with a smile. “I don’t meet a lot of girls who are up for it.”

This mad bastard thinks I’d to let her go with him!

“I know the sea’s not your thing Bro,” he says and squeezes my shoulder, “but no worries about you being at a loose end while we’re out. The three of us will go down to the sand together and you can hang out in the beach bar and sink a beer or two. Then me and Grace can join you when the sun goes down.”

He expects both of us to go. The invite was Grace and me.


Chapter Five

Kevin

“So no competition for you and Eddie, then?” I ask Joe above the noise of the old Blondie Track ‘Heart of Glass’. I gesture with my bottle towards the long-haired band members packing away their gear in a corner of the bar.

“They were OK,” Joe shrugs and takes a swig of his Coors, “we’ve been thinking ourselves about adding a real drummer for a while too. Less robotic than a drum machine.”

“Right,” I say as if I understand. I look away from the ‘Classic rock’ band’s guitarist who’s wiping his strings down and I peer at the dancefloor. Evie and Rachel are still out there. I’m pretty sure meeting up here for a low-key Thursday night out was a better idea than a meal at Joe’s. More likely to put Evie in a receptive mood. Let’s hope Joe’s wife does a good job convincing Evie about Richmond. “The girls have enjoyed themselves anyway,” I say.

“Rachel dances to anything,” Joe laughs.

“I love those wet look pants of hers,” I say and crane my neck to admire his leggy wife, her shiny, rounded ass. The second-best-looking woman in the whole place. “You should have heard the performance with Evie trying to decide what to wear to come out tonight,” I shake my head and paraphrase my wife from earlier, “Rachel always looks so glamorous. No matter what she wears.”

Joe laughs, “Your Evie looks fit just in her jeans dude,” he says, “the more I see of her, the more she reminds me of a young, curvier Britney.”

I look over at my wife again, try to spot the resemblance.

“Rachel’s got gig nights down to a tee now,” Joe says, “whether she’s watching our band, or checking out the competition. Dark leggings and t-shirt. I prefer her in a tight little skirt to show off her legs and the shape of her ass. But those leggings get attention too. And the right t-shirt emphasizes her tits. Even if she’s not as big up top as your Evie,” he grins.

My pulse quickens with the confirmation he’s checked Evie’s boobs out. “What do you think Rachel will say to her?” I take another sip of beer and look at him. Even though I’m excited about Rachel coaxing Evie tonight, I can’t lie to myself and pretend I’m not scared at the prospect on some level too. Same as I was after goading Evie about Richmond in the car the other night.

“The whole truth and nothing but the truth,” Joe smiles and shrugs, “everything me and you talked about. That Richmond’s desperate to see her again. That now that he’s back from overseas he never stops asking Rachel about her.”

I want to check if that’s all true, but for some reason, I hesitate. Instead, I try to imagine how hearing those words about a handsome, older multi-millionaire might make Evie feel. How they’d make any young wife feel.

“She’ll reassure Evie,” Joe continues, “tell her not feel bad about what happened on your vacation - like we said. Not to feel bad bout anything she’s done with Richmond. Or anything she’s done with any other guy.”

There’s only been Richmond and Lucas….besides that one time with Phil too.

“And if I know Rach,” he says, “she’ll tell your Mrs. that what society says about the way women should behave is a pile of sexist crap. Indoctrination. Mind control. Husbands like me and you, we need our wives to go with other men. Love and want them all the more for it. The more they do it, the stronger our feelings for them get.”

“Rachel’s got it all worked out,” I smile and feel warm relief inside. A flicker of apprehension too. But surely logical reasoning from a female that Evie looks up to will help change my wife’s mind?

“My wife can be persuasive,” Joe says.

I can imagine.

“It’s true, all that though, isn’t it?” Joe glances at me, “the way guys like me and you feel?”

I nod. I can’t deny the intensity of my feelings for Evie every time she was in Richmond’s arms or bed. And when she’d come to me after. Even if every time tortured me too. And I can’t deny the awful frustration and emptiness now all that’s gone.

“If you’re online late tonight or early in the morning before work,” Joe says and glances at the girls dancing again, “I’ll leave you a message after I’ve had the chance to speak to Rach. Tell you exactly what was said. Rachel’s take on how your Mrs. reacted.”

Guilt and dirty excitement slosh through my stomach like oil. It’s deceitful plotting behind Evie’s back like this. I shouldn’t be doing it.

The track finishes and something slower by the Eagles starts. The girls ease their way through the other dancers, laughing and on their way back to us.

“Thing is Kev, you’ve got to make sure Evie meets up with Richmond again and soon,” Joe leans right into my ear, speaks fast, “let him at least talk to her. The longer it goes on without her back in the saddle, the less likely she is to ever do anything again. She’ll have spent too many hours beating herself up over it.”

“What were you two laughing at?” I ask as the girls reach us.

Neither pulls out their chair. Evie reaches for her cocktail then gestures for me to move back a little from the table. Then she slides down onto my lap. Rachel does the same to Joe. The weight of Evie’s warm butt provokes my cock.

“Synchronized sitting?” Joe says.

“We were laughing at some guy making eyes at Rachel,” Evie says and laughs again.

“He was trying to make eyes at me,” Rachel reaches to the table for her vodka and orange.

Her tits do look good in the AC/DC t-shirt. Smaller than Evie’s it’s true, but a lovely shape. I take a mouthful of my beer.

“Him and his buddy were so drunk they could hardly stand,” Rachel says and both girls laugh again.

“I’ll be getting that way myself if I have any more” Evie drains her cocktail. “Work in the morning,” she rolls her eyes.

“So anyway,” Rachel winks at Evie, “we were thinking….”

“Er, no. You were thinking,” Evie says to her and then kisses my cheek.

What’s going on?

“OK, I was thinking,” Rachel says, “but Evie agrees it would be good idea.”

I peer up at Evie on my lap. Her throat is flushed and she’s watching Rachel.

“You know how sometimes on the way home both you boys like to stop off somewhere secluded in the car with your wives?” Rachel smirks around her glass and her eyebrows arch.

I exchange glances with Joe.

“We thought it would be fun if tonight we all stopped off together,” Rachel’s teeth play with the straw in her drink.

“Not to all do it together obviously,” Evie shakes her head and looks right at me, red-faced, “to stay in our own cars.”

“In the same rest area,” Rachel sucks at her straw.

Holy crap. They concocted this up while they were talking?

“I don’t think there’s enough room in either car for two couples to make out at the same time,” Rachel purses her lips and looks up at the ceiling like she’s deep in thought. Then she laughs.

Evie laughs too and Joe and I swap glances again.

“Could be hot,” he shrugs.

Twenty minutes later I pull our car slowly onto the uneven ground of rest area we’ve agreed on. A quiet parking lot adjacent to woodland and used mainly in the day by hikers. My head is in pieces. Amazed. My heart thumps. Our headlamps show a single other car in a far corner. Near trees.

“I can’t believe I let Rachel talk me into this,” Evie pulls down the sun-visor from above her seat. She checks her lip-gloss before pushing the visor back up.

You’re not the only one. Evie night have had a few drinks but even so, Joe clearly wasn’t exaggerating when he said Rachel was persuasive. I glance across at Evie. This a good sign of progress. A great sign.

Maybe my wife didn’t want to look prudish when Rachel suggested this to her? But if Evie’s feeling any misgivings too about it now she’s not on her own. My hands are sticky around the steering wheel. Nervous excitement that Joe might catch a glimpse of Evie’s body. Of her having sex. Even the possibility of me seeing more of Rachel. It all buzzes through me like a frantic chainsaw.

As does the apprehension that I might not be able to perform in company.

“Are they still with us?” Evie pulls the mirror down again and checks behind.

I glance at my rearview. The slender headlamps of Joe’s new Honda Accord.

“Where are we going to park?” Evie peers around the eerily illuminated rest area.

I swing the car over to the left, take it as near to the fence and as close to another dark row of overhanging trees as possible.

“Where’s Joe going?” Evie asks as the Honda pulls past us. He swings out to the right then makes a u-turn. Comes back towards us and pulls up alongside.

Rachel and Joe face the other direction from us. Rachel’s window alongside Evie’s.

A mere couple of feet away from Evie, Rachel lowers her window, grins at my wife and gestures. Evie lowers her window as well.

My heart accelerates. Has Evie even thought this through properly?

“We might as well get as close as possible if we’re going to do this,” Joe grins around his wife, “in case the girls want to chat at the same time.”

“You mean in case we lose interest in what you two are doing to us?” Rachel says and lowers her seat back.

Joe laughs and kills his engine. He clambers across the inside of his car to his wife.

Evie looks at me and draws her top teeth across her bottom lip. Looks a little less daring than she did back at the bar. “I guess I should move my seat back too.”

I clear my throat.

Laughter and more movement from the other car beyond Evie. Both windows are still open. Don’t mean to look, but steal a peek. Rachel knelt right up. Facing the passenger seat. Joe low in the seat, pulls up her t-shirt. Shows her bra. Woah.

Evie slides her seat right back and smiles over at me.

Do I go on top of her, or get her to ride cowgirl like Rachel? Let the girls see each other. Give Joe the best possible view of my wife.

Moans from the next car and Rachel’s tits are out.

Shit, that’s hot.

“Let’s do it the same way as them Evie,” I say with a dry mouth and I climb over. I’m hard. Rock hard. No worries.

Evie makes space for me to sit and then I help her with her jeans. I’m breathless now. Glance at the adjacent car. See if Joe’s looking in here.

They’re fucking. Rachel’s shoulders and tits sink forward, then pull back. Tits in Joe’s face. I’m so hard.

“Come on Kev,” Evie's jeans and panties are down. She grabs at my belt.

I lift my hips, push my pants and shorts past my knees. Pull Evie’s blouse open.

“Mmm,” throaty groan from the next car.

Evie tosses her jeans across the car, straddles me. She lifts her hips and fumbles for my cock.

Pull up her bra, expose her tits to Joe and Rachel.

“Oooh,” Evie groans, and I’m inside her.

“Shit you feel good Evie,” I say louder than normal.

“Ooh,” she moans, pussy clenching me.

I crane my neck upward. Kiss her tits, bigger than Rachel’s. Suck her nipples hard. So Joe can see how good they look.

And then Richmond slides into my thoughts. What would he make of these two women he’s fucked both having sex together like this. Imagine him orchestrating it. Like a ringmaster.

“Uh, uh, uh,” Rachel rides faster on Joe. Her tits slap together.

“Mmm, oh, mm,” Evie groans in my ear. She glances over at Rachel.

This is too hot. Too close to cumming.

“Evie, have you seen him?”  Rachel groans.

She’s talking to us while Joe’s fucking her?

We stop. Both look at her. Her tits still sway under her as she rides. She indicates over her shoulder, beyond the hood of our car. Close to the side of theirs.

“Oh my God, there’s a man watching,” Evie whispers and tries to slide down out of sight.

Rachel sounds frantic, close to cumming.

I peer up and beyond her through the windscreen. Evie’s right. A young guy jacking off. Shit, I’m gonna cum. Gonna cum. I bury my face in Evie’s tits to muffle my groans. Don’t want to make it obvious I finished so fast.

It’s late when we get back home and I’m nursing the fact that Evie didn’t get to cum in the car. And still betting myself that young guy couldn’t believe his luck to find two wives like ours with their tits out and riding cowgirl.

There was no doubting Rachel came though. She’s not a quiet girl. She didn’t last much longer than me.

Evie uses the bathroom first and I grab us both a glass of water and put them on the nightstands in our bedroom. Then by the time I’ve undressed and been to the bathroom after her to brush my teeth and wash, she’s finished reading in bed and she’s asleep.

I could wait until morning to see if there’s a message from Joe, but he said he might leave me one tonight. I’m desperate to know what she said to Rachel about Richmond. What the odds are on her resuming things with him. Even if tonight in the car was one hell of a positive sign.

I take my phone down the hallway to check my messages.

Nothing. Shit. I turn out all the lights and bolt the front door. Then an email pings though.

Joe.

‘Hey Dude,’ the message reads.

‘Wow. How hot was head to head before? E got great body. Love her tits. Reckon dogger thought it was Xmas! Call me at work tomorrow for details but heads up is E misses sex with Rich. Kinky stuff with Zaria too. Sure she’ll meet Rich again if you arrange and go with her.’


Chapter Six

Spencer

Where the hell is this?

The cab driver stops our ride in a gloomy parking lot behind a row of shops. I exchange frowns with Adam one of my co-workers in the back with me.

“Reckon he took a wrong turn,” Frank mutters from my other side and peers out the window into the dark.

“Good work,” Huey says from the passenger seat in front and pulls out his wallet.

“Where are we?” Adam asks.

“Don’t worry Bro. Guys,” Huey grins over his shoulder, “you’re gonna love this place.”

“Supposed to be something special,” the driver says and pockets Huey’s cash.

We follow the boss out into the warmish night air. September temperatures are still better than you’d expect.

Closer to one of the buildings and there’s a small, pink neon light on the wall. Something moves near it. A thickset black guy stood in a dinner suit.

“This another strip club, H?” Frank catches Huey up, grabs his arm.

“Not just another strip,” Huey laughs and flashes his phone at the black guy, “way better than that Bro.”

“Good evening Mr. Mather, Gentlemen,” the man in the dinner suit says, “welcome to Trader’s Private Members club.” He digs a phone from his jacket pocket and half turns away, mumbles into it then faces us again. “Have a great evening Gentlemen but please remember, no pictures or videos of our ladies at work, unless by arrangement.”

‘Ladies at work?’

The doorman pulls a long chrome handle and opens an entrance of darkened glass, waves us into the building. “Cloakroom on the left as soon as you go through the doors if you need it. Madame Bryer herself is on our way down to greet you.

‘Madame?’ Is this place what it sounds like?

Inside is warmer and scented with exotic perfumes. Electronic dance music thumps from deeper inside and in the direction of pulsing pink lights. We check our jackets in with an attractive, middle-aged woman with huge sparkly earrings and who smiles steadily at each of us in turn.

“Mr. Mather?” a female voice says and when I turn toward it, I’m stunned.

An elegant, imperious female in shiny all-black. Maybe in her late twenties. Raven-black hair tied back in a severe, high ponytail.

Now that, is a ‘resting bitch face’.

From her breath-taking, immaculate face and head to the toes of spike heeled leather boots, she looks every inch like some kind of dominatrix from a fetish website. Except better-looking.

“You must be Zaria,” Huey extends his hand but then reaches in and kisses the side of the woman’s striking face.

She blinks and then from within heavy eyeliner, aquamarine blue eyes fix on Huey. “I’ll show you where everything is,” she says, “take you to your table and then one of our senior girls will be along to serve you. Your hostess tonight is Amanda.”

Huey rubs his hands and beckons us to follow.

We do so and the music gets louder, the lights brighter. Adam digs me with his elbow and his eyes indicate the swagger of ‘Zaria’s’ imposing rear in what looks polished rubber pants.

“I understand this is the first visit to Trader’s for your whole party?” she asks over squared shoulders.

At her side, Huey nods and the rest of us chorus  “Yes,” as if to a headmistress.

“OK. So we’ve recently had the establishment reconfigured,” she gestures an arm with long purple talons on her fingers, “the ground floor is where the whole Trader’s experience starts.”

A leggy blonde in an almost wholly see-thru red body stocking struts by with champagne glasses on a tray and heavy breasts. She smiles at Zaria.

“As you can see, we have ladies in lingerie and sometimes less on this floor. Dancers out on the podiums,” she indicates to our left and a raised area where a red-head is coiled upside down around a silver pole. “Most of our girls can be summoned and retained for private performances either at your table or in one of our more intimate rooms on the mezzanine floor.” She points to our right beyond the illuminated bar where girls linger with trays.

I gaze at a grand staircase and up to another level above this.

“Our girls themselves will be happy to supply fuller details of available services.”

None of us speak. I for one, don’t know what to say.

“If any of your party prefers the open-air environment and would like to take one of our girls outside, that can always be arranged, upon request.”

I glance at Adam and he wiggles his eyebrows.

“Your table is over here gentlemen,” Zaria leads us to a semi-circular, crimson sofa that looks like velvet and has a low, gold table in front of it. “Ah, Amanda, finally,” she says.

A statuesque blonde with a tiny waist and incredible boobs stands alongside us all in a minuscule black bikini.

“I’m sorry Madame,” she says, “there was a hold up at the bar.”

Zaria returns her gaze to us without response to the half-dressed blonde. “As VIP guests you’ll get unfettered access to all facilities upstairs on the mezzanine including theme rooms and our renowned gloryholes. Once you’ve enjoyed champagne and are ready to explore the mezzanine, Amanda will be happy you show upstairs. Amanda, champagne.” Zaria clicks her fingers and the blonde nods, glides away.

‘Gloryholes’? Aren’t they somewhere women give blowjobs to strangers? Crap. Is this a brothel?

“Amanda is one of our married girls,” Zaria announces, “Hotwives are a Trader’s specialty. And as with most of our wives on duty tonight, Amanda can be made available. Similarly to most of the girls as well, Amanda she’s submissive. If that’s of particular interest. She or any of our girls can give you details of their personal limits.”

Holy crap.

Huey grins and nods.

“Does Amanda’s husband know where she works at night?” Frank asks and snickers.

“I’m almost certain he’ll be in here a little later,” Zaria’s upturned nose rises further in the air, “I can have him introduced to you if you’d like? You could question him yourself.”

“Wow,” Frank beats me to the exclamation and stares at her.

“Our married girls are all in what we like to call ’enlightened’ relationships,” Zaria shows Frank a smile that could be best described as ‘tolerant’. “Their husbands encourage their activities. Now you all enjoy your evening Gentlemen.”

At our low, gold table in the club, with the woman who looked like a dominatrix having left us to our own devices but Huey still talking about her ‘rubber-look’ outfit, I gulp my champagne. I gaze around at the redhead slithering down the poll in front of an audience of men in suits with money in their hands. Watch a gorgeous brunette with her shoulders back, head held high, and tits out take a champagne bucket to a couple of overweight businessmen.

I wonder if she’s married too? The whole concept is mind-blowing.

“Can you imagine the type of husband who’d let his wife work in a place like this?” Adam asks from alongside me on the sofa and shakes his head.

I’m trying to do exactly that. What kind of people are these?

But the ethereal fantasy, the ‘virtual world’ of it, has lit something inside me that blazes. That stiffens me. Some couples go that far together? And stay together?

Huey finishes his champagne and tells us to order another bottle and with a fresh ice bucket too. Then he gets up to find the nearest washroom.

“I heard you got invited to El Capitano’s love nest next weekend,” Frank leans over Adam to ask me. He grins at me before his head is turned by another blonde; this one with what looks like blue masking tape over her nipples.

“Oh yeah,” I laugh. I didn’t know he’d heard about the invite. Not sure whether he or Adam might be jealous about it. “I’m not sure we’re going though. It’s only Grace who likes all that snorkeling shit. I’m not into it.”

“I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if you sent her over there on her own,” Frank laughs.

I squirm in my seat.

“Poor old Huey. He’s a bit sad really,” Frank says and swills more champagne.

“Well you’re honored, anyway,” Adam drains his long-stemmed glass, “we’ve never been invited there.”

That doesn’t make me feel any better about the invitation.

“We don’t have a wife or girlfriend who’s into underwater life,” Frank says, “nor one as hot as your Grace,” he touches the rim of his glass against mine and laughs. Then he summons the blonde who’s dressed with masking tape.

I try to work out whether what he just said was meant as some kind of dig at me.

“Right; after this bottle, shall we take a look at what’s upstairs?” Huey is back and grabs a refilled glass. He studies the blonde’s petite ass while Frank whispers in her ear.

“OK, if I take this young lady outside for a stroll first, boss?” Frank asks Huey.

“You go for it,” Huey gives him the thumbs up and sits, “but don’t keep her too long. We want to get upstairs.”

Frank’s married to Millie and he’s going off with that girl? He winks at Adam and follows the blonde.

Couldn’t see a wedding ring on her.

“Don’t be too quick to judge Frankie, Bro,” Huey squeezes my shoulder. “He’s been married a lot more years than you. And anyway,” he raises his glass, “I got it on good authority that what happens in Trader’s stays in Trader’s.”

A short while later, after more champagne, Frank arrives back alone and with a smug look on his face.

“Better?” Adam hands him his drink.

“Much.”

“Now can we go upstairs?” Huey stands. “We don’t need that hostess to show us around.” He lets a couple of guys in suits pass first, before leading the way to the staircase.

Halfway up the stairs, I turn to survey the view over where we just came from. It’s a lot busier now. Not just around the gleaming main dancing area where two girls writhe on poles. But the bar area too.

At the top of the stairs is a second, slightly smaller bar where Huey waves money for more champagne. The music is more chilled here and the volume lower. I’m close to my limit of alcohol now. Much more and I’ll be out of it.

“Let’s have a wander,” Huey says when we’re served and he gestures with his head.

To the right of the bar is a corridor with a polished floor and people, mainly men, milling around at various points down its length. We pass a closed door on our left and then reach a small crowd at another door. This one open. I crane my neck, try to see what’s inside, but there’s too many people in the way.

“What’s going on?” Franks asks someone.

“Gang bang,” a guy with pockmarked skin and a big chin says without looking at us, “two girls and a lot of guys. Need to put your name down if you want to get on.”

I leave the others fighting to watch and wander further down the corridor. My head is scrambled by this place.

Another crowd but smaller. I ease into it and check out a small dark room. Like a deep cupboard.

Shit.

One, two, three, no; four girls on their knees. Two rows of two either side. Sucking cocks. Fuck. Cocks are the only parts of the men on show. Must be behind the walls either side of the dark space. Fuck. The girls are pretty too.

“Gloryhole,” Huey says and the others have joined me.

“Mr. Mather,” a loud male voice says and I drag my eyes from the incredible scene.

A chiseled guy in a suit who looks a couple of years older than Huey. But he’s fitter, smarter. Designer stubble and he looks like an ex-pro footballer or something. “Entry to get yours sucked too is around the other side of the bar,” he grins at Huey and shakes his hand.

“Guys, guys,” Huey says to us, “this is Phil Hastings, the…I’d call him a ‘gentleman’ but that would be a fucking lie.”

The guy with designer stubble laughs.

“Phil’s firm developed the office block where Flamehead are based,” Huey says, “sold us our premises. He’s affiliated to this little haven and arranged our VIP passes for the night.”

“I have a very small stake in Trader’s,” Phil shrugs and watches a girl with dirty blonde hair glide by.

“Shareholder now, too Bro?” Huey slaps his back.

“Like I say, a small stake. For services rendered. Come on, let me show you guys how to get services rendered in the gloryhole.”

I follow the group of four and try to work out how I’m going to bail from whatever is coming up. No way can I let some other girl suck my cock. Let alone one in a place like this by someone I can’t even see. How would I face Grace in the morning?

But then we’re being led with our glasses, down a narrow, dimly-lit corridor with lush velvet on the walls. Strong smell of incense. An old guy in a sports jacket eases past us coming the other way. Playing with the top of his zipper.

I’m not going to do this.

“OK, traps four and six are free,” Huey’s friend indicates illuminated red numbers high on the wall. “Who’s going first?”

“You’ve had yours already tonight Bro,” Huey says to Frankie, “Adam, you and Spens take the first two.”

I try to protest. Claim I’ve had too much to drink. Say I need to pee, but I’m laughed at. Helped through a door into a dark space that doesn’t smell as good as the rest of the place.

Fucking hell.

“Good evening Sir,” A voice says from somewhere down low.  “My name’s Rachel. Please may I suck your cock?” 


Chapter Seven

Joe

I sit in the car outside the nursery where Rachel works and I play with my phone. I can’t wait to get home and put my feet up. Have a beer. The office was a pain in the ass today. I was glad to get away at a decent time. Managing other sales staff is like trying to herd kittens. And we’ve got a big customer visit early tomorrow morning. I check my watch. Where is she? I’m hungry too. Want to get back and eat.

Finally, Rachel’s flamingo-pink work tunic comes into view and she emerges from the other side of a white van letting her golden-blonde hair down to her shoulders. A pickup truck passes my car and sounds its horn. Not sure who he was. If he knew me, or if the ‘fanfare’ was for Rachel.

“Hey,” she climbs inside and kisses me, stows her shoulder bag by her feet. She looks hot. Even after a full day’s work and even in a tunic, black pants, and flat shoes that would leave most other women looking ordinary as hell. “I’m beat,” she says.

“Same,” I say and start the engine, “but who likes Mondays?”

Her phone beeps with a message and she pulls it out of her bag. “Phil,” she says to me and reads.

“What does he want?” I check the rear-view mirror and pull away.

“To know whether I’m on my way home yet. Marion’s out. He wants me to go to his.”

“I’m hungry,” I peer over at her, “and you are on your way home. I want to get there fast too.” All of those statements are very true, but another man summoning my wife for sex the minute she leaves work curdles my gut with excitement too. Makes my cock hard.

“We wouldn’t have to stay at his long,” she says and above the little sprinkling of freckles on her cute nose, gray-blue eyes gaze expectantly at me.

“You only saw him at the weekend at Trader’s,” I say and try to test where her head is at about Phil at the moment. He’s booked her for some promotional work down south with his firm in the next few weeks.

“Yeah, but I was busy on Friday Joe. And so was he.”

Yeah. You were busy sucking cock, no doubt. Mine stiffens further in my pants. We had plenty of sex together over the weekend - we always do when she’s done a shift at Trader’s. But still, she’s horny for this guy.

“I promise we won’t stay long,” she reaches over and rubs my thigh, “we can stop for a takeout on the way home so you won't have to wait to eat when we get back.”

How can I say ‘no’?

“Don’t you like watching me suck Phil off anymore?” she pouts and squeezes my hard-on.

A few minutes later, we arrive on the exclusive, leafy housing estate, then outside Phil’s swanky detached home.

His blue 8 Series BMW Gran Coupe is on the drive but tonight looks like it could do with a wash. There’s dried mud splattered on his alloys and even a little down the side of the car itself.

“Looks like we’re not the only ones who make out down country lanes from time to time,” I murmur and point the mud out to Rachel.

“Huh, I doubt that,” she says, “not with a wife like his.”

It wasn’t his ‘wife’ that I was thinking of. I bet he gets loads of opportunities with the other girls from Trader’s too.

“Hey,” he says at the door and grins; beckons us both inside. He kisses the side of Rachel’s face, runs his fingers through her hair.

I follow the outlined spheres of her ass sheathed in the bottom of her pink tunic.

“How’s it going Champ?” he asks and shakes my hand, “didn’t see you at the club Friday,”

“No, I’ve had a lot on at work lately,” I say, “I had to go into the office early Saturday morning. Deadlines and customer visits to plan. I thought I’d take advantage of the empty apartment on Friday while Rachel was out for a few hours.”

Phil’s attention has already moved on though. Rachel is tying up her hair.

“Your hair’s good down,” he says and stops her. “I don’t want a blow job.”

He hasn’t asked her here for sex?

“I need to get in that tight little cunt,” he smiles at my wife and lifts both sides at the bottom of her tunic. Pulls it up and exposes her stomach.

I hold my breath.

“I’ll do you on here,” he indicates the granite island worktop. Then to me he says, “You want to pull the blind down, Champ?”

“Do me?” Rachel’s eyebrows lift, “that’s not a very nice way to put it.”

“You know what I mean,” Phil laughs and unzips Rachel’s pants. He kisses her forehead and tugs the pants down. Bare legs with white lace panties.

Breathing fast I cross the kitchen. Fumble the pale blue, patterned blind down, careful not to knock plants over on the sill.

Rachel kicks her shoes off, works her long black pants over her feet and gives them to me still warm.

Phil pulls Rachel’s tunic right up over her bra. Exposes her cleavage. He yanks the bra down under her tits. Frees them and she gasps. Her nipples are already hard.

She’s ready for him.

“Mmm,” Phil pulls my wife to him and sucks her tits. He rolls her panties down her thighs with one hand. “Kitchen roll in the corner for you to use if you need it Champ,” he tells me then turns a giggling Rachel around, pushes her onto her stomach over the worktop.

I’m rock hard. Hurry to the other side of his spotlessly clean chrome and marble kitchen. Peel off several pieces of patterned, white paper towel.

“Oh,” Rachel gasps, and her head and shoulders rise from the worktop.

He’s in her already.

Phil stands bare-assed behind the back of Rachel’s long, uncovered legs. Her upturned butt cheeks. His trousers are down round his ankles. He pushes her head back down to the worktop. Thrusts his hips. Makes her whole body shove against the granite.

Rachel groans into one arm.

His buttock muscles clench. He thrusts hard inside my wife’s pussy. Deep up her. Fingers sunk in both her fleshy white hips. Phil pounds her.

Fuck. I pull out my cock. Work it fast. Use my other hand to clamp the paper towel around the end.

“Oh, oh Joe,” Rachel groans into her arms,  “he must have wanted me, wanted me so bad.”

“He loves fucking you, Rach. Don’t you Phil?” My cock slicks in my hand.

“You know it,” Phil cracks a wide palm across Rachel’s right cheek and she whines. He does the same to her left. Speeds his fucking up. Hammers into her. Balls slap against her underside.

And I’m gonna cum. Gonna cum. “Ugh,” My shoulders hunch and my whole body tightens. Spasms. My cock spews hot fluid into the paper towel. Grip my cock with it so I don’t spill any on the floor. My knees tremble.

Phil groans and exhales, pulls Rachel back to him by the hair.

Is he cumming too? I think he is. He didn’t take much longer than me.

He pulls his drooling cock from my wife and drags up his shorts. “I better take a shower before the wife gets back,” he mumbles, face flushed.

Rachel lays across the worktop, paw prints on her bare butt and breathing heavily.

“You want to flush your paper towel Champ? Then the pair of you can get off before Marion comes home.”

Still trembling after cumming, I head for the downstairs toilet that I remember from when Rachel used to babysit here. Man, how long ago does that seem now?

When I return to the kitchen for Rachel, she’s dressed and crouched near the floor with some paper towel of her own.

“Think you got most of it up Rach,” Phil says and pulls the blind back up.

Was she wiping his mess off the floor?

“Thanks for coming round guys,” he indicates the kitchen door. “Hey, meant to ask you Rach; your Mom mention I offered her a little promo work for me too?”

He did what?

“My Mom?” Rachel stares at him, swallows hard.

“Yeah, bumped into her again the other day. Obviously she won't be doing any of the extra curricular activities you offer clients at the shows. Just legit promo and PR at the odd exhibition. We’re always real busy in the final quarter. Run up to Christmas and everything.”

Rachel looks as shocked as I feel. “She’s not doing it, is she?” she asks.

“Said so,” Phil shrugs and opens the front door, “she’s an attractive woman for her age Rach. Obvious where you get your good looks from.” He slaps my wife’s ass and grins at me, “talk to you both later.”

“Yes Joe,” Rachel says when we’re back in our car, “Now. I want to go and see her now.”

“Can’t you call her on the way home?”

“No. I want to see my Mom’s face when I ask her.”

“But if you think about it, does it matter that much if she does a shift or two for Phil’s firm as well?” I just want to get home. “Like he said, it would only be the actual promo work that she’d get involved in, and only then, once in a while. You can only work occasionally for him yourself now outside of Trader’s anyway,  can’t you?” 

“I can’t believe she hasn’t told me. She knows very well I work for Phil. Why does she have to stick her nose in? I don’t want her involved with him, or with what I do for him. What if she found out exactly what goes on?”

I let that prospect circulate through my head. But it’s unlikely to happen. Surely?

For a second, I wonder whether there’s some kind of jealousy or competitiveness between a mother and daughter. Or whether that’s just the case with Rachel and Sophie.

“Please Joe, take me round there now. You can grab some toast or crisps when we get there and then we’ll get that takeout on the way back.”

It’s only a five-minute detour so I do what Rachel asks and on the way there hope that the ‘confrontation’ doesn’t develop into another long slanging match. One that puts Rachel in a foul mood all night when we get back home.

“Car’s not there,” I say when we arrive. I peer out at the in-law’s empty drive.

“I don’t think I’ve got my key,” Rachel checks in her bag, “I’ll go ring the bell. Dad might have taken the car and left her in with my sisters,” she gets out and hurries up the drive.

I sigh and watch her so-recently pounded rear sashay toward the house. God, she looked hot before bent over Phil’s worktop.

She rings the bell and then glances down the driveway at me again.

Next door, Talbot appears from his house. He waves at me and crosses from his drive to Sophie’s. Heads towards Rachel.

The cheeky twat. I shove my door open, follow him down Sophie’s driveway to the pair of them.

“Evening Joe,” Talbot smiles like a snake from alongside my wife, “just telling Rachel, I was speaking to her dad earlier. Said him and Sophie were taking the girls out with them for the groceries tonight. I don’t expect they’ll be too much longer now.” He eyes Rachel’s throat then lower to the outline of her tits in the tunic.

My heart rate picks up.

“If you like, you could come into to mine and wait. I’ve got wine in the fridge,” he smiles at Rachel, “Beer too. Was hoping one of you might have been in touch by now,” his eyes shift from Rachel’s body to me.

He wants another session of watching us in the car. Wants another hand-job from my wife.

“Sorry, we’re not waiting,” I grab Rachel’s wrist.

“If you waited for a few minutes at mine, maybe we could…..” he smiles again at Rachel and smooths down what little hair he has left.

Is he suggesting…in his house?

“Not today,” I shake my head, feel my face burn and I pull Rachel away.

“So when can I expect…?” he follows us down the drive.

“I’ll speak to you another time,” I say to try and shake him off. But I can feel his eyes on Rachel’s ass.

“Why don’t we stay and wait Joe?” Rachel whispers.

“Don’t make me wait too long. Please,” Talbot calls.

“Why don’t we go to his house?” Rachel persists, pulls her wrist,  “it would serve Mom right if she came back saw we were there. No one else would know what we were doing in his house. But she would and it would serve her right.”

I keep walking, reach the car with her.

“Besides,” she says quietly, “I’m still horny after Phil’s.”

“No,” I say and glare at her, “we’re going home.”


Chapter Eight

Spencer

“How much longer before we’re there?” Grace asks and peers at the GPS on our dashboard.

“Twenty minutes maybe,” I shrug and glance up through the windscreen at the clear blue sky. The weather is every bit as good out here near the coast as the forecast said.

Grace and I debated taking this day trip to Huey’s caravan but she was right. It’s probably too good an opportunity for bonding with the boss for me to turn down. Even if the way he behaved at that X-rated club last weekend made me see him in something of a new light. My co-workers were a shock there too. Or maybe I was prudish bailing on that gloryhole. Or just satisfied with what I have at home.

I look across at Grace next to me in her pale blue jeans and sneakers and think about that dark room with those kneeling wives. It was sick, and yet there’s a prickling sensation around my groin. Has been all week about it.

I pull my thoughts back to today. Huey said the beach bar always has the sport on TV so I’ll watch the match this afternoon while Grace is in the sea. That gives me another excuse not to get coerced into the water. I’ve never liked it. Grace will drive me and her back home tonight so I can get a beer or two while she’s swimming.

I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t something weirdly erotic about the thought of her going off for a couple of hours with another guy. Even if it is only with someone who looks like Huey. And when she’ll be submerged underwater most of the time.

She won’t be wearing much though. And he’s already told her she’s beautiful. I linger on those facts for several minutes. My heart accelerates. There’s a burning jealousy in my chest. Still, I guess the reason that jealousy hasn’t got the better of me is because it’s only sad old Huey. Hopefully, I should be able to relax a little when we’re there. Try and secretly enjoy the weird excitement of it all as part of any ‘bonding process’ too.

I glance to my left and the view has changed. “There’s the sea in the distance,” I tell Grace.

“I can’t wait to get in,” she says and her green eyes are lit up. “You sure you’ll be OK on your own Spens? It would be much more fun if you came too.”

“I appreciate you asking me for the hundredth time,” I smile then check the GPS. Right turn coming up. “But I’d spoil it for you. You know it's not my scene. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be more than happy watching the game and sinking a few beers. You go and enjoy yourself.”

“With your boss,” Grace laughs and winds her window down some more, feeds the warm air through her chestnut brown hair.

Her comment hardens my stomach. But does something else to me too. “Yeah, you go and charm him some more for me.”

“I’m not sure I can do that,” she says.

“He’s already told you how beautiful you are, hasn’t he?”

Grace shakes her head, pushes her fingers through her hair. “As long as he doesn’t give me a different version about what you did in that lap-dancing bar last weekend,” she looks at me with raised eyebrows, but she’s still smiling.

‘Lap-dancing’ bar is an understatement. “He won't give you a different version,” I say, “and if he does he’s lying.”

“I trust you really,” she smiles and strokes my arm.

Sometimes I wonder whether my obvious loyalty only makes me predictable and boring to her. Is it a good thing that she knows I’d never cheat on her? Unlike her ex. I also wonder if she’d still think Huey was ‘Good Fun’ or ‘charismatic’, or if she’d even still want to come here if she’d seen him around the girls in that club.

The last part of the journey to the campsite consists of winding, single track roads with high grass either side of us and with stops to allow oncoming vehicles to pass. It takes longer than I expect. We finally emerge to a spectacular view over the glistening bay and golden sands that curve away in front of us to our left. I slow the car almost to a stop. This side of the beach below, amongst a scattering of trees is a small cluster of white, rectangular blocks. Holiday homes.

“Looks a lot fewer caravans on the site than I expected,” Grace says.

“Frank said it’s a pretty exclusive site,” I say and touch the accelerator to set off again.

“The sea looks incredible,” Grace says.

The GPS won’t guide us directly to Huey’s van so Grace recites the note I wrote in my phone after Huey gave me directions.

We find his black, Lincoln Navigator gleaming in the midday sun. Then him close by, at a table out on raised terrace decking. He’s wearing a brown t-shirt and loud Bermuda shorts. Red flip-flops on his feet.

“Hey!” he raises a mug of something and grins at us.

“This is virtually front line to the sea,” I say when I’m out of the car.

“Nearly Bro,” he says and on the decking, he shakes my hand, slaps my back. “Grace, great to see you again,” he grins and brushes his thick beard against the side of my wife’s cheek, kisses her.

“It’s beautiful here,” she gazes around.

Over beyond the barbecue on his decking, the next nearest caravan is about a hundred yards away. Plenty of open space.

“Should be beautiful for the money I pay,” he says, “come on inside guys. I got coffee on the go. Colombian.”

We follow his thick torso and waddling gait.

“This is obviously the living area,” he nods at a powder blue sofa that spans a whole wall and faces a white, flat-screen TV. There’s a small round table and two chairs in one corner of the room near the sofa.

“It’s lovely,” Grace says, eyes wide.

“If anyone needs the bathroom it’s down there past the kitchen,” Huey points to our right. “Make yourselves comfortable while I fix coffee and then after that let’s get to the deep blue. Don’t want to waste the day.”

I use the bathroom and leave Huey chatting to Grace. There’s no danger of uncomfortable silences with this guy.

The spotlessly clean, white bathroom comes as no surprise. Even for a guy living alone. Not when you’ve seen his office at work or the inside of his car. And as I pee, then wash and dry my hands, I’m aware that Grace is on her own again with my boss at the moment. And he’s about to see her in her swimming costume.

My body tenses. That weird sense of excitement. I smile at myself in the shaving mirror. Shake my head. It’s Huey.

We drink coffee together outside and listen to Huey talk about various people in the other caravans and about his boat which is out of action at the moment. He asks Grace questions too. Mostly about her job at the Wellbeing center.

“Right,” he says after a few minutes and he collects the empty mugs, “You got a wet suit Grace?”

“Oh,” she says and looks shocked, “No. Did I need one? I was just going to put my bikini on.”

“We wouldn’t want to stand in the way of you in that,” he winks at me, “but I had a walk down the beach before you came and the water’s not that warm today. I’m wearing a suit. I got a spare shorty you can use if you want to try that? Bought it for an ex, but she was like Spens. Not keen on the water. ”

“I’m not sure,” Grace says and looks at me as if I know what she should do. “I’ve never worn one before,” she says.

“I’ll get it out for you,” Huey says, “try it over your costume then if you don’t like it, just take it off at the beach. Dump it with Spens to look after while he’s at the bar.”

Grace nods.

“You sure you won’t come Spens?” he says to me, “I got another suit you could use.”

I shake my head, wave a hand to emphasize it, so Huey goes off to find the suit for Grace.

It’s crazy, but I’m aware that some sorry part of me is disappointed because Huey won’t get to see my wife in her bikini.

He returns with a rubbery, black and pink long-sleeved suit with a zip up the front and no leg parts to it. “You unzip It like this,” Huey wobbles the suit and lowers the zipper from the throat to where it ends above the top of the left thigh. He smiles at Grace, “step into it with your right foot. Then your left. Pull it up your body and slip your right arm into it. Then your left. When you’ve done that, pull it up on your shoulders. Then just reach down and zip it up.”

“Spens will you come with me while I try it on?” she says, “in case I get stuck?”

“If you need me to.”

“Use the spare bedroom opposite the kitchen to get changed,” Huey says, “once I got my own suit on I’ll stand outside your door and listen out for cries for help.” He grins and wanders off.

The spare bedroom is small. Just about enough space for Grace to move around and get changed. Two single beds with a solitary nightstand below a widow that’s covered by a little net curtain. When I check, the net masks a view of trees outside.

“You don’t have to wear that thing, if you don’t want to Grace,” I say, but make no mention of my mad, simmering urge for Huey to be shown glimpses of her flesh in nothing but her bikini. I’ve felt like this all week.

“This feels a bit weird,” she whispers and drags her sweatshirt up over her white bra and her head, shakes her brown trestles free.

“What does?” I say and raise my gaze to her face.

“Taking my clothes off in someone else’s caravan.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” I say, and now that we’re here, and it’s happening, it seems almost surreal. A bizarre way to spend a Saturday. Your wife going snorkeling with your boss? And somehow getting off on it? I’m shaking. “I bet he wishes he could see through the door,” I caress her bare waist, kiss the tops of her tits.

“Stop it!” she hisses and laughs, slaps my hands away.

I sit on one of the beds with a semi-erection.

Grace kicks off her sneakers, tits quivering when she does. Then she wriggles her tight jeans down her hips. Exposes the little ‘V’ of white lace panties between her thighs. No. A g-string. “Can you grab my costume out of my bag?” she asks.

I rummage breathlessly amongst the house keys, her purse, and makeup. Pull out the only bikini she owns. The purple lyrca piece that landlord guy from next door saw her in the other weekend.

She unclips her bra and her boobs spill free. In Huey’s caravan. Then she slides down her little panties, and naked, takes the costume from me.

I can’t resist fondling her again.

“Everything OK in there?” Huey calls from outside.

“Yeah, fine,” Grace replies and slaps me away, “we’ll be out in a minute.” She peels her bikini bottoms up over her ass, then pushes her exposed, pert boobs into the top. She looks amazing.

“You sure you don’t just want to go like that?”

“Not if it’s cold,” she says and grabs the wet suit, steps into it.

I help her squeeze her arms and shoulders in the squeaking suit. Then finally zip it up. Something vaguely horny to the touch about the material. Pink and black pattern covers her arms, but her legs are on show. From the tops of her thighs down.

“You look like some kind of sexy superhero girl,” I say and gaze at her. Tits look good.

She laughs and ties her hair up.

“Turn around and let me see your butt.”

Grace sighs but in little barefoot steps, she rotates 180 degrees.

“Mmm,” I reach forward and stroke the undersides of her buttocks.

“Are we ready then?” Huey calls.

Down at the beachfront with a carrier bag from Huey and him in a black and azure blue wet suit that’s longer than Grace’s, this whole occasion feels even more off-the-wall than before. He hands me the key to his caravan, “In case you get bored at the bar and want to go back,” he says.

“I’ll be fine,” I say but take his key anyway. I guess he can’t take it with him. But how long is he planning on being out there with her? I take his and my wife’s much smaller shoes too and after Grace pecks my cheek, I stand on the sand and watch the girl I love wade into the water with another man. My boss.

I need to catch my breath, but something stirs in my balls again.

Thigh deep in undulating water, Grace in her skintight suit waves back at me. Then she fixes her goggles and snorkel in place. And they swim.

I hold my breath and for a moment and watch. I could never swim that far out myself. Don’t even like to see her do it. So I stop. I drop the footwear into the carrier bag and trudge across the sand toward the beach bar.

Inside like I’m dreaming, it’s much darker than out in the early afternoon sun. The AC is cool and refreshing. I’m in luck. It’s busy for the game, but there’s still a couple of seats spare with what look decent views of the TV. I’m buzzing madly inside because of where Grace is. But sick to the stomach too. I  head to the bar and order a Bud. I swallow a big mouthful then leave the drink and bag on a table in front of one of the spare seats. I’m sweating, have a thickness in my throat, but there’s something I have to do.

I glance around, and on a wall across the crowded room, find painted white symbols of a man and woman. This is mental I know it, but I need to jack off.

Neither booth is taken, so I head inside the first and tug my jeans down. I’m hard. Balls tight. Close my eyes and bring up a picture of Grace in that skin-tight suit. Huey’s eyes all over her. Frustrated because he has no partner. Wanting her. Acknowledging her beauty, but knowing he’ll never have her.

I spray the pan and groan.

Before I’m even back in the bar with my drink, shame and guilt crowd my head.

How could I even think crap like that? Fear sidles up alongside the shame. What if something happens to Grace while she’s out there with him? I’ve kind of encouraged her to go, and the water could be dangerous. She’s not that experienced. She could get into difficulty.

I talk myself down then sink the rest of my beer before ordering another one. At the bar, I get talking to a guy who owns property on the site and who it turns out, knows Huey. He tells me what a ‘great guy’ my boss is. Tells me about a ‘couple of hotties’ he’s seen him with over the years.

At half time, my arousal and imagination consume me again and when a booth eventually becomes free in the washroom I jack-off a second time. The alcohol takes the edge of the guilt and shame and fear this time around. I remind myself that in reality, this is all about bonding. Building my career.

In the second half of the game, I lose myself in it for long periods but on several occasions check the time to see how long Grace has been gone.

Two hours.

I watch all the post match analysis and when the TV switches to a second game I watch that too. With a group of other guys and more beer. By the time that’s over and I’ve jacked off a third time (unheard of for me since I was a teen), Huey and my wife have been gone over four hours.

Four fucking hours. That familiar jealous anger wells up inside me.

Eventually, I pay my tab and wander outside alone. The sun has started to go down. I peer beyond handfuls of people who are mostly now packing away fold-able chairs or brightly-colored picnic hampers and I stare out at the glimmering, gently crashing waves. Maybe I will wander back to the caravan after all. Serve them both right if I’m flat out when they finally decide to come back. And if I snore all the way home tonight while Grace is driving

“Spens!” Grace calls and I turn my head, focus my vision. My wife is over near the beach showers. She waves at me. Looks like a co-star from a Bond movie.

I force a smile and wave back. Think I might have had too much to drink.

“It was amazing,” Grace kisses me, drips cold water on me. “The sea was so clear. And you’ll never guess what we saw. I wish you’d have come too though Spens. Oh, and Huey’s asked us to stay over tonight. So we can go in the water again tomorrow before we drive back.”


Chapter Nine

Spencer

“We can’t really stay over Grace,” I laugh, “we’ve only got the clothes we came here in.” And it’s not that big a drive back home, in any case.

“You don’t need anything else to wear, Bro,” Huey says and spits on the ground. He shakes his diving mask out. “We’ll only be staying around the van. I’ll set the barbie up as soon as we get back. I got a freezer full of meat and fridge full of beer and wine. You can both have a drink. I should’ve thought of it before I invited you over. I got heaters on the decking and everything too, so we can sit out as late as we like.”

“We haven’t got toiletries,” I say, but feel the decision is slipping away from me. Like I’ve been outvoted.

“What do you need besides a toothbrush?” Huey shrugs, squeezes his wet beard out, “you can pick a couple up from the site shop. And anything else you need.”

“Go on Spens, why not?” Grace says and she’s caught the sun on her little nose and on her cheeks, “we’re not doing anything back at home tomorrow are we?”

“That's the spirit,” Huey slaps my back. “Come on, let’s grab a quick drink in here first. Then we’ll go back to mine and I’ll put the food on.”

“Go into a bar dressed like this?” Grace indicates her wet suit.

“No, there’s an outdoor area around the back,” Huey laughs, “suns low enough not to have to worry about the suits in it now. We won’t stay long. Spens, tell your wife how foxy she looks in neoprene. I don’t think she believes me.”

And then a short while later, with me still left a little unsettled by his last comment, we’ve got drinks and are standing with them and a group of other people. Mainly guys that Huey knows. I’m introduced as his ‘Latest protege’ but am not sure if I should feel patronized. Despite the awkwardness of the situation though, I cant completely stifle the peculiar excitement of Grace in a skin-tight rubbery outfit with her legs and lower halves of her butt cheeks on show in front of everyone. Even as it kind of curls my gut. I’ve been fighting a battle inside of myself.

We leave around two hours (and several drinks) later with the sun almost gone and a half-moon already visible too in the evening sky.

Then, when we’re back at the caravan, Grace showers and washes her hair while Huey puts the food on. The chicken alredy smells good and I’m seriously hungry now.

“Why don’t you guys nip to the site shop for toothbrushes or whatever you need,” Huey says when Grace has reappeared in her sweatshirt and tight jeans, “I’ll finish the food off and set the table.”

“I feel like I haven’t seen you all day,” I say to Grace while we walk and hold hands.

“I know, I was thinking the same before,” she kisses the side of my face. She still looks hot, even without makeup.

“I’m surprised you wanted to stay, though,” I say to probe her reasons.

“I just thought we might as well,” she says, “Huey obviously wanted us too, and we might as well make the most of this weather.”

“I think it’s you he wanted to stay, not necessarily me.”

“Of course it’s not,” Grace sighs and shakes my hand in hers.

“He seems to know everyone on the site,” I say, “I don’t know why he doesn’t go snorkeling with one of them.”

“He does. He just thought it might be a nice thing to do to take me because I really wanted to go and because I’m married to you.”

Yeah. And because he thought you’d look ‘foxy’ in rubber.

Back at the caravan where a Rihanna tracks plays through an outdoor speaker, Huey is in jeans and a hoodie and as good as his word. Under the amber and pink lights above and around his decking are two raised, orange heaters and the barbecue too is in full flow. The aroma of grilled chicken permeates the air and I feel my stomach rumble. He serves drinks to us both and invites us to sit at the table.

“Feel a bit of a mess being out for a meal out with my hair like this and no makeup on,” Grace says.

“Not every girl could pull that look off,” Huey says and grins at me.

I flush, but recover quickly and make small talk about the caravan. How long he’s had it. How often he uses it. He asks about our relationship and how we met. What we normally do when we’re not working. And from there, despite Grace’s presence, the conversation maybe inevitably moves on to Flamehead Games and the next project.

The food is good. Whole succulent chicken breasts, spicy Aberdeen Angus burgers and salad with peppers and sweetcorn. The drinks flow. And as the conversation does too, I become aware how much he makes Grace laugh and keeps her included in the conversation. Especially when they talk about their time in the water. It’s obvious he likes her and values her opinion too. I tell myself I should be grateful to have a wife whose company my boss clearly enjoys. An ‘asset’ as he called her. Someone who even shares interests with him. I bet the other guys wish their wives were the same. This will only help my career.

Some time later, with Grace covering her mouth and yawning a lot, I ask her if she wants to turn in for the night. She says not. The day took it out of her, but she’s ‘OK for a bit longer’.

The beers I had earlier too have begun to take their toll on me so I switch to bottled water. And then, a little before twelve, Grace gets up slightly unsteadily to go to the bathroom. I glance at Huey and he’s watching her ass.

“You’re a lucky guy Bro,” he says and leans across the table, taps the neck of his glass bottle against my plastic one. “Don’t know why I can never meet keepers like her. A real beauty, but decent too. Only ever get gold-diggers.”

I mumble something that I hope sounds both sympathetic and appreciative. Then embarrassed, I turn the conversation back to work. We must be talking about ‘world options’ for several minutes before I realize Grace still hasn’t returned.

“I better go check she’s OK,” I say and push my chair back.

I look in the bathroom but she’s not there.

I find her face down, still fully dressed on top of one of the single beds. She’s asleep.

I smile at the sight. Admire the swell of her butt cheeks. She caught the sun today and I’m guessing it’s that, along with the wine that knocked her out.

“Grace?” I crouch down close to her face, whisper in her ear.

She doesn’t reply. Breathes deeply.

I smile again. Shake my head. She’s out of it.

I move down to her feet and slip her sneakers off. She moans and wrinkles her little toes. I better get her out of her clothes and into the bed. Her jeans and sweatshirt will be creased as hell by tomorrow if I don’t.

“Come on Grace,” I whisper again, “let’s take these clothes off and get you into bed.”

Gently, in stages, I roll her over, lean across her and pop the button on her jeans. I work her zipper down.

Now the hard part. Getting them off.

I drag them as far as possible over her hips. Expect her to wake when I do. She doesn’t. I uncover the front of her white lace g-string. I have to kind of work both hands under her firm ass to help maneuver the denim further down.

Grace mumbles and frowns in her sleep but eventually, I get the jeans over her thighs and knees. Down to her ankles and off. She moans and turns onto her side with her knees drawn up. Her almost-bare ass sticks out; perfect and peachy.

Not going to be easy to get that sweatshirt off her now. If all else fails I’ll see if Huey’s got a spare blanket. Put that over her and leave her on top of the bed. She’ll have to make do with a creased top in the morning.

“Everything OK in there?” Huey knocks lightly on the half-open bedroom door.

“I think the Mrs. overdid it,” I say embarrassed, but also conscious he may be able to see beyond me. Spot Grace in her g-string.

“She OK?” he peers over my shoulder and swallows hard. Then looks at me.

He can see her. My groin prickles but I pulsate with a perverted shame. Resentment. But burning inside I inch the door a little further open. I want him to see more of my wife. “I need to get her into bed really,” my mouth has dried up. “Unless you’ve got a spare blanket I could put over her?”

Huey looks at Grace again. He nods at me. “Don’t you want to take her top off first?” he’s breathing hard too.

“Might be tricky.”

“I could give you a hand. If you liked?”

Fuck me. What are you going to do? What are you going to do? “OK.”

Huey comes into the confined space. Closes the door.

Fucking hell.

“Not sure how we’re going to do this,” I mumble and peer down at my leggy, olive-skinned wife. Huey’s close to her bare ass. I’m shaking. Very sober now.

“Get her onto her back, if you can.”

“Yeah. Course. Right.” My breathing is shallow, fast. But I lean over Grace. “Come on babe, need you to lay on your back for me. Get your sweatshirt off and into bed.”

“Hmm,” she murmurs in her sleep, looks even more gorgeous than usual because she’s exposed. Vulnerable.

I pull at her shoulder with both trembling hands, roll her onto her back. Let Huey see the little white lace triangle between her thighs.

“She’s well out of it,” he whispers.

This isn’t right, it’s not right. But I need to get her covered up.

“Yeah,” I say.

Huey just stands there. Gazes down at her.

“Come on Grace,” I inch her sweatshirt up her stomach, work it up under her lower back too. Hear Huey breathing. I ask her again. “Can you lift your arms up for me Grace?”

No response. Hold my breath and hesitate. Then possessed by mad desire, pull the cotton sweatshirt up. Over her white, balconette bra to her neck. Uncover the mounds of Grace’s cleavage. Show him.

“Bro, she’s so fucking beautiful,” he exhales behind me, “even her feet.”

Spencer this is wrong.

“Fucking shape of her,” he whispers, “been admiring her the whole day she was with me.”

It’s wrong! Stop!

“There’s not enough space in here for you to help me get this over her head, Huey. Do you want to fetch the blanket for her while I do it?”

Huey holds eye contact for a second then nods slowly, returns his gaze to Grace’s body, nods again.

I stare at him until he leaves the room. Then, still part-throbbing with excitement that Huey’s seen my wife this way, part quivering with terrible jealousy, I mumble muted words of encouragement to Grace and coax, work and drag the sweatshirt completely off her.

She flops back down again and her tits shudder in the bra. “Ooh,” she grumbles and her nose crinkles. “Need some water Spens,” she mutters but her eyes remain closed. She curls up fetal position again.

I leave her and head out of the room. “Have you got another bottle of water Huey?” I call down the caravan. The guy has seen Grace in her underwear. My boss. He shouldn’t get anywhere near a girl like Grace.

“Her Ladyship woken?” he calls back.

“She’s gone back off, but she was asking for a drink.”

“Right,” he says and appears with a thick orange blanket in both hands,  “should be a bottle in the fridge Bro. Want me to put this over her while you go look?” Again he swallows hard.

I hold eye contact with him for what feels several seconds. My head and heart scream ‘No fucking way’. Tell him ‘No!’ But my cock pulses and my balls are tight.

I nod. Watch him go inside. Close the door.

Head for the kitchen incapable of thought. Hold my breath. My face and chest burn. What are you doing? What the fuck are you doing? I do mean to find the water right away. I know I do. But I can’t. Can’t see it anywhere in the fridge. I look all around. How long am I taking? Consider using the tap, but can you be sure about the water on a caravan site? Can’t think. Then I remember my bottle outside. Sure there’s still a fair bit in there.

Stumble into the night and a Radiohead track and rearrange my thoughts. Trembling. Water. Yes, water.

He could be doing anything to her in there. You know what he thinks of her. She’s vulnerable, you maniac Spencer!

I hurry from the outside table and decking, into the caravan, and back to the bedroom.

Huey stands over the bed. Grace is under the covers, not the orange blanket. That’s in a heap on the other bed. He straightens up and looks at me.

What the hell? My wife’s g-string and bra are crumpled on the floor between both beds.

“She woke up,” he whispers, gestures me to the door with his head and a finger over his lips, “she was half asleep though. Asking for you then she got into the bed herself. Took the rest of her stuff off under the covers and threw it out. Nearly hit me with them.”


Chapter Ten

Joe

“Just try not to fall out with her,” I say to Rachel and switch the car engine off. I peer up the drive to Sophie’s. Rachel’s Mom is at her living room window. Waiting for us. Please don’t let this descend into a slanging match between the pair of them. Sundays are supposed to be relaxing. Not loaded with stress.

“I’ve had almost a week to calm down about it Joe,” Rachel says and looks at me with her fingers wrapped around the door handle, “I’ve told her on the phone how I feel about it, but you know what she’s like. She needs to hear it face to face. Whether she likes it or not. I don’t want her working for Phil,” Rachel shakes her head, her hair and hoop earrings. “I don’t want her knowing my business. Our business.”

“We could have another word with Phil,” I say and reach for her shoulder. She’s still pissed with her Mom, no matter what she says about having ‘calmed down’. “We can ask him again not to employ her. As a favor to us. That way, there’ll be no need for arguments.”

“I don’t want a favor from Phil or anyone else,” Rachel hisses, “I want my Mom to turn him down because I’ve asked her to. There’s plenty of other jobs out there if she really wants one,” she flings the door open and climbs out.

I follow her out; glance anxiously across to Talbot’s drive and the gleaming Chrysler. At least he’s nowhere to be seen. The last thing we need is more of his wingeing.

Rachel marches up her Mom’s drive, ass swiveling almost violently from side to side in her black jeans.

“Hey you two,” Sophie answers the door before we ring the bell. She’s all smiles in an off-the-shoulder cream jumper and looks like she had a makeover. Her hair cascades over one, not both, shoulders. And it’s wavier than normal, with like an auburn tint in it.

Rachel gives her a meager peck on the check then strides down her hallway to the kitchen.

Sophie gives me a grimace then a kiss on the side of my face. She smells of rose and sandalwood or something similar. “Your father’s still out with your sisters,” she calls down the hall after her Rachel then rolls her eyes at me.

“I’ll say it again,” Rachel announces before her rear has touched a seat at the kitchen table, “I’m not happy with you working for Phil Hastings. I don’t want you to.”

I stay standing.

“And I’ve told you before; I don’t understand why you’re annoyed about it,” Sophie fills the kettle then switches it on, leans back against the formica worktop with her arms crossed over her formidable chest.

Every time I see her when she’s dressed up a little like this, she reminds me how hot she is for a woman her age.

“Because it’s embarrassing you trying to work there,” Rachel scowls at Sophie, “all the other girls there will know you’re my Mom.”

“So?”

“So, they’re half your age and that’s embarrassing. You’ll hate it anyway.”

“I know I’m older than most of them. Phil told me. But he wants to introduce maturity into his team. He says I’ll be perfect for it. He says I’m wasted staying at home. You’ve got no idea how that feels after being taken for granted all these years.”

Sounds like Phil’s cheesy flattering.

“You won’t be perfect for the job, and I don’t want you there. I don’t want you working where I do,” Rachel raises her voice.

Sophie blinks then stares at Rachel.

“You shouldn’t be going off down south leaving Dad and my sisters overnight just so you can flutter your eyelids at a load of businessmen.”

“Is that what you do when you work for him?”

“We’re not talking about me. We’re talking about you,” Rachel’s cheeks flush.

“Well, I won’t be staying overnight,” Sophie says, “I’ll only be doing local shows,” her arms tighten around her bust. “Your father’s happy to look after the little ones while I’m working. He’s had his overtime cut. My money will mean we can save and take the girls away for a couple of nights later in the year.”

“But you don’t know what Phil’s like,” Rachel says and her face suggests she feels she’s losing the argument.

“He seems a very nice man,” Sophie shrugs.

“Looks can be deceptive Mom. I know what happens to some of the girls who work for him.”

“Like you, I suppose?”

Low blow Sophie.

“Why would you even say that?” Rachel glares at her mother.

Sophie turns away, pours coffees.

“I’m telling you, you shouldn’t trust him,” my wife says to her Mom’s back.

“Why not? You do. Anyway, you worry too much about me. I can look after myself,” Sophie hands us coffee then joins her daughter at the table.

“Is it any wonder I worry about you? After what you’ve done behind Dad’s back. What you’re still doing.”

Oh, shit.

“You’re not exactly innocent with Dennis next door are you Rachel?” Sophie’s normally generous mouth tightens and wrinkles. “You told me yourself, remember?”

I hold my breath, then behind my drink, I glance away from my mother-in-law to the wall. Don’t want to get involved in this conversation. And I daren’t even think what Rachel would say if she knew Talbot had taken her Mom dogging.

These two women though, who surely must turn heads most places they go, and yet that creep Talbot has had his hands on the pair of them. It still beggars belief.

“There's a big difference between what I’ve done with Mr. Talbot and what you do, Mom. And why.” Rachel says.

“Oh, really?”

My face burns.

“Joe knows exactly what I’ve done with Mr. Talbot and with everyone else.”

“Everyone else?” Sophie’s eyebrows arch.

“You know what I mean,” Rachel says but her face is scarlet.

I lower my eyes. Not sure where to look. Don’t want to be here.

“I know what it sounded like,” Sophie says.

“I don’t care what it sounded like!” Rachel yells at her Mom. “And you obviously don’t care about Dad. If you take this job you could end up getting dragged into all kinds of things.”

“You’re being ridiculous,” her Mom laughs but then looks Rachel in the eye. “I suppose Phil is one of the other men Joe knows all about you being with, is he? And you’re jealous he’s shown some interest in me too now?”

Shit.

“That’s it,” Rachel shoves her drink across the table at her Mom. Some of it slops out onto the table. “Come on Joe, we're leaving.” Rachel pushes her chair backward and she’s on her feet.

I smile tightly at Sophie then follow my wife down the hall.

Sophie knows now that Rachel’s been other guys besides Talbot. What the hell must she be thinking?

I wait until we’re outside on the driveway again before grabbing Rachel’s arm.

“How could you say that to your Mom? About other guys?”

“It slipped out,” Rachel shakes the arm free, “I didn’t mean to say it. She won’t believe it anyway.”

I hope to God that’s true.

“We should go round to Mr. Talbot’s house right now,” Rachel stops walking, peers at next door.

“What are you talking about?” I stare at her.

“Why not?” Rachel gazes at me with her intense gray-blue eyes. Then she looks at her Mom’s house. “She’s pissed me off, I want to piss her off,” she glances over at Talbot’s car then returns her burning eyes to mine. “Wouldn’t you like to see me tease him again right now?”

“He’s probably busy,” I say, incredulous at her suggestion on a Sunday mid-morning. I glance up beyond Talbot’s car to his front door. Then away again quickly. Gaze into Rachel’s eyes but something stirs between my legs. “He might not even be at home.”

“You know same as I do that if Mr. Talbot’s car is here, then he is too,” Rachel says.

“Your Mom will see our car still outside and guess where we are.”

“That’s the idea,” Rachel shrugs, makes her tits jiggle under her jumper, “I wanted to do it last Monday but you wouldn’t.”

“She’ll know I’m with you while you’re at his.”

“Better than her thinking I went there on my own. Besides, if she asks what I was doing, I’ll tell her to mind her own business. Let her imagination drive her crazy.”

“What would we say to him?” I glance at his house again. A dark thrill stirs in me because my wife wants to put on another show for that awful old man. But I’m conscious too now, that Sophie might already be aware our car hasn’t moved away, and be wondering why. “I’m not sure how comfortable I’d be going to the rest area now in broad daylight.”

“We can arrange something,” she takes both my hands, “anything,” she says and pulls me away towards his house.

Is this really only because she wants to piss her Mom off? Breathless. Confusion and excitement ricochet around my insides.

“Now here’s a sight to cheer up an old man on a Sunday,” Talbot smiles broadly, but without showing his teeth.

“Are you busy right now, Mr. Talbot?” Rachel clears her throat.

“For you? I could never be too busy. Come on in.”

Rachel pulls at my hand. Leads me inside.

Talbot’s breathing is audible, his dark eyes all over her ass.

“Joe and I were talking about what you said last week,” she says in his hallway, “about you wanting…” she leaves the sentence unfinished and plays with her long, golden brown hair.

“A show?” the word visibly lodges behind Talbot’s adam’s apple.

“How about now?” Rachel asks.

Fuck, Rachel.

“Now? Where? Here?”

She shrugs her shoulders, draws Talbot’s eyes to her tits.

Not here Rachel. But despite being unable to look him in the eye, my wife’s boldness with him has further roused my cock.

“Oh my,” Talbot closes his front door. The twitching smile that spreads over his pale face reminds me of a reptile. He smooths down his thin gray hair. “You’ve caught me out here. And where are my manners? Let me get my guests a drink. What will you have? I’ve got sherry or port? Beer for you Joe?”

“I’m driving,” I wave away the suggestion, can't look at him. Dry mouthed. Rachel’s ‘asked’ Talbot if we can have sex in front of him.

“Have you got gin?” she asks him.

“Yes, yes, of course. For you young lady, anything.” He wheezes. “You make yourselves comfortable in the living room. The sofa should be perfect, I’m sure. I’ll bring the drinks through. I’ll make a cordial for you, Joe if that’s OK?”

My heart thumps like crazy and my head is light but Rachel leads me into a room that’s more untidy than I remember it. Pieces of a big newspaper strewn around the floor near an armchair. Close to where Talbot sat when Rachel danced for him here.

“Joe, why don’t we play a trick on Mr. Talbot?” Rachel whispers into my ear then kisses me, “draw the curtains and I’ll take my jumper and jeans off. I’ll be sitting on your knee in my bra and panties when he gets back. See if he goes to pieces.”

Fuck me. I kiss her hard. Squeeze her buttocks in both hands, then touch my fingers to the front of the denim. Right between her thighs.

“Draw the curtains first,” She laughs and pulls away.

I darken the room with my head shattered.

She tugs her lilac jumper up her stomach and over her tits. Then her head.

Her tits shudder in a red bra. Silver necklace around her throat. She tosses her jumper across the sofa.

Is this honestly all because she’s pissed with Sophie? I pull her back to me. Kiss the top of her tits.

“Quick Joe, I need to get my jeans off.”

I stand back, heart beating so fast I’m sure I might pass out. Feel my way onto the sofa.

Rachel kicks her pink Reeboks off and her little white socks then unbuttons her jeans. She pulls them down over matching, high-cut red panties.

What sort of girl did I marry? I gaze up at her, dizzy with excitement. But shamefaced too.

Rachel throws her black jeans on top of her jumper. Then she comes to me and sits. Warm and soft on my lap.

My cock stiffens under the spongy weight of her partly-clad ass. On Talbot’s sofa.

She kisses me full on the lips, wraps an arm around my neck.

“Oh. My. Word.” Talbot’s hands, with a glass in each, shake from the scrawny elbows down. His mouth hangs. Looks like he’s had a stroke.

Rachel tosses back her hair. Smiles at me, then him.

“Where shall I put the drinks down?” Talbot’s mouth doesn’t seem to be working properly.

“I’ll have a sip of mine now,” Rachel reaches out a bare arm toward him.

“Of course. You look wonderful like that in my house again Rachel,” he tells my wife.

She takes a sip and then hands the glass back, “you can put it on the fireplace for me please, Mr. Talbot.”

“Mine will be OK there too,” I nod, try to help him out because I’m not sure how well he can think at the moment.

Talbot puts both glasses down then returns to us wiping his palms on the front of his baggy cord pants.

“Do you want to take my bra off for Joe, Mr. Talbot?”

Fucking hell, Rachel. You’re out of control.

“Do I?” Talbot asks and his tongue flickers at a corner of his mouth.

Rachel half twists on my knee, friction on my hard cock and she offers him her back. Shows the old man her bra strap.

I take tiny breaths.

Talbot leans over her back, breathes heavily into her hair.

I smell beer on his breath.

He fumbles with her bra straps. His face reddens. Then finally, he unclips the fastening.

“Oh, Mr. Talbot,” she shrugs the shoulder straps away, catches the cups before they completely uncover her tits.

“Shall I take your knickers down too?” Talbot leers at her.

“Mr. Talbot wants to see me with no clothes on Joe,” Rachel purses her lips.

My cock is steel beneath her.

“Oh yes, yes Rachel,” he holds his hands together in front of his chest; as if in prayer, “I do. I want that so much.” There’s a visible bulge in the front of his sagging pants.

“Is it OK if Mr. Talbot takes my panties off Joe?” Rachel moves her ass around on my erection.

I nod. It’s as much as I can do.

“I’ll have to stand up really,” she says and rises from my knee. Her proud ass juts close to my face. Her bra straps swing loosely down her sides. Still, she keeps the bra cups over her tits with a forearm.

Talbot moves up close to her, looks right into her eyes. His gnarled old hands snake to her waist. He tucks trembling fingers under the waistband of her panties. Eases the last of her clothing down her hips. Over her buttocks.

He purrs. Stoops a little. Face flushed, he works the flimsy underwear down the backs of her thighs.

Talbot stripping Rachel.

He uncovers her slit. Can’t take his eyes off it.

Oh, fuck.

“Shall I take the knickers right off for you Rachel?” his voice is hoarse.

“I can manage thanks, Mr. Talbot,” Rachel steps out of them then lets the bra fall away from her chest. She covers her vagina with one hand.

Talbot whimpers.

“So who’s knee shall I sit on now, I wonder?”

Oh, shit, Rachel.

“This is all my prayers answered,” Talbot mumbles, eyes like saucers and fixed on my wife, “Thank you, God. Thank you so much.” He stumbles to the other end of the sofa and sits, holds his arms out to Rachel, “Please?” he says. “Please Rachel? Joe?”

“What do you want me to do Joe?” Rachel asks, tits out. Her throat and the top of her chest blushed pink.

“With him,” I nod in Talbot’s direction, feel for my cock.

Rachel tosses her hair around and smiles at Talbot. She moves her hand away from her pussy and eases herself down naked onto Talbot’s lap.

“Oh sweet Jesus,” he inhales the top of her shoulder, around her neck.

“It’s a little lumpy down here,” she laughs and wiggles her hips. The tops of her bare buttocks quiver

“Sorry young lady but you have no idea what effect you have on an older man.”

Oh, I think she does.

“Would you…Rachel, would you,” Talbot’s words stumble like blind drunkards, “would you help me, Rachel?”

“What Mr. Talbot? What do you want me to do?” She shows him big eyes but I know that look. She’s teasing him. I almost feel sorry for him.

“Touch it for me,” he gasps.

“Joe, he wants me to touch this thing underneath me,” she twists further toward me on his lap and he buries his face in her golden-brown hair. “Is that what you want Mr.Talbot?”

“Yes. Please.”

Rachel lifts her ass a little and half-stands astride him. Her back to him. Talbot digs around under her. Pulls his awful thin tool free.

Hard for her. Long.

He shakes it in his fist.

“Ooh, Mr. Talbot,” she smiles and reaches down. Her fingers dance around on the head.

She’s touching Talbot’s cock again. Euphoria and nausea flush through me. I fumble my hard-on from my pants.

Rachel fully stands astride of him. Her bare ass near his face. One arm reached back and down. Her fingers trace the length of his erection. Fondle him.

“Oh, this is wonderful,” he gasps and runs shaky hands over the indents of her waist, onto fleshier hips. Her buttocks.

Rachel. I jerk fast in Talbot’s living room. Give myself pleasure while Rachel gives it to him. Jerk off in front of the oblivious Talbot. He’s too preoccupied with my bare, nubile, wife.

“Oh, Rachel, Joe, what do you think about...” he runs flat palms all over Rachel’s ass, feels around her inner thighs, “letting me, just quickly, put it…put it inside. Oh please.”

“Joe, Mr. Talbot wants to put this inside me,” she caresses the length of his shaft, “he wants to fuck me.”

Would she let him? Talbot? I slick my cock in my fist.

“Mmm,” Talbot moans, holds her hips, leans the side of his face against her lower back.

“Joe, what do you want me to do?” she drags her hand up the length of his tool.

“Please, God please,” Talbot’s voice quivers.

“He’d have to wear a condom Joe,” Rachel says and her nipples have stiffened. Goosebumps on her flesh.

She’d do it with him. She’d let him. She’d let Talbot fuck her. Oh shit, shit.

“No Rachel please,” Talbot gasps, kisses her back. His right arm reaches under her, thick fingers close to her vagina, “not a condom. Don’t spoil it for me.”

“You couldn’t cum in me,” she sways her hips in his face, long hair moves from side to side over her shoulders.

Slow my jacking then stop. So I don’t cum yet.

“No, of course,” Talbot exhales, fingers trace the outline of her lower lips, “I’d pull out in plenty of time, I swear. Please, Rachel.”

He’s begging her, Talbot begging my wife for sex. Begging to get his cock in her. Jerk slowly again.

“What do you think Joe?” still her hips sway in front of Talbot. Still his fingers don’t dare enter her. “Do I let him?”

Decency has abandoned me. Deviancy possesses me. “Let him have you, Rachel.” Let Talbot have you.

“Yesss,” Talbot gets to his feet takes my nude Rachel by her hand, “Let’s do it from behind. On the sofa. You kneel on the floor I’ll get up behind you.”

Fuck Rachel, no. I beat in a frenzy.

Her face flushes. Like his suggestion took her by surprise. But my wife gets down on her knees. Leans over the seat of the sofa a few feet from me.

I release my cock. Just in time. It dances in front of me. So close to cumming. Move further away from Rachel. Right into the corner of the sofa.

“Stick that rump right out for me,” Talbot shoves his trousers and baggy white shorts right down. Knobbly, long hard-on his fist.

Oh, fucking hell Rachel.

“In my pussy, not my ass Mr. Talbot,” she says over her shoulder then lowers her head and shoulders to the sofa.

“Of course Rachel. Of course. Anything you say,” he gets down gingerly to his knees. Cock swaying. He caresses Rachel’s upturned white ass with both hands. His head moves to one side and his shoulders hunch. Fiddles and fumbles his cock between the backs of Rachel’s thighs. Eases forward. “Ooh, there it is. There it is Rachel,” Talbot holds her hips and pushes forward. Grunts.

He’s in her! Oh, fuck no.

Rachel’s face pushed into the sofa.

“Oh heaven,” Talbot’s eyes are mad. But he rocks gently back and forth. Gentle with her. Surprises me. Lightly holds her fleshy hips. Strokes her ass. Not frantic like my hand on my cock. He slides in and out, mumbles to my wife. “If you knew how much I’ve longed…all those years…watching you next door in your garden… even when my wife - God rest her soul - when she was still alive.”

“Ooh, Joe,” Rachel eases back against him.

She can’t be getting off on Talbot’s cock. Rummage for tissues in my pocket. Clamp them like a ball around my cock. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum.

“Oh No! Oh No!” Talbot’s teeth clench and his whole body shakes.

“Don’t cum in me!” Rachel yells and pushes him away.

Talbot stumbles sideways. His erection spurts over my wife’s back. Into her hair over the sofa.

I cum too, silently. Into my hand. Breathing heavily.

“It’s in my hair, Mr. Talbot,” Rachel shrieks, from the floor, “Joe; he came all over me.”

I know. Shit, I know.

“I’m sorry;” Talbot peers at my wife from his knees, chest rising and falling hard, cock drooping in his hand. “I couldn’t control it. You must have a shower. I cant send you away like that.” He hauls himself to his feet, zips up. “Let me go tidy up in there for you and run the water. Make sure it’s hot. Two minutes Give me two minutes.” Talbot staggers from the room, leaves my wife patterned with patches of his gleaming filth.

I stare at her slumped over the sofa and know, maybe for the first time, that my wife is anyone’s. If she’ll let Talbot fuck her then she’ll let anyone. My beautiful Rachel is anyone’s. “You OK Rach?”

“It’s all over me Joe,” she whispers and grimaces, carefully pulls her panties back on.

You’re not kidding it’s all over you. But you asked for it by insisting on coming here.

“You heard what he said,” I say and zip up too. Consider wiping Rachel down with my tissue but I couldn’t. Not after Talbot. It makes me sick. “He’s wanted that for years.” And now you’ve given yourself to him.

“Shower rooms ready when you are,” Talbot reappears.

“Fucking hell Joe,” he says when we’re alone, “fucking hell.” He shakes his head, feels the front of his cords, “I doubt I’ll ever wash this again.”

On the way home, even though it’s still broad daylight, I half-expect Rachel to suggest the rest area for hurried sex of our own. But she doesn’t. In fact, she doesn’t say much at all. Neither do I. And I chew over the possibility that she’s struggling to process what we’ve done, as much as I am.

Maybe now she’s satisfied her need for some form of misguided ‘revenge’ on her Mom, she’ll see what she’s let Talbot do to her in a whole new light. It’s almost unheard of for Rachel not to feel horny after being used when she hasn’t climaxed herself.

A couple of hours later, when we’re back home and Rachel’s in the kitchen tossing salad to go with a Mexicana pizza for a late lunch, a WhatsApp message chimes on my phone.

Talbot. My chest pulls.

From the sofa I glance towards the kitchen. Check on Rachel. Then take a breath and tap into his name.

‘No words Joe. Almost no words.’

That’s a first. Animosity floods me, nearly overwhelms me that this scheming pig has had Rachel’s ‘all’. Or very nearly.

Another message.

‘Glad you enjoyed it as much as me.’

For a second I frown with confusion. He means me jacking off. The realization makes my face burn.

A dark video with a white arrow at the center appears. With it the message ‘Your eyes and mine only.’

My stomach turns over.

I glance at the back of Rachel again in the kitchen then reduce the volume button on the phone to zero. Tap the white arrow.

The picture lightens but not that much. Can’t make out what I’m watching.

But then, to my horror, I can.

A shower. The inside of a shower stall. Cascading water below. The video lightens and a female steps inside. Did he film her showering there? Glimpse of Rachel’s face below. Shit. I gag. Watch the top of her tits and then she twirls under the water. Reaches up for the showerhead and pulls it from the holder. Clearer view of her from above now.

What’s she doing?

Inch up the volume, lift the phone closer. Hear her moan. Fuck. Showerhead and jets down between her legs. Fuck. Her face rises. Head back and a clear view of her face. Eyes closed. Mouth ajar. She’s playing with herself. Holy crap. She played with herself after letting Talbot fuck her?


Chapter Eleven

Spencer

For a moment I’m not sure where I am. I’ve got a hard-on though. Grace’s bare body squashed against me. Silky thigh tangled with my leg. She’s not wearing anything. Clouds in my head dissolve away. I lift my head and peer beyond her. Another single bed a few feet away. Huey’s caravan.

And now I remember last night. My heart quickens. He was coming out of here and Grace was stripped off in bed. No underwear. Not the way I’d left her.

Next to me she struggles but turns over toward me in her sleep. I take a sidelong glance at her. Crumpled chocolate brown hair. Angelic face with her lovely, wide mouth. Did she really take her own underwear off? She seemed ‘out of it’ when I left her alone with him.

A sick feeling sinks through my gut. How could you leave her with him like that? Or even invite him into the room in the first place while you were taking her sweatshirt off? What kind of husband does that make you? What will your boss think of you now?

“Mmm,” Grace murmurs and her hand is on my cock.

Sleepy green eyes watch me and she smiles.

“How’s your head?” I ask.

“Yeah OK,” she says, voice thick. Her hand strokes me and then we kiss.

I’m still hard but not sure how relaxed I feel about doing it here. The walls in a caravan are bound to be parchment-thin.

Grace doesn’t seem to care. She lifts the bed covers high then wiggles her eyebrows. Pulls the covers over her head and slithers downward.

I could ask her to stop. In case Huey hears. But I dismiss that idea fast. I’m rock hard. What if Huey saw ‘all’ of her last night? What if he…?

My right nipple is kissed. Her lush hair caresses my skin and she moves lower. Kisses on my stomach.

“Mmm, Grace,” I moan softly.

My cock in both her hands. It’s kissed and then drawn into the wet heat of her mouth. “Oh,” roll my head back on the pillow.

Her mouth tightens on my shaft, sucks me up and down. Her hair swishes over my belly and groin.

Reach down and rest my fingers in her hair. Does she have any clue Huey was in here last night? I’ll have to tell her. “That's so good Gracie.”

“Mmm,” she hums around my erection, fingernail graze my balls.

But then I’m out of her mouth and her head is near my belly.

“No,” I groan and take her face in my hands.

“I want it inside me,” she whispers and clambers up onto me. Pert tits jiggle in my face.

“There’s not much space in this bed,” I whisper and stroke the outsides of her thighs. Glimpse between them and she glistens there.

“There’s enough,” she lifts her hips, feeds my cock to her hole. And then settles on me. Submerges my cock into her heat.

“Ooh,” I groan again. She feels good. I gaze up at her face.

She shovels her thick brown hair back behind her shoulders. Leans forward to me and we kiss. Her nipples hard to my touch.

“Do you remember coming to bed last night?” I ask.

“I remember lying down after the bathroom,” she says and laughs, but then her eyes close and her top teeth pull her bottom lip into her mouth. 

“It was hot you spending time with Huey most of yesterday,” I whisper from somewhere dark and reach for her swaying tits.

“Mmm,” her eyes are screwed shut but her teeth release her bottom lip and she smiles.

“Made me horny for you,” I confess.

“I can tell.”

I grip her hips, push up hard to meet her downward thrusts.

Grace leans back now, reaches her arms behind, and her hands down on my lower legs as we fuck.

Huey might have seen her tits last night. If she stripped off without realizing he was there.

But what if was him who stripped her?

No. He wouldn’t. I stab my hips upward. Yesterday’s drinking must have dulled my usual physical sensitivity because I’m excited - but not on the verge of coming.

Not sure about Grace though.

She lets out a little mewl.

“Shh,”  reach up, pull her forward so I can get to her mouth. Put a hand lightly over it.

“Mmm,” she moans into my palm, grinds her pussy against me. “Oh Spens, oh fuck, oh fuck.”

“Go on Babe, give it to me, give it to me,” I pull her into my arms, hold her tight while we screw. Let our lower bodies do the work.

“Oh, ooh, ooh,” she lets out three loud cries.

No way Huey hasn’t heard her. And then I’m cumming too. Ramming fast. Somehow madly driven on by my wife’s aural exposure too.

In the car on the way home from the coast, we listen to music on the radio and I stew about our time with Huey. Wonder why he didn’t mention anything to either of us today about being in our room when Grace had crashed out last night. Maybe he’d have said something to her if the pair of them had gone off into the sea together again like they’d planned to. But Grace didn’t feel up to swimming.

He acted like nothing improper happened last night. Maybe as far as he’s concerned it didn’t. Maybe it was no big deal to him. An employee's wife had too much to drink. So what?

But that employee left him alone with his half-dressed wife. A wife we both know he considers hot. For a second I wonder what my Dad would make of what I did last night. An ex-military man who puts Mom on a pedestal. Don’t want to think about that

I glance across at Grace. Her lips move along to the words of an Adele song. I replay Huey’s breathless comments about Grace’s body while she lay on that bed. Replay the image of her white g-string and bra on the floor when I returned to the room. Shift uncomfortably in my seat.

It either happened like he said and Grace got under the covers then took her underwear off, or she removed them right in front of him. Still half asleep and too foggy-headed to even know he was there.

Or he stripped her while she was still asleep. Got her under the covers. Touched her in the process? My stomach churns. Grind my teeth. How could I have left her? She’s my wife. She trusts me.

I glance across at Grace again and she’s scrolling her phone.

Huey might be a lot of things but he’s not that much of a creep. If he did see anything, he probably froze in embarrassment. Told me she got undressed under the covers so he didn’t embarrass me with the truth.

And he genuinely might not have thought there was anything odd about me inviting him into the room while I was getting her undressed and then leaving them alone for a few minutes. Why would he even imagine I was getting some kind of sick thrill out of it?

I overtake a red truck billowing dark exhaust fumes and I turn my thoughts to when Huey was in the water with Grace yesterday.

Wasn’t the whole day a little weird? Letting my boss spend time alone with my wife that way? How many other husbands would condone anything like it with their wives?

Maybe if they’d just started a new dream job like I have, they would. And if they knew how much their wife wanted to go snorkeling.

“So Huey didn’t say anything at all to you about last night?” I ask again.

“When?” Grace says without looking away from her phone.

“I don’t know,” I shrug, “when I wasn’t with the pair of you at any point before we left to come home today.”

“Just that it was a good night and a shame we couldn’t get out in the water today.”

“He didn’t say anything about you going to bed early?”

“It wasn’t that early, was it?”

“Nearly twelve, I guess,” I indicate and pull out past an SUV. I have to tell her. “You went off to the bathroom,” I clear my throat, uncertain exactly how much I should say,  “but you didn’t come back. So I went to look for you.”

“And I was in bed?”

She doesn’t remember getting in. “Kind of. You were asleep on the bed. Still dressed.”

“Oops,” she says.

“We had to get you in the bed.”

“We?” Grace's forehead crinkles.

“I thought I might need Huey’s help, but in the end I got you sorted on my own.”

“Oh right,” she says and goes back to her phone. “I bet Huey thought I was awful going to bed without saying goodnight,” she grimaces.

She has no idea he was even in the room.

“He didn’t seem bothered,” I say.

“So you had to undress me?”

“Mostly,” I shrug, feel my face burn, “you somehow managed to get your bra and panties off by yourself later.” I hope.

Back home and we unpack in the bedroom then toss our dirty clothes and her bikini in the wash. Then when Grace has put her holdall away, I pull her into my arms. I’m horny again. Haven’t been turned on all day like this in a long while.

“Did you have a nice time?” I kiss her mouth.

“She nods her head. “Did you though? All you did really was sit around and wait.”

I’m hard for her. I let her feel it against her in my pants.

“Mmm,” she smiles up at me and her hand squeezes my stiffness, “is this the same thing as this morning? All because I was with Huey yesterday?” 

“Probably,” I say and move her hand from my groin, pull her jumper up over her head.

“You’ll have to let me spend more time with him if this is what it does to you,” she says and shakes her hair, grins at me.

I look right at her.

“Duh, that was a joke,” she says and rolls her eyes, kisses me.

I knew it really. But I needed her reassurance. Even though her lie was hot to hear.

“I don’t know why it turned me on so much,” I say embarrassed and I kiss her bare shoulders, “it’s stupid.” I slide her bra straps down her arms, undo her bra.

She unzips me and then we’re on the bed.

I still can’t change the topic. “After you’d gone to bed last night he was telling me how lucky I am having you,” I kiss her, toss her bra away.

“Well you are,” she says then laughs.

“I know,” I say and lean right over her,  kiss her tits, but hesitate about what else to tell her.

She pulls my cock out, feels my balls. Her shoulder and arm move slowly, her hand strokes me; sends shivers up my whole body.

I undo her jeans, lock eyes with her while she lifts her hips and I tug the denim down.

Then stripped again, she spreads her thighs and pulls me to her.

I kiss and enter her slippery heat.

“Ooh,” she exhales hard and her knees come up around me. Her arms clutch me.

The words won’t stop. “He was going on about how hot your body is,” I say and kiss her throat. Work my hips.

“No he wasn’t,” she murmurs.

“He was Gracie, “caress her hips, “he said he was looking at you all day thinking how hot you are.” And I don’t understand why that doesn’t totally piss me off.

Her mouth is hungry on mine.

Is she excited to hear what he said about her? She cant be. It’s Huey.


Chapter Twelve

Kevin

After Evie has finished in the shower I take my turn. I lean back against the pink tiles inside and drench myself under the thrumming hot jets. I squeeze my semi-erection, wonder how this evening with Richmond will go. I shouldn’t hold out too much hope. I don’t want to set myself up for disappointment. Even after what Evie confessed to Rachel. How much she’s missed the sex with Richmond. How she’s even thought about Zaria…

I soap my balls and work my shaft a little under the shower. Evie finally agreed to come and meet him with me tonight, so it’s a start. It could take time. A few discussions with him. And it’s the same hotel where she first met him. Where they’ve had sex before. That’s got to be a positive. Shes knows what the place symbolizes.

But she’d only meet tonight, on a Sunday, and only to ‘talk’. In case I got ‘any ideas’ about trying to persuade her to do more. Such as stay the night. I soap under my arms and my belly button. We’re both at work tomorrow so we couldn’t stay in the hotel even if she’d agree to.

How would I feel if she sees him again and still decides she’s over hotwifing? She’s said it so many times since that night with him and Phil. Regardless of what she told Rachel and how I’ve tried to reassure her that no other man could ever threaten our relationship. That we’d never split up like her folks did. And even after that session in the cars with Joe and Rachel Evie insists the fantasy of other guys is enough for her now. That she doesn’t need anyone but me.

I steady the rhythm on my dick, visualize Evie under Richmond. Between him and Phil. Then sucking Richmond’s big cock in the same hotel we’re going to tonight. Spreading her legs that first time while he licked her pussy. Sleeping the night in his big round bed while I watched from an adjoining chair.

If I’m not careful I’ll cum. Don’t want to. Just on the remote chance Richmond can talk my wife into bed. I want a strong hard-on in front of them if I’m watching. I let go of my erection, consider how I’ll feel about everything when we get back here tonight. If it’s never going to happen again then at some point I’ll have to accept that.

Somehow.

Out of the shower in the bathroom and in front of the shaving mirror I dry my hair off with a towel. Wonder what approach Richmond will take with her. I spoke to him on the phone shortly after he got back from the Far East. Like Joe advised me to.

He told me ‘The two most important things are: 1. Make sure she knows how much you love it, and her when she has sex with me for you, and 2. Get her here in front of me primed with the knowledge that she’s always free to do whatever she wants with me.’

He said he would do the rest.

Even the guy’s confidence and certainty about my wife do things to my belly and groin.

I dry the rest of my body then tie the towel around my waist and head out into the hallway. Then to our bedroom.

Evie stands in front of the mirror on our wall. A lacy, black push-up bra pantie set. They’re a good sign. Surely?

“You look hot,” I say. Her boobs and butt look silky. Succulent. Her hair is still damp.

Evie smiles back, but it’s a tight smile. She pulls a brush through her hair.

I move right up behind her, reach around in front of her, and hold the base of her boobs in the bra, feel the sizable weight there. Gently, I ease my towel-covered groin against her firm butt.

“Nothing’s going to happen with him Kev,” she tells the mirror.

I don’t reply. Kiss the backs of her shoulders.

“I mean it,” she stops brushing her hair, holds eye contact with me in the mirror, “I’m only meeting him because you wouldn’t shut up about it. And because lent us the villa. I’ll hear him out. I don’t want to seem ungrateful to him.”

“I know,” I say and kiss her again, “but if you did want to…”

“Kev, stop it, please,” she says sighs, and continues with the hairbrush.

If she doesn’t want to look hot for Richmond then why the push-up bra? Why the cute little black panties?

In the hotel restaurant, Richmond is already at a round table in a quiet corner. He smiles and stands. Tall, tanned, and irritatingly, even better-looking than I remember. He’s in a sports jacket, open-necked, black polo shirt and chinos.

My chest tightens. Stomach clenches so hard it hurts. Wonder what Evie’s thinking. Don’t dwell on what you did to him before he had her in the villa.

He embraces my wife briefly but an awful thrill sparks through me at the sight. Evie crushed into him in her conservative olive green dress. Richmond’s strong hands on her slender waist. Almost on the swell of her behind. Hands and fingers that have explored every inch of her.

Evie’s face flushes as much as mine. She moves one side of her fair hair behind an ear and steps aside, lets me and Richmond shake hands

“Good to see you, young man,” he says, his brilliant smile is almost as warm as the one he gave Evie a moment ago. “Come on sit down please, both of you,” he gestures to us and summons a waitress, seemingly with the same smooth movement.

“Yes Sir,” a young brunette arrives with a notebook and pencil.

“I think more drinks for now,” he says, “I’ve been on spritzer, but are we all ready for champagne? “

“Not for me Richmond,” Evie says and stows her clutch-bag on the floor near her feet. Her hair falls around her face and she moves it away again.

“That’s very unlike you,” Richmond gives her a curious look but then smiles at her again.

“We’ve got work in the morning,” she says.

“No point neither of us drinking,” I say to her. There’s no chance of her fully relaxing around him if she’s stone-cold sober. Not after everything she’s said. “I’m the one driving. One glass won’t do you any harm, will it?”

“I’m fine,” she says flatly, “I’ll stick to mineral water.”

Shit.

“You can’t let me drink champagne alone,” Richmond says.

“So stick with your spritzer,” Evie shrugs.

“I don’t think so,” Richmond says without looking at her and he checks the padded leather menu. “Bring me a bottle of 2006 Krug Clos Du Mesnil,” he tells the waitress, “three glasses just in case.”

The waitress nods and scribbles on her notepad.

“So how have you been?” he asks when we’re alone again and those dark eyes gaze over at my wife. Fix on her.

“Good,” Evie shrugs again and twists her wedding band around on her finger.

Richmond’s eyes move down to her throat and then back to her face.

“I hear you met with Joe and Rachel?”

Evie frowns at him.

“Rachel mentioned something about it,” Richmond says and the waitress appears with a trolley. On it are Champagne, an ice bucket, glasses, and two soft drinks for Evie and I.

“Shall I open the Krug Sir, or will you?”

“Go ahead,” he tells her with his eyes still on Evie. “Even those two, Joe and Rachel were getting worried they’d done something wrong. When they hadn’t heard from you for so long.”

“We’ve been busy,” Evie says and sips her mineral water, “work and the apartment and everything.”

The apartment? I’m not sure how that’s kept us busy.

Richmond nods repeatedly, as if he understands and then he tries the sample the waitress has poured. “Beautiful,” he nods, “OK, I’ll take it from here.” He fills his glass then pours another. Raises his eyebrows at Evie.

She smiles and shakes her head, “So persistent. But no. I’ll stick to this.”

We make a little small talk about work and the economy, then the waitress is summoned again and we order food. I have a spicy pasta dish and Rachel has salad. Richmond orders steak in some kind of French sauce.

“I’d prefer to get right to it,” Richmond says when we’re alone again, “I meet a large number of women in the course of running my businesses,” he says to Evie, “men too; but a lot of women. And not a day has gone by lately without me thinking about one particular young lady,” his eyes burn into hers.

Evie’s cheeks redden opposite him and she looks down.

“I don’t mean to embarrass you,” he says to her, “but we need to be honest. Life’s too short. Especially when you get to my age.”

“I think I need the bathroom,” I say with a crazy impulse overwhelming me. I slide my chair back and stand.

He’ll have more chance of working his magic on her if I’m not around for a few minutes. She might open up to him in ways she won’t if I’m at her side. “I need to call someone back quickly too,” I lie and hold my phone up.

“Well don’t be too long Kev, will you?” Evie looks up at me,  “the food will be here soon.”

“I won't. Promise.”

I leave the table with my heart leaping from the top of my chest almost into my throat. Take a glance back. She’s deep in conversation with him.

Dismiss my intention from back home about not wanting to cum. I hurry to a palatial washroom with its gold-colored taps and polished back and white floor tiles. The smells of lemon and pine spruce mix with my aftershave that Evie bought me. I dash in to one of the row of booths. Drop my pants and tug out my hard-on.

Richmond wants my wife so much. He wants to get his hands on her again. Fuck her. I rub fast. Wants to break her resistance down. Maybe so he can share her with his friend again? Oh, God. Evie enjoyed by this self assured, wealthy older man and his laid-back business partner.

I cum in seconds and groan.

Out of the booth with the toilet flushing somewhere behind me. I stoop at a basin in front of the huge row of mirrors. Am a mad? Now that it’s real and Evie’s out there in his company again, fear consumes me. I’m throwing away the best chance I’ve had of helping Evie put an end to all this. If I stand back, that man out there could start everything off again. Is that honestly what I want? Don’t I want to keep her pure and safe from sexual predators like Richmond? Where was it all headed after he’d started sharing her with his friends?

But even in the cold, shivering shroud of gloomy, dark angst, that last silent question makes me quiver with unspeakable lust. A desire I can hardly comprehend.

I’ve been gone a while. Better get back to them.

I bump into Evie on my return to the restaurant.

“Everything OK?” I ask, search her eyes for a clue about how her private conversation with him went.

“I think the food’s on the way,” she says, “I’m just quickly going to the washroom. I’m not going up to his suite after. I mean it, Kev.”

Relief washes through me but sorrow pulls at it, like a child that dreads abandonment.

“OK,” I say and take her hands. I glance from her big brown eyes down to the outline of her magnificent breasts in the dress. A chest Richmond must surely have admired with me absent, “but if you change your mind I’m OK with that.”

Evie silences me with an index finger against my lips.

I move it away, “So what’s he been saying?”

“The usual,” she shrugs, “I’ll see you back at the table.”

I leave her and head for Richmond, the whole way wondering if anything can be salvaged tonight and whether, deep down, it might be for the best if it’s all finished with him.

“How’s it going?” I ask and sit, grab my mineral water.

“We’re getting there,” he nods, “just be sure to encourage her when I make my proposal.”

‘Proposal?’ But I don’t think he’s changed her mind about anything. Maybe he needed more time alone with her, but how could I tonight?

I lower my shoulders and whisper across the table. “She just told me she won’t go to your room this time,” I say and guilt at my duplicity envelopes me.

“We’ll see,” the corners of his eyes crinkle and he sips his champagne. Looks as relaxed and assured as he did when we arrived, “Softly softly,” he murmurs and then smiles broadly beyond me.

I twist in my seat, see Evie approach.

“I’d almost forgotten how exquisitely you move,” Richmond says to her and Evie laughs, rolls her eyes. She sits and moves her honey blonde hair around.

We eat with Richmond making no overt further attempts to entice or persuade Evie to do anything. He tells us about his latest trip overseas, makes us both laugh with stories about his various businesses, and then when the meals are finished, he excuses himself and rises for the washroom.

Evie’s eyes flicker up over him.

“Evie,” I reach for her hands on the table, “I know you said you didn’t want us to go up to his  suite, but it’s still only early so we could…”

She looks into my eyes.

“I’d love you to,” I say, squeeze her hands.

“You don’t mean it Kev,” she doesn’t break eye contact.

“I do. I do, I promise you I do,” or I’m pretty sure I do. Either way, I’m hard again under the table, “I want you to.”

Evie sighs, pulls her hands free, and sips her mineral water.

Richmond returns.

A few minutes later, with the bill settled and me still expecting a premature end to the night, Richmond smiles at us both “So will you come up for a nightcap?”

“I don’t think so Richmond,” Evie says and blows hair out of her eyes.

“Nothing more,” he raises both broad palms, exposes their emptiness. “Share a quick drink for old time’s sake. Hot chocolate if you prefer.”

“That’s a bit extreme isn’t It?” I say to try and lighten the moment. “We could have one before I drive home though, couldn’t we Evie? Remember how good the view was from the suite? It’s a clear night tonight too.”

“One quick drink,” she says, cheeks and neck colored up.

She’s going for it.

Exhilaration and blind terror surge through me like two thousand volts.

“Whatever you say,” Richmond smiles and pushes back his chair.

In the elevator, hardly able to hear anything because of the thunder of my heart, I hold Evie’s hand behind Richmond’s back. He’s on a call to a business associate. My stomach feels like grappling hooks are pulling it from all sides.

“Nothing’s going to happen, Kevin,” she whispers in my ear.

“I want it to,” I whisper back and kiss the side of her neck. Her ear.

Richmond peers at us over his shoulder, smiles then speaks into his phone again.

“Go on Evie, I want you to,” I whisper again, move a hand over her buttocks.

Richmond finishes his call halfway down the plush, carpeted corridor on the top floor. “After you,” he swipes his key card and the door swishes open.

Woody, masculine scent and dark shapes. Bright lights of the city like a painting not a window across the room. The view Richmond lifted Evie up to so she could see it that first time. The door swishes closed behind us.

“I’d forgotten how good the view really was,” I mutter for something to say and my voice is audibly dry.

“You know that now we’re here in privacy, I’m going to want to kiss you, don’t you young lady?” Richmond says and switches soft lamplight on.

Oh, God.

My wife gazes up at him, breasts heaving in her olive green dress.

He smiles at her then moves her backward, pins her up against a wall. He lifts both her arms up high and he does kiss her. Hard. Deep.

Evie.

She closes her eyes, moans, and relaxes into him. Almost wilts.

“Oh, Evie that looks good,” I wheeze.

“I want to suck you,” she says and her mouth is free of his.

Did she just say that? Holy fucking crap.

“Where?” Richmond smiles.

“Your turn to lean back against the wall,” she says and scoots her loose dress up her thighs.

Is this really happening?

Richmond does as she asks then strokes her chin.

Evie’s heels are off and she’s down on the carpet on her knees.

Fuck.

She scoops all her hair back behind her head.

Evie. Evie. I squeeze my cock through my pants. He didn’t even ask for it.

Richmond peers down at her fair head and undoes his belt.

“I’ll do that, thank you very much,” she says and gazes up at him, eases his hands out of the way.

“Better do what the young lady wants eh, Kevin?”

I nod and Richmond holds onto Evie’s head.

Her hands, her fingers, painted fingernails rip at his zipper.

She told me there was no way anything would happen. Does she find him so irresistible? Or has my constant pleading left her little option? 

She frees his cock and my face burns. Memories of my own shame.

“Mmm,” she moans and her head sinks forward.

“Ooh,” the back of his head leans hard against the wall, strong jaw risen. Neck muscles taught.

She’s sucking him. Evie’s sucking Richmond off.

“Mmmng,” she groans from her knees, takes long, slow, savoring sucks of his hard length. Works her shoulders and head to and from the man who towers above her.

Evie’s on her knees to Richmond. My cock is out now too. Peer around for tissues. Chrome box on a sideboard. Scurry over for a handful. Then back. Re-position myself more fully side-on to watch her face while she sucks.

“Is that good, Evie?” She cant resist him.

“Oohmmng,” she moans into his groin, her eyes closed, like someone relishing the first popsicle of summer. Like she’s cooling her mouth and top of her throat with his sex organ.

“She sucks cock so well now,” Richmond tells me and then her head, “I missed you so much Evie.”

“Mnng, mnng, mnng.”

I watch and stroke. Stare and stroke.

Richmond’s fingers claw her blonde hair, twist and coil around her locks.

She moans and sucks. Lets it plop from her mouth then licks his balls. She shifts position on her knees. One small bare sole and pink heel displayed under her butt and dress.

My Evie.

His thick cock is back in her mouth and her sucks accelerate.

“Evie, you want his cock so much, don’t you?” My balls clench before she can answer. Unload into the tissues. My shoulder slump, legs astride.

“Mnng, mnng, mnng,” my wife’s repetitive, rhythmic song around his erection.

“Make me cum,” he plays with her hair,  “that’s it, do it. Make me cum.”

“Mmng, God yes, yes, cum in my mouth, “ she kisses the purple head, plugs it back into her mouth, and lunges forward.

Richmond grips both sides of my wifes head. Like a vice. His face twists.

“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh, uck-urgh” Evie surges forward, takes him deep.

“Are you ready? Ready for it,” Richmond gasps, widens his stance. “Ugh,” he groans and shudders; grips Evie’s head. His own bowed.

He’s cumming. Cumming in my wife’s mouth.

I stare at her throat muscles. Watch them move.

And he releases her.

“Dear me, that was good,” he stoops low, takes her head in both hands again, and kisses her forehead.

Evie smiles kisses the top of his tool.

Richmond helps her to her feet.

I zip up and slip past the bed. Through the glass door to the electric blue lights of the bathroom with the spent toilet tissues. He’s had her once in here too. I flush the tissues away. Steel myself for my return to the room then the journey home. She did it. It’s back on with Richmond. I try to digest what I just saw. Work out exactly how I feel about it all.

“Kevin, I’m a little guilty that your wife didn’t climax,” Richmond says.

“I don’t mind, “ Evie says and straightens her dress.

“Well you should,” he says and lifts her off her feet, cradles her in his arms.

She squeals, tries to cover the bottom of her dress with one hand, but wraps the other arm around his neck.

“Why don’t you take care of your wife for a minute or two until I’ve recovered?” He carries Evie across the room to the deep purple carpet and the deep purple walls with the round white bed. He lowers her to the big bed and kisses her. “I’ll order drinks,” he says.

Evie shuffles back on the bed and sits up.

I gaze at her. Wonder what Richmond means by ‘take care of her’. Does he mean bring her off too, because he didn’t? But I’ve only just cum as well.

I know what I could do though. And what I wouldn’t get performance anxiety about in front of him. My tongue always makes her cum.

Richmond on a phone somewhere across the room behind me.

I smile at Evie, but my top lip twitches like it's got nerve damage. Lean over her and peel her dress up her thighs. Her brow knits a little like she’s unsure what I’m doing. But I kneel at the foot of the bed and pull her legs to me. Scoot her further down the bed. Then pull the front of her soaked panties aside. Wet after sucking him. I bury my face in her pussy. Kiss her fragrant lips. Suck hard.

Evie caresses my hair.

Richmond still talking on a phone.

Tickle Evie’s clit with the tip of my tongue. Lap her. Her thighs tighten against my head. I want to make her cum in front of Richmond.

Then the bed shifts heavily and Richmond lays alongside her.

I stop licking. Conscious he’s the other side of her right leg. Glance at his pants but he isn’t unzipped.

“Carry on,” he says and looks down at me, “you seem to be doing a good job.”

For a moment I can’t react. But then Evie’s hand is on my head. And I pull her panties aside again, kiss between her legs.

“Some blow job that was young lady,” he says up above me and I hear their kisses.

“Mmm, was it OK?” she moans and gently rides my face.

“OK?” he laughs “it was just about the best,” his legs moves on the bed.

I lap up the length of her pussy.

“Mmm, there’s so many other girls to compare it to, I suppose,” Evie murmurs, and her thighs tighten against my ears. More kissing further up the bed.

“That’s not what I meant,” Richmond says and her hip is slapped near my head..

Evie squeals, laughs. More kisses.

“Ooh, that’s good Kev,” she murmurs, fingers move through my hair.

Spurred on, I lick her hard.

“OK, well done,” Richmond says and his whole body moves. He helps me away from my wife. His cock out again. Hard near my face.

I recoil back off the bed and stand.

“Ooh,” Evie hitches her dress right up to her waist. Hurries her tiny black panties right down and off. Then reaches for Richmond’s tool.

“I think she wants this inside her Kevin,” Richmond says but doesn’t look at me. He pulls his cock away from her and sweeps his chinos and shorts down. “Tell your husband what you want, young lady,” he offers his erection back to her, lets her pull him to her by it.

Evie doesn’t reply. She’s breathing hard.

“Tell your husband,” Richmond repeats.

“I want him inside me, Kev.”

Oh, God Evie. “And I want you to,” the words almost choke me.

And Richmond pushes her down onto her back. She spreads her legs for him. Wide. And his body pins her to the bed. Up her.

“Oooh, yes, Richmond,” her arms wrap around the back of his neck, caress his shoulders. Her legs, her little feet lock around his strong back.

Richmond’s ass cheeks clench and he leans forward, takes a fistful of Evie’s blonde hair. He slaps his other down across her tits.

Evie cries out then moans. Works her hip upward.

Richmond swipes her tits again. Makes her squeal.

“Is it good Evie?” my cock is out again.

No reply. Her eyes shut. Mouth gapes.

He plows her. Cracks her tits again.

“Is it good Evie?” stand and play with my dick.

Mouth open and eyes shut. Lids wrinkled tight she nods. Like she can’t speak.

“Tell her how good she looks Kevin,” Richmond pants over his shoulder.

“You do Evie, you look so beautiful. So beautiful with Richmond doing that to you.”

“And what am I doing to her, Kevin?”

“Fucking her Richmond.”

“Mmm,” Evie moans and he pulls her hair.

“Correct. I’m inside your wife’s lovely hole.” He thrusts hard up her.

“Yes,” I thrash my cock.

“I’ve missed this so much,” he strokes her face, slaps her tits. One after the other.

“Evie whimpers but her pussy slicks around his cock. Heels dug into his back.

“And I’m not the only one who’s been missing your wife Kevin,” he plows her, “Zaria has as well.”

“Ooh,” Evie moans on his cock, fingers caress his back.

“And Philip never ever stops talking about you.”

“Don’t say that Richmond,” she gasps and arches her back.

Is she cumming?

“Why not?” he kisses her throat, stabs her with his hips, “it’s true.”

And I’m cumming. Cumming hard a second time. And as I do, or maybe just after, I appreciate something for the very first time. I enjoy seeing Evie fucked and used by Richmond more than I enjoy having her myself.

What does that make me? 


Epilogue

Spencer

Grace is asleep already but I turn over yet again under the bedcovers. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve twisted around in the dark.

How do I act with Huey when I’m back in the office tomorrow? Like nothing happened? Surely I have to bring it up with him? Tell him Grace doesn’t remember how she got undressed? Not say it in an accusing kind of way; just watch his reaction and see if he looks embarrassed or not.

Or do I put the whole incident behind me? Behind ‘us’. I could be tormenting myself for no reason. It’s perfectly possible that Grace did exactly what he said. She woke, she asked for me, then still half asleep, got herself under the covers, and took her underwear off there.

The alternatives sicken me but also make my dick twitch. Make me hornier than I’ve been in ages. Much to Grace’s delight over the last few hours.

But my boss might have seen everything she has. Fuck. He might have even uncovered her body.

No. You can’t think that way.

He could secretly still be thinking I’m some kind of sicko for leaving her lying on the bed at his mercy that way. Or maybe he was too drunk to remember that many details. It’s true he didn’t mention anything before we left but thinking about it, he did wink at me, didn’t he? Did that mean anything? Some sort of collusion signal?

I turn again, reach for my phone, and check the time. 2:06 a.m. Shit. I need to get to sleep. I’ll be useless in the office tomorrow and it's a big day. Team presentation of our ‘world ideas’ lists.

Maybe I should read for a few minutes to try and get off?

I click on my bedside lamp then glance across to check I haven’t distributed Grace. I pull out that ‘Embrace Your Dark Side’ book that I still haven’t started. Open it and peer at the ‘Whole Self Living’ words from the subtitle. In the draw of my nightstand that little bag with my cock ring and the Viagra remains unopened. The contents unused. 
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