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Description:


Now
Spencer has to face his boss again for the first time since the older man
bedded his wife. The desperate young husband hopes that somehow they can all
put the sordid incident behind them and move on. 


But
once released, can you ever put a genie back in a bottle? It certainly won't be
as easy as Spencer wishes. 


Because
now his boss has tasted the beautiful young hotwife, he won't want to give her
up. Huey has a plan (and the friends) to help him get exactly what he desires.
Not only that, but if Spencer is to keep his boss away from Grace, he'll have
to suppress his own darkest desires. And his wife's growing excitement at the
flattering attention of a charismatic, successful older man. 


Does
Spencer have the willpower to resist his strongest, but most conflicted urges? 


Elsewhere,
in Richmond's current hotwife harem, Kevin's wife Evie is solicited to attend an
intimate encounter with the main man and one of his associates - Phil. But
surely Evie wouldn't put herself through that again? Even if her husband wanted
her to. Not after the way she regretted it the first time. 


Meanwhile,
expectations continue to grow on Joe's more experienced hotwife Rachel. 


Voyeuristic
Mr. Talbot ups his demands of her and she's expected to perform at private
hotel sessions for clients of one of the alpha males. But is there nothing this
once-innocent wife won't do for other men? No line her husband won't want her
to cross?


This is a c. 29k+ 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


“Greek?” Grace stares up from our table to the
white-shirted waiter. She points a manicured, pink lemonade-colored fingernail
at herself, “me?” she asks and shakes her chocolate brown hair around her
shoulders. 


Alongside her on the high-backed, cushioned bench
opposite, Kay her boss dissolves into laughter. Grace follows suit.


I glance away to my right and Kay’s husband John on the next seat. He rolls tired,
red-rimmed eyes at me and picks up the remains of his Mythos beer from the
wooden table.


“Because of her green eyes?” Kay asks the waiter.


“Green eyes, brown hair. Very beautiful. Like Greek
women,” the waiter shrugs. He winks at me. 


His gesture rolls my stomach. My boss Huey winked
at me. When he came to our apartment at the weekend. When he took my wife.


Grace laughs at something the waiter must have said and
moves her hair around again. 


“So all Greek women are beautiful?” Kay asks him and
flutters her eyelashes. 


“Sadly no,” the waiter says, “but don’t tell my wife I
say this,” he grins at John then raises his notepad and eyebrows. 


I decline dessert. I’m still trying to get my weight down. 


With the waiter (and self-appointed center of
attention) gone to process our wives’
orders, and John having excused himself for the washroom, Kay and Grace chat
about some female client or other. 


I peer up at the curious rows of earthenware pots that
decorate the ceiling of the restaurant and submerge back into thoughts of last
Friday night. I steal periodic glances at Grace opposite in her fawn, angora
wool jumper. The outline of her pert chest. No doubt the waiter enjoyed an
eyeful. I try again to reconcile the very real sight of the wife I love right
here in front of me now; with those harrowing, unfading mental images of her on
our sofa. Writhing in rushed, frantic sex with another man. My fucking boss.



My chest hurts. 


Ordinarily, some smart-assed waiter’s cheesy comments to Grace - even in front of friends
- would probably make me proud. Not tonight though. Not only seventy-two hours
after she opened her legs for Huey. 


My insides burn. 


But the waiter was right. She is beautiful. Any
man would acknowledge it. 


Did she play with her hair when the waiter was here
because she enjoyed his compliment? What if being with Huey has opened a sort of ‘portal’ in her that makes
her more receptive, more appreciative of other men’s attraction to her?


Spencer, do you know how fucking paranoid that sounds?


Well if it is paranoia, it’s not the only feeling that’s
overwhelmed me the last three days. Wave after
wave of wild excitement and the need for sexual relief has followed every bout
of sinking remorse and even ‘horror’ at what I saw from Grace in our home on
Friday. What I stood by and let
happen. 


No. What I encouraged.


But how can Grace act so normally around these other
people after what she’s done? 


I swipe my phone to check the time. I didn’t even want to come out for this meal. Who goes out
on a Monday night? I wanted to stay home and talk things through some more with
Grace. See how she feels now another day has passed. But she didn’t want us to
turn Kay down. Her bosses’ way of saying ‘Thanks’ to my wife for taking care of
the clinic Friday afternoon while Kay went away for the weekend. 


Grace ‘took care
of business’ OK...


Can things
ever be the same again between me and her? How?


And how the hell do I get through tomorrow at the
office when Huey’s back? Today was bad enough and he wasn’t even there. He was out at meetings with investors
all day. I still kept looking at his closed office door while I was at my desk.
But tomorrow there’ll be no escape. I have to face him again for the first time
since Friday. Since he and Grace...


You’re going to have to leave the firm. My
stomach is as hard as a rock. How could anyone continue to work for a guy
who’s slept with his wife?


“I guess you do look a little Mediterranean from this
angle,” John’s back from the washroom and grins down at Grace. He pulls out his
seat and sits next to me again opposite the girls. 


Now it’s Kay’s
turn to roll her eyes. “Leave her alone,” she purses her lips at her husband
then speaks to Grace, “he’s only jealous because you’ve got olive skin and he
burns like a beetroot if he goes in the sun.”


“Do beetroots even burn?” John asks me and I laugh,
shrug my shoulders. 


“Well I’ve never been accused of looking Greek
before,” Grace shakes her head, “although one of Spens’ workmates thinks I look
like some Danish actress.”


“Danish?” John’s brow knots.


“I don’t think Scarlett Johanson is Danish,” I say,
“she was born in Manhattan. Danish parents,” I looked it up after what one of
the guys said about Grace. 


“I can see a slight resemblance,” John says and
studies Grace, “if you had a hair dye.”


I bet he’s happy for the excuse to stare at her. 


“Who is it at work said that anyway, Spens?” Kay peers
at me over her wine glass, “not our client Mr. Mather?” she flutters her
eyelashes at Grace and laughs.


My wife’s cheeks
redden and my insides twist.


“No. One of the other guys,” I clear my throat, hope
my embarrassment isn’t obvious. Should
have known we’d never get through
tonight without Huey being brought up. 


“I think your ‘multi-national’ wife has your boss
wrapped around her little finger, Spens,” Kay smiles at me.


“I do not,” Grace takes a big sip of wine.
Doesn’t look at me.


Later, on the walk home through the night, Grace holds
my hand. “Kay’s teased me about Huey ever since he booked his first treatment,”
she says and lets out a heavy sigh.


“Why? Because she saw how you danced with him at our
party that time?” I pull the zipper on my puffer jacket higher up my chest. Don’t act
as mad as you feel.


“Of course not,” she squeezes my hand; doesn’t even
look at the lit window of ‘Urban Outfitters’ as we pass it by on the sidewalk.
“It’s just like...you know, joking around at work. Banter.” She stumbles over
her words, “stuff like it wasn’t only my
telemarketing skills that sold him on using our clinic.”


“So what did sell him?”


“You know what Kay’s like,” she says.


“You haven’t said anything to her about you and...him?”



“Oh Spens,” she pulls up abruptly and faces me. Now
her forest green eyes look right at me.


“You haven’t, have you?” I repeat the question.


“Of course I haven’t!” Her
eyes have filled up.


Guilt overcomes me. Nearly drowns me. 


“Shit, I’m sorry Gracie,” I pull her to me. Kiss her
full on the lips. “I didn’t mean to upset you. I know you wouldn’t tell…it’s
just, I get so...”


“This isn’t easy for me either, Spens.”


“Of course it isn’t,” I kiss her again, hug her, “I’m
sorry. I’m trying to get my head around everything.”


“What do you think I’m trying to do?”


“I know. I know,” I squeeze her to me. Someone
else has had this body though.


“Goodnight,” a little old couple in woolly hats and
scarfs pass us by hand-in-hand.


We call goodnight after them. I use an index finger to
wipe a tear from Grace’s cheek. But somehow,
sadistically maybe, her pain or worry comforts me. I take her hand and walk
with her again. Change the subject. 


“Kay’s husband’s quite an interesting guy when you
talk to him a bit,” I say and it’s only the slightest exaggeration.


“I told you he was,” she says and sounds brighter. 


“Even if he did check my wife out too.” 


“Oh, he didn’t Spens,” she groans. “He’s madly in love
with Kay. He spent a fortune on the hotel for their anniversary last weekend.”


“I know. I’m only kidding,” I squeeze her hand. Laugh.
I need to stop the sarcastic comments
with her. The thinly-veiled accusations. They’ll only upset and confuse her. Make her question her
own behavior even more. I need to sort my head out about where we go from here. I glance across at her at my side. “John was saying he walked out on a high-flying
engineering career so he could concentrate on painting landscapes.”


“Yeah, Kay told me that,” Grace nods, “you
have to admire him. He just decided life’s too short to not follow your heart’s
desire.”


Back home in our bedroom, when Grace undresses, my
anxiety falls away again like the clothes she takes off. Ordinary, everyday
jealousy that twists a blade in my heart is replaced by a version that hits me
lower down my body. That raw, pulsing throb of crazy sexual desire. It’s as if,
just like her skimpy cream bra and panties, and her body underneath, that this
twisted lust of mine lurks here out of sight. Waiting until my worries slip
away and uncover the dark desire again. 


I take her hand, let her feel my hard-on in my pants. 


“I never know where I am with you anymore,” she shakes
her head but massages the outline of my cock.


“I don’t know where
I am with me either, Gracie,” I say and feel the flesh of her hips above her
panties. I try to explain myself. “On the one hand, I hate myself for letting Huey
do that... I’m shit-scared about facing him at work tomorrow. But then at the
same time…,” I kiss the side of her neck, under her ear. Inhale her fruity
perfume and reach behind her back for her bra strap. My cock is like iron in my
pants. “Nothing ever turned me on so much in my life.”


Her fingers knead my hardness, then pick at my zipper.


“How do you feel about it now?” I ask and let her bra
drop to the floor. I take both her firm tits in my hands. Lower my head and
kiss each nipple in turn. 


Tell me you’re turned on by the memory, Grace. Say how it excites you. I want her confirmation. But the prospect terrifies
me. Sickens me to the stomach.


“I think I’ll be asking Kay for the day off this
Friday,” her hand is inside my pants.


“Ooh,” I groan at her touch. 


She pulls out my cock. Strokes it in front of me. “I don’t want to be involved when he comes for his last
session.”


I breathe hard. Fast. Wild, opposing desires battle
inside me. I need her to be there when my boss visits the clinic again. Give
him his treatment. Make him feel good. 


I don’t want her going anywhere near Huey. There’s no way it should be allowed. It would be crazy. You
need to leave Huey’s firm as soon as you can. Find another job. Even if it
means being unemployed for a while until you do. 


But my balls are tight and my whole body trembles as
Grace masturbates me; pulls up my shirt and kisses my chest. 


“He might have something to say about it if you’re not
there, Friday,” I moan in her ear, “might try to reschedule.” 


“That’s what I’m worried about.” 


I reach down, push a hand into the front of her
panties. Touch between her legs. Damp.


“Ooh,” she moans and closes her eyes. Her hand
tightens around my cock. 


I have to ask her. I’ve put off finding out for fear
of what she might say. But I need to know. Before I have to face him. 


“Was it good, Grace?”


“Mmm.”


“Was it?”


“It was quick,” she says and smiles without opening
her eyes.


Relief sweeps through me that Huey’s haste registered with her too. I push my fingers
deep into her. Ask for trouble. “He was probably just so excited to get with
you.”


“Mmmm.”


“Were you excited too, Grace? “ I kiss her throat, one
hand on her tits too, “Did you get turned on?”


A non-committal murmur.


“Tell me. Did you? Did you get turned on when you had
sex with him?” My cock throbs in her fist.


“For as long as it lasted,” she says and presses her
warm mouth to mine. 


Did she kiss me to shut me up?


But shit. She enjoyed it. He turned her on. Move my mouth away. “Was he big, Gracie?”


Spencer, why did you have to ask?


“Ooh,” she moans, her hand faster on my cock now.


“Was he?” Don’t do this to yourself.


“Mmm, yes, “ her mouth seeks mine again. Her tongue
hungry.


Shit, Gracie.









Chapter Two


Kevin


“Another?” Ian holds up the remains of his Miller Lite.


“Yeah. Go on then,” I glance across the heads of other
drinkers in the bar and towards the entrance. The girls should be finished with
their Zumba class and over here from the community center any minute. I hand my
glass to my buddy and dig my phone from my pocket, check the scores from
tonight’s games. Then my emails. 


“Hey Stranger,” Ian’s red-headed wife Jenny, kisses
the side of my face, “long time no see. Did the pair of you have a good game?”
She’s in a lime green tracksuit and smells of faded, citrus perfume. 


“It was only training, but yeah, good session,” I say
and Evie, my wife, leans around Jenny with a smile and kisses me. 


My wife’s honey-blonde hair is scraped back in a
ponytail. Even in a baggy sweatshirt and no makeup she still looks hot. Smells
good too. 


Hardly the look of the kind of wife that takes on a
stranger in a public washroom the way she did. 


My stomach tenses.


“Don’t you have a kiss for me?” the third member of
their group asks and behind the other two, Bridget pouts. Thick eyeliner and
garish pink shell suit unzipped to show cleavage. 


“We picked up a stray in class,” Evie gestures at
Bridget.


“Hey, that's not a very nice way to talk about your
bestie,” Bridget shoves my wife’s shoulder. But it's half-hearted and they both
laugh. 


Ian’s on his way
back over. Without drinks. He must have spotted the girls and come back to get
their orders.


“She’s not the only waif we saw tonight,” Jenny says
to me, “your wife’s shadow Lucas was hovering about too.” She turns to Ian and
tells him she’ll have a spritzer. 


Bridget shoots me a glance with the hint of a smile
and my face overheats. She knows all about what happened between Lucas and
Evie. 


“He’s back with Celine,” Evie says and she looks a
little flustered too. “They’ve got engaged.”


Bridget rolls her eyes and asks Ian for a gin and
tonic.


“Engaged?” I say, “I thought it was all over between
those two?”


“The stepsister from hell probably made a proposal
conditional for any reconciliation,” Jenny says and laughs, “he’s still making
puppy dog eyes at you though Mrs. Blandon.”


“Of course he wasn’t,” Evie reddens.


‘He was,’ Jenny mouths the words to me silently and
then grins.


Does she know too? Surely she wouldn’t tease Evie like this if she did?


“Give me a hand with the drinks?” Ian beckons me and
it’s a relief to get away from the women and current conversation. 


But even when I do, I can’t help but wonder if the
smarmy Lucas has wormed his way back in with Celine so he can get close to Evie
again. 


No. He wouldn’t go to those lengths. Not asking Celine to marry
him. 


Then later, on the way back home in the car, the
little niggle of suspicion in my head about Lucas’s intent is joined by growing horniness. I glance across at Evie in her pale,
pink leggings and the loose sweatshirt. I’m turned on, but I want to know what
she thinks of Lucas now. 


“How do you think about Celine being back with her
ex?” 


“None of my business,” she says.


“Just that it’s him I guess, I say. And he’s fucked you. I watched you at the window of
Bridget’s apartment when you sucked his cock. My chest pulls tight but my whole groin throbs in my
pants. 


A couple of minutes later I indicate to pull off the
freeway. 


“Is this what I think it is?” she peers over at me.


I reach for her nearest hand. 


“All because you heard Lucas is back on the scene?” 


“Not necessarily,” I shrug and halt at a T-junction,
indicate right, “though it probably helped.”


Evie laughs.


“I bet he only wants to join the family so he’ll get
the chance to see you regularly,” I say. 


“I doubt that.”


“I don’t.” I slow the car and turn into the rest area.
A larger site than the one Joe and Rachel took us to that time. There are a
couple of cars over the far side, but plenty of other space for our privacy. 


“We could just go back to the apartment to do it,” she
gazes out into the night, a half-moon between the treetops.


“Not always as much fun though, is it?” I pull the car
to a halt close to the trees. “Slide your seat back.”


“Who says romance is dead?” she says.


“You didn’t mind a lack of romance when you were
sucking that guy off in a dirty club washroom the other week,” I say and loosen
my pants.


“Do you have to bring that up all the time?” Evie
frowns, “I only did it because you asked me to. And anyway, it was a very clean
washroom.” 


I smile at her joke and climb across to her with my
dick sticking out. “What you were doing
in there was plenty dirty though.”


Evie ignores the comment and reaches for my cock. 


Feels good.


I wrestle her leggings over her hips. 


“Do you think you and Lucas…,” I moan as I’m jerked,
“think you’d ever…?”


“Er, no. He’s marrying
my stepsister.”


“So?” I say and push two fingers into her, kiss around
the side of her neck, “you’re married. That doesn’t stop you.”


She moans and her eyes close, “Don’t say things like that.”


“You know what I mean,” I work my fingers deeper, kiss
her mouth. “It was hot watching you with him at Bridget’s that time,” I say,
and now, with this building excitement, even the idea of Bridget knowing what
happened thrills me almost as much as it humiliated me earlier. 


“Swap places,” Evie says and indicates for me to lay
back on the seat.


We squeeze around one another, laughing and
struggling, but then, I’m the one on my
back with Evie above me. She grins and with the seat right back, squeezes down
between my thighs. She burrows awkwardly, squashed on the floor. Then she
wiggles her eyebrows and licks the tip of my cock. 


“Shit, Evie that feels good.”


“Simon liked it too.”


“Simon?” My eyes spring open and I peer down between
my legs.


“You know,” she gazes up my belly, “in the washroom?” 


I pull her head and face back to my cock. Inflamed by
her tease. “What about Lucas? Did he
like the way you sucked his cock?”


“I guess so,” she slobbers around my tool.


“And you liked doing it too, didn’t you Evie?” I push
my hips up, “You liked sucking both their cocks? You like sucking other men’s
cocks.” My college sweetheart, who’s gone from a one-man woman, to a wife who’s sucked
three other men off. She’s had sex with a total of four other men.


“Mmm,” she breathes hard through her nose but doesn’t
answer. Her head bobs fast between my thighs, ponytail dances on her neck. 


“Oh God, Evie, you’re so hot.”


“You know I only went with other guys because you
asked me to, don’t you?” Evie‘s big, brown eyes, peer up at me from the other
side of my cock. 


“Course. Which cock did you like sucking best?”


“Mmm, you know who’s,” she
smiles and takes me back in her mouth. 


Richmond.


I don’t intend
to cum before I’ve got inside her but I can’t help it. Her words and sucking
are too much. “Oh shit, Evie, Oh, oh, oh, I’m sorry.”


She takes it all, swallows me like she
does for him. For Richmond. And for that guy in the washroom?


And then when I’ve recovered and zipped back up, when
I’ve kissed her and started the car, she checks her hair and face in her phone.



“I was going to mention Richmond when we got back
home,” she says.


“What about him?” I say and as usual, so close to
having cum, his name rings unease through me, not arousal. 


“He called me today at work.”


About the weekend? About Phil? He said he’d contact her about it. “You spoke to him?”


“I had no choice,” she sighs, “someone put his call
right through without saying who it was.”


My stomach tenses. 


“So what did he say? You didn’t tell him about that
guy in the washroom, did you?”


“Kevin, I was at work,” she gasps and shakes her head. “Anyway, I’m not sure
I’d dare tell him.”


Her choice of the word ‘dare’ surprises me. I stare dead ahead at the road and tail-lights. 


“He’s at the hotel again at the weekend. Saturday
night at a friend’s party. With his wife.”


Lily.


“He wanted me to go over there and meet him.” 


“Just you?” I thought when he told me, that he meant the both of
us. No way is she going to see him alone. Especially not if that Phil guy is
there too. 


“No…the both of us, I guess.”


You only ‘guess’?


“I wouldn’t go without you anyway. He knows that,”
Evie looks right at me.


She didn’t
tell him ‘No’.


“When does he want to meet, if he’s going to be at a
party with his wife?”


“He offered to get an extra room for the night,” she
says, “I said ‘No’. I don’t want to get into all that again.”


The fact that Richmond wants my wife overnight makes
my cock quiver again. “Right…” I say
slowly. So she doesn’t want to
go?


“He suggested we go over Sunday and use the leisure club.
Make a day of it in the sauna and pool,” Evie looks away from me. 


Has he told her Phil will be there too?


“What do you think?” my mouth is all dried up.


“I don’t know,” she says, “I think that Phil guy might
be there too. I’d only go if you really wanted me to.” 


What happened to her never wanting to see Richmond’s
friend again after that threesome in Crete? My heart pounds. I reach across the car for her hand and her palm is
clammy in mine. 


Has Richmond told her he wants her to fuck his friend
again? How come she doesn’t want
to run a mile? Is this what sucking strangers off in public places is doing to
my wife? 


Or is her attitude all down to Richmond and his silver tongue? 









Chapter Three


Spencer


“Are you worried about seeing him this morning?” Grace
asks in the kitchen on Tuesday morning. She’s got her brown hair tied back and
her black, work uniform on. And what she really means is: ‘Can you
handle going into your office and facing the guy I’ve had sex with?” 


I break eye contact.


“Yeah, I’m OK,” I shrug, but my words are a bare-faced
lie. I want to puke.


“No, you’re not
OK Spens,” she smiles, but the corners of her mouth are
downturned when she hugs me, “you haven’t touched your toast,” she nods at the
worktop and the slice of wholemeal and honey growing cold on a plate. 


“I’ll take it with me in some foil,” I say and kiss her
forehead, “have it on the train.” I break from her embrace, make a half-hearted
search in a cupboard for the roll of aluminum.


“He probably regrets everything more than you or I do,” she says and picks up her coffee, holds the mug in
both hands, “he’s bound to be embarrassed when he sees you.” 


“How do you work that out?” I wish I could hide my
anxiety.


“He couldn’t get out of the apartment fast enough on
Friday,” she says.


Has that been troubling her? The speed he left here after getting what he
wanted from my wife? 


“A hit and run hardly qualifies him as a ‘sweet guy’,
does it?” I say.


Grace frowns at me.


Shit, I shouldn’t have said that. I pull her
to me and hug her. “I’m pretty sure he
only bailed because he felt guilty. I seriously doubt he regrets anything.”
I try to reassure her, but my blood chills at the memory. And who knows what goes
through a man’s mind once he’s finished
fucking a married woman in front of her husband? 


Grace’s cheeks
flush. “I better get ready and go,” she says and eyes the clock on the kitchen
wall. 


“Has it been bugging you?” I ask and drain my coffee
mug in the sink, “that he didn’t hang around long afterward?” I thought she’d have been relieved. 


“Any woman would feel a bit….used,” she shrugs,
“whatever the circumstances.”


Something about her word ‘used’ stirs my groin. But I won’t dwell on that sensation. “So maybe he’s not quite as ‘charismatic’ as you once thought?”
I ask.


“Oh, I didn’t say that,” she
says and laughs. “Look I gotta go. See you tonight.”


After she’s left
in the car and I replay the words she said, sexual arousal takes charge of me.
it blinds me to the dread of the day ahead. 


Five minutes won’t make any difference to catching a train. 


I hurry to the bathroom. Push down my pants and stand
astride the pan. Facing it. I replay again what Grace just said about Huey. And
what she said last night in bed. 


My boss has fucked her. Does she still think
he’s ‘charismatic’? Or was that a
tease? He’s had her right here in this apartment. I slick my cock. My boss got so excited on our sofa
with my wife that he couldn’t
control himself. Only lasted seconds. I
replay our conversation in bed last night. She didn’t deny she enjoyed it, did she? ‘For as long as
it lasted,’ she said when I asked her. Did
that mean she wanted it to go on longer? Wanted more of Huey inside her? She
said he’s big. Oh shit, Gracie,
shit. I cum with a groan and shaking
legs.


But when I’ve
finished and cleaned up with still-trembling fingers, and the excitement has
gone, then dark guilt and shame possess me. Dread, like a messenger of doom. 


I can’t
face Huey today. I need more time
to get my head together. Work out how to act in front of him. What to say to
him. But that’s ridiculous. I’ve
thought of little else since Friday but him with Grace.


I check the time. He won’t be in yet. I’ll leave a message.


I can’t even
face leaving the message on his office number. So I call Frank’s direct line
there instead. Tell my workmate’s automated voice that I’ve got a stomach bug
and won’t be in today. 


Then alone in the eerie daytime silence of our
apartment, any relief at the reprieve I’ve
granted myself soon subsides. 


I mentally beat myself up for bottling the
confrontation. I have to face him at some point. And am I going to
lie to Grace tonight when she gets in? Not even tell her that I didn’t go to work today? 


But as the day wears on with Netflix and my console, I
know I can't lie to my wife about this. It wouldn’t be right. Not when she’s going through the same apprehension ahead of his
next visit to the clinic. I’ll tell her part of the truth. Say I threw up after
she left and I couldn’t keep away from the toilet. It wouldn’t be
such a lie. I have been back and forth to the bathroom almost the whole day. 


Although those visits had more to do with
fantasies about Grace than they did any imaginary stomach complaint.


By Wednesday, I know I don’t have any alternative but to face Huey. I should
have done it yesterday. It would be over by now. But on a subway train packed
with a school trip of small kids in pairs, with luminous armbands, backpacks,
excited faces, and frowning teachers, my guts churn. I stare into space above
their heads and tell myself again that if today is totally unbearable, then
when I get home tonight, I’ll start my search for another opening in the Games
industry. 


The train rocks to what feels like my final
destination and all sorts of gloomy scenarios play through my head. 


What if Huey’s said something to the guys about him and Grace? 


No way. Why would he? 


Maybe when I didn’t turn up for work yesterday he confided in Frank?


My chest pulls so hard it feels like something could
snap. Huey might have guessed the real reason I pulled a ‘sickie’ yesterday. He
might have needed someone to talk to about the whole situation. Get it off his
chest. Frank could have fitted the bill. They’ve known each other for a while. 


But surely Huey would know the shit storm it could
unleash if the guys found out about him and my wife?


I arrive at the office with my bowels so slack that I
have to head straight to the washrooms. It’s almost like I manifested this by
lying yesterday about a stomach problem. 


“Hey guys,” I announce when I arrive in front of the
others and I plant my backpack near my desk.


“Didn’t know if we’d see you today,” Adam says.


Does he know?
I hold my breath. 


“Last stomach bug I had wiped me out for almost a week,”
he grimaces.


“Mine must have been a twenty-four-hour thing,” I
shrug then glance at Frank, check if his face or body posture in his Atari
sweatshirt give him away. He’s on a call.


“Was Huey OK yesterday when you told him I was sick?”
I say in a quiet voice.


“Yeah. He was on calls most of the day,” Adam moves
his wireless mouse around on his desk, “wording up investors about the new
game.” 


“Cool,” I say and sit. Frank is still on his call but
sees me and waves. 


Doesn’t seem any different. Didn’t act like he ‘knows’. 


I spend the morning working up details on one of the Gameplay
concepts but keep an eye on Huey’s door.
At all times. My stomach is hard. I’m worried about exactly when he’ll come
out. I mentally run through what my approach with him will be.


But although his mumbled voice is audible at times -
when presumably on the phone or Skyping, he doesn’t appear until three minutes to one p.m. And when he does, he’s pulling
a puffer jacket on over his hoodie.


I lower my head.


“Hey Bud,” he calls but doesn’t stop, “better now?”


I raise a thumb, don’t hold eye contact.


“Good news. These guys missed you yesterday. Catch up
later. Got a lunch meeting.”


Did he seem ‘different’? Maybe a little ‘remote’? 


For a second, it occurs to me that what happened last
Friday night between him and Grace might have irrevocably damaged my job
prospects here. Whether I decide to leave or not. My throat is dry.
Uncomfortable. I hadn’t even considered the possibility that he might
feel so awkward about everything that it’s
impossible for us to work together anymore.


I’m still
worried about that when Frank asks Adam and me if we fancy going out to the
local cafe for a sandwich for lunch. I do. Not least of all, to get away from
the office and my own thoughts for a while.


But although while we’re gone, neither of the guys act like they know anything about last
weekend, when we’re back at the office, and Huey returns, he calls me
immediately into his room. 


Oh, fuck. 


“Take a seat Bud,” he says and leans right back in his
chair, looks up at the ceiling in his black ‘Gods of War’ hoodie as if
composing his words.


I don’t
like the look of this. 


“OK,” he sighs and lowers his brown eyes. He looks
right at me through his dark-rimmed glasses. “Two matters to go through here.
Unconnected, but both pressing.”


‘Two?’ My mouth twitches like it’s got nerve damage. He’s been
with Grace.


“First,” he says and smiles. A little oddly, but it is a smile. “I know your initial six-month performance review
isn’t due for a few weeks yet, but your input at the concept stage Bud, for our
new ‘work in progress’, firmed-up my early impressions. We got to lose the
‘Junior’ in front of your ‘Designer’ title and role. And level you up on
salary.”


Woah. I beam
a startled smile at him. 


“Backdated to the beginning of the month. I’ll put it
in writing, but as far as the numbers go, you’re looking at something like a
twenty-five percent hike.”


“Twenty-five?” I can’t believe it.


“Yep,” he nods, “you’ve more than proved your worth
and your willingness.”


“That’s brilliant,” I shake my head, try to process
the news. Wait till I tell Grace.


“Now, onto the second and unconnected matter,” he says
in a quieter voice, “the elephant in the room, Bro.”


Someone knocks on his door.


“Busy,” he yells over my head and his eyes return to
me. He uses a knuckle to nudge the rim of his glasses back against the top of
his nose, “I feel bad about how I behaved Friday.”


My chest rises and falls fast. Try to keep my
breathing quiet. “OK..,” I say. 


Really, Spencer? The guy fucks your wife and all you can say is ‘OK’? 


“No Bud,” he shakes his head, his voice little more
than a whisper, “it wasn’t OK. You deserved better than that. She did. The pair
of you. I’m older than you both. I should know better.” 


What do I say?


“I panicked,” he says and looks right at me, “it’s
what I’ve always done with women. Run away from responsibility. Be why I’m
still single. Fact is, I didn’t get much by way of a role model from my old
man. Not that he’s an excuse for what I….”


“Look, Huey…” I say, then realize I have no idea what
point I want to make. 


“Anyways, I shouldn’t have bolted like that as soon as
I’d….,” mercifully he doesn’t finish the sentence.


My face burns.


“I think a lot of you guys,” he whispers, “the both of
you. I hope you know that.”


I nod. 


What are you nodding for, Spencer? 


“I didn’t mean the way it ended to be shitty,” he
persists, “or ungrateful. I should’ve thanked you for letting me….,” he shakes
his head. “You’ve got an incredible girl there, Bud. Special. And her body….,”
his eyes glaze over.


I can’t
believe he’s saying this. I’m burning up in front of him. 


“So I’ll thank you now,” he leans forward and extends
his arm across his desk.


Bewildered, and as if in some sort of absurd
psychedelic dream, I let my trembling hand get shook. 


What the fuck are you doing Spencer? You do know what
this guy is thanking you for, don’t
you? 


“I’ll speak to Grace too on Friday,” he says, “try and
explain myself to her the same way. Hope she doesn’t hate me for being a
coward.”


“Oh,” I say and remember my wife’s words about
avoiding him when he next visits their treatment rooms, “Huey, I don’t think
she’ll want to…”


“You got to at least let me try,” he says. “And I want
you to know man to man Bud; I hope we can all still be friends. The three of
us.”


“Well, I guess.…,” Is he asking me if he can do it again? Have sex with my wife? 


“I wouldn’t want my stupid behavior to ruin any chance
of us all…, you know,..getting together another time ?”









Chapter Four


Joe


“How are things going with you and Tina?” I ask my
bandmate, Eddie, on a break between numbers. We’re on low stools at his
apartment, working on a couple of new cover songs for the gigs we’ve got coming
up over the holiday period. 


I lower the neck of my guitar on my lap and look
across his spare bedroom at him. It’s nice to put my focus on someone else’s
relationship for a change. Take a break from my wife Rachel’s affairs that play
through my head all the time. 


“So so,” he sighs and twangs away on his high E
string, shrugs his shoulders.


‘Yeah, same for all of us at times,” I try to sound
sympathetic. He’s had a torrid period with Tina since they moved in together.
And he doesn’t even know that a while back Phil shagged her. 


He grabs the remains of his coffee from where he
balanced it on top of a big cardboard box. He and his ‘fiancée’ still haven’t unpacked everything they
stashed in this room when they relocated here. “Gone pretty stale in the sack
lately dude,” he sighs.


“What? You or her?”


“Both, I guess.”


I’m
pretty sure I’ve never been able to say that about me and Rachel.


“I don’t know if it’s because we haven’t got around to
naming the date for the wedding and she’s pissed about that,” he says, “you
know what women are like. But money’s been tight for us too since we came here.”


I bring a picture of Tina up in my head. Her face has
certainly soured over the last few months. Maybe relationship fatigue and
negativity happen to most couples over time. Could be that’s why my ex-fiancée went off. That, and my ‘weird’
fantasies. Maybe Rachel and me would be like Eddie and Tina if my wife wasn’t
regularly had by other men. 


The thought makes me brood.


But how sweet and caring she was when I was sick the
other week? And other guys - our lifestyle; it’s always been a mutual decision. Keeps everything fresh. For the both
of us. 


“You want to try that old Slade Christmas number
again?” Eddie wedges his guitar between his thighs and puts his coffee mug back
on top of the box.


“If we have to,” I sigh, key up the drum
machine. 


On the other box near me, my phone flashes with the
green light of a WhatsApp message. “Let me just check this. It’s probably
Rachel.”


Talbot. 


I glance across at Eddie and he’s tuning one of his other strings. My heart thuds at
the recollection of my wife on Talbot’s grubby bed. What does he want? I
take the chance. Tap on his name. 


An image of a woman sat on a low, red stool in
sky-blue lingerie. 


Shit. The
prick. Tilt the phone further so there’s no way Eddie can see. But the
woman in a blue and black spotted corset with black lace-gartered fishnet stockings
isn’t my wife. Nor is it Sophie, her Mom.
Even if she does have what looks a big, round ass split by a little g-string. 


What the hell is this maniac Talbot playing at? 


His name pulses
to indicate he’s typing. I glance at Eddie again. He’s tuning another string. 


‘Want to see her in something like
this,’ a new message says, ‘need you to bring her round again at the weekend.’


I don’t reply. I get through the rest of the rehearsal
with difficulty. My heart rate is raised the whole time and my fingers
inaccurate on the fretboard. 


Who the hell does Talbot think he is?
Not just trying to order me to take my wife to his house again for sex with
him. Trying to dictate what she should be wearing when I do? 


By the time I arrive home to our apartment and Rachel who’s
in of the TV, I’m in a state. I need to
tell her. I’ve been deluding myself if I ever thought we could carry on normal
lives and still keep visiting Talbot’s house for Rachel to entertain him. We
can’t live like this.


I put my guitar away against the wall in the back
bedroom. I should have expected no less from Talbot. With a weasel like him,
nothing is ever enough. 


He has to keep pushing the boundaries. He’s tried before to coerce me into dressing her the
way he likes. Blackmailed me into taking photos of her to his specifications. 


My gut clenches. There’s no way we’d go to his this week even if we had time. Even if we weren’t down south.


“I got a message from Talbot when I was at Eddie’s,” I
gesture for her to move her bare feet and make space for me next to her on the
sofa.


“Mr. Talbot? Saying what?” Rachel lowers the volume
right down on one of the Kardashian clan. 


I scroll to his message, hand her my phone. 


Rachel studies the words and the image with wide,
gray-blue eyes. “But I haven’t got
anything like that, have I?”


She wouldn’t
be prepared to dress up for the fucking creep, surely?


“I think I had a pair of stockings a while back but
they went missing before we got married.” 


I look away, guiltily.


“Do you think he’d show that video of me to other
people if we don’t do what he wants Joe?” she moves closer and her hand is on
my thigh. 


She’s
turned on by this. 


“I don’t know,” I say with a dry mouth. Not for the
first time, I wonder exactly who this girl with the impossibly pretty face and
golden brown is that I married. “We couldn’t go round there at the weekend
anyway. We’re down south at that exhibition you’re doing for Phil.”


“I could go to Mr. Talbot on Friday,” she says and her
teeth pull at her bottom lip, “if I had
to.” Now her fingers trace over my balls.


My cock thickens. My breathing is shallow. 


“But I’d have to try and find stockings and one of
those other things before then.”


“Corset,” I gulp, and lean against the back of the
sofa, allow her hand to apply pressure to my erection, “it’s called a corset.”


“Yeah. A corset to wear for Mr. Talbot,” Rachel unzips
me, her throat and top of her chest flush, her pupils are big. 


I pull at the front of her jeans, pop the button. 


We both tug our own pants and underwear down.


“Mmm, that’s very hard,” she prises my erection away
from my belly and squeezes it, lays back on the sofa.


I shove her thighs apart but my phone flashes on the
arm of the sofa with another WhatsApp message. 


“Not him again?” I ask aloud and reach around Rachel
for the phone.


It is.


Down below my belly Rachel works my cock with both
hands. And beyond lower still,  her glazed pussy waits.


‘Had a better idea,’ Talbot’s latest
messages says, ‘all meet at mall one night this week. Shop together
for her outfit.’ 


I stare at his words, feel my hard-on soften in Rachel’s hands. 


We’re not doing that. 









Chapter Five


Spencer


Wednesday evening on the subway ride home and I pick
like a pathologist over each word Huey said to me today about Grace. But even
those disturbing thoughts are interspersed with thrilling reminders about my
pay rise and promotion. And then when I reach the apartment, Grace isn’t yet back from work. 


What the hell are you supposed to do when you get a
25% salary increase from the man who’s just fucked your wife? And
when he intimates he wants her again. 


Is that what Huey suggested? Is that why he gave me
the rise? What do I say to Grace? How does a couple deal with a situation
like this?


The answer is probably to run for the hills but I don’t. I all but run to the bathroom. Pull out my semi-erection.
I’d have done this at work if it hadn’t felt awkward with everyone else in the
office. And then with Huey having someone around for a meeting late afternoon
too. 


My boss pretty much asked for my permission to bed
Grace again. Is that really what happened in our conversation? I pull at my hard-on. Said right in front of me
how great her body is. Fuck. Twenty-five percent pay rise. Just to
bribe me? Pay me off with the expectancy I’ll
let him near her again? I slick my cock through my tight palm. This is wrong. So wrong. I
replay the crushing memory of him between her thighs. Grunting, ramming himself
up my wife. Into her willing vagina. Her wet vagina. Wet for him. She
wanted it to last longer. Wanted more of him. His hand toyed with one of
her little feet as he took his pleasure from her. A foot fetish for my wife’s feet. I
jack fast. She said he’s big. 


Bigger than me? I cum to the
virtual sound of Huey blowing his load in my wife.


Back in the kitchen a few minutes later and I’ve wilted. Huge dark clouds of trepidation loom
overhead. Crush down on me. Leave me almost suffocated. Think of something else. Anything. Pasta for our evening meal. 


I heat a pan of boiling water. Mentally scroll through
what and how much I’ll say to Grace about
today. 


I don’t have to
spell out my interpretation that he seems to be hoping he gets another chance
with her. I can just tell her most of what he said. See what conclusion
she draws from it. How it makes her feel. That at least would give me another
take on his words. Show me whether I misinterpreted what he said. 


But how would I want her to react if she knew he
wanted her again? 


She said she’s
staying out of his way on Friday. But he wants to talk to her. Talk it
through. She shouldn’t let him. I need to make sure of that. Don’t I?
Any other course of action would be asking for trouble.


But all that extra money every month! Wow.
What a Christmas we can have.


“Mmm, aren’t you a sweetie?” Grace smiles when she’s
back and sees the dining table set. In the kitchen she twitches her nose at the
arrabbiata sauce on the stove then kisses the side of my face.


“Long day?” I ask her.


“Old Mrs. Cable and her double Crystal healing
session,” Grace rolls her eyes, “I’m going to get changed before we eat,” she
says and kicks off her low heels.


I watch her hips sashay and the hint of her round butt
in her work pants as she goes barefoot into the hallway. My arousal is already
on the rise again. 


She returns with her hair let down and she’s wearing
tight, pale blue jeans with a moss-green jumper that somehow makes her eyes
stand out. 


I won’t
make any mention of Huey until we sit and eat. 


But after pouring wine for herself and grabbing me a
beer, she’s the first to introduce the
subject of my day at the office.


“So how did you get on?” she clears her throat and
leans back against the kitchen worktop with her drink.


“Yeah,” I say and wipe my hands on the tea towel, “not
as bad as I thought it would be.”


“What did he say?” she asks and I wonder whether she
can’t bring herself to say his name. 


“Well, the good news is I had my six-month review
earlier than expected.”


“Oh,” Grace says and her brow knots, “how was that?”


“Only twenty-five percent increase on what I get now.”


Grace’s mouth
opens. 


“And now I’m a full designer like Adam.”


“Spencer!” Grace’s eyes are wide, “Oh my God!” she
puts her drink down and hugs me. 


“I know,” I say, “I couldn’t believe it. I mean, I
knew he was pleased with my performance. He’s been telling me for weeks,” I
indicate the timing, as if some part of me wants to stress that my bosses’
decision wasn’t influenced by the pleasure he took from her body. Maybe I need
to convince myself of that too. 


“That's so much more money Spens,” Grace says and
picks her wine up again. She takes a big gulp and swallows, then looks upward,
almost like she’s already calculating future spending. 


“Tell me about it,” I say and pop my beer can.


Her eyes lower and fix right on me. “So what else did he say?” 


I move to the stove and stir the sauce, keen now not
to let her see my face. “He was kind of
apologetic.”


“Apologetic?”


“About the way he left here. On Friday.”


“Oh, right,” she says.


“He said it was rude and wished he hadn’t done it.”


“So why did he do it?”


She has been upset about that.


“Said he panicked,” I shrug.


“Panicked? How did he think I felt?”


“I know,” I stir the sauce, glance at her over my
shoulder. How ‘did’ you feel? “He said he wants to talk to you.”


“What for?”


“Apologize to you too for the way things went.”


“He doesn’t think he’s coming here again does he?”


“No. He meant on Friday. When he goes to the clinic
again.”


She crosses an arm over her pert breasts, holds her
glass in the other hand.  


“I told him you wouldn’t want to,” I say.


“It’s not just that,” she shakes her hair, “what would
I say to him. I mean…”


“I think he’d plan on doing the talking. He wants to
explain himself.”


“I’m not sure I could face him,” she picks at the
neckline of her jumper. 


I dish the pasta out into two bowls and then add the
Quorn in sauce on top. Sprinkle it with grated Parmesan. 


Grace doesn’t
speak for several minutes and I wait until we’re seated before trying to
continue the discussion. 


“He said he wants the three of us to still be
friends,” I say across the table and then watch her.


Grace’s fork
halts before it reaches her mouth.


Something insidious compels me to tell her the full story.
Test her reaction. “I think he’s hoping
you and him might…”


“Not going to happen,”
she says but her cheeks are red and she doesn’t make eye contact. “But you
think I should hear what he has to say?”









Chapter Six


Huey


“Real classy finish,” I say and run a hand along the
high gloss wood lid of the center console. I glance at the dash and the Bentley
logo over his dormant but glossy, black GPS screen.


“Yes, I thought so when I bought it,” Richmond sighs
and feeds the leather steering wheel through his hands, “but that marble effect
only irritates me now. Tends to catch the eye when you drive. I want something
darker. More subdued inside. I have a Continental on order. A soft-top.”


The guy’s
rolling in it. “How long have you had this one?”


“I want to say eighteen months,” he says, like he
doesn’t even remember an event like buying a Bentley Mulsanne.


“So what else do I need to know about Anton before we
see him?” I ask with a change of subject.


“Don’t be concerned. He’ll make you feel comfortable.”


I’m not concerned.
I just want his money.


“He and I go back a long way,” Richmond says and
accelerates past an AMG, “I trust his judgment as far as your industry is
concerned. He made a substantial sum when he sold his software business out a
few years back. So if he likes your game concept and if he thinks it can make
money, then he’ll want in. And at that point who knows? I may be interested in
an involvement myself.”


Richmond too?
I glance back across at this overly-assured guy who’s doused in cologne and
draped in a pale blue Armani suit. 


He flashes a brilliant white grin at me. “Now on the subject of an ‘involvement’, tell me, how
are things progressing for you with that delightful young creature you showed
Phillip and I recently? What news?”


He’s a
nosy twat. But his advice last time was good. I let out a sigh, look out of the side window at the open fields for a
second or two. “Where to start?” I say and laugh. “I had sex with her,” I
shrug.


“You did?” he sounds surprised and grins again.


“Friday just gone. It was nothing to brag about. Rushed.
I took her home after I’d been for treatment. Her husband was there and we had
drinks. He kind of dared her, and it went from there.”


“You don’t look too thrilled about it. Was she a poor
fuck?”


“No, no, not at all,” I shake my head. “Be easier if
she had been a letdown. The problem was me. Got over-excited.
I mean, I’d had a hard-on for her since
the minute I first saw her. And then when I got the chance and we’d done it,
she went off to the bathroom and I ran.”


“Ran?”


It sounds even worse now I’m telling him. “Left them to it. Thought it would
be too awkward to hang around and talk, so I upped and walked. Fucking crazy I
know. But I didn’t know what else to do.”


“Hmm,” Richmond rubs his jaw, “it’s generally a
critical time right after a wife’s first seduction.”


“Critical?”


“Often make or break,” he says, “a high proportion of
married women won’t ever do it again. Or if they do, it won’t be with their
first lover.”


Great. I
look across at him. 


“Guilt, self-loathing, concern for their marriage,” he
wafts a hand around, “perhaps the husband blames the wife and takes it out on her.
Or she does the same with him. The whole three-way relationship takes cautious
management if you want to maintain it. Fully develop it. If that’s
what you want?” he looks across at me.


“It is.”


“So have you talked to them since?”


“Him yeah. He works for me, remember?”


“Oh yes, that’s right. He watched proceedings?”


I nod.


“Masturbated during?”


“No,” I stare at him. Is he for real? “I don’t think he
did.”


“And how did the subsequent conversation proceed?”


“Awkward.”


“Did he confirm how he feels now about what you did
with his wife?”


“No. I told him I enjoyed it and I’m game for more.
Did what you suggested and made it clear his career is on an upward trajectory
with Flamehead regardless. Promoted the guy. Gave him a pay rise this week.”


“Hmm,” Richmond looks pained, “could have been a
little crass so soon afterward. But hey-ho. You need to get right into his
head. Find out where he’s at emotionally. What he wants. And as
importantly, get deep inside her head too. “


“I’m seeing her Friday. When I get my back treated.”


“Ideally you want a sit down with the pair of them
together though too. Tell them things like; how much you admire and perhaps
even envy the strength of their relationship. How not every couple loves each
other enough to withstand sharing in the way they have. But the sooner you have
the three-way dialogue the better for all of you. The longer you leave it to
get everything clarified and everyone on the same page, the less likely it is
that matters develop further.”


I’ve
thought the same. 


We pull up at a set of lights and Richmond gets a gold
iPhone from the center console.


Little over the top there, Mr. Coyle. 


He swipes at it and hands it to me. “My current work in progress,” he says.


I study the head and shoulders of a gorgeous blonde.
Big, cocoa brown eyes. Big tits.


“Evie,” he says.


“She work in your club?”


“No,” he laughs, “still a little way off that, but
we’re slowly getting there. This weekend I hope to share her a second time with
your friend Phillip. Assuming all goes to plan.”


“Share her?” I look from the image to him.


“Spit roast. Part of her onward
development,” he says and gestures for the return of his phone.


“Anton is on way down now Richmond,” the redhead says
and pronounces my companion’s name more like ‘Reechmond.’ He kisses the side of
her gaunt face and introduces me. The totally tiled foyer of the big house
smells of ground coffee.


“Nice to meet you Huey,” she smiles and I take her
cold, narrow hand in mine. I don’t know why, but I kind of expected a guy with
a crib like this and the background he has, to be with a better-looking
partner. Not that she isn’t pretty. Just way too skinny for my tastes. 


“Hey!” the guy himself appears. Another paid-up member
of the ginger club. He’s got a goatee but not much hair up top. He embraces
Richmond and grins at me, extends an arm. “Heard a lot about you, Dude.”


“You too Anton,” I say and adjust the backpack on my
shoulder. The presentation inside it is going to knock this guy for six. 


“I’m gonna show you around this humble abode before we
talk, my friend,” he says to me and lands an arm around my shoulder, “then
you’re gonna sit down with me and show me what you’ve got. You come highly
recommended. And not just by King dong here.”


“Yes, thank you for that Anton,” Richmond sighs then
turns to me. “I’m going to leave the pair of you to it. Anton’s opinion will be
good enough for me to have my people then go through your numbers. I’m meeting
a couple of other friends here shortly.”


“Yeah,” Anton says with his arm still around me, “when
we’ve finished our conversation Huey, I’ll show you the basement. Let you see
where some of our other guests like to get put through their paces.”


“You’d better steel yourself for it, young man,”
Richmond laughs, “it’s a little like the private rooms in Trader’s on steroids.”


“Coffee?” the woman asks us all.


Anton and I take gold-rimmed mugs of strong-smelling
Colombian made with frothed oatmilk into the hallway and then in and out of
what feels like an endless stream of reception rooms with dark woodblock floors
and thick rugs on both them and many of the walls. There are gold-framed paintings of women with huge tits and
there’s an indoor swimming pool before we finally come to rest in what Anton
calls an ‘orangery’. It’s a bullshit name for a huge, over-sized conservatory.
Admittedly though, one with views through the glass walls all around us. Open
fields with low hills beyond.


I pull my notebook from my backpack and switch it on.


“You like S&M?” Anton peers at me from the other
side of the brown leather sofa.


“S&M?”


“Sadomasochism. Bondage, whipping, pain and
humiliation.”


“I guess,” I shrug. Is this guy a fucking fruitcake?
“As long as I’m not the one on the receiving
end.”


“Of course,” he laughs. “OK. Let’s see what you’ve
got,” he nods at the notebook.


I disregard his weirdness. Focus on the fact he has a wallet
and additional industry contacts who could help me get this complex new game
funded. 


I take him through my background in the gaming
industry. Then a history of Flamehead. Our team. Think of Grace’s body for a moment when I see Spencer’s pen picture.
Detail the titles we’ve launched since we started. The money they’ve generated.
Then onto the research and rationale that lead to ‘Time Crime’. The working
title for our next launch.


I keep checking his facial expressions, look for
buying signs but he’s a tough one to
call. Hard to read. 


“OK,” he says after an hour or so and after having
asked me a handful of questions, mainly about financial projections and the
‘competitive landscape’. “I understand you have to be back in your office this
afternoon? Shall we get another drink and then see what your chauffeur for the
day is up to?” 


I leave my backpack with Anton’s wife in their white-tiled kitchen and he leads me
out with my coffee, through a washroom to a door where he turns on a light. 


Beyond the door is a stone staircase down. Stone on
the walls too. Weird imitation flame torches light the way. 


What the hell is this? “You making a Tolkien movie?”


“You like?” he grins over his shoulder.


“It's different.”


“It’s that alright,” he laughs, “wait till you
see what we’ve got down here.”


What is it with these guys?


At the bottom of the stone staircase, Anton opens a
black door studded with dull, brushed silver or chrome. Like something out of a
Gothic monastery. Or Skyrim. “Only
us,”
he calls into the room and beckons me with his head to follow him inside.


Holy fucking shit. 


If I thought the door looked medieval, then inside is
like a porno Dungeons and Dragons. 


A nude blonde with a hell of a body stands on her
tiptoes. Head bowed, arms raised high. Her wrists shackled by chains to a
fucking ceiling beam. 


“How did you get on?” Richmond flexes a horsewhip. 


The blonde shivers. Whimpers. Great body. Big
implants, hot legs, and full hips.


Richmond uses the tip of the whip to lift her chin. Pretty.
Have I seen her somewhere before?


“Good, yeah,” I finally manage to answer. Can’t take
my eyes off her. She’s shaking but not struggling to get free. Nipples look
hard. And down between glossy thighs on the inside of one, a ‘snail trail’
gives her away too. 


Unless Richmond already screwed her?


“Don’t be alarmed,” he tells me and indicates the girl
with his eyes, “this is one of Walden’s. I think you might have met him at
Traders? Maybe even her too. Amanda?”


‘Amanda? Was she our hostess that night? The girl who showed
us to our table? 


“She likes to be completely under control, don’t you,
young lady?” he says to her.


Her head lowers but she nods. Some of her blonde hair is
stuck to her forehead.


“Good girl,” he swipes the whip down over her ass.


Fucking hell.
I glance at Anton alongside me and he grins at me.


“Doesn’t she Christopher?” Richmond looks across the
room, “likes to be under complete control?”


I follow the direction of his eyes. 


What the fuck….?


A small cage up against the wall on my left. Below
another of those mock torches. There’s a fucking guy knelt inside the cage.


“Christopher is Amanda’s husband and he enjoys his
wife to be treated this way almost as much as she. Isn’t that right, young
lady?” Richmond moves closer to the blonde, lifts her chin again. 


Husband?


“Yes Richmond,” she gasps.


He cups a hand over her shaven pussy. Pushes fingers
into her.


“Ooh,” her body twists, makes the chains moan. 


“Come closer Huey,” he tells me.


I take a step toward the insane scene. Then another. 


“Feel her if you’d like to.”


“I don’t know if…, I mean...,” I say.


“She’d be offended if she thought you didn’t want to,”
he smiles at me, “isn’t that right Amanda?”


“Yes Richmond,” the girl gasps again. 


“Might be rude not to then,” I say and she does have a
body on her. 


Richmond stands back and I move in real close to her. 


A bead of perspiration trickles down the valley of her
magnificent rack. Looks good enough to lick. But I wouldn’t. Not in front of these guys. Smaller beads of sweat
clustered at the top of her pretty forehead. Smell her perfume, slightest hint
of body odor. Hot. Run a palm over her tits, squeeze the nipple. Sapphire blue
eyes screw shut. Her mascara has run. 


“She started out in a not too dissimilar manner to the
young lady you’re working on,” Richmond says in a calm voice from behind me.
Above the noise of my fingers in her. “She was a workplace affair. And now
Walden has her husband in chastity and cameras installed in their bedroom. Can
you imagine?”


Not really.
I push three fingers deep inside her. 


The girl moans. Her head goes back and she struggles
on her toes. Nice feet too. 


Some sort of noise on the other side of the room. The
cage. I don’t look. I move my fingers
around in her. Be good to bring her
off in front of everyone. 


“This is the kind of end game some of us strive for
when we develop a couple,” Richmond says, “this and a whole lot more. Might be
something for you to keep in mind for your current young lady? Five minutes,
then and I’ll get you back to your offices. I’m playing golf later.”









Chapter Seven


Spencer


I force myself to focus on my desktop screen in front
of me. But I can’t do it for long. Huey’s
just got back from his meeting with potential investors. His office door is
closed. 


As soon as Grace asked me whether she ought to speak
to him tomorrow I should have said ‘No’. Told her we need to put this whole
sorry episode behind us. But something stopped me doing that.


I peer around at the open-plan office. Frank’s still not back at his desk but Adam is. Head down
and working. I wish I could concentrate the same way. I wish last Friday had never
happened. I could’ve stopped it ever going as far it did. But that sick lust
‘owned’ me. The same way it does in bed when I remind Grace about being with
Huey.


What did you expect, Spencer? 


That voice sounds like my old man. In his military
uniform. 


You’ve
got increased responsibility Spencer. You’re not an office junior anymore. The
people around you expect more from you. 


I stare at the screen and the bright yellow graphics
on a slate gray background. I will my creativity to deliver. The firm’s paying me so much money now. This job means even more to me than it did before.
Opportunities like this in the Gaming industry don’t crop up every day. Not in this town.


My phone rings and it’s an outside call. A subcontractor looking for Frank. 


“He’s just appeared,” I say and beckon my co-worker
who’s carrying a tray of coffees. 


“When you’ve finished your call, can you come in,
Bud?” Huey stands at his door in his Minecraft hoodie and looks right at me. He
goes back inside and leaves his door ajar. 


My belly tenses but I put the caller through to Frank.



“Spending a lot of alone time with our leader, aren’t
we?” Adam says to me quietly and gives me a dubious look, “nothing me and Frank
should know about, is there?”


What? 


Adam laughs and turns back to his screen.


Has he heard?
My face burns but I feign a laugh, grab my coffee, and head to Huey’s door. 


I take a deep breath and go inside. Close the door
behind me.


“Take a seat Bud,” he gestures at the center chair
right opposite him.


“The guys out there are wondering what’s going on,” I
say in a soft voice.


“How do you mean?” he frowns.


“Me being called in here all the time. You haven’t
said anything to them about…”


“Of course not. You can trust me. I wouldn’t do that.
The guys will be jealous that you’re good enough to get fast-tracked,” he
smiles, but somehow still manages to look a little tense. “I have to spend some
extra time to ease you into the expanded role Bud, don’t I?”


“Right,” I nod. 


“So how’s it going so far?” he leans back in his
turquoise, leather chair.


“Fine yeah. Just going through some of the gameplay
options.” I’m not doing anything much different from what I was before the
promotion. Not yet anyhow. 


“OK, well you know if you have any difficulties Frank
will give you all the help he can too, right?”


I nod my head. 


“I wanted to talk to you about personal stuff as
well,” he says more quietly and with a serious face. He scratches at his beard.


Shit.


“Where’s your head at since our conversation earlier
in the week?” 


He going
to talk about Grace. I don’t want to do this.


Huey nudges the center of his dark-framed glasses back
towards his equally dark eyes. Looks right at me.


I squirm in the seat. How to deal with this. “It’s still… all a bit awkward,” I struggle for the
right words, “you know?” my whole body overheats, “trying to carry on working
as normal. Like nothing’s happened,” I can’t look at his eyes.


“You’re not thinking of leaving us, are you Bud?”


“I don’t know what I’m thinking.” 


“I can only apologize again for being so immature at
the end of the night,” he lowers his eyes, “I should have known it would
unsettle you. It was pathetic. But I was kind of overcome. Hopefully, I can
make Grace understand tomorrow too.”


“I honestly don’t know if she’ll talk to you Huey.” I
should stop her. 


“Shit,” he pushes a hand through his hair, “I was
hoping that if you and me got on the same page about what we want, you’d give
me some tips.”


“Tips?”


“How to approach things with her. I don’t want her to
feel bad about what she did. Nor you. I took advantage. Maybe I shouldn’t
have?” he looks at me almost expectantly. 


“It wasn’t all
your fault,” I say eventually and look up at him.


“I don’t want your wife to hate me.”


“She doesn’t,” my voice is barely a whisper.


“She likes me?”


I shrug, “I
guess.” 


“You think she enjoyed what we did?” 


Oh, God. My
body is on fire. I nod. 


“I’ve said it before, but I think a lot of her, Bud. A
lot of you both. I don’t want what happened last week to be an end to
it.”


I can’t respond.


“I envy the kind of relationship you two have,” he
says, “so strong that you’re relaxed enough to let her...,” his words trail
off, “I’d never try to take her from you. In case you’ve worried about that.
But this could be the perfect arrangement for all of us.”


My head spins and I need to make him stop. “She thought it was all over a bit fast on Friday,” I
say.


“Right,” Huey shrugs; reddens, “you’re not wrong
there.”


I watch him squirm. Enjoy it. 


“I’m not usually that crappy,” he says and still looks
embarrassed, “she had a hell of an effect on me.”


My heart accelerates, chest rising and falling so
fast. I nod. Put a fucking stop to this!


“I’d love the chance to make amends. Try again with her.”


Fucking hell.


“Give her a better time,” he says softly, “give us all a better
time. So tell me what you think I should say tomorrow? What would help?”


He wants guidance on how to persuade my wife. My dick throbs even as I want to run away.


“An apology’s a start,” my tongue clicks
in my mouth, my palms are sweaty, “tell her too, what effect she had on you.”


Back home in the evening and I wait until we’ve eaten and are on the sofa together before I broach
the subject with Grace.


“What are you thinking about tomorrow?”


“What’s tomorrow? Besides Friday,” she asks without
taking her eyes from a documentary about Big Pharma corruption. She’s curled up
barefoot in light gray leggings and a loose, cotton shirt. 


“Huey,” I say.


She glances at me, “I thought I was keeping well away from him?”


“He got me in his office again today.”


“What about?” she asks and now she’s facing me.


“You mainly.”


“No, he didn’t.”


“He did,” I study her
forest green eyes, dilated pupils. Then I check lower to her wide mouth. “He
asked me what he should say to you when he sees you.”


Grace frowns, flushes.


“He’s scared you hate him.”


“I don’t hate him,” she sighs and moves closer. 


I don’t think
her proximity is caused by arousal. I reckon it’s more about hiding her face
from my eyes. 


“That’s what I told him,” I say and lean back a
little, raise her chin an inch or so. “How come you’ve gone so red?” A cold
wave washes through my heart, but my balls are tight. 


“It’s embarrassing,” she says.


“Why?” I move her hair away from her face. 


“He’s your boss. And he’s…”


Fucked you?
She does feel bad about it. My cock stiffens right up in my pants. “He really wants to apologize to you.”


Aren’t
you going to tell her he’s spelled out the fact that he wants her in bed again?
You have to. And you have to keep them apart.


“He probably thinks I’m awful for letting him..,” she
says against my chest. Her fingers draw shapes on the front of my sweatshirt. 


“That's the last thing he thinks,”
I lift her chin again and kiss her lips.


“How do you know?” she asks around my mouth.


“He told me.”


“What did he say?”


“He wants to make it up to you.” 


Her hand moves to my leg. 


I kiss her again. Undo her shirt then ease it open,
kiss the tops of her tits.


“Mmm,” she murmurs; fingers in the hair at the back of
my head. 


“He wants you again Grace. He said it.”


“Spens, we can’t do that.”


“I know,” I pull at the waistband of her leggings.


Her mouth devours mine. 


“The fantasy’s so hot though, Gracie.”


“I love how horny it makes you,” she says. 


“This is where he had you. The sofa,” I tug her
leggings over her hips, her panties with them.


“You must be a mind reader,” she murmurs.


“Were you thinking about it?”


“He was so heavy on me Spens,” she pulls at my zipper.



I touch her between the legs and she moans. She pulls
my cock free of my pants. 


I shove down my pants and push her onto her back. Let
her guide my stiffness to her hole. The hole my boss has been inside. 


I push hard up into her. Wet and hot.


“Ooh,” her lips purse, and the smooth flesh of her
inner thighs squeeze in on me.


“He wants this
again Grace,” I drive myself into her, caress her hips.


“But he can't have it.”


“No,” I gasp. Are
we lying to each other? I hold myself
deep inside her. Kiss her neck. Grind my hips. 


“You’d almost stopped coming near me before I met
Huey,” she groans, “it took your boss showing interest in me to bring this out
of you. Fuck me, Spens.”


“Don’t you wish I was heavier too though?”I gasp into
her ear, “bigger?”


“Mmm,” she moans and her eyes are closed. She gives me
a little smile. Her thighs locked tight around me.









Chapter Eight


Spencer


On Friday morning I wake before Grace. I twist under
the bed covers and peer at the digits on the nightstand clock alongside me. Only
6-15 a.m. No need to get up for nearly an hour. But there’s a load on my mind. I lay on my back and stare up at
the blank, white ceiling. I only wish my mind was as clear. I replay Grace’s
words and behavior in here last night. A second round of sex before we fell
asleep.


How did you expect her to react when you told her Huey
wanted her again? How did you want
her to react? Disgust? Determination to avoid him at all costs today? 


You can still ask her to do exactly that Spencer. 


I calm myself with a reminder of how pleased she
remains about my increased sex drive. Maybe that’s all that’s driving her excitement about this whole situation. That me
and her in bed are back to how we used to be when we were dating. 


More so maybe. 


I glance at her lush brown trestles on the white
pillow alongside me. You heard explicitly what your boss said about her. 


My stomach fists into a ball. Surely I must make
sure Grace stays well out of his way the whole time he’s at the clinic today? She can make up any excuse she likes and give it Kay
when she gets to work. Something along the lines of Huey making her
uncomfortable by the way he looks at her. Kay herself even commented about
it once, didn’t she? 


Then given a week or two, my boss will shift his
energies to some other girl. He’s got a
track record of that kind of thing. 


But you’ve
got to stand up for what’s yours, Spencer. You tell the fat ginger prick to back
the fuck up. You can tell him you love the job, you love the firm, but you love
Gracie more. Make sure he knows last week was an aberration. 


Something moves on my bare thigh and the nerve endings
tingle. 


Grace watches me from her pillow. 


I know that look in her green eyes. Her fingernails
trace down the inside of my thigh and she wriggles closer. Touches my cock.


I harden and kiss her. 


She scoops her messy hair up and out of the way. Then
she gives me another, more fleeting kiss and sits up, naked. She smiles a real
dirty smile and straddles me. Her nipples are already hard. 


“Shit, Grace.”


She reaches between her legs and works my hard cock
right to the tip of her hole. Then she sinks right down on me.


Fuck.


“Ooh,” she murmurs and pushes her stomach out; works
her hips. 


“Horny again?” I reach for her boobs. She never wants sex before work. 


“I know,” she says and rocks forward then back over
the erection that plugs her. 


She’s
teased me about how horny I am since Huey showed interest in her -but look at
her. 


Grace reaches back with both arms. Grips my legs and glides
her pussy forward over my groin, her breathing already fast. 


She’s
scaring me. But it won’t take me long to cum and she seems close, too. “All
this because you’re seeing Huey today,” I say to tease her and test her
reaction.


“Not all,” she says,
eyes closed and moving fast on me, “but I did have a dream about him.” 


Fuck. I push
my hips hard, grab her fleshy buttocks. Ram her, ram her. She’s thinking about my boss. Dreaming of him, for fuck
sake. She wants him to chase her. 


We cum at the same time. 


Questions about why Grace was horny again this morning
are still going around my head as I wave ‘Hello’
to the flower lady at the subway station. And then on the train itself where I
ignore fellow passengers. Even a snotty-nosed kid with hair that doesn’t look
brushed and a mother who looks more interested in her phone. He insists on
standing and staring at me for several stops. 


Is my increased sex drive ‘stoking’ Grace’s? I remember reading something once about libido wilting if it isn’t used and nurtured. Didn’t mine shrink when I
stopped myself watching porn? When I policed my fantasies because I thought
they were self-destructive. 


Should I go back to doing that? Or would that be me
living a lie? Life is short. 


What if her renewed drive has more to
do with my boss's interest in her? If
something got ‘stoked’ when he put his
cock in her. 


On the short walk from the station to the office, with
my backpack a little heavier than usual because I stowed my gym kit for on the
way home, I push my thoughts to today’s
job workload. 


I’ve only been operating on maybe 60% this whole week.
Even since before that first sit down with Huey on Wednesday. I need to get my
head straight. 


Realistically, Grace is only likely to see Huey briefly
today. Maybe spend a minute or two in his company while he bungles his way
through a half-assed apology. 


Let him. Me
and her will talk about it when we get home tonight. But this time I won’t be
waiting there when she does. I’ll be at
the gym. She’s taken the car so it’s not like he’ll have to bring her home this
time, is it? Me and her will probably even laugh about him later. Then next
week, we need to move on from the whole thing. Get back to the way things were
before he came to our apartment. 


I round the corner to the building where
our offices are and I look up from the paved street below. That place up there
needs to become somewhere I associate with work and work only again. Not where
I spend hours lost in thought about my wife and my boss. That’s fucking madness. And madness that will affect my career if I don’t stop it.


Later, it takes me being back at my desktop screen and
dealing with emails that came in overnight before I find myself almost fully
absorbed in work and not thinking of anything else. Eventually, once I start on
the design workload for the day, I lose myself in the activity and it’s not
until after midmorning when I’m alone in
the office while Adam and Frank are in a meeting, that my thoughts get
interrupted.


“Hey Bud,” Huey has a navy puffer jacket over his
hoodie, “just about to get off,” he says.


“Oh, right.” You
could tell him now Spencer. Tell him Grace would prefer it if he didn’t ‘pester’ her. 


“Glad I caught you before I left,” he says, “just
taken a call off Andy. One of the guys you met at the caravan site that time
you came over to mine. In the bar?”


That weekend when all this started. Or was that our
party a couple of weeks before? I
scan my memories, find an image of Huey’s
loud buddy with shaggy brown hair who was in a baggy white vest and shorts when
I watched the game in the bar.


“Just a thought,” Huey says, “but I’ve got to go over
to the site again a week on Saturday. They close the place for the season this
time of year so got a few things to pack away. Most of the other van owners go
over there for the final weekend.”


Why’s he
telling me this?


“Andy’s having a bit of a party for his wife’s 35th a
week on Saturday. He asked about you and Grace when he called. Wanted to know
if you’d be staying with me again.”


“Us?” Staying
there again? Is he fucking serious?


“Why not?” Huey says, looks around then back to me,
“be an opportunity for you, me, and Grace to talk everything through together.
Rather than all these separate conversations.”


“Oh Huey, no. I really don’t think so.” He’s got
to be kidding. 


“Andy always hosts a good do,” he says, “free booze,
food, and a bed for the night at mine if you want to stay over.”


My face scalds. Heart thumping. He just wants my
wife in his sordid caravan again.


“At least have a think about it Bud. Might not want to
mention it to Frank or Adam if you’re concerned what they think. But I’ll drop
the invite in the conversation with Grace when I see her too.


I stare at him.


“Look, I gotta go. Better not keep anyone waiting if I
want to get their good books,” he says and zips his coat right up. 


Just tell him ‘NO’!


The thought of Grace in his caravan again like the
last time though- and now after they’ve
already done what they’ve done together - makes my whole being crackle with
frightening anticipation. 


But at the same time, as I watch Huey leave the
office, his invite has me so shaky I could spew up my breakfast.


Call Grace now. Warn her what he’s going to suggest. Tell her to make up an imaginary
event that we’re committed to a week tomorrow. 


Or maybe, instead, wait? See what she says to me about
it tonight after she’s had the invite too? See if she chose to keep out of
his way. Then tell him yourself next week that you’ve no intention of subjecting your wife to his
caravan a second time. It should be you that tells him ‘No’. You
shouldn’t expect your wife to be the one that has to do it.


But I sit again at my desk, and under it, my cock is
thick.









Chapter Nine


Spencer


Once Huey has left the office I sit in front of my
desktop with my heart pounding. Go to his caravan overnight again next
weekend? When you know how much he wants your wife? When Grace has already
proved willing to open her legs for him? When she gets off remembering what she
did with him? 


Spencer, you’d
have to be mad. 


It’s not like
the fumbled extramarital sex you gave her the go-ahead for last weekend was
with some random guy she bumped into at a party. Someone she might never see
again. This is the guy you work for and you’re with five days out of every seven.
You have to be around him forty-plus hours a week. Your wife thinks he’s ‘Charismatic’. He’s a successful entrepreneur
with his own business and a lifestyle you couldn’t offer a woman. He goes
skiing every year. Away on exotic summer vacations too. She’s obviously
flattered by his interest. Even a crappy couple of minutes of rushed sex with
him didn’t put her off. 


You must have a death wish! 


But try as I might, and even with Adam and Frank back in
the office and in front of me, I can’t
drain the consuming fantasies. 


Grace’s body on
our sofa under Huey’s hurried pounding. His ravenous lust for my wife.
My cock is rock hard. My breathing shallow. That last trip to his caravan. Her,
stripped to her underwear in his spare room so he could admire her perfect, almost
bare flesh. A view that no doubt build up his appetite for the screwing he
give her last weekend. Even the hours they spent together out at sea while I
waited. Waited for another man to finish enjoying my wife’s company


I head to the washroom. Don’t care today that the others are in the office. My
breaths come fast, shallow. I lock myself in the booth and wank. Fast. Close my
eyes and visualize. She’ll be with Huey any minute now maybe. Both of them remembering how it felt to have sex
together? To fuck right there in front of me. Their hunger greater than
their guilt at my presence. Oh my God, Grace.


I cum in seconds. 


And then zipped back up and washing at the basin,
those dark clouds of terror cluster around me. My jaw clenches, I’m exhausted. I should have stopped her even going to
work today. Made sure there was no chance they saw one another. Should’ve
stopped him in his tracks the minute I saw him this Wednesday morning. Before
he even had the chance to talk to me about her and last weekend. Told him that
me standing back while him and Grace….that it was a drunken mistake. Should never
have happened. That both she and I regretted it. 


You didn’t
even do that!


Back at my desk, I call Grace right away. 


Voicemail. I
leave her a message in whispered tones. 


“Hey, it’s me. If you do bump into you
know who, you’re liable to get an invitation for you and me to something next
weekend. Can you tell him we can’t make it? That we’ve got something else on?
I’ve just remembered. I’ll tell you about it later.” 


As the afternoon passes though, so does my
angst and concern. And having found the courage earlier to masturbate even with
the other guys working in the office, I creep off just before 3 pm to do the
same again. Hoping that Grace didn’t hear
my message before Huey arrived. Or that if she did, she didn’t act on it. 


I leave the office a little before five and as
planned, before I reach the station, take the slight detour on foot in the
direction of ‘Heavy Duty’ gym. I don’t
want to be sat at home waiting for her to come back this time after Huey has
been at the clinic.


I stew again all the way to the gym and almost decide
not to go; to get straight back home, but I persevere. And once there, a couple
of the familiar guys are already in the changing room. I slip easily into the
everyday Spencer Lowell mindset. The disintegration of fantasies and dread
about Grace with Huey relieves me. Lets me be my other self again. 


But later, even as I workout with the free weights in
front of the mirror wall and check my profile in my black vest and shorts, my
thoughts return to my wife. 


She might still be in his company now. Blushing at the sight of the man she had sex with in
her own home. Awkward at his invitation to the caravan. If she hasn’t picked up my message, she might not know what to
say to him. 


And then, as I lower a pair of 10 kg weights down on the
padded black mat to take a minute of recovery time, a dark thought hits me. 


OK, so she’s got
the car to get home in, but what if he makes some sort of excuse about coming
over our way to see that friend of his at the bar again tonight? Like he did a
week ago. He could invite Grace for a drink. So they could have some
time alone. Is it possible she might then
invite him back to the apartment? Maybe on the pretext that he wants to talk to
us both together about that party?


My stomach hurts.


No. She wouldn’t do it. We didn’t discuss anything like that. She wasn’t even
sure she could bear talking to him. 


“You off already?” One of the guys calls from the
bench press.


“Yeah, out tonight,” I lie, “I’ll be in here tomorrow
morning if you’re around.”


I could be panicking over nothing but
maybe coming here instead of going straight home was a bad idea. I don’t want to be the other side of town if Grace is back
at the apartment with Huey.


I reach the approach to our apartment building with
the night turned cold and rain just starting. I look up to our little terrace
and the lights are on inside. I better not find his SUV around the back, on
the parking lot. 


But a couple of minutes later at the rear of the
building, there’s no immediate sign of Huey’s
car. This is later than I usually get back on Friday though and there are a lot
of cars here. All the neighbors are home at the end of the working week. No SUV
in any visitor space. I take a good look around the rest of the Fords, Toyotas,
and Chevies like ours. Nope. All familiar. Feel the hood to see how long
Grace has been back. Cold. A while then. 


Curiously, the lack of Huey’s motor splits my feelings. I’m relieved (and not
really surprised), but the possibility of him being inside with Grace somehow
tantalized me too. I drag my backpack onto a better area of my shoulder and
head inside the building. 


“I’m home,” I call out and close the front door. 


Grace is in front of the TV, some auction program or
other. She’s already changed out of her
work clothes. 


“How was the gym?” she asks then looks away again.


“Good yeah,” I nod, but I want to get to her day. “How
did you get on?”


She lowers the TV volume and looks up at me. “I did try to keep out of his way,” she sighs, “but he
caught me on his way out.”


“How was that? Seeing him again…” After you’d
had him inside you.


“Not the greatest,” she says, “he asked if he could
have word with me in private.”


“What did you say?” I sit alongside her.


“He’s your boss,” she shrugs, “what was I supposed to
say? I went outside with him.”


‘Outside?’
My chest pulls in tight. 


“I’m sure Kay wondered what was going on. You know,
especially after I told her I didn’t want to get involved in any of his
treatment.”


I could do without Grace’s boss poking her nose into this. 


“So what did he say?”


“Pretty much the same as he said to you at work,” she
curls her bare feet under her butt in her tight yoga pants. Feet that Huey fondled when he fucked her. 


My balls twitch. He’s got a fetish for my wife’s feet. 


“He apologized for last Friday.”


Because he fucked you?


“For running out of here. He told me how much he
thinks of you. How he doesn’t want the relationship to be damaged.”


I bet he told you how much he thinks of you. 


“What else?”


“That he’d never done anything like that before.”


“What did you say?”


“I said neither have I,” she half laughs but her throat is flushed. She looks
embarrassed. “He said he wants to make sure we all stay friends.”


‘Friends’ is one word for it. I stare into her green eyes.


“So did you...did you talk about what both did?
Together.” the words stick in my mouth. I’ve got a hand on the smooth, cool
flesh of one of her bare feet. 


“I mainly listened,” she says.


“Huey does like to talk,” I say.


“Yeah,” she smiles, still looks embarrassed, “it feels
better to have had a conversation with him though. Cleared the air.”


“Did you get my voice message?” I ask.


“Not until after he’d gone.”


“So he told you about next weekend?”


Grace nods.


“We can’t go,” I say.


“I know.”


“Did you want to?” I look
right at her, my heart thumps against my ribs.


“I guess the only reason would be to help you and Huey
get back to normal again,” she shrugs. 


I stare at her, disbelieving that she means what she
just said, but on some other level, quivering with sick excitement at the
possibility that she might. She sounds and looks too small and too beautiful to
be the person who creates this torturous tsunami of emotion in me.


“He thinks you’re unhappy with him and the job now,”
she says and takes one of my hands in hers, “I know how much you love it,
though. I told him.”


Is she trying to persuade me to go next weekend? For my benefit, or because she wants to spend
time with my boss?


“I don’t know,” she shrugs again, “it’s up to you. I
didn’t think we had anything special on next weekend, but your message said you
forgot you’d arranged something?” 









Chapter Ten


Joe


Eventually, down a grubby city center backstreet, I see
the sign further down for MFM Instruments. From here it sure doesn’t look like the advertised ‘Cities biggest musical
instrument outlet’. But I guess looks can be deceptive. 


“Any loose change boss?” a voice says and a gaunt guy
slumped on his ass in the doorway of a boarded-up hardware store holds a hand
out from inside the soiled blanket around him. 


Junkie. 


I look all around me and stop. Dig a note from my
pocket and let it flutter down into his hand.


“You’re star boss.”


I wish. I
nod and continue to MFM. ‘Mother Fucking
Music’ as I told Rachel when I left her at the exhibition center. She looked at
me like she didn’t believe me. 


I pull open a heavy steel door. A blast of warm air
pours into my face. 


Shit man. It’s as big as an aircraft hanger in here. 


Staccato, mid-range notes ring out on an electric
guitar and a snare drum rattles somewhere. I gaze in wonder beyond the displays
of effect pedals, guitar straps, and songbooks and over to the far wall. Row
upon row of Gibson, Fender, PRS, Ibanez, Schecter, and even Burns guitars. A
guy could spend all day here. I check the time on my phone. I’ve got around three hours less travel before I have
to make my way back across the city to the Exhibition Center. To where Rachel
is working for Phil’s promo company. Displaying food products to overseas
businesspeople. Men mainly, I bet. 


But let’s
get to this.


I spend the afternoon blissfully testing
out mainly US-made Fenders (including a couple of custom shop jobs) but also
check out the stores’ range of Vox amps.
The beauty with places like this is that none of the staff hassle you to buy.
Don’t put time pressure on you for how long you spend with the gear. Eddie was green with envy when I told him I was coming
here. 


It’s not until
later when I’m in the cab on the way back across the city that I brood about
Rachel and tonight. 


She wasn’t certain, but she said it’s likely she might
get asked to escort a client to dinner. My chest tightens. She’s only done it
once before. And I wasn’t with her that time. If it happens tonight though, and
she brings them back to the hotel, I want to somehow get to watch her. 


My cock twitches in my pants. 


“Doing anything special tonight fella?” the Asian driver
adjusts his rearview mirror.


“Picking the Mrs up from the exhibition center then
back to the hotel. Out for something to eat later,” I say as if the plan is
settled.


“She been there spending your money for you today?”


“No. She’s working a trade show. Food industry.”


“Sounds grand.”


“I’m not so sure about that,” I say. He’s got that
sleazy look of a darker Dennis Talbot about him. Thin gray hair and sly eyes
behind his glasses. 


The thought reminds me of that prick’s latest demand. But now, a hundred safe miles or so
away from him, and with some sort of fun tonight to look forward to (even if
it’s just me and Rachel together), then Talbot’s ‘demand’ to take Rachel
shopping for sexy clothes makes my balls bristle. 


But I know better than to give in to him about that. At
some point enough has to be enough. Let him get what he wants with that and who
knows where it ends? Especially with Rachel sounding willing to do what he
wanted.


I peer out of the window. Let’s face it. My hot wife’s willingness to do exactly
what other men want drives me fucking wild.


At the gates to the exhibition center, I show the
burly doorman a ‘Guest’ pass Rachel gave
me before we went our separate ways earlier. So I can go in and get her. Take
her to our hotel. 


Inside and there’s
still a lot of businesspeople milling about with laptop cases slung over their
shoulders or colorful shopping bags with food company logos on the sides and
presumably full of samples. The pace of movement this late in the day though is
slower than the brisk rushing about when I left Rachel here. Looks like it's
been a long day for everyone.


I spot my wife on her stand with a black guy in a
camel-colored overcoat and a lanyard around his neck. She’s in her tight gray pencil skirt and frilly cream
blouse. Still looks as hot as when I left her. Unruffled. 


Phil’s on
the stand too. The man in the long
coat shakes Phil’s hand, then gives a
little bow to Rachel and leaves.


“Timing spot-on as ever Champ,” Phil grins at me and
checks his watch. 


Rachel smiles and kisses my cheek. 


“So here’s the plan for tonight folks,” Phil says.
“We’ll collect your overnight bags from the office where you dropped them
before, then I’ll show you the way to your hotel. It’s only around the corner.
I'm not staying over tonight. Seeing your buddy Kevin and his wife with
Richmond tomorrow actually. But I’ve got two major clients staying in the same
hotel as you guys tonight. Both came on the stand today and expressed interest
in spending a little private time with Rachel this evening. Separately from
each other, of course.”


Businessmen who want ‘private time’ with my wife. They want sex with
Rachel. 


Rachel straightens her back and smiles at Phil.


“You might not remember the men concerned, given the
amount of traffic we’ve had through here but they certainly remembered you,” he
grins at her.


No surprise there.


“I’ll check what kind of timings would suit them, then
text you a schedule with their room numbers.”


He makes it sound like she’s his whore. Like he’s pimping her out. I slow my breathing. 


“You don’t take any money from either of these guys
though, OK?” he says.


Rachel nods, stands with one long leg crossed over the
other in her heels.


“I’ll pay you the bonus for your time, dependent on
the feedback I get from the client concerned. But don’t accept any money
from them.


“You said that already,” she says and
looks serious, “I won’t.”


“Good evening Mr. Hastings,” the woman on our left
with the brown, bob-cut hairstyle smiles at Phil from the other side of the
teak reception desk. There’s an over-the-top bouquet of amber and white flowers
on a tall, dark wood stand beyond her and a small, gold-framed certificate of
some sort next to the open visitors book on her desk. 


The weird check design of the floor tiles makes us
look like we’re pieces on a chessboard. It hurts my eyes. 


Phil signs us in and collects the key to room 2 on our
behalf. “I’ll show them where to go,” he
tells the receptionist and gets a flutter of her eyelashes in response. 


“Not trying to hurry you but I’ve got an appointment
across town shortly, before I head back up north.” He takes the carpeted steps
up the staircase two at a time.


“You don’t need to come up with us Phil,” I say from
behind Rachel and watch the sway of her butt in the skirt ahead of me, “we can
manage.” 


I don’t know who came up with the interior decor
designs for this place, but a mustard-colored carpet with a swirling brown
pattern below maroon walls suggests they could have been on acid. 


Phil sweeps open the door to a basic-looking room with
a double bed, two white towel robes on hooks and a second, beaten-looking wood
door with the words ‘Wash & Brush’
stenciled on it. The curtains are closed but I doubt the views on this first-floor
room are much to brag about.


“Got time for you to give me head before I have to
take off,” he tells my wife and squeezes one of her buttocks. 


Rachel lets out a heavy sigh. “Where?” she hands me her holdall. Doesn’t even debate
it with him. 


“I’ll sit on the bed,” he smiles at her and loosens
his tie.


I watch open-mouthed. 


Phil undoes and drops his pants then sinks onto his
ass on the gray, fleece blanket. 


Rachel smiles at him and my belly tenses. She fastens
her hair up, unzips her pencil skirt, and wrestles it over her hips. She lets
it fall and exposes black panties 


Fuck, she looks hot.


Phil surveys her and smiles. Curls his finger to
beckon her.


She gives him a coy look and nudges the skirt across
the floor with the toe of one of her high heels. Then kicks both shoes off. Kneels.


“At a girl,” he smiles down at her. Holds onto her
golden-brown ponytail.


I drop the holdalls onto the floor, nod at Phil, then
hurry past my sucking wife to the washroom. Need something to jack off into.



Bathroom smalls fresh. It’s real small though. White. Grab a fistful of toilet
paper and return.


“Ooh,” Phil purses his lips. His eyes are closed,
Rachel’s nodding head held in both his hands. 


“Mmmn, mmnng, mmm,” her eyes are closed too, both
hands raised to his groin, sucking and slobbering over his dick. Kissing his
balls. 


I drag my cock out.


“Want you to do a good job tonight for these important
clients too,” he says, and then his mouth stays open.


“Mmmn” she pulls his glazed cock from her mouth, fist
wrapped tight around, “I will, mmm, I will,” she kisses the head, the slit, and
then sucks some more. 


I jack fast, faster at the obscene spectacle. She’s been working for the guy all day and now has to
service him before she goes out to do the same to his clients. 


I cum before Phil does. Try not to make a noise
and draw attention to myself. Then slip past the pair of them with the
scrunched-up toilet paper .


Return to the bedroom where Phil’s head is right back. His mouth hangs wide open. A
palm spread either side of Rachel’s skull. 


“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh, uck-urgh,” her head and shoulders
dip down to his groin like a machine. Her golden-brown ponytail flicks around
her neck. 


“Here you go, here you go,” Phil tenses; shoves his
hips forward.


“Mmm, mmmg oh,” Rachel moans and her lunging stops,
Forehead pressed up hard against his belly. Her face moves in slow circles.


Fuck.


“At a girl, good girl, good girl.” Phil
gasps groans. 


Later, with Phil gone and Rachel showered and readied,
she reads me the text from him. I still haven’t fully stopped shaking from seeing her on her knees taking that guy’s
load again. 


“Room 17 at eight o’clock,” she says and looks
gorgeous in her short, black party dress and strappy, black heels. She runs
freshly lacquered red fingernails around the multiple rows of faux pearl beads
around her neck and over her chest, “then at nine, room 29.”


“Do you think they’ll both expect the full hour with
you?” 


“The text doesn’t say,” Rachel shrugs, and her hoop
earrings jiggle, “the other one I did was when Phil let a client use his room
for half an hour.”


Right. That guy she told me who came off in her hand. 


“So how are we going to play it?” I ask.


Rachel opens her clutch bag and rifles through it. “You heard what Phil said. We can ask the client if
they’re happy with you waiting in the room too, but there are no guarantees.
Don’t argue with them Joe will you?” she looks at me with those big, gray-blue
eyes that are now rendered all the more smoldering by thick, black eyeliner. 


My gut clenches. I shake my head. “Condoms?” I say and peer into her bag.


“Well yeah,” she shrugs, “I don’t know what they’re
going to be like, do I?”


Fucking hell, Rachel. Do you even care?


Room 17 is up one flight of stairs and I escort my
wife with my heart pounding. My wife pimped out by Phil. The guy she babysat
for before we got married. 


The little old man with the whiskey tumbler who opens
the door is a shock.


Even Rachel blinks with apparent surprise. 


“Hello again my dear,” he smiles at her. 


Sounds South African. Or Dutch maybe? TV news sounds in the background behind him. He frowns
at me. 


“Oh, er,” she plays with her beads, “this is Joe, my
escort. I always have someone come with me. For safety reasons.”


“Not all the way into my room, I hope my dear?” he
smiles at her but then his brow furrows again.


“I can stay in the bathroom if that’s better?” I clear
my throat. Once they get started I’ll creep into the main area to watch. 


“Out of the question,” he shakes his head. “If you
need him close by my dear then I suggest I give him a chair from my room and he
can wait right here outside the door.” His rheumy blue eyes look at me, “You
can pretend to be a proper security guard out here if anyone comes by, can't
you? Wait. I’ll fetch a chair.”


I exchange glances with Rachel. “He’s harmless,” she whispers, “I remember him on the
stand this morning. President of some big buying group. I’ve got my alarm and
pepper spray in my bag,” she giggles. Her eyes look excited.


‘Excited?’ About this little old guy?


“I’ll be fine, “ she kisses my cheek.


I give her a tight smile but it’s more than just her safety I’m concerned about. 


I wanted to watch. Not just listen. 


But a hard-backed, velvet-covered desk chair is
presented to me and the little old man sweeps my wife away inside his room. The
door closes in my face. 


I ignore the chair and stand facing the door with my
heart thumping. My balls are tight and my dick throbs. 


What do I do? I check down the gaudily, carpeted corridor. To my left, then
right. No-one. Then I check the door to the room opposite. 16. Press my ear to
Rachel’s door. Listen. Just about make
pout the faint drone of a voice. I think that’s the TV. Shit. 


What do I do? Sit here like a sentry, like he said?
What if someone comes past? But what else can I do while Rachel’s being fucked in there? Go to the bar?


It’s tempting.
But it’s down two flights of stairs and I don’t think I should be that distance
from her while she’s with someone I’ve never even seen before. No matter how
she’s ‘armed’ or how frail and ‘harmless’ he looked. I peer all
around again. My cock bulges in my pants and I sit. Hold my breath and try
again to hear. Nothing. I find my phone in a pocket. Check the time.
Only ten past. Scroll to my messages and emails. Prepare to wait. 


Some time later, a guy comes out of room fifteen with
a James Patterson paperback and a key and passes me by. He doesn’t even stare at me like this is weird. Just gives me
a nod and the slightest smile. 


But then at ten to nine, when I’m getting restless and hopeful my wife might be
‘released’ a few minutes early, a young couple, maybe the same age as me and
Rachel, approach from down the corridor. She’s a leggy blonde and giggles into
his chest. Neither of them acknowledge me. 


The door behind me is unlocked at five to and I stand.



Rachel looks as fresh-faced as when she went in there.
Smiles at me. 


“Thank you so much my dear I hope to see you again
soon. Please give my regards to Phillip.”


“Will do. Have a good rest of the evening.”


“I don’t know that there’ll be a great deal more of
it,” he says, “I’m dead beat now. Goodnight,” he ignores me and closes the
door. 


Rachel takes my hand.


“Well? What did you do?”


“It was easy. But we need to hurry. Phil said not to
keep them waiting. There’s two of them in room 29.”


“Two?”


“Business partners,” Rachel says and pulls me toward
the next flight of stairs up, “middle eastern,” she says, “Egyptian I think.”


Two of them? I
repeat to myself. My chest tugs. “Rachel,
do you know what we might be getting into here?”


“It’ll be fine,” she says and checks her face in her
phone,” Phil says he’s known these two for years.


I’m not
sure about this. Not if it means leaving my wife alone in a fucking hotel room
with two guys I’ve never met before and who are from halfway around the world. 


“What about the old guy before? What did you do with
him?”


“When he finally finished telling me about his
business and family, he asked me to dance for him.”


“Dance?”


“Just wiggle my butt and boobs and help him get hard.”


No time to find out more. We’re outside
room 29. Rachel takes a deep breath and knocks. Moves her hair around her
shoulders. 


Is my wife a hooker?


“Ah, here she is, here she is,” Dark beard and eyes,
the broad-shouldered young guy beams at us both. 


He can’t
be much fucking older than me! 


“I’m Darius,” he smiles again, my partner Mahmoud is
brushing his teeth. Won’t you both come in?”


Both of us? That’s something, I guess.


Darius closes the door and the room is similar to ours
but with two single beds. 


“OK to quickly use your bathroom before I…?” Rachel
asks.


“Sure is,” the guy who appears from behind their ‘Wash
and Brush’ door is taller and duskier-skinned than the first, but there’s no
beard. Just a bushy, black mustache. “Mahmoud,” he nods at us both. 


“I’ll go in with her,” I say quickly and
follow Rachel into the bathroom. 


“I washed in the old man’s room,” she says and puckers
up in the mirror. She re-checks her hair. 


“Rachel, you’re taking two of them on?” I whisper and
stare at her jutting butt in the tight black dress.


“I’ve done worse, haven’t I?” she whispers and turns
back and forth in front of the mirror. Then she kisses me. “We can’t get out of
it now. And you’ll be there too, won't you? Come on.”


I need a moment. Got to calm down. “You go ahead.
I’ll be out in a sec.”


She kisses me again and then leaves the bathroom.


My heart thumps and I pull the door closed. Take deep
breaths to try to settle myself. How did our lives come to this? Our
marriage? If I ever doubted what she does at Traders for Richmond, then
there’s no question Phil is
effectively whoring Rachel out. 


I grab a fistful of toilet tissue and stuff it into my
pocket. Head out into the bedroom. 


Rachel is already on a bed with one of them. Shit.
Being fucked on her stomach. Dress around her waist. Tits out. Fucking hell.
He must have thrown my wife straight onto the bed. 


It’s the biggest
guy who straddles her ass. Mahmoud or
whatever his fucking name is. Nude
apart from his black socks. Thumps down into her. Pulls both her hands back
behind her with his. His hold lifts her head and shoulders from the bed. 


Rachel grimaces. 


Is he in her ass? Strong, steady, heavy strokes into her.


“Oh, oh, oh yeah,” Rachel moans, her tits slap
together. 


His breathing is hard. His torso rippled. 


“Mahmoud has the hots for Mr. Hasting’s girl since we
talked business with him this afternoon.” The other guy sidles up to me but
doesn’t take his eyes from the fucking in front of us. “Mr. Hastings is your
boss too?”


I shake my head. 


“Oh shit, oh God,” Rachel moans from the back of her
throat. Both her arms are still pulled back by him, but her head droops a
little now. 


“Fucking your married ass,” the man on the bed pants. 


“God yes,” Rachel groans. 


Shit. I want
to jack off, but how, with this other guy alongside me? 


“Big white ass.”


“Oh God yes. In my ass. In my ass.” Her breath is
hoarse. Her tits are squashed down into the crumpled bed but her head is up
again, face twisted with awful intensity. 


Pleasure or pain? Both? 


“Your husband know his married slut takes it in the
ass from Arab men?” The man at my side calls to her. 


I peer at him, expect him to grin at me. But his dark
eyes are fixed on her. 


“Yes,” Rachel groans into the bed. 


“Bet he’d take it up his ass too given the chance,”
the man next to me laughs.


“Oh God, oh God,” Rachel groans, the man’s belly
pounds her behind, “big dick in my ass,” she gasps.


“You like this big dick in your ass?” the man behind
her asks.


“Yes, yes.”


“You know him?” now the man at my side looks at me,
“the husband who lets his wife take it up the ass like this?”


I shake my head, look away. Back to the bed. My face is
hot but I don’t want these two to know
who I am. Let them think I’m just security. 


“Ah!” Rachel shrieks like she saw a mouse, “Ah, ah.”


“Who’s ass is this?” the man inside her asks.


“Yours, yours, your fucking ass!” she squeals.


Oh, Rachel. 


“That’s right bitch.”


“Oh God, it’s your fucking ass.”


I need to cum. Need to cum 


Rachel gasps for breath, like she’s tortured. 


And he lets go of her arms. Slumps down hard on her.
Still pumping between her buttocks but slow. Breathless too.


I move away from the other guy, more behind the bare
couple. 


The underside of his balls rub into the crack of
Rachel’s ass. Her pink slit glistens
below. Fingers of both her hands curled back around the tops of his, thick
thighs. His anus dilates with each reversal out of hers. Then his buttocks
clench and he drives back in. Groans.


“I’m on,” says the voice behind me. Darius pushes down
his pants, steps out of them.


Rachel is face down and breathless on the bed.
Red-assed, as Mahmoud withdraws from her. His long cock drools and swings. 


No condom. Why bring them with her?


He Grabs a drink from a table, grins at me.


And Darius straddles my wife from behind. 


Fucking hell.


Reach for a table to lean against. 


“Oh,” Rachel groans and her left hand appears around
his left thigh. The wedding and engagement bands we chose together.


I can’t move.
Can’t react. 


This man’s
thrusts are less powerful. Fast though. 


Don’t
look as deep. 


He props himself up on the bed with his balled fists
beyond her. Still, my wife groans. Her legs tight together like she wants to hold
him there. 


He plows my wife and his balls shake above her ass.
They don’t rub into her crack like the
other man’s did. 


“Oh God, oh God,” she says between four or five of his
hurried thrusts. Her toes curl, calf muscles tense. “Ugh,” she groans into the
bed. She sounds like someone has a hand clamped across her windpipe. But they don’t. “Ah, ah. Ah, ah,” she chants. Doesn’t even try to talk
to me. 


But what should a whore say to her security? 


“You know where I’m going to come?” the man behind her
gasps and presses one hand down on her back.


“In my ass, in my ass, oh God, in my ass.”


A memory pops into my head of the first time I saw her
taken in that tiny hole. Phil in some hotel room. I had to hold her hand
because of how sensitive it felt for her. A lifetime ago.


“Oh yes, cum in my ass, yeah cum in my ass, a big load
in my ass. I want to cum.”


She’s
going crazy from it.


Now he pounds her deep.


“Take that married white ass Dar,” the man with the
water bottle coaxes from the other side of the room, “take it.”


“Oh, you need to cum in my ass,” she cries and I think
she’s climaxing.


Fuck, Rachel.
I squeeze my cock through my pants. 


“Ugh, ugh, please cum in my ass,” she sounds like
she’s crying, sobbing. Definitely
cumming.


And the man groans; collapses forward onto her back,
pushes her long golden-brown hair away from his face. 









Chapter Eleven


Kevin


Sunday late morning while I drive over to the hotel
and alongside me, Evie is more talkative than I expect. Sounds a lot more
relaxed than I feel. 


Has she ever met Richmond and not been
fucked by him? 


I glance across at her in her tight black, angora wool
jumper that makes her tits look incredible. Below her waist are a pair of her
tightest jeans. One’s that when she
walks, or just stands, highlight shape and size of her butt. 


While she talks, I wonder whether Richmond regards my wife
as ‘easy’. Compared to all the other
women he must have had. My cock shifts in my pants and stiffens. Is he too
aware that she’s never been in his
company without being fucked? 


She’s telling me
something about her Mom and what an ‘asshole’ her Stepdad Mel has been over
something or other, and then about a party Celine is arranging, but I’m not
really listening. My head is already poring over the potential outcomes this
afternoon and maybe early evening. 


Is it her nervousness that’s making her talk so much? Is she fearful about what she might succumb to once
she’s in front of Richmond? Anxious about her lack of willpower around him? And
maybe his friend too? She wouldn’t even be going there today if I hadn’t said I wanted
us to. 


“How you are feeling about it?” I interrupt her flow.


“Mom and Mel?” Big brown eyes look across at me.


“Today with Richmond.” And Phil probably there too.


“It’s not like we’re staying overnight or anything, is
it?” she says but looks uncertain, “and you’ll be with me,” she reaches across
for my thigh. 


The way she talks about him; it’s like he almost has some kind of ‘mind control’ over
her. Or he’s like a strict Headmaster she has to please so she doesn’t get in
trouble. 


Does he really have that much influence over my wife?


“Moron!” I flash my lights at an oncoming soft top
overtaking like the driver’s got a death wish. 


Then when my heart rate restores itself, a hazy mental
image of that Phil guy forms in my head. 


I can’t remember
exactly what he looked like. He was on his back with my wife riding him most of
the time in that Villa. My face and throat heat up. He was obscured by her and
Richmond in that bedroom. Richmond was
in Evie’s ass. The pair of them fucking my wife at the same time
wife while I watched. 


My cock throbs in my pants. I’ve hesitated about probing her with the direct
question since she agreed to go to the hotel. But is there a chance she’s
considered sex with two of them at the same time again? Like Richmond
taunted her about the last time he fucked her? If not, then why agree to
come? She knows Phil will more than likely be there. She must know Richmond
could pressure her for it. He might have already. On the phone. He’s told me that’s what he wants. Told me he wants to
‘develop’ my wife. 


Yeah, well he’s not my headmaster. He doesn’t mind control me. No matter what shit he’s coerced me into doing in the past. I can say ‘’No’ whenever I want.
Evie and I both can.


We arrive a little after noon on the same leafy hotel
parking lot where I brought Evie to a meeting I’d arranged behind her back when Richmond was a stranger to her. All
those months ago. I take slow, deliberate breathes to calm myself. I don’t want
to sound like I’ve inhaled helium when I speak to him. 


Out of the car, there’s a stiff breeze, but the sky is pale blue with a handful of little
fluffy clouds. Like something in a painting a kid would do. I peer around
amongst both the gleaming and muddied motors for his Bentley, but can’t see it.



I grab the holdall with our swimming gear in from the
trunk


Then inside, where Richmond has arranged ‘day passes’ for us and I half-expect a ‘knowing’ look
from the middle-aged woman on reception who admits us. But if she does know
the circumstances of our visit, she doesn’t show it. 


In the corridor to the changing rooms where piped
music plays, I take my trunks out of the holdall then hand the bag to her. It’s
got her costume in and the hairbrush and whatever other stuff she brought. 


“See you in the pool in five, then?” I kiss the side
of her face. 


Is she excited about seeing him again? My heart races. I need to calm down. 


I watch her walk to her changing room, the
undersides of her buttocks in the jeans darker than the rest, as if lower
down is in the shade of her perfect orbs.


A few minutes later I’ve changed and am out poolside
to the smell of chlorine and a couple of splashing kids. I’m conscious how my chest and arms will compare here
alongside Richmond’s bigger, more toned physique. 


Evie’s not in the arctic blue water. Movement to my
right and the sauna catches my eye. She waves at me from beyond the slim, glass
window. She’s in her one-piece back costume


I clear my throat and head over. 


Inside is like a furnace. 


“Afternoon young man,” Richmond smiles down from the
top tier of wooden benches. Right alongside her though I couldn’t see him from
outside. 


“Hi,” I say and my chest draws right in. An older
woman stares into space on the other side of Richmond. Don’t know
her. There’s a second big guy in the corner on Evie’s other
side. He nods at me. Looks familiar. Manicured stubble and dimple in his chin. That’s Phil. 


“Better close the door so the heat doesn’t get out,”
he smiles. 


“Oh, yeah right,” I mumble but when I pull the wooden
handle behind me, it resists. A woman in a bikini smiles in at me. She wants to
come in too. 


Flustered, I sit on the lower tier near Evie’s bare feet. She’s put nail polish on especially.
Bright pink. 


Will my wife let these two guys fuck her before we
leave here? 


“How are you, Kevin?” Richmond asks and I feel like
the two women are listening. 


“Yeah good,” I say and struggle to remain calm. Try to
get my thoughts together, “nice to get here and relax,” I peer up beyond his
tanned shins and knees. To a broad torso speckled with sweat. Dark eyes study
me then move across and onto my wife in her swimsuit. He smiles at her, keeps
his eyes on her. 


Evie’s big chest rises and falls so fast that I’m
pretty sure the last thing she feels is relaxed.


The woman who just came in seems to know the older one
because they’re deep in conversation
about something to do with a property in Austria. But at least they’re too
preoccupied to worry about me and Evie.


“So how was the party last night?” I ask Richmond, to
try and take some initiative.


“Very enjoyable event wasn’t it, Philip?”


The other guy nods and sweat runs from his brow to his
straight nose.


“Philip was with some friends of yours earlier yesterday,”
Richmond says, “Rachel and Joe.”


“She was working for me at an exhibition,” Phil says
and his eyes leave me, linger around Evie’s throat then her tits, “left her
entertaining clients for me.” 


Evie and I swap glances. 


“You should ask her about it,” Phil says and wipes the
sweat from his nose, “always vacancies for the right girl.”


“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves Philip,” Richmond
frowns at his friend.


“Sorry. No, you’re right Richmond,” Phil says and the
two women have stopped chatting.


“Is Lily not coming?” Evie asks Richmond and she blows
air upward, makes the hair above her brow flutter. 


Phil’s
checking her tits again. 


“She and Philip’s wife Marion didn’t have quite as
much champagne as he and I last night,” Richmond says, “they won’t be back from
the mall much before closing time this evening. Anyone else fancy the outdoor
jacuzzi? Wonderfully bracing at this time of year.”


“I’m not sure I’d dare,” Evie says.


“Of course you’d dare,” Richmond pats her knee, “lead
the way Philip,” he says and gestures Evie up with his eyes.


Phil climbs down and Evie grimaces at me, but follows
him. 


She likes doing what Richmond tells her to. 


I trail behind with Richmond, conscious of Evie ahead
in conversation with Phil. Conscious of the wiggle of my wife’s butt and her long bare legs in front of Richmond,
and aware of his size at my side. 


He taps my shoulder, speaks softly, “Give us a few minutes alone with her,” his head, salt
and pepper hair direct me toward the changing rooms. 


He wants rid of me for a while like he did that first
time I brought her here. My heart
races. I should tell him where to go. But I can’t.


“Just nipping to the toilet Evie. I’ll catch you all
up in a minute.”


Evie stops, frowns at me. 


“I won’t be long ,” I say and nod. 


“Philip and I will take good care of her,”
Richmond waves me away.


I divert straight to the men’s changing room with a dry mouth and my heart out of
control. Head straight for the washroom and tug down my swimming trunks.


“Mmm,” squeeze my cock and rub it. Evie’s in
her swimming costume with two other guys who’ve already fucked her. I stand astride the pan, face the blank wall, and
beat my cock. Visualize the pair of middle-aged men out there drooling over my young
wife’s cleavage. Her bare hips and
thighs. Saying and doing what they can to persuade her into sex before we leave
here. 


Surely Richmond will expect sex now we’re here?


I don’t hurry
cleaning up. Even my angst can’t get the better of me now that Evie is with
Richmond. I delay by standing in one of the shower stalls under the hot jets for
several minutes. Feel the seconds crunch by, certain my Evie is being finessed,
charmed by the persuasive Richmond Coyle and his big-cocked companion. I harden
up again. Ease the frosted glass door closed and work my cock. 


By the time I get back poolside and then walk the
length of it and out through the doors to the exterior jacuzzi, Evie is still
there, but only the two women from the sauna are sat with her. The wind is cold
on my wet flesh so I hurry into the warm water. 


“What happened to them?” I say and sit alongside her
in the frothing bubbles.  


“Went to get changed,” Evie says.


Already? They’ve finished with her? I must have been in the shower when they went into
the changing room. Did she argue
with them? 


“What happened?” I whisper so the women cant hear. Is relaxation in a jacuzzi and sauna as good as it’s going to get today, after all?


“Nothing,” she wipes foamy water from one eye. 


“So how come…”


“Richmond invited us to his suite for lunch.”


Oh God. I
look right into her soulful brown eyes. 


“Do you want to go?” I ask her.


“As long as that’s all it is.”


“What if it isn’t?” 


“You’ll have to get me out of there.”


I’m dressed
before Evie and wait in the lounge area just off the reception desk and in
front of the TV. And when, around twenty long minutes later, she finally
appears, I understand why she took so long. 


She’s back in
the same jeans and tight black jumper she wore to come here but she’s washed
and styled her hair and put more makeup on than she had before. Smells good
too. She brought perfume. 


“Only lunch,” she says. 


I nod. Does
she believe that? 


I stow our holdall back in the trunk of my car and am
aware it’s not even two o’clock. Is my wife about to be fucked by someone else in broad
daylight?


We take the elevator up to the top floor. My heart
rattles my ribcage and I hold onto Evie’s
little hand. Does he expect to fuck
her? What if Phil’s up here too? I want to ask her if Richmond mentioned whether he’d be alone but I don’t want to spook her. Don’t want
to panic her about even going up here.


But maybe that’s just what I should do. 


“Hey folks,” Phil answers the door and one of my
questions. He’s in jeans and a navy polo shirt. 


Evie blinks and flushes. Lets go of my hand. 


“Come on in,” Phil says, “ Richmond’s just on the
phone. “


I smile tightly and follow my wife through the door. 


Phil watches the
movement of Evie’s rear in her jeans and my stomach churns.


“Hello again,” Richmond appears from the direction of
the bathroom with his gold phone in one fist. “We’ve organized luncheon menus,
but before you look at one and make your selection young lady, I’m afraid
there’s something I have an even greater appetite for,” he takes Evie’s hand
and pulls her to him.


Shit, Evie.


“You’re a bit presumptuous aren’t you?” she gasps. 


“Shouldn’t I be?” he doesn’t wait for a response. He
kisses her full on the mouth. 


Fuck. In front of this other guy too.


“Mmm,” Evie moans and offers no resistance. His hands are
all over her butt.


I gape at them. Phil watches too, with his arms
crossed. 


“I shouldn’t Richmond,” Evie says weakly and now his
fingers are at her the front of her waist, on the buttons of her jeans.


Oh my God. 


“Kev?” Evie looks around him at me.


“Want you to,” my voice is strangled.


Richmond moves her hands away from his, kisses her
again. Slow this time. Lingering and noisy. Evie moans in his face, his mouth.
Her eyes closed. Wilting in his strong arms. 


“Philip, come around behind her, get these wonderful
breasts out for us all to enjoy.”


“Richmond, he can’t do that,” Evie gasps but there’s no conviction in her voice
and she’s breathing hard. Tits rising and falling fast. Her words say one thing
but her body language tells the truth. 


“It’s OK Evie,” I say then hold my breath.


Phil leaves my side and moves up close to my wife’s proud buttocks. He works his groin gently, slowly
against her. “I remember these beauties very well,” he murmurs into the back of
her neck; works her jumper up her torso. 


“Kev, look what they’re doing to me,” Evie says but
her eyes are on Richmond. 


It’s
happening. Happening all over again. They’re going to take her together right
here in front of me. Daylight streams
in through the windows. Oh, God oh God, Oh God, Evie. 


And her jeans are down and her panties with them.
Waxed pussy and her bare ass exposed to these two purring men. She kicks off
her flat shoes and Richmond pushes fingers into her.


Evie!


Phil tugs her jumper right up over her black, balcony
bra. Pulls it over her head but her honey-blonde hair gets tangled. She laughs
like she’s embarrassed, then she groans
again. Richmond slicks her pussy, kisses her. Phil’s hands all over her ass.
His face in her hair, He undoes his chinos. 


It’s
happening. It’s happening, Evie. 


Richmond yanks her bra up over her tits. Exposes her
pink nipples on stalks. “Magnificent
young breasts, Kevin,” he says and my name startles me. He smothers her tits with
kisses and then lifts her up off her feet and away from Phil. He carries my
giggling, half-stripped wife to the big round bed. 


I fumble with my zipper. 


My petite Evie is laid out down on her back with her
legs spread. Her moistened vagina displayed like the insides of succulent rose
and ruby pink fruits. Her jumper and bra are up near her flushed throat. Big
tits exhibited to us all. 


Richmond drags her around on her back until her head
is right at one edge of the bed. Her fair hair hangs down over the side. He smiles down at her and unzips. 


I tug at my cock.


Richmond shoves his pants down and that giant cock
that I know onl too well springs free. He grins at me. Stands astride behind
Evie’s head. Hairless testicles and stiff
Cock above her prone face.


Phil stands bare-assed and opposite Richmond now.
Gazes down at the glistening split between Evie’s thighs. He toys with his own, thick hard-on.


They’re
going to destroy her. I beat my cock.



Richmond bends at the knee, supports the back of my
wife’s blonde head with one hand, and
feeds his cock down into her gaping mouth. Phil clambers up onto the other end
of bed. 


My knees weaken. Find a wall to lean against and
stroke. Slow. Don’t want to cum
too soon. 


Phil pulls Evie’s
knees up.


“Been thinking a lot about this lovely body haven’t
you, Philip? Richmond asks and pushes his cock deeper into Evie’s mouth.


“Mmm,” her throat is exposed, arms spread wide either side
of her shoulders. Almost in a ‘surrender’. But her hands and fingers grip the
rounded edge of the bed. Her nipples stand to attention for the men. Richmond
reaches down pinches them, one after the other. Twists them and makes her groan
around his cock. 


Phil kneels up tall between my wife’s bare legs. Pulls her inner thighs close to his
waist and works his cock at her opening. 


Oh Evie, how could we do this?


Her arms leave the bed and both hands rise to Richmond’s
erection, to his dancing balls. She holds his cock there, rocks her head and
shoulders up and down from the bed to suck him. 


“Urgh,” she groans into his groin and Phil sinks up
her. 


She gave it up that easy? Oh crap, Evie, oh crap. 


Her bottom lip is curled around Richmond’s tool, her hands behind his strong thighs now,
pulling him down to her. 


Phil’s body
makes steady strokes into and out of my wife. Makes her whine.


“You’re too good not to be shared around. Lovely,
lovely body,” Richmond speaks softly as he’s sucked, and he’s watching me stroke.



Evie groans as if in response.


I stop stroking. Squeeze my cock.


“As good as you remember her Philip?” Richmond asks
his friend and mauls my wife’s tits again.


“You better believe it. Lovely tight cunt.”


“Mmm,” Evie slurps around Richmond’s dick.


She doesn’t
mind them talking like that about her?


Richmond flexes at the knee, bobs in his crouched
position like he’s fucking her mouth
downward. Like it’s some kind of gentle workout.


“Kev made me share myself,” Evie gasps into his balls,
“I did something with another guy. Last weekend.”


She told him. Just came out with that and told him? 


“Really?” Richmond’s eyebrows rise and that look of
surprise is unfamiliar on his assured features. 


Something satisfying about that. 


“Yes,” she gasps, kisses his balls, “in a club. The
guy took me to the washroom and I sucked him off. Like this”


Is she trying to rile him? 


“You must have known I’d take a very dim view of
something like that?” he frowns down at her.


“Mmmng, yes, yes. What are you going to do to me
Richmond?” she jerks his cock into her mouth. 


Fuck. I stroke
again. Fast. 


The bed rocks. Dips towards Phil as he rams her, but
her upper body reaches for  Richmond. She sucks him hard. 


“Didn’t I invest in a pretty chastity belt for you to
prevent exactly those kind of lapses?” Richmond twists one of her nipples.


“Ahh, umm, umm,” she exhales into Richmond’s groin,
her left hand curls around his sac, squeezes his balls as she’s face-fucked. 


Phil caresses her hips and he drives into her. Buttock
muscles taut. He mauls one of her tits; Richmond the other. 


“I’m going to have to work out a  suitable punishment
for your misbehavior young lady,” Richmond opens a hand and holds her neck.
“And does Kevin need to face consequences too?” he says to her, “for his part
in encouraging disloyalty.”


‘Disloyalty’?


“Ummng, umnng,” Evie roars from the back of her throat
like she’s possessed. She sucks wildly, bucks her hips. Nipples swollen and
stiff as she’s devoured by the older men. Drool runs down her throat, around
Richmond’s hand. 


His cock momentarily appears from her mouth and shines
with her saliva. Then her lips smother it again. Her throat rises, bulges and
she cries incoherently. Sucks hard, takes his cock almost down to his balls. 


I jack fast but still try not to cum. Glance at Phil
and Evie’s legs are locked around him.
Ankles crossed together on his back. Cute pink, painted toenails. 


A slap and Richmond leans forward over my wife’s prone chest. Swipes at her left tit. Then her
right. 


Evie’s body
jumps at the men with each slap. Still, she moans into Richmond’s groin. He
reaches toward Phil. Plays with her clit.


Evie sobs.


Phil fucks her steadily, grips her hips, grins at his
friend. 


Shift my position so Richmond can’t see me jacking. Almost
behind him. 


He’s half-knelt
on the bed. Muscley, bare thighs frame my wife’s head. Her upturned face and
hanging blonde hair. She groans and sucks. Moans like she’s in pain but sucks
hard. Somewhere on the other side of Richmond another big guy slaps into my
wife. Takes his pleasure from her hole. 


Crouch down and jack hard. Need to cum. 


Close to my face, below the split in Richmond’s thrusting ass, his balls rub over her nose, in her
eyes too as she sucks and cries. 


“I can’t belive you’d disobey me after everything
you’ve been told,” Richmond pants.


‘Disobey’?


“What are we going to do with this bad girl?”


“Oh Kev,” she splutters around his cock and she’s seen
me, “they’re making me…”


“I know, Evie. You look so hot. So hot taking them
both.”


Evie’s head
shakes, her hair flies around, trails to the floor. Her fingers curl tight
around the backs of Richmond’s thighs. Diamond engagement ring sparkles. 


Richmond narrows his stance, thigh muscles tense. Only
Evie’s forehead and hair visible beyond
the crack in his ass. Still, Phil slaps against her other end. Rocks her. 


And I’m cumming.
Cumming hard in my hands. Crap, forgot
tissues or paper towel. Slump forward
on my knees. Breathless and both hands around my discharged cock. Breathing so
heavy. Stand and stumble my way out to the bathroom


The sounds of their monstrous ‘trebling’continues. The
bed creaks. New though it surely must be. Not designed for three people to
have sex on. My wife shrieks and cries; used hard by two men. 


Lost in the blue light of bathroom. I run water over
my sticky hands. My face is bright red with effort and shame. Balls drained and
I can’t look at the mirror. A
half-hearted attempt to clean up, then I’m back through the glass door and into
the bedroom.


“Give it to me, oh give it to me,” Evie cries like I
girl I’ve never met, let alone married. 


Richmond kneels up on the bed now, at her side. Cock
still wedged in her mouth but from this other angle. He slaps her tits
repeatedly. One after the other. Grips her throat. 


Still she sucks hard. Her knees up. 


Phil wedged between her thighs. Pummeling her there. 


She pulls at his broad shoulder, urges him to fuck
her. He smacks down into her.  Frantic, frantic pace, 


I gape at the sight. 


“Awe, awe, awe,” Evie wails.


“You want us to cum in her, Kevin?”


I nod my head.


“You better tell her then.”


“You want them to cum in you Evie?” I croak, shake.


“God yes,” she gasps, Richmond’s rod in her fist. “Cum
in my mouth and cum in my pussy. I want it, I want it all.”


I feel faint. My Evie begging for it. Dwarfed by
these two big men. 


And she’s
sobbing, crying cumming herself. His big sucked tool out of her mouth but in
her little fist and she kisses the head. Licks his balls. Her toes curled on
Phil. “Cum in my face, in my mouth.” 


“Urgh,” Phil slumps forward heavily onto her, face
contorted. “Great fuck, really great fuck,” he gasps, half-laughs. He pulls
out, rolls away, and off my wife, grins at me. 


Richmond clambers right up onto the bed, straddles Evie’s face. Takes over jacking himself. She kisses his
balls, fingers reach round and caress his ass.


“Open wide,” he says and she does, like a baby bird
awaiting feed, my wife does as she’s told for the man sat like a king on her
chest. The man crushing her tits. And he gasps, groans and pulls her head
forward. Finishes in her mouth. All over her face. 


“So what to do with you young lady,” he says and waves
his softening, drooling cock in her face.


She leans up, kisses the head and sucks it softly.


“If you still have the appetite for more than you’re
getting then perhaps Zaria and I should have you work with your girl Rachel.
Somewhere we can keep an eye on you. I don’t enjoy being made to feel jealous
by your willful behavior.”


“Rachel’s told me all about some of the things you
make her do,” Evie shows Richmond big eyes. Smudged eye makeup. She’s got
a streak of cum in her hair. “Don’t think you ‘ll be making me do anything like
that.” 


“We’ll see,” Richmond says and slaps her hip.


Evie squeals. 


“And I want you wearing that anklet of yours again.
From when you get home onward.”


Has Rachel told her what she gets up to with all those
other guys? Does the idea of being
‘made’ to do the same by Richmond
turn my wife on? 


It can’t. 









Chapter Twelve


Spencer


The following week leading up to the evening of the
party at Huey’s caravan site is a whole
seven-day roller-coaster of emotions. Soaring highs of irresponsible, reckless
dirty talk that I encourage about Huey when Grace and I have sex. Crushing,
despondent lows each time I later pick through the wreckage of what she’s said
to me in bed about him. Fearful excitement at how fast and how hard she cums. 


My intent swings wildly between the conviction that
exposing Grace to another night in my boss's caravan is the road to
relationship ruin. And then my intent locks onto the beliefs that we only live
once and that I should therefore follow what I know to be my greater desire and
accept Huey’s invite. Let things play out
there as they will. 


And then sometimes, I consider directing events
at this party in the direction of my darkest fantasies.


Both at my desk or at home when Grace is asleep or
watches TV, both on the subway and even in the gym, I think about all the extra
money my boss has given me. The promotion. I wonder again whether it’s me who earned it or my wife. More precisely, what
Huey believes my wife might do for him. Or with him. 


On Monday and Tuesday I avoid a decision. I tell Huey
we’re still not sure whether we can make
the party. 


“I really hope you can,” he says, “we need to sit down
together. The three of us.”


My head spins and I don’t know what to do.


On Wednesday, in the office, I tell him we can’t do the party. That we can’t get out of our
longstanding ‘family commitment.’ I keep it vague. 


He looks disappointed and says we’ll have to ‘arrange
something else’. 


I regret my decision almost as soon as the words are
out of my mouth. Certainly, I regret it that night during sex with Grace. So
much so, that Thursday I go into Huey’s office first thing in the morning and
ask if Grace and I can ‘still come’ on Saturday. I tell him the (non-existent)
family event has been called off due to illness so we could still attend if
that’s OK with him. 


What have you done Spencer? What the fuck have you
done?


“Of course you can,” he grins at me from
the other side of his desk. He looks delighted and puts his hands behind his
head. But waves of regret soon consume me again.


Saturday comes though and Grace and I leave for the
coast with her in jeans and a bottle green blouse. 


She’s packed a
new, blood-red, crushed velvet dress that feels as good to the touch as it
looked when she tried it on at the mall. We’ve got overnight bags with us and
that very fact rips at my insides. Stretches my gut and my whole chest area. 


What are you doing Spencer? Does she hope tonight ends in sex with Huey
again? 


We reach Huey’s
at 6-30 with me anxious and sweaty as hell and ready to explode. 


Our host meanwhile, is already spruced up in a black
shirt and gray pants. Smells of cologne. He’s his usual affable self and
although his eyes slide to Grace’s butt in her jeans at one point, he quickly
fixes drinks for us and stows our overnight bags in the spare room. The room where he first saw my wife stripped. 


Grace though, seems to relax pretty fast in his
company. She accepts his invitation to use the shower and while she does, and
my heart races to know she’s nude in his
caravan, he pours me another beer. Then with a grave expression that’s unusual
for him, he invites me to sit with him on the sofa. 


He’s not
going near her tonight. I won’t allow it. He’s only invited us here to talk. He
values my work at the firm. 


“However you want to play it tonight is fine by me,”
he says in muted tones and glances toward the bathroom. He puts his Bud bottle
to his lips.


I stare at him. 


“I’ll follow your lead,” he says and dark eyes look
right at me, “same as last time. We can talk things through at the party. The
three of us. So no-one gets pushed into anything. But you know what I think of
Grace. And if you’re happy to give permission again. And if she wants me...”


My heart thunders in my shirt. My cock pulses, balls
tight. But I can’t talk like this. Not now. 


“Look Huey. Let’s not get into all that,
OK?”


The evening passes in a function room packed with
strangers as well as several people we know. Guys and couples we met on our
other visit here. But I’m barely able to
communicate with anyone. It feels like I’m hyperventilating. I loosen my collar
and even the belt of my pants. Retreat mentally inward. Huey virtually came out and told me he wants to fuck
Grace again tonight. 


What did you honestly expect would happen when you got
here? 


I gaze at her talking to one of the other wives. She
looks stunning in the fitted, crushed velvet dress and cream heels. Her long
blonde hair falls over one shoulder and her legs are bare. Below the arch of
her slender back, her succulent, peachy butt. 


Each drink I finish and each gaze I see her get from
my boss - or occasionally another man, only heightens my mangled excitement.
Like a suicide, I gulp down the poison of my wife’s allure. 


And like that same masochistic fool, each time she
comes back to me from under the dance floor lights or from talking to someone
else, or when we’re on our own, I
encourage her to flirt further with Huey. 


Most times, Grace rolls her eyes. But sooner or later each
time she does what I ask.


Once, in a quiet corner, when it’s just me and her, she kisses me deeply; uses her
tongue. But she talks and laughs with Huey too throughout the evening. Dances
with him twice. And his ‘discussion’ with pair of us amounts to little more
than telling us how he regards us as ‘real good friends’. And how he envies the
kind of relationship we have.


And then, when it’s
late and some guests have drifted off back to their caravans, I’m talking to a
drunken Andy and a couple of the guys near the bar, and I’ve lost count of the
beers I’ve had. 


“Want to watch that boss of yours,” Andy pulls at my
shoulder and points to the dance floor. 


She’s
with him again out there. But even
the shame of being stared at by the party boy and their other friends can’t quell my heady excitement. Can’t still my beating heart.


“He’s OK,” I say as if my wife hadn’t already been
unfaithful with our mutual friend and she was instead an impossible conquest
for him.


Huey spots us staring and waves. He directs a gyrating
Grace’s attention to us and she waves
too. She gives me a big smile and moves her hair around her shoulders. Then
Huey pulls her close with his hands either side of her little waist. 


My cock throbs but my heart aches too. 


Grace shakes her head, laughs, and removes
Huey’s hands.


It’s gone 1-30
a.m. when Grace and I finally get to bed. She squeezes in alongside me in one
of the two single beds in Huey’s spare room. She’s changed into a loose
t-shirt. 


We had a rambling, garbled talk with Huey when we
first got back, but none of it really made much sense. He kept telling me how
‘lucky’ I am to have a girl like her. Telling us both how great such a
‘trusting relationship’ like ours must be. Grace kept rolling her eyes, telling
him he was drunk and putting her hand over his mouth. Even that gave me the
makings of another hard-on though. She told him he’s lucky to have an employee
like me. 


To be fair to Huey, he agreed. 


“I’m horny,” Grace whispers next to me and kisses my
bare chest. Her hand moves to my balls. 


I stiffen with her touch. I could twist her over
onto her back, kiss her and do it with her right away. We’d probably both fall asleep straight after. That’s what I
should do.


But this setting in the lamplight, and the man who
lays in bed in another room, so close to here and to my wife’s warm body, and the way he looked at her all night,
and what he said to me about her; all of it infects me. Possesses me.


“Maybe you should go to Huey for it,” I whisper back
to her. I kiss around her ear.


“I’m not doing that,” she flicks at my cock.


“Why not?” I kiss her neck and throat, buzz with
crazed excitement. 


She moans.


“Why not, Grace?”


“You’re mad,” she says but her fingers wrap tight
around my erection.


“I’m not mad. It’s hot.”


“He’ll be asleep,” she whispers, works my cock.


Would she do it?


“He’ll be playing with himself thinking about your ass
in that dress,” I push a hand under the bottom of her t-shirt, run it over her
left hip; the smooth skin around her butt. Then up her front and higher, to her
tits. 


“He won’t be
thinking about me,” she says and her
nipples are stiff.


“So go find out.”


“I can’t do that,” she whispers
again but this time giggles too. Her hand is gentle on my throbbing cock. 


‘Can’t’ isn’t the same as ‘Won’t’. I tremble against her.


“Course you can,” I kiss her other ear. Don’t do
it, Grace. Don’t agree to go to him.


“What if he tells me to ‘go away’?” 


Oh, Grace. 


“He’s not stupid. He couldn’t stop looking at you all
night,” I touch her between her thighs.


She closes her eyes. Her mouth opens slightly.


“He’s told me how much he wants you. He’d never turn down
a chance like this.”


“It’s too late, Spens. It must be nearly two o’clock.”


“I’m going to make you so horny you can’t resist going
to him,” I kiss her lips. Then  snake down her torso and beyond her stomach.


“Spens this is cruel.”


And fucking madness. 


I ease her thighs apart, push my face into her
fragrant heat. 


Her inner thighs move against my head. I kiss her
pussy. Run my tongue up her tangy slit.


“Ooh,” her back arches.


Lap at her.


“Ooh, that’s nice,” she moans, holds my head.


Lick her again, gently suck her little clit. “That’s all your getting,” I say like a mad man and
kiss her there once more. Then I worm my way back up the bed.


“You can’t do that to me.”


“If you want more you know what you’ll have to do.”


Spencer what in the name of God are you doing?


“Are you serious?” she wraps a leg around me and it
squeezes my thigh.


Would she? 


“I’m serious. But you better go now or he will be
asleep.”


“What do I say to him?”


Oh my God, Spencer. She’ll do it. Your wife will go to your fucking bosses’
bed.


“You’ll think of something,” my mouth is dry.


“I won't,” she feels my cock again. 


“Tell him I fell asleep, and you started thinking
about him,” my head spins.


“I can’t. He’ll think I’m a slut.”


“He knows you’re not.” I kiss her full on the mouth.
Run a finger around the lips of her slit again.


“Ooh,” she groans, “I will go if
you’re not careful.”


Oh hell. 


“I want you to. You know how horny it makes me. If you
don’t want to be so direct with him you could tell him you went to the
bathroom? Tell him you got disorientated or something on your way back here.
That you didn’t mean to end up in his room.”


“He’d just direct me back here,” she whispers.


“I doubt that.”


“I hate you, Spens,” she squeezes my cock. Hard. 


“No, you don’t. Go on Grace. Please.”


“What are you going to do? Just wait here?”


She’s
going.


“I don’t know yet,” I pull the bed covers off her. 


“So what happens if he doesn’t send me back?” she asks
and she’s on her feet, pulling the t-shirt down over her thighs.


I sit up and my heart tries to push out of my mouth. I
want to grab her. Pull her back in bed with me. 


Tell her it was a joke, Spencer.


“I thought you were horny?” I work my hard-on through
my fist, show her, “do whatever you want with him.” 


“I might; just to spite you,” she checks her face in
the little wall mirror.


Oh, Gracie.


“I’ll go you know,” she
looks right at me.


I nod. Now I can’t
speak.


Grace sighs and then she’s gone. Barefoot and barelegged and horny, she’s gone. 


Oh. My. God. Spencer what the hell have you done?


I squeeze my cock, cup my balls in my palm. Pre-cum in
my hand. 


My head scrambles. Stay here or wait for her to
come back? Work my dick through my fist. 


How can you stay here? 


I creep naked to our bedroom door and hold my breath.
Listen. Try to hear what she says to him. Try to hear them. Can’t. Carefully
pull the door open and peer around the frame into the half-light beyond the
kitchen and bathroom. Wait for her shape to emerge back and tell me he was
asleep. 


Duck back inside the room and stroke. Wait on my feet.
Stroke and wait. Stop stroking. Where is she? Pull my shorts on and ease
my way out of the bedroom. Into the little hallway. 


Maybe she just hid in the bathroom? Teasing me. No
light on there. No-one inside. Feel sick. Hold my breath again and
listen. Tiptoe past the kitchen toward the far other end of the caravan. 


“Urgh,” a long, deep moan. 


My blood freezes. Sex? Moaning in his sleep? Or
was the voice hers? No.


Reach his closed door. Why would she go in and
close it behind her? He told her to. So they wouldn’t be disturbed. 


She’s
your wife, Spencer. You have every right to be in there. You should be. I grip the cold steel or
chrome handle and push. Ease the door open.


Another moan. Grace. 


“God, you’re so beautiful,” he says and the pair of
them are on his bed. 


I clench my fists. 


Light from his nightstand. Grace straddles him. Her
back to me. Her t-shirt gone. Her tits in his hands. 


Fuck. 


He gazes up at her from his back. Feels her up.
Gracie. Her hips push smoothly, slowly down onto him. She slides over Huey’s groin, breathing hard. 


“So beautiful,” he
repeats but then peers around her. “Uh-oh. Grace. Grace; Spens is here.”


“No,” she glances at me over her shoulder but keeps
riding. “It’s OK, Don’t stop.” She turns back to Huey and slicks her body over
his. “This is what you wanted isn’t it, Spens? Mmm, this is what you wanted me
to do.”


Oh, Grace.
My cock is rock hard in my shorts.


“You wanted me to come to Huey, didn’t you?”


I gape at her back. At her swinging hair. Nod my head.
Or think I do. 


“She’s so beautiful Spens,” he says, but his eyes are
back on her.


Nod again. 


He pulls her shoulders down to him, kisses her mouth.
Her shoulder, her neck. Holds her there against him. Lets her work her glorious
hips and ass. A long kiss. 


I step further into the room. Her nipples hard against
his hairy chest. 


Squeeze the front of my shorts at the terrible but
somehow beautiful coupling in front of me. Their nude bodies in urgent, pressing
harmony. I’m spellbound. Frozen.


“Shit Grace, you’re doing it to me again,” he gasps
and the voice jars me. He stabs upward. Fingers clenched on her ass now. He
fucks her fast, violent. “Thought I’d last this time…oh shit, shit, too fucking
hot,” he kisses her face, hair. Squeezes her bare body hard against him and
groans. Falls still. 


Has he cum already? Cum inside her again.


“Ooh, that was much better than the first time,” Grace
sways her bare ass.


“Wow,” he says breathless, and kisses her
shoulder. “That was so good.”


“Come on Grace,” I finally manage to speak, “let’s go
back.” 


They lay entwined together. I don’t think she came. I want to make her cum.  


“You don’t have to go anywhere yet, do you?” Huey asks
over her shoulder. 


“Yeah, we do,” I reach an arm out to my wife. 


“Pass me my t-shirt from the floor, will you Spens?”


It’s in a ball
near his shorts, but trembling, I pick it up. Hand it to her. 


He watches her pull it over her bare, flushed body.


What have you let her do Spencer? What
the hell have you let her do? Again. You’re supposed to love her. She’s supposed to love you.


Then back in our room, I kiss her, but I shiver and my
heart bleeds, feels crushed into a tiny ball. 


“Make love to me, Spens.”


I don’t
know if I could. I ease her down onto
her back on our bed. Need to claim her as mine again. Pull her t-shirt back up
to uncover her warm, used body. Spoiled and soiled by his touch. By the spittle
of his kisses. But I kiss it too. Her tits and throat.


Grace pulls me to her. 


Sink into her hot, sopping pussy. He’s been here.
He defiled her. “Oh Grace, oh Grace,” two
thrusts and I cum. 


We lay in the dark with my heart heavy and neither of
us says anything for a long while. Then I speak. 


“What did you say to him when you went in there,” my
voice clicks with no moisture.


“I told him I lost my bearings. Took a wrong turn,
like you said.”


“What did he say?” I think I might throw up. If I
hadn’t been drinking I’d pack the car and get us the hell out of here.


“He laughed. Pulled me into his bed.”


I’m cold inside.
“Do you think you like it because he reminds you of the type of guys you used
to date?” I ask a question that’s gone through my head so many times. 


“I never thought of it that way,” she shrugs and kisses
my chest, “maybe. But I don’t need to worry about getting hurt by Huey, do I?
I’m with you.” 


I lay with her in my arms and think about what she
just said. My heart beats fast against her. Eviscerated. Over and over I ask
myself  ‘Why?’ And ‘How could you?’ And
‘Where do she and I go from here?’ Eventually, the self-flagellation eases and
Grace’s breathing deepens. It becomes steady at my side. “Grace? You awake?” I
whisper.


No reply. 


My cock is hard again. I work my arm from
around her and slide away, up and out of the single bed. Into the other one. I
work my cock under the sheets.


I’m woken with
light coming in from under the little curtain behind me and Grace squashed up
against me in the same bed. She’s naked. I’ve got a hard-on again.


Her fingernails graze my balls and she nibbles my ear.


“You’re horny again?” I ask.


“Do you mind?”


Does she feel guilty about what she did and wants to
make it up to me? Or is she horny because
of what she did? 


“Huey said that when we stayed here the first time,”
she whispers and her hand moves up and down my cock, “he heard me and you have
sex in the morning. He said it drove him mad. Why don’t we drive him mad again
now?”


I feel her tits. Like he did. 


“Your turn to make him jealous,” her brows rise above her forest-green eyes and she
kisses me. 


But the madness is on me once more. “Why don’t you go to him again?”


Her hand falls still on my cock and she frowns. “Don’t you want me?”


I can’t stop
myself. “Of course I do. But you looked so hot...” 


“He might not want me there again,” her hand cups my
balls, “what if he didn’t enjoy it last night?”


“No way,” I touch her between her legs. “I bet he
hasn’t slept. I’m surprised he didn’t come and try to drag you out of bed.”


“Mmm, like a caveman?”


I kiss her neck.


“I’ll only go if you come with me,” she looks right
into my eyes and her fingernails grazes my balls.


She’d do
it again.


“Come on,” I say and get up, take three attempts to
pull my shorts over my erection. Then toss her the t-shirt.


I hold her hand through the caravan but keep a step or
two behind so I can watch her bare thighs and proud butt. Huey’s going to get to enjoy my wife again any second. My head buzzes, groin pulses at how wrong this is.


“You see if he’s awake,” she says near his door.


“Me?”


She nods, “I don’t
want to look desperate.”


“Are you though?” I keep my voice down, slip a
hand under the bottom of her shirt.  I stroke the lips of her pussy, “desperate
for him?”


“Don’t,” she pushes my hand away and reaches for his
door. She knocks.


“Hello,” he responds at once, voice thick.


She nods at me.


“It’s me,” I say and clear my throat, “with Grace.”


“Come in.”


I open the door and lead Grace in by the hand. “Didn’t know if you’d be asleep,” I say and Grace
hangs back almost behind me.


“No chance,” he says, “couldn’t stop thinking about
last night.”


“You’re not the only one,” I indicate Grace with my
eyes. 


“You getting in again?” he grins at her and pulls the
sheets back, uncovers his big hairy body in shorts.


“Go on Grace,” I can barely get the words out.


She looks into my eyes and presses her lips to mine. 


I let go of her hand. 


She goes to him. She climbs in and is kissed by him.
Stripped by him. She moans and his hands are in her chocolate brown hair. 


“Above and beyond the call of duty for your employer,
Spens,” Huey mutters and Grace giggles, pretends to slap his chest. 


My cock is out of my shorts. Iron in my fist. 


And Huey is on top of her. His bulky physique pins her
bare body to his bed. Works himself into her.


I groan out loud.


“Ooh, I hope you’re going to make sure I cum too this
time,” she moans, reaches up for his beard. 


He smiles down at her, lifts both her legs up toward
her chest. Fucks her deep. Noisily. Kisses her. “Let’s get your legs right up.”


I work my cock through my hand.


Huey holds Grace’s
legs high by her ankles. Twists his neck and his mouth to her left foot while
he fucks her smoothly. Lips pressed to her toes. “Perfect feet. Perfect girl,”
he mutters and his ass muscles clench.


“Ooh Spens, he’s so deep in me, so heavy. I think I’m
gonna cum this time, think I’m gonna cum.”









Epilogue


Kevin


“What exactly did Rachel tell you about the job she
has at Richmond’s club?” I asked Evie when we got home from that hotel. I was
staring at her, trying to fathom how she’d behaved back on that bed.


“Hostessing. Showing people to their tables,” she
shrugged and looked a whole lot fresher after showering in the suite than she
did sandwiched between those two men. “She gets lots of tips, but gets her butt
felt up and slapped by customers. I could never do anything like that.”


Evie, you said you’d never sleep with two guys at once again. 


“Not unless Richmond said you have to?”


“Huh, he could try,” she said, but I wondered how much
credibility her protests had. I still do. And more than that troubled me.
Richmond’s comment about me ‘facing consequences’. What was that supposed to
mean? How could he come out with a phrase like that in front of Evie? And was
it my imagination, but did that vague comment seem to turn her on? 


What is my wife becoming?


Spencer


On the way home from Huey’s while I was still in shock about what we’d done,
about what I’d persuaded her to do, she said that at one point before we left,
Huey asked her if she had actually taken a wrong turn out of the bathroom last
night. If she’d originally ended up in
his room by mistake. 


She admitted to him that she’d gone straight to his room on purpose.


“Why?” he said, “because Spens asked you to? Do you do
everything your husband says?”


“Of course not,” she told him. And she admitted to him
that she was horny and wanted it with him in his bed. 


It made me incredibly hard all over again to hear
that. But I’m trying not to think about
work at all at the moment. 


He told her again this morning, when I was in the
bathroom, that he thinks she’s ‘Perfect’.
She said she laughed and reminded him she’s married to me but Huey said that’s
the way he likes it. Grace told me she wasn’t sure how to take that comment. 


And
she, like me, isn’t sure what happens
next. I can’t get my thoughts together enough to work out what I want to
happen. 


But Huey said to me privately that one night next week
after work we’ll go for a drink. Me and
him. Work out what he called ‘Next steps’. Grace and I better have a long talk
before that. I’m not a fool and neither is she. In the cold light of day I know
we’re playing with fire and so far might not have got burned. But who knows how
long that can last?









A Final Thank You


Thanks for downloading this eBook and reading all the way to
the end. If you’d like to be first to hear about new Tinto Selvaggio ebook
releases and audiobooks plus get my free 11,000 hotwife cuckolding ebook–then
sign up for my newsletter
here. 


I’ll only ever contact you when there’s a new release and I
won’t share your email address with anyone else.


Finally, please always feel free to stop by and say hello
via Twitter@tintoselvaggio
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