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Description:


In
the penultimate book of the series, Richmond's tentacles reach right into the
lives of all three couples.


Spencer
is conflicted about his wife's relationship with his boss Huey. But is it too
late now to stop it?


Kevin
has big issues of his own after being coerced by Richmond and now the husband
struggles to keep his shame to himself. His wife, on the other hand, is falling
deeper under the spell and control of the Hotwife Trainer.


Meanwhile,
Joe and Rachel try to manage an increasingly bold and demanding Talbot while
helping to draw Kev and Evie deeper into Richmond's harem. 


And
then, of course, there's the problem of Sophie....


How
far will these three couples go? How deep can Richmond take them?


This is a c. 33k+ word ebook of
hotwife sharing erotica. An adventure, written mostly from the husband’s point
of view, it contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity
including wife sharing, voyeurism, submission, cuckold humiliation, spanking
and rough sex. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read
this.









Chapter One


Spencer


I need to speak to Huey again about it before tonight.
I’m not taking the chance of
something accidentally being said in front of everyone else. Especially after
we’ve all had a few drinks.


I peer beyond the rendered, lime green and crimson 3D
dragon on my desktop screen. Check on Frank first.


His head is down, hand scratching something with a
pencil onto a pad while talks on the phone. I peer further to the right, and
Adam. Head tilted back, eyes fixed on his screen and bands of horizontal
colors, bright blues, and yellows. His right hand moves his mouse around. 


Both look too busy to pay much attention to me if I go
to Huey now. I’ve been spending a lot of
time in his office lately. Don’t want my workmates to get suspicious. That’s
how rumors start. Don’t want anyone actively looking for clues and then finding
out.


I take a deep breath. Push my chair back. 


I reach Huey’s door and knock. Wait. 


No reply. Listen hard. Think he’s on the phone. Shit. I want to get this done. 


I head back to my desk with an image of my wife in my
bosses’ bed passing through my head. Like
similar images have done a thousand times before. The way Huey treated her that
last time they were together. Put her
over his knee. Slapped her butt, and at one point, her boobs. 


And Grace was willing. 


I wipe my clammy palms on the thighs of my pants. 


I’ve tried to
suppress my nagging worries about that night. Tried to dismiss it as a one-off
‘harmless game’. But honestly, wasn’t there something a little ‘off’ about the
whole episode? Something degrading about your wife putting herself through
something like that for another guy? Degrading for her and me?


I stare at my desktop screen but hardly see it. I take a moment to calm myself. Remind myself
of what I’ve found out online since we visited Huey. 


It might not be politically correct in the
twenty-first century, but when I searched, there was a lot of research and
reports suggesting a high percentage of women like a man to ‘take charge’ in the bedroom. Some reports put the
figure at more than fifty percent. They like a man to be ‘dominant’. Even to
the extent that a lot of those same women have submissive fantasies. Like about
being spanked. And more.


But still. There’s
a big difference between a husband and wife acting out her mild submissive
fantasies together in the bedroom or involving a second man to satisfy them.
And to slap her around in the process.


You know it, Spencer.


I tap my keyboard and stare blankly at the screen. Try
again to mentally reconcile what we let my boss do to my wife that night. What
I, as her husband stood by and allowed. 


But there’s more
than guilt and a sense of degradation causing my discomfort. There are other
feelings too. 


An awful prickling in my groin and sick excitement in
my belly. Feelings I want to pretend aren’t
there. 


Stop that, Spencer. Focus on tonight and total
discretion.


Frank’s on his
feet and he knocks at Huey’s door. Gets called in. Shit. But at
least my bosses’ phone call must have
finished. I’ll get in there as soon as Frank comes out. 


He appears a few minutes later and I get to my feet. 


I’ve got to
stress to Huey that he mustn’t flirt with Grace in front of the others at the
meal tonight. I mentioned it to him
earlier in the week too and I’ve warned
her as well, but I need to make doubly sure. 


“Hey Bro,” Huey smiles and sits right back in his
turquoise seat. Invites me to sit.


I close the door firmly then take a seat opposite him.
Clear my throat. 


“I’m looking forward to seeing Grace again tonight,”
he says in a lowered voice and adjusts his dark-rimmed glass, “still can’t stop
thinking about when you brought her to mine,” he shakes his head and whistles.


“Yeah. I know what you mean.” But my incessant memories and thoughts are probably a
whole lot different from yours. 


“Have to do that again soon,” he says.


I should challenge him about some of what he did with
her that last time. I should have done that as soon as I saw him again after
it. But to hear and see him talking so animated about sex with my wife stalls
me with conflicted confusion. So all I do is nod. 


“Every time I see you now I want to thank you again
for sharing her, Bro,” he almost whispers, then he grins. 


I should reply, but what would I say?


“You two got something really special going on
together there, Bro. Only hope one day I’m lucky enough to find a girl and relationship
like yours. Share that same level of trust and love.”


“Yeah. Right. Look, Huey,” I lower my voice right down
and lean forward, “can you make make sure there’s no flirting between you and
her tonight?” I glance over my shoulder to his closed door, then back to him,
“we don’t want anyone else to see.”


“Of course not Bro. I promised you. Don’t worry. I’ve
never let anything slip in the office up till now, have I?”


“No, but when you’re with her, it might be different.
You haven’t been around each other in front of the other guys since that party
at ours. Before anything started between you and her.”


“I get that, but you can trust me, Bro. Besides, I’ll
have my own date for the night to throw anyone off the scent.”


Eh? I assumed he was coming to the restaurant on his
own. 


Huey laughs like he read the confusion on my face. “Fiona’s just a friend. But she probably wouldn’t
appreciate me coming on to another female when I’m supposed to be paying attention
to her.”


“Right.”


“You sure you guys won’t stay over in town too
though?” now he leans toward me and his chair creaks, “Fiona will be heading
home after the meal, but I’ve got a big room at the hotel I’m staying at.
Plenty of room for the three of us to have a little late-night fun.”


“No. It’s fine Huey,” My face reddens. I told him the
first time he asked. “We’ve got the cab home organized. And I don’t want too
late a night tonight. Got so much to get through here tomorrow.”


“Course,” he nods, “pity though, Bro.
Could have been an ideal opportunity for another..” Huey’s phone interrupts him
and he peers down at it. “Look, I better take this. Me and you’ll have plenty
of time to talk tonight.”


Later that night, after reminding Grace another time
before we left home about the importance of discretion in company tonight, we’re at a large round table in Bertini’s Italian
restaurant in town. Adam is telling me about problems he’s having finding
suitable narrators to add to his shortlist for one of the minor characters in
the game, but I’ve become aware that Grace still hasn’t come back from the
ladies' washroom. And right across the table from me, Huey’s seat is still
empty too. 


My stomach compacts like a fist. They wouldn’t? No way. Not without me knowing. And not after
everything I said to the both of them today. 


I check the others around the table. Look for signs
that anyone else has noticed the dual absence.


Away to my left, Frank taps out a message on his
phone. Same as Fiona, Huey’s pretty date
is doing. Away to my right beyond Adam, my colleagues’ wives though chat
together. 


Whispering?
Laughing. And then Adam’s wife’s eyes narrow and both women straighten in their
seats. They stare out beyond the next table to ours and the three ruby set
sofas on the other side of that. 


I follow their gazes. 


Grace and Huey returning together. Her laughing. Him with a smug expression on his face.



I glance at the other wives again. Whispering.
Sour faces.


But that doesn’t
necessarily mean they suspect anything is going on between Huey and my wife. Maybe they’re jealous because Evie seems to be monopolizing their husbands’ boss. Either way though,
the friendliness they showed when we met them for the first time at our house
party has certainly cooled.


“Hey,” Grace smooths the sides of her black dress over
her hips and sits next to me again, she kisses the side of my face. 


“You were gone a long time,” I whisper and glance at
the other wives again. 


“I bumped into Huey on the way back.”


“As long as that’s all you did with him?”


Grace sighs and takes one of my hands in hers.


“I thought we’d agreed you’d keep it low-key,” I say
into her ear, her chocolate brown hair.


“I am,” she says through her teeth, “what do you want
me to do, ignore your boss if he speaks to me?”


“I’m pretty sure Adam and Frank’s wives are bitching
to each other about the amount of time you’re spending with Huey.


“Of course they’re not,” she says and squeezes my
hand, “anyway I’m back with you now. Forget about it.”


I take another mouthful of beer and Adam starts up again
telling the whole table about his narrator issue.


“What was he saying to you anyway?” I lean toward
Grace. 


“Nothing much,” she moves her head from side to side,
picks up her glass of wine. 


“Nothing?”


“Not unless you count a bungled attempt to get me back
to his hotel with him after the meal.”


“He did what?” I fucking told him we weren’t
going there.


“He meant both of us of course,”
Grace whispers into my ear and laughs. She kisses the side of my face. “Forget
it. He’s drunk.”


“He asked me today and I told him no.”


“I know. I said you’d booked a cab.” She lets go of my
hand and moves hers under the table, rubs one of my thighs. 


“He needs to back the fuck off.” I look up across at
my boss but he’s on one of the sofas now, in conversation with Frank.


“Hey, come on Spens,” Grace twists in her seat and
pale, forest green eyes fasten on mine. She wraps her arms around me and
whispers in my ear, “I’m sure plenty of people would love to have their bosses
just where they want them like you have.”


“What are you talking about?”


“You said when you got your pay rise,” she murmurs,
“the fact that Huey quite likes me is only going to strengthen your working
relationship with him. Bring you closer together.”


Jealousy swells large inside me. And not in a good
way. 


Is she trying to justify continuing her relationship
with him? If I gave her the go-ahead, I bet she’d happily fucking go to his hotel room right now. My chest tightens.


Frank is up off the sofa and Huey’s alone. “I’m going to speak to him.”


“Hey Bro,” he shuffles across and makes more space for
me on the velvet seat. He pulls a cushion out of the way,


“Huey, it’s fucking obvious to everyone that
something’s going on between you and Grace.”


“How?” his brow furrows.


“Taking so long at the washrooms together. The amount
of time you’ve spent talking to her tonight.”


“Relax bro,” he squeezes my shoulder, “we weren’t at
the washrooms together. I caught up with her on the way back. That’s all. I’ve
got Fiona with me and everyone’s had a few drinks. They’re enjoying themselves.
No-one’s bothered about what I’m doing.”


“And it’s obvious from the way you look at
her,” I hiss, my anger searching for other reasons to accuse him.


“You can hardly blame a man for that, Bro.” 


“Just back it up a bit while everyone else is here,
will you?”


“No problem. Whatever you say.”


I peer over my shoulder at the others. 


Huey’s date is
looking at us.


“I better go back to Grace. And Fina looks like she
might want to talk to you.”


“Sure,” Huey says but puts his arm right around me.
“But look, while I got you. I wanted a quick word about Grace’s fantasies.”


What the fuck?


“The spanking was epic. I mean, she obviously loved it
too. I’ve got so many other ideas running around my head for next time, but I
don’t want to freak her out. I need some clues about other things she’s into.
Limits and shit.”









Chapter Two


Kevin


I look out through the side window of my car towards
the open, rusted gates of the care home where Evie works. Then check the time
on the dashboard again. Where is she? She should be out by now,
surely?


I’ve been
feeling bad again about what happened when I was alone with Richmond in his office.
Deep down I know I should confess it to Evie. Maybe if I shared it, she’d make
me feel OK about what I did to him. I mean, she knows he asked me to do it in Crete that time, and she got
turned on by that. And she tried to get me to help her when she was sucking the
three of them at Trader’s. And then there
was her dildo that time. 


But she might feel different if she knew I’d done it for real. She might even suspect I must be
gay on some level. 


I want to find out too how she feels now about what she
did in that office. Could be the more I’ve
dwelt on that whole night, the more I’ve needlessly beaten myself up over it.


My wife got down on her knees and sucked three
different men’s cocks in one night
though. In front of me. Let one of them cum all over her face and the other
two…


Those cold, hard facts lay as heavy as set cement
inside me. And yet, of course, my groin
tingles with dark excitement at the shameful memories. But we need open dialog
so I can get everything into perspective again. 


I glance back to the concrete building. Then check the
time. 


Joe knows what Evie did with Richmond and those two
other guys. I had to talk to someone about it. Someone I could bounce my
feelings off.  Although of course, I said nothing about what happened in
Richmond’s office before Evie
joined us there. 


‘The genie’s out of the bottle now,’ he said when I
told him about her with the three guys. And he said ‘you two will never look
back again.’ 


But I am looking back. And I’m doing it almost constantly. 


Evie and I need to look forward though. And
plan for the future. Decide how much further this all goes. So it doesn’t get completely out of control. Set boundaries.
Especially if we ever go to that club of Richmond’s again. Joe’s wife keeps
encouraging Evie to try a part-time shift there. Just serving drinks. 


“Hey Kev,” Evie makes me jump and she gets right into
the car.


“Hey babe,” I lean across and kiss her cheek. 


She looks good. Smells nice too. Lemony. “Go shopping in your lunch hour?” I eye the unmarked
brown parcel inside the top of her shoulder bag.


“Nu-huh,” she shakes her honey-blonde hair, “wait til
you see what’s inside that.”


“What?”


“Drive off first and I’ll show you. Richmond came to
see me today.”


“He did what?”


“Don’t look at me like that,” she rolls her
cocoa-brown eyes, “I didn’t know he was coming and he wasn’t planning to. He
had a meeting re-scheduled or something, so he was in the area. Brought a gift
for us.”


‘Us’? Yeah right. What’s that man been buying my wife?
And why? I fire the engine and shove
the car into gear.


“It's not really even for me at all,” she says with me a little smile, “he said he’d tried
to ring you. To let you know he might call in and see me.”


I had my phone off most of this morning. Meetings. 


“I’m sure he’ll give you a ring tonight,” Evie says
and reaches over for my thigh, “it’s a chastity belt.”


“A what? Another?” I glance at her and she’s grinning.


An image swirls through my head. That elaborate steel
and pink rubber gusseted device he presented my wife with months back. I don’t
think she’s ever worn it. 


“It’s for you to wear,” Evie says.


“I still can’t believe he’d spend money on something
like that,” I say when we’re back home in our living room. And that he’d expect me to wear it. I
stare at the horizontal bands of steel that form a small, cock-shaped cage in
Evie’s palm. A tiny key wedged into an
accompanying copper-colored padlock. “Does he actually think I’d try to cram my
cock into something that size? What for?”


“It’s not that small Kev,”
Evie looks down at her hand and laughs.


“It's small enough.”


“He said we could have a lot of fun with it.”


“You might,” I say
but can’t imagine what sort of fun. I head for the kitchen. And a beer. 


Never mind the kind of muted, frustrated sensations
any guy wearing one of those things would surely have to suffer, how could any
woman enjoy sex with a man who had something as inhuman as that over his dick? At least
the dildo I bought her looks and feels like an actual cock. 


“And what was he doing bringing a parcel to your
work?” I ask, “no one saw you two together, did they?”


“No. He phoned me just before lunch. Asked if we could
meet,” Evie takes off her low heels. “He parked around the corner and I slipped
out to meet him. He apologized for it being last minute.”


“Right. And he just happened to have a chastity belt
in his car for me?” I can’t believe this. 


“He bought it at the weekend. He had it in his trunk
ready to give us the next time he saw us. He’s going away on business for a few
days tomorrow,” she says as if that explains anything. 


What the hell is Richmond playing at?


Evie puts the menacing-looking steel container down on
the coffee table and comes over to me. She kisses me full on the lips. Wraps
her arms around my neck. “You’re not
annoyed with me are you, Kev? What else was I supposed to do when he called me?
And he did try and let you know too.”


He didn’t
leave a message that he was planning on seeing her though. Probably because he
knew I’d tell him not to go to her work. 


“What else did he say to you? Where did you go with
him in his car?” 


She hasn’t
done anything sexual with him without me being there, has she?


“We didn’t go anywhere,” she looks at me with wide
brown eyes, “he was on his way to another meeting.”


“So he just pulled up on the street in his big white
Bentley and threw a parcel out of the window at you?”


She laughs and tries to kiss me again. 


I move my mouth away from hers. 


“He stopped the car and I got inside for a minute.”


“What if someone saw you? Your work’s only ten minutes
from here.” 


“But they didn’t. I wouldn’t have got in with him if
there was anyone around,” she squeezes her body tight against me. 


Despite my resentment about Richmond, my groin quivers
with both Evie’s body heat, and the fact
that she’s seen him again today. “How does he expect anyone to have ‘fun’ with
something as cold and hard as that?” I gesture at the steel cage on the coffee
table.


“He did give me one good idea,” she says with a sly
smile.


“Which was?” My cock is semi-erect against her. 


“You put the chastity belt on, and then you have to
watch me make out with that dildo you bought.”


What the hell? He’s suggested that to her? 


“What exactly would I get from that?” Despite my
confusion and fast-draining resentment, my voice has thickened. Evie’s waist
and thighs in her work skirt press against me. My hands rest on the tops of her
buttocks. And even though I could never wear anything as impractical as that
thing Richmond has given her, the very fact that he’s suggested she tease me
with it - and that she seems quite prepared to - both ‘unsettle’ me in more
ways than one.


I ease down the zipper on her skirt.


“I might even play with myself and make you watch that
while you wear it,” she says and feels my hard-on through my pants.


Shit, Evie. Where’s this coming from? 


I drop her skirt to the floor, run my palms over the bare
skin of her hips. White cotton panties, the cheeks of her butt. 


Is she turned-on because she’s been with him today? 


“I’d get you really excited,” she says into my ear and
steps out of her skirt, “I love it when you’re really excited. And then
when I’ve had enough…I could unlock you. And you’d be desperate for me.” 


It might be an interesting fantasy but I’m not sure about the reality. That steel looks
seriously uncomfortable. But my cock is out and in her hand. “Oh, that’s good.”


“Mmm,” she murmurs and we kiss. 


If she’s
happy to indulge Richmond’s suggestions, and she’s prepared to act them out,
then now’s the time for me to admit what he made me do at Trader’s. I can’t
keep it to myself any longer. 


“I was going to talk to you about Richmond tonight
anyway,” I say. 


“Mmm,” she works my erection in her hand.


“Richmond,” I say, “and when we were at Traders.”


“Oh,” she stops masturbating me and just holds my
cock, looks into my eyes, “have you been worrying I went too far? With three…”


I fumble for the right response.


“I’ve been worried about that too, Kev.”


That’s
good to hear. “It’s not that Evie.”


“But I only did it because you wanted me to. You told
me I should.”


“I know. I know I did,” I kiss the tip of her nose.


Evie begins to
move my cock through her hand again.


“Ooh yes,” I groan and close my eyes, “do it just like
that.” 


“Richmond says if you wear that chastity belt, and you
get frustrated and desperate enough, you’ll anything for me,” she smiles
against my chest and strokes me.


“I do anyway.”


“Yeah, but it's a horny thought,” her hand accelerates
on my erection.


“Ooh,” I groan, “it’s me doing things for him that
worries me more.”


“What do you mean?”


“I wanted to tell you before now, but I didn’t know
how,” I say and Evie’s hand falls still on me. “When we were at Traders, before
you came into his office. He made me…”


Evie’s hand
leaves my cock and she gapes at me wide-eyed, “Did you do it?” 


I nod.


“How could you do that?” Her brow knots, “without me there? I’ve never done anything with him when you weren’t with
me.”









Chapter Three


Spencer


I glance across at Grace’s face and the theater lights shifting over it while she watches the
movie. Then I turn back to face the screen. There’s more on my mind than
Kenneth Branagh or anyone’s murder though. I replay that unsettling
conversation I had with Huey last night. About my wife and her sexual
fantasies. Expecting me to offer him
guidance! I pick at his words like
they’re part of an itching scab. 


I've left it until tonight to have the serious
discussion with Grace about it. And about him. About the need to be more
discrete around other people too. I’m
worried the guys in the office might have picked up ‘signs’ last night. Even if
they said nothing about it today. 


I couldn’t talk
about the Huey conversation last night after we got home from the meal. I was
still trying to process what he’d said. And I didn’t want her to suspect that
what he’d said to me was the reason I was horny. Not before I’d thought it all
through properly and worked out how much I should tell her.


He said the spanking he gave her was ‘epic’. That she ‘obviously loved it too.’ That he has loads of other ‘ideas running around his head’. Like what?
Ideas about doing what to my wife? And he wanted to know her ‘limits’? What the hell does that even mean?


I look at her again.


Spencer, the girl is absolutely beautiful. 


What if he wanted to do real weird things to her? Or if they started to do stuff together that she
enjoyed more than what she does in bed with me? I had no idea she’d like to go over a guy's knee that way. And apart
from fantasies of sharing her, I guess I’ve never been that adventurous
in the bedroom. What if she ends up thinking sex with me is ‘boring’?


“You OK?” Grace looks over at me.


I nod and smile. Reach for her right hand.


You must be out of your mind sharing someone like her.
Never mind with your boss, for God’s
sake. You think you’d ever find another girl who looks that good and who loved
you the way she does?


I shake the voice out of my head. And the
worry about Huey’s ‘ideas’ for what are
presumably other S&M-orientated sex games. Nothing at all happens between
him and my wife unless she and I say so. Their whole relationship stops right
now if I want it to. 


How can what he suggested excite me at the same time
though? How could seeing her be slapped by him? The thought of him maybe wanting to dominate my wife
in other ways. How does that make any kind of sense? 


I try to follow the movie plot but can’t. Instead, I think some more about what I’ll say to
Grace on the journey home. How I’ll tell her
what he said. What he wants to know. I’ll make it crystal clear too that if
what we’re doing with Huey is going to continue, then: a) We’ve got to be a lot
more careful if the three of us all ever out around other people again and b)
She needs to understand that the guy might be some kind of pervert. 


Although when I think about it, I guess there’s another possibility. 


What if he’s
only suggesting other sex games because he thinks that’s what Grace wants? Or that it’s
what she and I both want? He could just be anxious to keep hold of her.
Girls like Grace don’t come by every day.
I should know. Maybe he’s the one
worried about being boring in bed.


The movie finishes, but even by the time we’ve crossed the parking lot hand in hand and we’ve
found the car, I still haven’t formulated exactly what to tell her.


Maybe part of my problem is uncertainty about how I
want her to respond. 


What if she’s
repelled by what he said to me? Scared off going anywhere near him again. How
would I feel then?


Is she likely to react that way though? Seriously? 


It’s the
ideal outcome you want Spencer. Surely you can see that? It’s your opportunity
to cut loose of a toxic relationship. 


In the car, en route home, I slow as we approach a
roundabout. Next to me, Grace scrolls her phone. What was it she said last
night about the ‘career benefits’ of Huey
‘liking’ her? Something about how it’s got us closer to my boss than the other
guys and their wives have managed. 


But what could happen to my career if Huey tired of my
wife? 


“I didn’t ask you,” Grace clears her throat and looks
across at me, “what did Frankie and Adam think of the girl Huey brought with
him last night? Fiona.”


Why ask that? She’s already asked me what I
thought of Huey’s female friend. 


“They didn’t say,” I shrug, “I reckon it was pretty
obvious to everyone that Fiona was only a ‘friendship’ thing.”


Grace laughs and I imagine I see relief on her face.


“We have to be careful if we’re going to carry on with
Huey,” I say and peer across the car at her, “if there’s ever other people
around. Like last night with the guys from the office.”


“I know, you said,” she nods, looks serious. 


There. I
gave her another chance to say she wanted to end the relationship. She didn’t take it. What would she say if I suggested it? 


“We were only talking though, Spens.”


“Yeah, but it was that he likes your
company more than anyone else’s.” Even as I make the statement it both chills
me and sends shivers through my balls. 


When we get home, I wait even longer than I intend
before I tell her what Huey said to me. I wait until we’re in bed with the lights out.


“You know when Huey was talking to me on the sofa in
the restaurant? Late on?” I still don’t know for sure how I want her to respond.



“Uh-huh.”


“He was asking me about your fantasies?”


“Who do you mean?” Grace’s head moves on my chest and
she looks up at me in the half-light. 


“He wanted to know what other fantasies you have,” I
pause before continuing, “besides being spanked.”


“That wasn’t my idea at his house the other week,” she almost gasps and leans right up.


“No, but it was obvious it kind of ‘did it’ for you.”


“It was just something different I guess,” she says
but looks away. 


She’s not
fooling me.


“I read something online about how many women have
fantasies about their men being dominant in bed,” I say and watch her face as
well as I can in the light. I should
have left the lamp on.


“How many women?”


“A lot.”


“Not all of them,” she shrugs against me.


“I think I spanked you once for a joke when we were
dating,” I say, “I didn’t know you were that into it.”


“Neither did I. But I’m not that into
it,” she kisses my bare chest.


You didn’t
know until Huey did it to you? My
cock thickens.


“I think his question about your fantasies might have
been his way of asking whether what he did was OK. You know, OK with you and
me,” I say and pause; wait for her to respond. When she doesn’t, I say some
more. “Maybe he’s been feeling guilty or unsure about what he did.” 


“So what did you tell him?” one of Grace’s smooth,
bare legs moves against my skin, “about other fantasies?” 


“Nothing. His question took me by surprise. It’s not
something I ever expected a boss to ask me about my wife.” 


Grace lets out a little laugh and one of her hands
snakes down my belly.


I hold my breath and her fingers graze my balls. 


“Ooh, that’s good.”


Her hand cups me there, then she gives one of my
nipples the tiniest bite.


Shivers of pleasure sear through me and my cock
pulses.


“I didn’t mention how you like being ‘pinned down’ by
him,” I say, “even though I’m pretty sure he was asking specifically about
S&M. Domination.”


“Sounds kinky.”


“He said he’s got other ideas but didn’t want to freak
you out.”


“Mmm, what other ideas?” Grace kisses my nipple then
all over my chest. Her fingers tighten around my erection. “What ideas?”


“He didn’t say.” 


She’s
turned on. And the realization dawns
on me that maybe I subconsciously postponed this conversation until we were in
bed because I hoped it might turn her on.


“Hmm, you could’ve asked,” she says and pushes the
bedcovers off us both. She slides down my body. Below my waist.


Fuck, Gracie. 


Her lush hair sweeps over my belly and thighs then I’m kissed between the legs. 


“Could’ve asked him or should’ve?” I gasp. 


“Both,” she murmurs and sucks.


“Oh yeah,” I hold her head. Work it slowly back and
forth. Savor the incredible sensations and lust takes me over. “It looked so
hot when you were doing this to him in his apartment Grace.”


“Mmm,” she murmurs around my groin, sucks faster.


“Did it turn you on to do it?”


“Mmm.”


“Did it Grace? Did it turn you on to suck Huey off?”


Her head nods.


“Tell me. Tell me how much it turned you on to suck
his big cock.”


“Ooh,” she gasps and pulls me from her mouth, “you
have no idea.”


“Fuck Gracie that's hot.” I offer her my cock again.


“What if he wants to tie me up or something?”


Tie her up? Fuck.
“How would you feel about that?” my voice
cracks.


“Mmm, it might be horny,” she slobbers around me, “if
you were OK with it too.” 


Is that what she wants? My boss to do that to her? Tie
her up?


Grace’s head
sinks back to my cock and balls and she sucks again. Faster, harder than
before. 









Chapter Four


Joe


“Evening Lads,” a familiar voice behind me says, “what time you
starting?”


“Just finished tuning up, my bandmate Eddie replies, “be on in around ten
minutes.”


I steady my guitar on its stand then turn and see the two of them.


Fucking Talbot?


“Evening Joe,” he smiles like a reptile, “can me and you have a word?”


My chest tightens. I try to disguise the tension with a sigh and I give
Eddie an apologetic smile. “Only be five minutes.”


“So where is she?” he says quietly. He has one hand in the pocket of his
baggy cord pants and he rattles loose change or maybe car keys in there.


I feign a smile and grab the top of his arm; try to move him away from my
bandmates without making it obvious I’m forcing him.


“What are you doing here?” I hiss at him, “how did you even know we’ve
got a gig tonight?”


“I’ve told you before Joe. Your marketing is too good. Can’t help but see
the flyers around town. But I like to keep an eye on your band website as well.
Keep track of what you and Rachel are up to. So again; where is she?” Talbot
looks around beyond me, “washroom, powdering that sexy nose?”


“You’ve wasted your time. She’s not here.” She’s at Traders and I’m
glad of it. Rather there than here with you leering at her all fucking night. 


“I thought she always came to concerts with you?” his brow knots and he
nudges his glass back up his nose, eyes me with suspicion.


“She doesn’t always come with me. Not that it’s any of your business. Now
what the fuck do you want to talk to me about? I’ve got to be onstage in five
minutes.”


“Hardly a stage now, is it Joe?” he peers at the corner of the scarred,
woodblock-floored bar where my bandmates and I have set up.


“You know what I mean.”


“Wouldn't see any self-respecting am-dram company putting on a production
unless it was on a proper, raised stage with a curtain Joe. Fact.”


“I don't give a shit. Fact.”


“You shouldn’t take that hostile attitude with me, Joe. You really
shouldn't,” he gives me a nasty glare. “You know very well what I want. You and
Rachel were due at my door last Monday evening. You cried off with some pitiful
excuse and now you’re trying the same for next week?”


“Keep your voice down for fuck sake.”


“So don’t keep jerking me around and pissing me off. I’m still waiting to
see your wife in that corset I bought her. This is unacceptable.”


No Talbot. You’re the one that’s fucking unacceptable. 


“I've told you, we’ve been busy. We’ve both got full-time jobs. Things
come up. We don't have the luxury of being retired like you.” I lower my voice
right down. “Look, you've had the photos of her in the underwear,” I say and
visualize the images I sent him of my wife in the tacky open bra and panty set
she was bought on the same shopping trip as the corset. My guts churn.


“And very nice some of them were too,” Talbot slips his archaic-looking
phone from his back pocket and furrows his brow, peers at the screen, and
swipes. Then he shows me the screen.


Rachel pouts back at me with her pink nipples poking through the holes in
the red bra.


“Don’t fucking show them here,” I push his phone away from my face. Feel
my cheeks redden, “you’re supposed to be keeping this quiet.”


“If you keep to your side of the agreement. But you’re not, are you Joe?”


“I’ll bring her to you,” I whisper to him.


“When?”


I’ve put it off as long as I can, but I cant have him turning
up at gigs like this. He’s going to rouse the other guys’ suspicions.


“Next week,” I say and glance across at my bandmates. They’re ready to
rock.


“Why not tomorrow?”


“We can’t. We’re going to my parents,” I lie.


“Monday?”


“Look Talbot; Dennis,” I say and use his first name to try and soften him
up, “I’ve got to go and play,” I point back at my guitar and amp.


“Monday?”


“Early in the week is always a rush. Maybe the end of next week.” I say
and start to head off.


“I haven't finished with you yet,” Talbot snags my t-shirt.


“What the fuck?” I grab his arm glance quickly across at Eddie. His head
is down, checking his guitar.


“You’ve been stringing me along for months,” he says and his dark eyes
have narrowed behind his glasses, “leading me on and getting me all worked up
with your wife. I’m not putting up with it anymore.”


‘Stringing him along’? The disgusting creep has been all over my wife
for weeks. She sucked him off in a fucking rest area a few days ago!


“Your ‘Maybe next weekend ‘ is no good to me. I’ll give you until next
Saturday evening. You bring her to mine without fail. Dressed to impress me. If
you don’t have her at my door in the corset by 6 pm latest, then I start
publishing her photos and videos online. Imagefap, Pornhub, the lot. How do you
think the nursery would react if they received some anonymous images of their
pretty young employee?”


He wouldn’t fucking dare.


“Your wife the internet whore,” Talbot grins.


I clench my fists at my sides. I should’ve knocked him out the very first
time he tried it on with me.


“In the meantime,” he says, and I’ve never before noticed just how yellow
his teeth are, “you can do something else to make it up to me. I want you or
Rachel to talk to Sophie. Persuade her to start accommodating me again too. I
might have been able to handle the long sexless periods between your wife’s
visits if you’d brought Rachel to me more often. But you don’t, do you? So you speak
to Sophie for me.”


Is he for real?


“So by the time you bring Rachel to me next week, I’ll expect to have had
a phone call from her Mother too. Asking for a reconciliation.”


He’s got to be kidding. I stare dumbfounded at him.


“Joe!” Eddie shouts, “we’re on.”


“How the hell do you expect us to get Sophie to do that?”


“Not my problem. But if any two people can
persuade Sophie to slot me in every so often between her activities with the
man and the big blue BMW, then it’s you and Rachel.”


With Talbot gone, but his latest demand
plaguing my head like a swarm of wasps, I play the gig like a total amateur.


I get several hard stares from Eddie
after particularly obvious errors and even an odd look or two from the
direction of our new recruit on his electronic drum kit. I make so many
mistakes that in between sets, the bar owner comes across to check with us that
everything is OK.


I apologize to Eddie and promise to get
my head together for the second set. Then when we’ve tuned up again and are
ready to restart, Kenny, the drummer asks me:


“The old guy before your Dad?” 


“Oh, er no. Friend of the family.”


All weekend, even when I’m washing the car, I go backward
and forwards in my head about whether to tell Rachel everything Talbot said.
But I can’t. In the end, I tell her only that we need to go to
his house early next Saturday evening.


What do I do about the rest of it?
About Sophie? I can hardly expect my wife to go round to her own mother’s
house and suggest that Sophie cheats on her husband again. Rachel’s own father.
That would be sick. Only Talbot could dream up shit like that.


But maybe Talbot is also sick enough to
post photos and videos of Rachel online to get his own way.


My stomach cramps. We’ve got
away so far with what Rachel does. No videos or photography are allowed at
Traders. It’s a private, members-only club, guests are vetted. But she’s
so good-looking that surely any images of her like the ones he’s got could go
viral? And what if my Mom and Dad saw? My kid brother? People from work?
Hers and mine.


None of that bares thinking about. 


Would he do that though? If he did, then it would
bring everything to an end for him with Rachel, or the possibility of getting
back with Sophie. It makes no sense. 


But who says Talbot is rational? Can I take the risk? 


And it’s
probably not right to think this way, but maybe if he was bedding Sophie again
once in a while, then it would reduce his incessant demands for Rachel. 


How did I get us into this mess?


I shouldn’t
think this way about my own mother-in-law. Shouldn’t try to justify Harry
becoming a cuckold all over again just because it could help my situation. But
Sophie’s already cheating on her husband with Phil anyway, isn’t she? Maybe she
shouldn’t have gotten involved with one of Rachel’s bosses in the first place.
She lied to Rachel. Swore to my wife’s face that she wasn’t involved with Phil.


But there again, I lied to my wife about
what I saw in her Mom’s house that time I
crept in there didn’t I? I lied to protect Sophie’s relationship with her
daughter. So maybe Sophie owes us
something?


I leave it until Monday after work when I’m due to pick Rachel up from the nursery. I get away
from my office a little early and head straight for Sophie’s house to speak to
her first. Harry will still be at work so if she’s in, she and I should be able
to talk.


I take the precaution of knocking on the back door before
I go in this time and I find Sophie cooking in her kitchen. 


“Hey Joe,” she smiles and kisses the side of my face.
She’s in a busty, cream jumper and pair of tight jeans. Her hair is up. 


Audio plays through my head from when I saw her slung
face down over her own sofa. ‘A slut. Your slut, Phil. Mr. Hastings. Yours’


“Hope you didn’t mind me coming straight into the
house,” I say and indicate the back door. 


“Don’t be silly. You’re family. Sit down, I’ll get you
a beer.”


“Mom, I need the biscuit tin,” Alison, a mini-Rachel
asks Sophie, “Hey Joe, where’s Rachel?”


“She’s still at work, hun. I’m picking her up in a
minute. I’ve just come for a quick word with your Mom,”


“Now you go watch TV so me and Joe can talk,” Sophie hands
the biscuit tin over and the kid runs from the room.


“Beer?”


I sit at the table and wave the offer away. I can’t seriously tell that little girl’s Mom that she
needs to go and sleep with the man next door, can I?


“Everything OK?” Sophie rubs her hands on the tea towel
and her heavy boobs shudder.


“Yeah, yeah,” I nod and try to formulate the words. No point beating around the bush. Just get straight to
it. 


“Bumped into a friend of yours over the weekend.
Thought it best to speak to you about it when Rachel wasn’t around.”


Sophie frowns at me and crosses her arms over her
bust.


“Dennis from next door.”


She rolls her eyes and reaches for the kettle, heads
to the sink with it. 


Sophie does have a good ass in jeans and no mistake. 


“What did he want?” she asks from the sink.


You in his bed again. “He wanted me to speak to you,” I say and clear my
throat, lift my eyes from Sophie’s large behind. There’s something about this
whole perverse situation that makes my balls bristle too. 


Sophie plugs the kettle in then sighs and leans back
against the sink with her arms over her chest. 


“He wants to pick up where you and him left off. He’s
upset you don’t return his calls. Don’t even answer the door to him.”


“Because all that’s over with,” she waves a hand
dismissively.


“Not as far as he’s concerned.” 


“He’ll get used to it.”


“He won't. He knows…er,..he says you’re spending time
with some other guy.”


“He’s talking crap.”


“Phil With the BMW.”


Sophie reddens.“I
do a little work for Phil, that’s all.” 


“Talbot seems to think there’s more to it than that,
and it’s the reason he’s being left out.”


“He’s not being left out of anything. I should never
have turned to him for comfort. It’s over with. If Harry paid me more
attention…” she turns away to the window.


“Yeah but Sophie, you need to understand what your
neighbor is capable of. He’s a nasty piece of work.”


“Well, you can tell him from me that nothing is going
on with anyone else. I’m concentrating on Harry and the girls.” 


She’s
lying to my face. 


“Just because my eldest daughter can’t be loyal,
doesn’t mean the same applies to me.”


That’s a
fucking low blow. “I saw you with
Phil,” I say before I can stop myself.


Sophie stares right at me, tightens her arms over her
chest. “I told you. I do some promotional
work for him.”


“Before Christmas. Rachel and I came round here. His
car was on the street. The curtains were drawn.”


“Rachel?” Sophie’s throat reddens with her face. 


“She didn’t see anything. She doesn’t know. She asked
me to come into the house to find out whether...”


Sophie gapes at me.


“I didn’t want to do it, Sophie. But I had to.
Or Rachel would have. I came in through the back door like tonight. I was
praying Rachel had it wrong. I thought I could disprove it to her and set her
mind at rest.” I omit the part about jacking off when I found my mother-in-law
fornicating.


“How could you do that Joe?”


“Do what? My wife was upset and she insisted. I saved
you from her finding out. And then I had to lie to her about what her Mom was
doing in here.”


Sophie’s fingers
play over her mouth.


“I saw you with him Sophie,” my voice cracks, “in the
living room.”


Sophie clicks two fingers nails together repeatedly
but comes to the table and sits opposite me. She looks right at me. “You don’t understand, Joe,” she shakes her head,
“after all these years I might as well be invisible to Harry. I keep myself in
reasonable condition for a woman my age, don’t I? But he hardly comes near me.
And Phil’s been so good to me. With the job and everything.”


I give her a dubious look.


“Joe, don’t look at me like you hate me.”


“I don’t hate you, Sophie.”


One of her hands reaches across the table for mine. 


Soft skin like Rachel’s.


“You’d never tell Rachel, would you Joe? I know she
had a soft spot for Phil.”


That’s
one way of describing it. I glance
down at our hands together on the table. I’m
embarrassed by her touch, don’t know what to say next.


“You must know what neglect feels like, Joe? When
Rachel is with other men?”


What the?


Sophie’s second
hand joins the first and she strokes my palm. 


Is she fucking coming-on to me? No. No way. She can’t be.


“It’s not like that with me and Rachel,” I try to pull
my hands away.


“You don’t have to pretend with me,” she says and
keeps my hand, “you’re a man. I’m sure your pride’s hurting. But you don’t ever
have to be lonely.”


She looks
right into my eyes. A look like I’ve never seen from her before. She squeezes my
hand in both of hers.


“You can always come round here and see me. Talk to
me. Unload your problems. That’s what families are for,” she wraps a hand
around one of my fingers, pulls down the length of it, then back up, does that
again, like it’s.., like it’s a …


I yank my hand away, stand up.









Chapter Five


Spencer


On Monday in the office, with Huey out until this
afternoon, Frank, Adam, and I decide to slip out for lunch at Luca’s, the coffee shop on the high street. It’s raining a
little, but we haven’t been out for lunch together in a while, so it’s good to
get away from the desk for an hour or so. 


And who knows? With a bit of luck, it might help take
my mind off Grace’s reaction to the idea
of being tied up by my boss as well.


We order coffees and paninis with side salads then
pick a round table with the comfy, low-backed, wrap-around leather chairs. We
sit not far from the counter so (as Adam puts in), we can check out any ‘hotties’ while they’re waiting to order or pay. 


The guys seem their usual selves around me. I doubt I’d have been invited at all if they were pissed with
me after last week in any case. But it still crosses my mind, whether, over the
weekend, either of their wives bitched to them too about the amount of time
Huey spent talking to Grace when we were all out last Thursday night.


A couple of young Moms come into the shop with
pushchairs and kids. One of the chairs trails mud from a squeaking wheel onto
the woodblock flooring. Adam spots it too and he looks at me then laughs. 


Maybe his and Frank’s wives are just generally jealous of mine. Grace is
younger than Frank’s wife Millie, and if
I’m being brutally honest about it, Grace is a lot better looking than either
woman too. 


Or maybe the guys somehow found out about the scale of
my pay rise and told their wives? I guess that could piss some people
off. 


I bet I wouldn’t even give last Thursday a second thought if my wife wasn’t being
screwed by my boss.


“Either of you heard when the new investors are coming
into the office?” Adam asks.


“Supposed to be some time this week,” Frank shrugs 


“You heard anything, Spens?”


“Me?” I pull a face, “I never get to hear stuff like
that.”


“Thought your Grace might have the inside
information,” he says and laughs, glances at Frankie.


My face burns. 


“Take no notice of him,” Frank shakes his head, “it’s
not your fault you’re married to a supermodel and he can only dream about it.” 


“Fuck you asshole,” Adam flicks foam from his drink in
Frank’s direction.


A businessman with a striped umbrella bustles into the
coffee shop and orders a latte.


“Take it from me guys,” I say and try to make light of
last Thursday night, “Grace heard nothing useful from Huey either.”


“We’re all getting intro’s to them from what I hear,”
Franks says. 


It takes me a second or two to realize that he’s referring to the visit by the new investors. 


My stomach churns. Grace said that when she met the
investors while she was out with Huey that time, he introduced her as a ‘colleague’s wife’ that he was giving a lift home. What if they bring that up in front of the other guys?
They could find out it was Grace and that she was out somewhere on her own with
Huey. 


There’s no
reason the investors would mention it though, is there? 


Clam down, Spencer. 


The food arrives, but I’m still contemplating the need to double-check ahead of me and the guys
being introduced to the investors, exactly what Huey told those ‘outsiders’
about Grace that night he was out with her. Maybe I should also get Huey to discretely tell the investors not to say
anything awkward in front of my colleagues? 


But that could make matters worse.


“She must have the patience of a saint your Mrs,” Adam
says to me and takes a bite of his tuna melt.


“How do you mean?” 


“Putting up with Huey in her face all night Thursday.”


“Hardly all night,” I say and feign a laugh. Try to
make a joke of the attention Grace got from our boss.


“Wasn’t for the lack of him trying,” Adam snickers.


“In his dreams,” I say.


“Yeah,” Franks nods and laughs. “His date didn’t have
much to say for herself did she? Any of you guys find out much about her?”


“Not really,” Adam says and I shake my head. 


Frank says he needs to pee and then he leaves me and
Adam alone.


“Look, you didn’t hear this from me,” Adam says in a
lowered voice when Frank is out of sight. He leans forward to me over the table
and beckons for me to do the same in his direction. “My wife bumped into one of
her old friends over the weekend. Turned out she used to date Huey.”


“Yeah?”


“And you know how Frank says Huey’s relationships
never last longer than two minutes because he ‘can’t commit’?”


I nod my head, wonder where this conversation is
headed.


“Might not just be that,” Adam grins and looks over my
shoulder toward the washroom. “I haven’t told Frankie this because him and Huey
are pretty close you know, but it turns out Huey might be a bit weird in the
sack.”


“Weird?” What
the hell has he heard?


“You know…”


“What do you mean?”


“Into some kinky shit and that. My wife’s friend said
it was way too weird for her. I tried to get my Mrs to find out all the juicy
details but she won’t. Said it would sound pervy if she asked.”


‘Kinky shit’? The spankings? Other S&M stuff?


“Bet it’s swinging or that BMDS or whatever it's
called,” Adam says and grins again.









Chapter Six


Spens


We walk back together to the office with Frank and
Adam discussing something about outfit options for one of the new game’s characters. I don’t join in the conversation. I’m
too busy chewing over what Huey’s ex-girlfriend said to Adam’s wife. 


And about the nature of all those ‘other ideas’ Huey told me he has running around his
head.


‘Kinky shit’ has got to be something a lot heavier
than simple spankings. I mean, a few playful over-the-knee sessions alone are
hardly enough to split any relationship up, are they? Or even damage a whole
string of relationships that Huey’s supposedly had.


Is there something lurking in Huey’s personality that Grace and I need to be wary of?


No, of course not Spencer. It's
perfectly normal for any employer to screw an employee’s wife on a regular basis. To want to slap her around
in front of you. It’s almost as perfectly normal as handing her over to an
older man who turns her on so much in the first place. Jog on Spencer. Nothing
at all to see here.


Back at the office and before I even reach my desk I
hear loud voices that I don’t recognize.
Laughter from inside Huey’s office.


“Didn’t know he had a meeting this afternoon,” Adam
murmurs.


“Me neither,” Frank says and I pull back my seat and
sit at my desk just as the door to Huey’s office opens.


“Afternoon gentlemen,” a smooth-looking suit with salt
and pepper hair and a deep tan smiles but doesn’t stop. He continues out of the
office. Gold phone in hand.


“That guy’s one of the investors,” Adam whispers,
“seen him here before.”


Shit. If we’re being introduced to them now I need to get hold of Huey fast. Make
sure nothing awkward is mentioned.


Then the man himself appears from his office in a
mustard-colored sweat shirt, “Guys, do
you want to finish up what you’re doing then make your way down to the
conference room? I want everyone to meet.”


“Huey, can I get a quick word with you first?” My
voice sounds strangled, but I’m on my feet.


“Well, not really at the moment, Spens,” Huey rubs the
back of his neck, “I’m a little busy here.”


“Just take two minutes,” I persist, my palms clenched
and clammy. I don’t want to risk the team introductions until I've
spoken to him. 


Huey frowns at me.


“In private,” I say, and Adam peers up from his desk.


“Frank, do you want to show Anton here to the conference
room and then meet Richmond when he’s finished on his call? Take him in there
too? I’ll join you with the other guys in a couple of minutes,” he beckons me
towards his office without a smile.


“Hey,” a guy with a less bushy beard than
Huey’s emerges from the boss's office and smiles. He’s shorter too, but has a
not too dissimilar, ‘well fed’ shape to Huey. 


“What is it Bro?” Huey says when he and I are alone in
his office, “I’m in the middle of something here,” he doesn’t sit. Looks
flustered. Like he was when I first used to speak to him about Grace. 


“I know Huey I’m sorry,” I keep my voice down, I’m
sweating, “I just wanted to double-check what you said to the investors about
Grace. You know, when you bumped into them the other week. When you were out
with her.”


“Man, I can’t remember, it was days ago.”


“Grace said you told them something about her being a
colleague’s wife.”


“Well there you go then,” he shrugs, looks beyond me
to the door.


“Yeah, but which colleague? Why did you say you were
out with her? I don’t want any of it coming up in front of Frank and Adam.
Don’t want them finding out.”


“Bro, Richmond and Anton aren’t going to
blab their mouths off to anyone about personal stuff like that. These are
high-powered, professional businessmen. Don’t sweat it. They’re here to talk
about the big picture. Come on. Let's get down to the meeting,” he gives my
shoulder a squeeze and heads out of the office.


“Does Huey always get so uptight when he’s financing a
new game?” I whisper to Adam when we’re following Huey down to the meeting.


“Didn’t make this big of a deal out of the
last one,” Adam says in my ear, then grins, “maybe he’s going through the
change. Male menopause.”


“OK guys,” at the oval conference table, Huey coughs
and raps the side of his glass of water with a knuckle. “So I want to extend an
official welcome to Flamehead to our new partners Anton Farlow and Richmond
Coyle.”


The two men look around and smile. 


“During the process of fundraising for Time Crime,”
Huey says in a posher voice than he normally uses, “because of the complex
nature of the new project, I reached out beyond the avenues we used for
previous games. Put Flamehead on the radar of bigger players. Which was when
Anton and Richmond here made themselves known, via a mutual friend. In a minute
I’ll let them talk in more detail, but suffice to say that Anton has a big
background in software development and Richmond has, amongst other things, a
global IT business. And I’m sure Richmond won’t mind me saying that he’s kind
of seen as a White Knight in some investor circles.”


“White Knight is certainly one of the more palatable
tributes I receive,” Richmond says, “I’ll go first then, shall I Huey?”


“Sure,” Huey nods, cheeks flushed above his beard, “go
ahead.”


“OK, thanks Huey. So as you’ve been told, I’m Richmond
Coyle. I’m the chairman of Coyle Enterprises, an organization of which you may
have heard.”


Er, nope.


“CE has a global reach in industries as diverse as Property
Development, Design, and of course IT. To name but three. Our total company
turnover runs into nine figures and whilst I’ve effectively managed the whole
beast for the last ten years or so, these days, I leave the operational sides
of the businesses to capable teams of directors. I consider myself
semi-retired.”


‘Semi-retired? Must be loaded.


“I’m lucky enough to be free now to focus on more
interesting diversions. One of which is investment in promising independent
businesses within uniquely dynamic markets such as yours. Gaming.”


Do we need to know all this? I’ve got things to do.


“Anton on my right is the software guru as he’ll no
doubt tell you in a moment. And as soon as he examined Flamehead’s numbers and
then subsequently gave it the green light, I was keen to take a look myself. I
think it’s fair to say Huey, that once our discussions accelerated to the point
where we were certain we wanted an involvement, then it became clear there
might be an even greater opportunity for all parties.”


Huey nods.


“Namely,” Richmond says, “for us to take a stake in
Flamehead Games. Which both Anton and I now have.”


“Through Richmond and Anton’s investment vehicle,”
Huey interrupts and gets a stern sideways glance from Richmond, “they now own
49% of Flamehead. And that means some serious funds available for not just the
development of Time Crime, but for the company as a whole.”


“We have big plans for the business,” Richmond makes a
sweeping gesture with one arm, “and for the people who remain with us.” 


Is that some sort of thinly veiled threat about our
jobs?


Adam gives me an anxious glance. 


Huey introduces Anton but I hardly listen to his
droning speech, I’m too busy wondering
about the implications of my place of employment now effectively being
part-owned by some bigger corporation. And guys like these two. 


What if someone sees the level of my
latest salary increase and smells a rat? Or just thinks that with my little
experience I’m too expensive to
keep in a job? 


The meeting breaks up after about an hour and that
Anton guy goes back to Huey’s office with
him. I need to hear what Frank made of what was said in the meeting. But first
I need to pee. I feel stupid now for even mentioning Grace to Huey earlier.


In the washroom, I find the other newcomer, Richmond
at one of the urinals.


“Hello again,” he smiles over his shoulder. 


The more I’ve
seen of him, the more he reminds me of a certain movie actor. I can’t think of
the star’s name though. 


“How did you like what you heard in the meeting?”


“Yeah, sounded good,” I exaggerate but I’m not
standing next to him. I divert into one of the booths to pee. “Sounds like it
could take the company to another level,” I calls out in a raised voice raised.


“That’s precisely the idea,” he says.


When I’ve
finished and flushed the toilet he’s at the washbasins, admiring his chin.


“If I was a betting man,” his reflection studies mine
while he rinses his hands, “I’d say that young lady we ran into the other night
with your boss was your wife.”


Shit. My face heats up.


“Huey was giving her a lift home, I believe?” Richmond
rubs his hands under the billowing dryer, “problem with her car, apparently?”


“Oh, er, yes.” My face must be scarlet.


“I thought as much. ‘Grace’ wasn’t it?”


I nod. He remembered her name?


“Very impressed by her,” Richmond looks right at me,
“brains as well as natural beauty. An all too infrequent combination these
days.”


“This is where you’re hiding,” Huey appears in the
washroom and unzips; heads for the urinals. 


“We were just talking about this young man’s wife,”
Richmond says and if I was red-faced before I must be incandescent now.


“Very trusting of him to leave a young lady like her
in the company of a boss like you Mr. Mather.”


Huey laughs and pisses loudly, “Spens knows he can trust me. Isn’t that right Spens?”


“Yeah,” I clear my throat.


“Hmm,” Richmond says and adjusts his tie, “Good to
meet you anyway Spencer. I look forward to working with you. Say hello from me
to that young wife of yours, won’t you?”









Chapter Seven


Kevin


I hold Evie tight in my arms, sing along with Joe to
the words of ‘Brown-eyed girl’. But he’s
way better than me at it. Which is why he’s the one up on the stage with his
bandmates. 


Evie smiles and kisses me back. She looks gorgeous in
a fitted cream dress. I hold her slim waist. Can’t resist another peek over her shoulder to see if our host Lucas is
still watching her. 


Celine, the other half of the newly-engaged couple is
at his side but his eyes keep straying. 


What a snake that guy is.


But he’s a snake
that’s had my wife. Been blown by her too. “Lucas is still looking at
your butt,” I murmur into Evie’s ear.


“You’re imagining things,” she says and laughs.


“No, I’m not. And he’s doing it even with Celine right
next to him.”


“Don’t Kev,” Evie’s little nose crinkles, “you’ll make
me feel sorry for her.”


“Have you told Rachel yet about what happened at
Traders?”


“About what you did there?” She
gives me that sly smile.


“No,” I frown, look right at her. Fuck Evie. “We’re not saying anything to anyone about that. I
told you.”


“I know. I’m only teasing,” she grins and squeezes my
butt.


“I mean it,” I say.


“I know you do,” she says and kisses me again.


“I meant have you spoken to her about you with
Richmond and Phil and that other guy.” Sucking
the three of them off in front of me. 


“Not properly no,” Evie says. I haven’t had the
chance.”


Rachel must know though. Joe will have told her. I want to hear Rachel’s perspective on it. And I want to speak to Joe about everything again
when he’s finished performing. Ask him how to make sure me and Evie stay in
control of the situation with Richmond. Ask him if he ever got bought a
chastity belt. 


Whatever his answers are though, there’s no way we can go to that club of Richmond’s again.


“Glad to see you and Celine have been getting on
tonight Evie,” Mel, my wife’s step Dad smiles at us when we leave the dance
floor. He’s been wearing a tie all night but he’s had a few drinks and the tie
is loose and crooked around his throat now. “Least you could do for your
step-sister’s big night.”


“Of course,” Evie says and takes my arm.


I don’t know if
it’s my imagination, or oversensitivity because of Lucas looking at Evie and me
thinking about Richmond again, but I swear Mel’s eyes keep drifting to my
wife’s cleavage while we talk. I sweep her away from him and over to the bar. 


Later, when the band has finished for the night and
Evie is out dancing to the DJ with Rachel, I finally get Joe alone.


“I’m still a bit concerned about Evie with those three
guys at Traders,” I say to him, “that it might be the start of a slippery
slope.”


“You wish, you mean.”


I don’t know what I’m wishing for.


“I’m scared she’s going to end up getting talked into
doing a proper trial shift or something at his club as well.”


“Why scared? You’d love it, man.”


I rub my top teeth over the inside of my bottom lip.


“Look, you must have enjoyed watching her with Phil,
Richmond, and Walden.”


“Well yeah. On some level. But it’s one hell of a thing
for any wife to have done isn’t it?” I peer off out to the dance floor. Give head to three different guys almost at the same
time, and then to even to contemplate working in a place where other girls do
the same thing for money.


“It’s only unnatural if you’re living your life by
other people’s rules and expectations,” Joe says.


I look right at him.


“Rachel and I have never got on better
since we got deeper into the lifestyle and she started at Trader’s. Never been
happier. Never had as much sex together. Man, I love her all the more now
because of what she does to please me. To turn me on. You two will be the
same.”


In the cab on the way home, I’m still mentally running through the things Joe said.
Including the bit about chastity having been suggested to him too at one point.
I glance up at the driver’s rear view mirror to see if he’s checking Evie out
back here with me. 


His eyes are on the road ahead. 


“You get the chance for a decent chat with Rachel
before we left?” I whisper in her ear. I only wish I’d felt like I could speak
to Rachel about everything myself. But something about that would’ve been too
embarrassing. I don’t know her the way Evie does. Or the way I know her
husband. 


“A bit yeah,” Evie shrugs.


“What did she say?”


“Same as she’s said before,” Evie whispers back, “that
I should appreciate the power I have.”


“Power?”


“Those three men all wanting me,” Evie rubs my thigh,
leaves her hand there.


I peer at her and she giggles.


“Believe me, those three wanted you,” I murmur into her ear and despite my unease, my cock
has stiffened from her words and also somehow from Rachel’s encouragement too.


“She says it’s the same when she does a shift at
Traders. But even more so.” Again the thigh rub.


Does the prospect of actually working there for
Richmond excite her? 


It can’t.


“She makes so much money there Kev. Although that’s
incidental,” Evie straightens her back, “her and Joe don’t do it for that.”


Now the driver peers at her.


“She doesn’t care about the money,” Evie whispers,
“it’s like a bonus.”


She’s
told me this before. It’s obviously struck a chord with her. 


“There’s no way I could do it though Kev.
She’s so much more confident than me. And I know you’d never want me to do
anything like that anyway.”


Back at the apartment and with Evie’s hesitant attitude to Traders calming my fears, I
kiss her in the hallway. Fondle her hips and butt through her dress.


“Mmm,” she moans, soft and warm in my arms. 


No wonder Lucas couldn’t take his eyes off her. 


“Do you want me to use the dildo again Kev?” 


I look into her cocoa-brown eyes. 


“I’ve had an idea,” she says.


Has she been thinking about this on the way home? 


She kicks off her high heels and while I hang up my
jacket she pads barefoot down the hallway. 


I grab another beer from the fridge then head to our
bedroom after her. 


Evie is down on her knees in her dress, affixing the
suction cup dildo to our wardrobe door. Around waist height. 


Something about the sight unnerves me and I swallow
hard. “Looks a bit high there Evie,” I
say, but her ass does look good down on her knees like that.


She peers over her shoulder at me and smiles. Then
wraps her fingers around the shaft. Sucks. 


Shit.


“Mmm, does this look like what I did at Traders? To
Richmond and Phil?”


Fucking hell Evie. I slide to my knees behind her on the carpet. Hug her that same way I
did in Richmond’s office. 


“Mnng,” Evie sucks, holds onto the rubber dick with
one fist. 


I rub my groin into her fleshy ass. Squeeze her tits
through the dress. 


“Mnng, why don’t you come and help me, Kev?” she says
over her shoulder. 


Shit, Evie.


“Come on. We can share it,” she grips the quivering,
drooling phallus.


“Do I have to?” I screw my face up as if the prospect
appalls me, but a shocking excitement sears through my guts.


“Imagine it’s Richmond,” Evie says and kisses the
head, pulls me forward. “Your turn,” her fingers pull at my zipper.


I lean forward around her. Take charge of the tool. My
hand trembles. “You look so hot when you
do this Evie,” I say to try and shift her focus away from me. But I draw the
cool prosthetic into my mouth. Suck.


“Ooh that’s horny Kev,” Evie grips my cock and
strokes, holds the one on the wardrobe with her other hand while I push my head
and shoulders back and forth. Suck. 


“Imagine it’s Richmond,” she says again.


The words and the reminder are too much for me and I
spit it out. “I need to fuck you right
now,” I tug at her dress, “You suck it Evie. You suck Richmond’s big cock
again.”


She helps me get her dress up over her hips then she
grabs the fake dick. Closes her eyes and buries it in her mouth. 


I get up close behind her again, pull her panties
aside, work my dick at her pussy. 


“Mmng, do you want me to do this to Phil again too,
Kev?”


“God yeah,” I push right into her. “Uhhhh.”


“Mmng, suck them both?”


“Oh yeah.”


“Mmmng, maybe Richmond’s other friend too?”


That fat Walden guy? I grip her hips and pound into her. “Shit yeah, Evie. All of them.”


“Nnng, do it for anyone Richmond tells me to?”


“Oh, Evie.”


“He keeps asking me to try a night at his club with
Rachel,” she pants and sucks hard.


My blood chills. “I
know,” I pull her hips and ass against my belly, bury my cock in her.


“Mmng, I might get groped though, Kev. Mmmng, all
those rich businessmen.”


“Rachel would look after you there, wouldn’t she?” What am I saying? What am I saying? 


“Mmng yes, mmng, show me how to keep Richmond’s
clients happy.”


Oh, Evie. Oh, God, Evie. 









Chapter Eight


Spencer


Like it’s not
bad enough having to go into the office and work a Saturday morning. I
nod as if I’m listening to the incessant talking of Andrew, our new next-door
neighbor at my side, but I peer around at the other travelers on the subway
carriage as we rattle along. 


It’s way less
packed than when I make the journey Monday to Friday. But there are more
couples and single females than I usually see. Shopping trips I guess. 


Andrew digs me in the arm and I turn my head back to
look at him. I falsify another nod as he continues to list and describe his
dislikes about his own job, in a call center. Pity he’s not there today instead of on his way to the mall.
I’m not great with small talk this early in the mornings at the best of times.
But a Saturday after a few beers the night before? And I’ve had him in my ear
all the way from the station. 


I wanted to use this time to think about Grace and
Huey. The sexual ‘activities’ he might
have in mind for my wife if she and I let the relationship continue. Her excited reaction to the idea of being tied up by
him. 


My cock twitches in my pants at the recollection. 


But it’s
scary stuff too.


I replay what Adam said about Huey’s past relationships and his supposed liking for kinky
sex. Maybe the spanking he gave Grace
was just the tip of an ugly iceberg. 


And then there’s
that Richmond guy. He remembered my wife’s name. Is that something to be pleased or proud about? Or should I be concerned in case one of the companies’ new part-owners suspects my wife is having an affair
with my boss? I still don’t know what Grace and I do to make sure none of this
gets out of control. 


Simple, Spencer. Tell your perverted boss that it’s over


“Anyhow enough about me,” Andrew says and surprises me
with his belated show of self-awareness. 


I let my eyes rest on him. He can’t be thirty yet, but his hair is already receding at
the sides. He always looks so intense. The guy probably wouldn’t be that hard
to bear if I didn’t have so much on my mind. A least he’s quiet when in his
apartment though. The walls are thin and a noisy neighbor would be a nightmare.



“So how did you and Grace get together in the first
place?”


“The old-fashioned way I guess,” I shrug and take a
sip of black coffee from my paper cup, “in a bar.”


“What, your eyes just met across a crowded room, and
that was it?”


“Not quite. I mean, I knew the
second I saw her standing there,” I say
and picture Grace with her chocolate brown hair styled a little shorter like it
was back then. That patterned, emerald dress she wore on that night out with
her girlfriends. It’s burned into my memory. And pretty though a couple of her
friends were too, Grace literally took my breath away. 


“Love at first sight,” Andrew laughs then takes a
mouthful of his coffee.


“She took some convincing though,” I say.


“She probably got a lot of attention when she was
single?”


Still does. “She’d broken up from an ex-footballer when I met her.
Only a lower league player. No one you’d have heard of. An older guy.” Like Huey. “But he was a jerk. Cheated on her. Treated her bad.”


“So you were her knight in shining armor.” 


“Something like that. Believe it or not, I used to be
pretty sporty back then,” I pat my gut.
I still need to get back in shape. “I think I got lucky with my timing and Grace. She was
just about ready for a guy who’d treat her right, and she wanted to settle
down.”


So what happened, Spencer?


“The trouble with my ex was kids,” Andrew sighs.


“Kids? I didn’t know you had any.”


“No. We didn’t,” he shakes his head, “but she wanted
them. I said twenty-seven was too young. Maybe we’d do it in a year or two. Then
she got tired of waiting.”


“Right.”


“You and Grace want kids one day?”


I shrug my shoulders. That would put a stop to her and
Huey at a stroke. If I got Grace pregnant. If she was going to be a Mom there’s no way she’d carry on with any other guy. No way
I’d let her. 


But what would happen to our sex lives
in those circumstances? Look at how
things had dried up in that department before Huey took an interest in my wife.
Look at how wild things are now.


At the office later, and fair play to Huey, he hasn’t just expected me and the other guys to put in the
extra hours on a Saturday to get this phase of the job done. He’s here himself
too. 


But inevitably, that soon only starts the dark
thoughts clouding in on me again. I glance up from my desk to his closed office
door and my chest pulls a little tighter. At least he hasn’t asked any more awkward questions about Grace’s
fantasies since that first time. In fact, he hasn’t even been pushing for
another ‘get together.’ But work has been manic all week. 


“Anyone fancy nipping across the street and bringing
back some danish? I’m starving.” Frank says out loud and doesn’t look away from
his screen, “didn’t get time for breakfast this morning.”


“Hey we’re all busy dude,”
Adam says.


“I’ll go and get my own then,” Frank sighs.


“Forget it, I’ll go,” I push back my chair. Be good to
stretch my legs and get some fresh air. Frank’s not the only hungry one. I only
got the chance to grab a cereal bar before I rushed out this morning.


I pull on my jacket and take the other guy’s orders.


“Better see if Huey wants anything,” Frank gestures
with his eyes. 


Shit. Should have seen that coming. I thought I might have got away without going into his
office at all today.


But I knock, and Huey calls me in. 


“Hey Huey,” I cough, “I’m just running out to the
coffee shop to pick up some danish for me and the guys. You want anything?”


“Give me a sec,” he says and taps his
keyboard. Then gets to his feet and grins. “I’ll walk with you Bro. Want to get
a haircut this morning anyhow.” 


In the elevator, with Huey, it feels a little awkward.
I don’t want him to start asking about
Grace so I make small talk about the business. Try to find out a little more
about the new investors and how closely they might be involved in what they now
own a chunk of.


“Richmond and Anton seemed OK,” I clear my throat.


“Yeah, they’re cool dudes,” Huey smiles, and the doors
open on the ground floor. He uses his head to motion me out before him. 


“You known them long?” I ask on the chilly street and zip
my jacket higher up my neck.


“Phil, only since we bought the office space. Richmond
a little less. But he’s a top guy. Great fun and a font of knowledge. We can
all learn a lot from him. About a multitude of things.”


“How much time do they tend to spend with a firm once
they’ve invested?” 


“Pretty sure they’ll want a close involvement. At
least in the early days.”


“Right,” I say and have to walk fast to keep up with
his bigger strides.


“It’s good we’ve got a few minutes now to catch up,
bro. Been wondering if you’ve had the chance to speak to Grace. Kinky ideas?” 


“No.” My heart rate accelerates. My heated face stings
in the cool breeze. 


Let that statement be it, Spencer. Say nothing more.
Let it die on the vine. 


“I mean, I did mention to her,” I say and we pause at
the kerbside then wait for a Buick and several other cars to pass.


“What did she say?” he looks right at me. 


“I don’t know. I think she wondered what you had in
mind,” I can’t look at him.


Spencer, why do you do this? 


“Look, I know I keep going on about it,” Huey says,
“and I know you don’t want Grace away anywhere overnight with me. I get that
Spens. But Anton wants me to take a look at a software show down south next
week. Just a day trip.”


The traffic clears and we hurry across. We stop
outside the coffee shop, wait for a couple of passers-by to move away. 


“So I was thinking, if Grace could get the day off
work, I could fly us down there and be back home the same evening. The show’s
on for three days so she could pick whichever day suits her best.”


“With Anton there?” Now I look at him, “and that other
investor?”


“No,” Huey laughs, “that’s why they want me to take a
look at a couple of our competitors exhibiting there.”


“Why take Grace to a software show?” And on a ‘day’
trip? 


“The trip wouldn’t be all about the show,” he says, “I
thought the night out I took her on the other week might have looked a little
cheap to her. I want to make sure she knows how much I value her company. That
you both do.”


“We do. You don’t need
to take us anywhere, Huey.” 


He watches a couple walk by hand in hand and then the
lowers his voice, “I was thinking I could
hire a nice hotel room for the afternoon while we’re there. Like a special
treat.”


Fuck. “I couldn’t spare the time away from the office at the
moment Huey,” I’m surprised you can. “And what do we tell Frank and Adam? They’re bound to
get suspicious if you and me are both out of the office on the same day.” 


“I know that,” he squeezes my shoulder, “which is why
I was also thinking I could send you video clips from the hotel.” 


Do what?


Huey looks all around us with dark, shifty eyes behind
his glasses, “video it so you could feel
involved as usual. You’d have to be careful watching the clips if you’re still
in the office. Slip off to the washroom with your phone or whatever,” he gives
me a significant look, “but later when you’re alone at home…”


Is he serious?


“We could send you photos too.”


“Huey, I don’t…” I say, but my heart races, balls
prickling.


“I’d get her back to you at a decent time, I promise.
Discrete. Send her home from the airport in a cab if you wanted, so no
neighbors suspected anything. And I’ll let you into a little secret,” his mouth
widens into a slow smile and he looks around us again, “I took a chance on
picking up a little pair of fur-lined handcuffs. See if she likes the idea of
them. What do you think? You think she’d go for something like that?”









Chapter Nine


Spencer


It’s a slog to
get back across town and home again on the subway. Saturday early afternoon is
always hectic with shoppers but at least I don’t have Andrew from next door in
my ear on the return journey. 


Instead though, I’m
plagued the whole way by what Huey said outside the coffee shop.


I stare unseeing at the colored transit lines and
station names on the map above the heads of the shoppers on the opposite side
of the carriage. Huey stood right in front of me and suggested he take my
wife to a hotel room in the daytime and without me. Told me he’d been out and bought a pair of fucking handcuffs to
use in bed with her! Did I think Grace would go’ for something like that!


Why then is my cock bulging in my pants? Why
when I replay his words and his face as he talked about my Grace does my heart
beats so fast I feel I could choke? 


Because you’re depraved, Spencer Lowell. That’s the top and bottom of this.


The train slows at the station before my stop and a
couple, maybe a year or two younger than me and Grace get in wearing matching
blue Puffa jackets. They talk excitedly to one another.


Surely I should be concerned about Huey’s suggestion? And what I heard about him from Adam? 


When I reach home, Grace is still out. It’s hardly any surprise. She shops the same way my Mom
does. Stays hard at it, right up until the very second the stores close. 


I hang my coat up and part of me feels I should get
straight onto my copy of Dying Light 2 which arrived this week. I mean, I want
to. But the call for sexual relief right now is strongest. And jerking off
might give me a clearer, perspective about how much to tell Grace when she’s back. Get
out of these sex-colored specs and decide
sensibly what we do. 


My cock is in my fist before I’m even in the bathroom. As hard as steel. and
throbbing. I pump it. Dip my toe in the burning hell of Grace in some hotel
room with my boss but not me. 


Over his knee. Willingly. Him spanking her rounded
ass. Huey with his arm down between her legs, fingers in her pussy. Grace
handcuffed! My stomach churns, taut
though it is. I’m breathless. Close to
cumming already. 


Huey throwing my wife down face first
on some anonymous hotel bed. Miles and miles away from me. Pins her there on
her belly and her boobs and holds her tethered wrists while she writhes with
delight and he pounds and slaps into her from behind. My wife. “Oh fuck Grace.” And she cums. Whimpers and cries and tries to kiss him but still he
hammers her. 


Later, my remorse and shame are heavy, confusion still
no clearer even as I load the disk into my console. But if anything can whisk
my head and my bleak mood away, then it’s
probably the setting of Villedor and slaughtering swarms of zombies. 


Grace comes in through the front door a little before
six. I’m three hours into my console
session and have lost track of my kills and the masturbation sessions which
have punctuated my game progression all afternoon.


“Hey,” she says and she’s armed with several
string-handled carrier bags. She looks gorgeous in a raincoat and jeans and
with her chocolate-brown hair in a ponytail.


“Get anything nice?” I ask her and save the game.


“Uh-huh. I’ll show you in a sec. You OK with take-out
tonight?”


“Yeah,” I say and follow her towards the bedroom. I’m
saying nothing about the handcuffs. Nor what I think about his trip and hotel
suggestion. I want to gauge her response first. Without saying anything to
influence her.


“How was the office this morning?” She asks and slips
her coat off, throws it on the dresser. 


“Hectic,” I say and wait for my moment. 


“So I got a new skirt,” she says and pulls something
dark out of one of the carrier bags. She kicks off her ankle boots and unzips
her navy jeans, then wriggles them down and off. She adjusts the back of her
white panties on her butt then unzips the new skirt.


I’ve lost count of
how many times I’ve cum this afternoon, but all that fantasizing has somehow primed
me for the real thing. Especially now she’s half-stripped in front of me, “Before
you cover up again,” I say and step toward her.


Grace laughs and lets me squeeze her. 


I kiss her and move my hands over her bare hips, the
exposed sides of her buttocks. “Shall I
take your blouse off too?”


“Do I have a choice?” 


“So Huey got me to one side on my way out to get
danish for the guys this morning.”


“What did he want?” intense, forest-green eyes look
right at me, dark yellow star-bursts around her dilated pupils. 


“What do you think?” I start to
undo the buttons down the front of her silky blouse


Grace shrugs her shoulders.


“Don’t try and be modest. You’re the only thing
he ever wants to talk to me in private about.” I pull the sides of her blouse
apart and kiss above her bra. 


I shouldn’t
be doing this while I’m telling her. I should be concentrating on her reaction.



No Spencer. You shouldn’t be telling her at all. You should have closed that
sorry-assed excuse for a boss right down weeks ago. 


I stop kissing her cleavage, keep my eyes on her face;
her eyes. “He’s determined to get you
away on his own.”


Grace sighs. Looks away.


“Now he’s saying
he’ll fly you somewhere.” I move my hands around the dimpled small of her back,
the swell of her butt cheeks. Cheeks
Huey spanked. 


“Fly me somewhere?” she frowns, face colored-up.


“Some software show the new investors want him to go
to.”


“Sounds a blast,” Grace grimaces.


“He said he’d do it there and back in a day so there’d
be no overnight stay.”


A line creases between Grace’s eyebrows. 


“Oh, but the plan would be to take you to a hotel room
all afternoon.”


Now her eyes grow. Eyebrows form inverted V’s.


“And to send me video clips in case I feel left out.”


Her mouth opens like she’s shocked and her throat is the same flushed color as her face. 


I ease her closer to me. Given the circumstances, and
my need to gauge her reaction first, I shouldn’t; but I move my hard-on tight against her. 


“It wouldn’t like it if you weren’t there too, Spens.”


That's what I needed to hear. I kiss her neck, pull one of her white bra cups down
so I can suck on a nipple.


She murmurs and her fingers caress the back of my
head.


“And he mentioned the S&M thing again,” I say from
her chest and caress her bare hips.


“He’s obsessed with that,” she says after a moment and
it may be my imagination, but her mouth sounded dry.


“He’s bought a pair of handcuffs,” I stop sucking her
nipple, look right at her. “Fluffy ones.”


“He has not!” she puts a
hand over her mouth but laughs, “oh my
God, Spens.”


“That's what I thought.”


“I’d never let anyone do that.”


“I knew you wouldn’t,” I expose her other hard nipple,
suck on that too. Shock myself because some furtive part of my psyche is
dismayed by her reaction. But I reach my right hand down and into the front of
her cotton panties. 


“I had a boyfriend one time who bought handcuffs,” she
says.


“You never told me that,” I raise my head and stare at
her. Cock still throbbing. She’s done bondage with someone before? I ease two fingers into her. 


“Ooh,” she murmurs and kisses me, “I wouldn’t let him
use them on me. He wasn’t the kind of guy you’d trust.”


I’m not sure
what to say to this revelation.


“I’d let you though,” she
says and her body undulates to my touch, “if you wanted to.”


“And Huey?” I say like a fool, “would you trust him enough?
Would you let him do something like that to you?” I dare her. Trace all around her stiffened, slippery clit
with my index finger. “Would you?”


She bites her bottom lip. 


“You would, wouldn’t you?” I ease my fingers deep up
into her heat.


“Mmm, I might. If you wanted me to,” her fingers reach
for my zipper.


“Oh shit Grace,” I help her free my cock “You’d go to
a hotel with him on your own, wouldn’t you?”


Say ‘No’
Grace, say ‘No’.


“It wouldn’t be the same if you weren’t there,” she
strokes my cock.


“You’d have to take the day off work,” I kiss her
throat and slick my fingers inside her, coax her.


“When?”


She’d do
it. I want to throw up. “I don’t know the exact details. Sometime next week.”


“I’d have to give Kay enough notice,” she strokes my
cock, squeezes it. 


I shove her down onto the bed, turn her over onto her
stomach. Like Huey did. “You’d
like my boss to do it to you in some smart hotel, wouldn’t you? Knowing I was
at home watching the video of you together,” I push my pants right down. Drag
her panties over her round butt and down her thighs. 


“Oh, Spens.”


“You would, wouldn’t you?” 


“Mmm,” she pushes her ass right out at me, sways her
hips from side to side. 


Cock in my fist I reach down between buttocks and
thighs feel her wet pussy again. 


She’d do it.
Your wife would do it. She’d let your boss fly her across the country and fuck
her brains out without you there. Probably let him handcuff her to the bed too.



“Tell me you would Grace,” I pull the backs of her
thighs up toward me, warm buttocks against my belly, fumble my cock to her
pussy, “Tell me.” I push down hard, deep into her tight heat.


“Oooh,” she groans and grips the bedsheets with both
hands.


I flatten her down to the bed, pin her there, jerk my
hips against her buttocks.


“As long as it wasn’t overnight,” she pants and twists
her neck, tries to kiss me. 









Chapter Ten


Joe


The rain beats down on the car and at a red light, I
glance across at Rachel on the passenger seat. We’re on our way to Talbot’s and the prospect of visiting that street again
only reminds me how Rachel’s Mom behaved when I went around to see her for that
pain in the ass Talbot last week. It’s still troubling me. Almost as much as
where we’re on our way to now. 


Did Sophie actually ‘come on’ to me, or did I read too much into what she
said and did? Was she only trying to console me? Maybe because she believes that what Rachel does with
other guys is ‘cheating’. Same as Sophie herself does. If I felt I could tell
Rachel about it, she’d probably have a better interpretation. But no way am I
going to be the cause of another potential fall-out from that. She’d hit the
fucking roof if she thought her own mother had tried to seduce me. 


But if that’s
really what Sophie did, then why? Because she was so scared I’d tell Rachel
about her and Phil? Because she felt genuinely sorry for me? Surely not because
Phil has ‘forbidden’ her from even talking to Talbot again? 


Is Phil that fucking irresistible?


Or is my mother-in-law so insecure that the first
younger, good-looking guy like Phil that makes eyes at her and throws his money
at her, is enough to get her to do exactly as she’s told by him. Like spread her legs and admit that she’s his ‘whore’. 


Fucked-up though this whole thing is, my balls bristle
in my pants. 


The lights change but I glance across at Rachel again.
Jeans and a purple mohair jumper with her little leather jacket won’t be what Talbot expects her to arrive in. Not when
he’s been waiting to see her in the corset. But she’s got that in the carrier
bag at her feet. Didn’t want to travel dressed that way. She doesn’t look
especially tense. Maybe letting Talbot have his way with her isn’t much
different for her than what she does at Traders.


It is for me.



I indicate right and an image of him having his awful
cock sucked by my wife in his car plays through my head. That other guy jacking
off opposite me, outside the driver’s
window. Dennis fucking Talbot making open-air entertainment of my wife for
another old man. 


My gut clenches like a fist. Last night I was on a
stage with my guitar in front of an admiring crowd and tonight this.


Why did I ever get us both involved with Talbot? 


But my cock is already semi-hard and we’re not even at
Talbot’s yet.


Are we really doing what this sick old man wants
because he’s made threats about
spreading my wife’s indecent images and videos all over the internet? Making a ‘web
whore’ of Rachel. And because the bastard promised that if he doesn’t get what
he wants he’d pass her images onto her work?


Surely even someone as twisted as Talbot would never
go that far?


Shame pulses through me at my full hard-on.
But for fuck sake, Rachel exposed that way would be a pure nightmare scenario. I
know it. And I know we have to prevent it. 


It’s still
raining but I park the car a little way down the road from Talbot’s house. As
usual. Just in case Sophie or Harry looks out and wonders why we haven’t called
to see them. 


“You OK?” I leave the engine running and gaze at
Rachel.


“Be good to get it over with and get home again, I
guess” she says.


Is she excited deep down and trying to hide it? She was last night when we talked about it in bed.


However she really feels now we’re here, I face the fact (and not for the first
time), that this is never going to be ‘over
with’. Dennis Talbot will never stop making sexual demands on my wife. 


Why the hell would he? He’s got a hot,
horny girl decades younger than him who’s willing to do whatever he wants. No.
He’ll do this for as long as we’re willing or weak enough to succumb. And even
then, he won’t let go of a girl like Rachel without a fight. 


My shoulders are tight, I’ve gone very cold. Dread swirls with the dark
excitement in my gut.


Rachel picks up her carrier bag from near her trainers
and then pulls down the sun-visor above her seat. Cheeks her appearance in the
little mirror. 


Maybe after tonight, I’ll start the search for that other job. Take Rachel and relocate away
from the whole area and everyone in it. Start over.


“Come on then,” she leans across and kisses me, “we
better not keep Mr. Talbot waiting any longer.”


The heady smell of jasmine in her perfume. She smells
and looks way too good to go anywhere near something like Talbot. 


“We’ll have to run,” she says, “or we’ll get soaked.”


And she gets out first and does run. Right through the
beams of my headlamps with her jacket pulled up over her head to keep her
golden-brown hair dry. Boobs visibly bounding. 


I turn off the lights and engine then follow. 


Follow the same butt I saw taken by two strangers in a
hotel room for Phil only weeks back. The same wife who sucks lines of men off
in gloryholes for Richmond. Sometimes it feel like I’m living in someone else’s hallucination.


Rachel rings Talbot’s doorbell repeatedly and somehow, there’s something perversely apt
about the fact that we’re rushing to try to get into this monster’s house. I glance down at the protrusion of Rachel’s
rear in tight jeans as we wait.


“Sorry, sorry,” Talbot stands at the door.
A v-necked brown sweater over his checked shirt. His rheumy eyes lock on Rachel’s
face. “I was in the kitchen,” he says, “come in and take your wet coat off.” 


Inside it’s warm
with a strong smell of furniture polish. It never usually stinks of anything
clean. Maybe he spruced the shithole up this evening for Rachel’s benefit.


“Jeans and trainers?” he says and eyes Rachel up and
down. The corners of his mean mouth are down-turned, “that’s not how I wanted
her. Not what we agreed at all.” 


“Oh, I‘ve brought the outfit with me, Mr. Talbot,”
Rachel holds the carrier bag up, “I thought I could change here. Will that be
OK?” 


“Yes, yes, of course,” Talbot’s saggy face brightens. “You
can use my bedroom. You remember where it is, don’t you?”


Rachel nods.


“First though, come into the kitchen. There’s someone
I want you to meet.”


Meet? Someone else is here?


Rachel shoots me a frown.


“Come on,” Talbot gestures the way down his hall on a
carpet which, while it isn’t exactly threadbare, has certainly seen better
days. Like the fawn-colored, cord pants hanging off him. 


“Paul, this is Rachel,” Talbot gestures at a tall man
leaning back against a kitchen worktop. 


What the hell is Talbot playing at?


The man looks a similar age to Talbot but with a full
head of gray hair  styled ‘boyishly’ into
a wavy quiff. 


“Rachel, this is Paul Baily. Paul goes to the same
drama group as me. He lives just round the corner. He knows your mother.”


“Oh, I wouldn’t say I know her,” the other man says, and he takes Rachel’s hand. He
kisses the top of it but doesn’t release it, “She and I say hello to one
another occasionally if I’m walking my dog by and your mother is in the garden
or on her drive. Your father too of course.”


“Right,” Rachel says and her hand is still held. 


“Paul wouldn’t believe you were coming to my house,”
Talbot says and smiles broadly, straightens his back. There’s an odd look on
his face. Almost like…. what? ‘Pride’?


“You’re even more striking in the flesh,” the other
man says and kisses her hand again, “delighted to meet you Rachel.”


“You too,” she says and finally her hand is free. 


What the hell does that mean, ‘More striking in the flesh? Where’s he seen Rachel
before? Has Talbot shown him photos? That video of her playing with herself in his
shower? 


My chest pulls tight. Both men’s eyes rest on my wife. 


“And this is her husband, Joe.”


The other man holds out his hand to me and smiles. 


Smooth, uncalloused flesh on his palm, and unless I’m being paranoid, his pale blue eyes are amused.


I feel my face overheat.


“Why don’t you go and get out of those clothes now
Rachel?” Talbot licks his thin lips and smiles at my wife, “Slip into something
nice for Mr. Talbot.” 


What the hell must that other guy think of me? And why
is that creep Talbot talking about himself in the third person? 


Rachel looks at the other man and then Talbot.


“Don’t worry, angel,” Talbot laughs, “Paul will be
leaving shortly. I just wanted him to see you here. So that he knew I wasn’t
making you up.”


“Who could blame me for thinking it?” ‘Paul’ laughs
but Talbot gives him an icy stare.


Rachel kisses my cheek and leaves us all for the
hallway. 


Fuck. Rachel’s going to put on a corset and parade around for Talbot. Made to do God knows what by him. 


“Joe; I need a quick word,” Talbot gestures me out of
the kitchen and back down his hallway. “I still haven’t heard from her mother,”
he says in hushed tones. 


For a moment, I don’t know what he’s talking about. But then I remember. “Thats not my fault,” I shrug. 


“You were asked to talk to Sophie for me.”


“And you were told I had done. I texted you,” I hiss
at him, “you send me that many fucking texts these days that you probably
missed the reply about Sophie.”


“Don’t get smart with me Joe,” Talbot’s eyes narrow.


“I've had a word with her. I told you,” I whisper, “she
doesn’t want to start all that up again.” So much so that she tried to seduce me rather than even contact you
again. 


“And I told you I was relying on you.” 


Fucking hell. He’s got my wife upstairs getting changed ready to help him get his rocks
off, and that’s still not enough?


“Look at how long you and Rachel keep me waiting between
visits. I’m not putting up with it. I’ve got needs, like any other man. And you’ve
been warned. I want Sophie back in my bed too. I want you to go round there now
and persuade her to call me tonight. Give me the chance to talk to her.”


He’s
deluded. And go ‘now’? Leave Rachel alone with this pervert and some other
weirdo as well? 


“I’m not leaving my wife here by herself. And it
wouldn’t do any good anyway. Sophie’s mind is made up.”


“So unmake it. Tell her you’re worried Harry will get
sent some incriminating images of her. And of his daughter. Tell her anything you
like. But I want Sophie in touch with me tonight.”


“Tonight? Harry’s probably there now.”


“So? Make an excuse for a private conversation with
her. You’re their son-in-law.”


Exactly. And you’re trying to get me to encourage Rachel’s Mom to cheat on her Dad.


“If you get a move on,” Talbot says and opens his
front door, “you can be back before your wife even knows you’ve gone anywhere.
Nothing like a little time pressure to help get results is there Joe.”


No fucking way. I glare at him.


“Think carefully before you let me down over this Joe.
I want to hear from Sophie tonight. Or else. Give me the chance to speak to
her. Go now. With Rachel here, you’ve got the incentive to get straight to the
point with Sophie, haven’t you? No beating around the bush or keeping me
waiting like you usually do. I’ll leave the door on the latch for when you get
back.”


And then I’m
outside in the fucking rain again. 


I peer over both drives to Sophie’s house. Harry’s car’s
there. How the hell do I do this? Why
didn’t I just stand my ground in
front of Talbot? Refused to leave the house with Rachel upstairs?


She’s back in
there. With that twat Talbot. And
his creepy mate. Shit, shit!


I race across Talbot’s drive to Sophie’s. Don’t want to be too familiar with her after what
happened last time. So I head to the front door. I ring the bell and glance
back over at Talbot’s while I wait. Got
to be fast. 


“Joe?” Harry’s bushy eyebrows crinkle, “where’s your
car?” he peers beyond me to the street. “You on your own?”


“Yeah, oh yeah. I was daydreaming when I pulled up. I
overshot your house,” I lie and roll my eyes at my fictional behavior. 


But now that Harry stands in front of me, something
about trying to persuade his wife seems even more wrong. 


What if Talbot decides to show Harry compromising
photos of Sophie though? Or of Rachel? I can prevent that if Sophie makes a single call to Talbot. 


“What brings you over here by yourself Joe?” Harry
waves me into his living room. 


“Hi Joe,” Rachel’s younger sisters chorus from in
front of the TV. 


“It’s OK, I can’t stay,” I say conscious of time
ticking by and the alarming awareness of where my wife is. There’s
no Sophie in the living room. Think
fast. “I only called in for a quick
word with Sophie. About Rachel’s birthday,” I say, “something I was thinking of
getting her. But I wanted some advice about it from her Mom.”


I’m a
shit for lying to him like this, but what can I do? 


“I’ll give her a shout,” Harry says, “she was going in
the bath.” He leaves me at the door to the living room and calls up from the
bottom of the stairs. “Sophe. Joe’s here. Wants to speak to you about Rachel’s
birthday.”


“Hang on,” she yells back.


“Can I get you a drink before she comes down?” Harry
asks. 


“I haven’t got time Harry.” 


“Oh, hey Joe,” Sophie descends the stairs tightening
the sash on a silky, bottle green robe. Her is hair scooped up off her
shoulders, fastened loose on top of her head and she’s got sparkly, silver
slippers on her feet.


Her bare legs look good. Last time I saw her wearing so little was when Phil
had her bent over that sofa. 


I hate myself for it, but my balls bristle. Who could
blame me though? I’m so tightly coiled
after leaving Rachel next door. 


So get this done and get back to her!


“Can I get you a drink?”


“No. Thanks. Harry already asked me. I can't stay.”


Sophie gestures to follow her to the kitchen.


I do so and follow the robe that clings to her big,
round ass. Her waist and hips are nowhere near as slim as Rachel’s, but her rear definitely has the same shelf-like
shape. 


“Look Joe,” she says in hushed tones and closes the
kitchen door, “I want to apologize if I embarrassed you the last time you came
here …”


“There’s no need,” I shake my head. I want to just get this done then back around to
Talbot’s. To Rachel. 


“I don’t know what came over me,” she says and pours herself
a glass of red wine, “I panicked. You haven’t said anything to Rachel about it,
or about Phil and me, have you?”


“I said I wouldn’t.”


“I know you did. And you’re a good young man. My
daughter doesn’t realize how lucky she is.”


“Sophie I still need you to do me that favor though.”


“You’re not going to ask me about Dennis again are
you?” she takes a mouthful of her wine and stands with her back against a
worktop, bare legs crossed. 


“He just wants some closure,” I say. And the rest. “One call. Tonight. Just do that for me, Sophie, please.”


“I can’t,” she says and still holding the glass,
crosses her other arm over her heavy bust, “I’ve told him it’s over and I’ve
promised Phil.”


Promised Phil what? “I need you to do this for me, Sophie. A quick call tonight then that
will be it. I won’t ever have to ask you again.” I hope. 


“I don’t understand why, Joe.”


“He’s making threats to me. Me and Rachel.”


“What kind of threats?”


I hesitate for a moment. “Threatening to show photos of her.”


“Which is what he did to me,” Sophie sighs, “and exactly
why I don’t want anything to do with him again. You shouldn’t have gotten mixed
up with that man, Joe. And neither should I.”


“He’ll show photos of you to Harry as well, Sophie.
All you’ve got to do is talk to him one more time.” I can’t believe I’m almost
begging my mother-in-law on Talbot’s behalf. In her own kitchen. With her husband and other daughters in the next room.
What the hell has Talbot reduced me to?


“I’ll have to take my chances on that. I’m not
speaking to the man again.”


Shit. She
might be prepared to take her chances, but I can’t risk our exposure. “Don’t make me tell Rachel about
you and Phil,” I say and I’m desperate now. 


Sophie puts her glass down and pushes forward from the
worktop toward me. Her throat has flushed.


I gaze at her, at the intense look in her eyes.


“I meant what I said the last time,” she whispers and
glances beyond me to the kitchen door, “even if it did embarrass you. I know
you must get lonely Joe, no matter what you say. And I really don’t want Rachel to know about Phil,” her fingers pick
hurriedly at the belt of her robe.


“Sophie…what the fuck?”


“Phil told me you’re a voyeur.”


A what?


“I’ll let you look at me Joe…,” she pulls both sides
of her robe away from her body. Wide open.


Holy fucking shit. 


Sophie’s big,
bare boobs heave in front of me. Dark, slightly downturned nipples, scattering
of freckles. Little bit of a belly below and trimmed, brown hair between her
legs. 


Don’t
look. Don’t fucking look. Gape up at
her face.


“Touch them too, if you want, Joe.”


I recoil. But then reach for her robe, pull the sides
back over her chest and the rest of her. “What
the hell are you playing at, Sophie?” my face scalds me.


“Don’t suppose I can blame you,” she sighs and
tightens the sash around her waist. She reaches for her wine again, “I’m sure
it’s all very saggy compared to Rachel.” 


“Sophie, for fuck sake. It’s not that. You’re a really
attractive woman. I don’t blame Phil……I mean….look please, just call Talbot for
me tonight. Please. I don’t want to piss him off. I want him off my back. I
promise I’ll never say anything to Rachel about you and Phil. Just don’t do
anything like that again,” I indicate her robe. 


“What kind of a hold has Dennis got over you, Joe?”


I glance at the clock on the wall behind
her. Shit, I've been gone over ten minutes. 


Dizzy,
but back on Talbot’s drive seconds later.
Sophie’s bare chest and vagina burned into my head. I push her neighbor’s front
door and it gives. Eases open. At least he wasn’t lying about leaving it ajar
for me. 


That creepy fucking friend of his better not still be
here.


I try deliberately to be quiet. Want to catch Talbot
unaware while he’s watching Rachel pose.
I hold my breath and tiptoe down the hallway. No one in the kitchen. 


Back down the hallway and quietly, slowly depress the
door handle to the living room. Ease it open. 


No one? Curtains
open, a newspaper strewn across his creased sofa. 


They’re
upstairs? 


I race out of the living room.


“We’re up here with her,” a man shouts. ‘We?’


I take his creaking stairs up two at a time. Chest
and stomach squeezing in on me.


Almost at the landing and I hear muffled laughter. Moans?
My head whirls. Don’t hesitate though.
Charge to his bedroom and push the door. 


The bottom of the door catches on something the other
side. On his grubby mustard-colored carpet. Push again and it’s tangled clothes. Underwear. A bra. Rachel’s.


Talbot’s voice
mumbles inside the room.


Push the door hard. Use my foot and force it open.


Sex.
Bedsprings creak.


Rachel spread on her chest over the end of Talbot’s unmade bed. 


Fuck. 


Her knees splayed wide on his carpet. Talbot with
trousers dropped, pale flesh of his bony lower body rammed right up against the
backs of my wife’s thighs and her ass.
Still in his shirt and pullover.


“Uh, so was I right?” he grunts and slaps into Rachel,
“uh…was I right, Paul?” 


“Ooh,” Rachel moans under Talbot’s assault.


“You’re certainly were Den,” another voice says. His
friend squats on an ottoman at the far side of Talbot’s bed. Yellow curtains
drawn behind him. He stares at the pair of them, shakes his head.


I stare in disbelief.


“Uh..maybe..uh,  now…uh, you’ll..uh, believe what I
say,” Talbot wheezes and smacks his belly into Rachel’s upturned ass. 


“Ooh, ooh,” she cries into the bed. Buttocks
shuddering with the old man’s impact. She twists around slightly and the
unfastened corset hangs from her.


“I tell you one thing for nothing,” the second man
says and now he’s looking up across the room at me, “that girl likes sex.”


“You love it, don’t you, Angel?” Talbot slicks fast in
her pussy. The flats of his palms pet and caress her quivering cheeks, ease
them further apart and he inspects her there, runs a finger down in between her
buttocks.


“Oh, ooh, yes, Mr. Talbot.”


“Uh, you love coming round here to give Mr. Talbot
your tight cunt don’t you?” Talbot grips her hips again, digs into her. 


“Mmm, ooh, yes, Mr. Talbot.”


“Hell, Den,” the other man leans right forward, hands
on his thighs, “in front of her husband too.” 


How do I react?


“Ooh, oh, he wouldn’t wait Joe,” Rachel gasps over her
shoulder. She pushes her buttocks back, grinds into Talbot, “he wouldn’t wait
at all.” 


“Uh, how could anyone..uh, wait with this..uh,
temptation? Eh Joe? What do you say? Uh, uh, uh.” The bedsprings are manic now.
Talbot hammers quick short bursts into my wife. His breath shaky, trembling.


The other man creeps toward the bed, reaches for
Rachel.


“No touching! No touching!” Talbot half-yells,
half-gasps. He pushes the other man’s hand away from my helpless wife, doesn’t
stop slapping into her, “She’s mine. I told you.”


This is too much. I rip my zipper down and clench my fist around my cock. Rub hard. Fast.


Talbot stops, maybe to catch his breath, but his
friend watches me, face contorted as if in bewilderment or confusion. 


“Mmm,” Rachel moans and sways her hips and then Talbot
is at her again, sliding forward deep into her, then easing part way back.


“Oh Joe, Mr. Talbot’s been doing me so hard. He must
have really wanted me.”


“You’ve got no idea,” Talbot says into her hair and
his body pummels hers. He gasps, back arches, and his ass muscles clench. They
knot and he cries out, hugs my wife’s back. 


He’s cumming in her. 


“Uhhhh, uh… can you feel it? You feel it, Angel?”


“Yes, Mr. Talbot, yes.”


“What do you say?”


“Ooh, thank you, Mr. Talbot.”


‘Thank you?’


“Wow,” the other man looks on and shakes his head
again. Then peers across at me with incredulous eyes.


But I’m
past caring. Too close to cumming. Rubbing fast, Talbot’s crumpled body slumped
over my Rachel’s back. Both of them breathless. And I gasp, unload into my
hands.


I’m on my way
out of Talbot’s bathroom with heavy angst already weighing me down about both
Rachel and even Sophie, and a desperation now to get away from here as fast as
I can, but Talbot’s friend catches me on the landing. 


“Look, I don’t know what your financial arrangements
are with Den in there,” he whispers and pulls me away from the bedroom door, “but
between you and me, whatever he’s paying for that, I’d be prepared to better
it. A private arrangement of some sort?”


I gape up at the tall freak with the wavy gray hair.


“You do what I ask?” Talbot is on the landing too now;
fastening up his baggy cords, “so I can expect Sophie’s call?”









Chapter Eleven


Spencer


“I don’t want you to go with him tomorrow,” I say in
bed to Grace.


She sighs and in the dark, I hear her turn toward me. “You always do this,” her fingertips graze my chest, “then
we call it off and you change your mind all over again.”


“Yeah but this time it’s different,” I sit up and
click the bedside lamp on. 


“Half an hour ago you were turned on because I was
going to spend the day with your boss,” she says and her makeup-less eyes blink
several times in the amber lighting.


I can hardly deny that. I goaded her about Huey.
Talked about them in the hotel the whole time she rode me cowgirl. But now? Now
the ugly tentacles of dread twist around me and compress my chest, almost stop
me breathing. Certainly stop me sleeping.


“Is it because of those stupid handcuffs he told you
he’s bought?” she murmurs.


“It’s not just that,” I say and try to arrange my
thoughts sufficiently to make sense of my feelings. That whole bondage bit is
scary though when my wife is due to be hundreds of miles away from me with
another man.


And so it should be Spencer you fool. What kind of
husband would even imagine something as dangerous as that? Allowing another man
not only to take your wife half way across the country, but to tie her up in
some faceless hotel room? Possibly put her life in danger!


“I won’t even let him use them,” she says and snuggles
against my chest, kisses it, “not if you don’t want me to.”


“It's the thought of not being there with you. We’ve
never done that before.” 


“Yes, but you knew that when you told him I’d go, didn’t
you?”


“Wouldn’t you feel weird if I wasn’t there with you?”


“Of course I will. It won’t be the same. But….”


“What about around the show itself?” I stroke her hair,
“I’d have thought you’d be bored out of your mind at a software show.”


“I told Kay I’d keep a lookout for anything related to
the wellbeing sector,” she says, “anything that might be useful for the
business.”


“So she knows where you’re
going?” I twist around and stare down at her. Grace, you’ve got to be
kidding. 


“I told her I’m going with you. As part of your job.”


“She might put two and two together. She knows Huey.”


“Why would she put anything together?” Grace kisses my chest again.


But
with fear dominating me now, I can’t
shake the possibility. The thought of other people knowing my wife is having an
affair with my boss would be too much to handle. Impossible to deal with. 


“Look, I’ve booked the day off work,” Grace says, “Huey’s
got the tickets. See how you feel in the morning. If you still really don’t want
me to go, then I won’t. I’d never do anything like this unless you wanted me
to.”


I let out a deep exhalation. Then inhale relief. I
mean, I knew she wouldn’t go if I made it
clear I didn’t want her to. I just needed to hear her say it again. I click the
light off. Slide down the bed and kiss her lips. 


The softness and warmth of her body crushed against
me. Her breath in my face and the release of my worry all charge me up again
between my legs. I stiffen. Kiss her once more and ease her short nightdress up
over her hips. 


No talking about Huey this time. 


I don’t sleep
great and Thursday morning I’m up before Grace in my dressing gown. It might be
early, but it’s still late in the ‘day’ for her to call the trip off. I’m in
the bathroom mirror, looking rough with black circles under my eyes but talking
softly to myself, debating whether to wake her now and get her to text Huey.


How would I get through the whole day at work with
Huey not there and the guys knowing he’s
down at a trade show? Me knowing he’s taken my wife with him for company. That
this afternoon he has a hotel booked for the pair of them. That I’d be on the
receiving end of movie evidence that my boss is fucking the hell out of my
wife.


Despite my nausea my cock twitches. 


“Morning,” Grace comes into the bathroom in her
nightdress and kisses the side of my face. She lets out a lusty yawn and
stretches her arms right up. Shows all her thighs. Her boobs rise and fall,
nipples like strawberries beneath the pale, pink cotton.


“You’re up early aren’t you?” I say to her reflection.


“Thought I could make you something to eat before you
go to work,” she hugs me. Rests her head on my shoulder. 


“What time’s the cab due to pick you up for the
airport?” I know the answer, but it’s my indirect way of asking how she feels
now about going.


“So am I going?”


“What do you think about it?”


“Do you want me to call him, Spens? Say I can’t go?”
She straightens up and looks right into my eyes, “I could say I was sick in the
night or something.”


She doesn’t
look pissed at the prospect. I’m certain she wouldn’t resent me if I said ‘Yes’. “Is that what
you want to do?”


“I don’t mind,” she shrugs, “I’ve still got the day off
even if I don’t go. I’d just have a lazy one in front of the TV,” she yawns
again. 


I watch her inch her nightdress to her waist then
perch on the toilet. She pees that delicate way she always does, and then
wipes, wash her hands. 


My gaze strays to her legs and ankles. The little,
doll-like feet that Huey seems to love so much. 


Do I stop her going, then spend the rest of the day
regretting it? Come home to her this evening and spend the time in a total
anticlimax? 


Yes Spencer, yes. Like any normal husband would.


Ins some ways, it would be easier for me if Grace
objected to me trying to abandon the plans. Far easier. 


But doesn’t her
willingness to cancel if it’s what I want, prove the relationship with Huey
means nothing to her? Doesn’t it show me how serious she is about our marriage?



“Come on Spens, you have to tell me what you want me
to do. It’s not fair to Huey,” she sighs and pulls her nightdress right up over
her body, “I’m going to have a shower anyway.”


I turn from the mirror and gaze at the slope of her
back, above the exaggerated swell of her butt. A butt Huey spanked. I
pull her to me, turn her around to face me but leave my hands on her bare
behind. Her perfect breasts crushed against my chest.


“So what do you want me to do?” she puckers her lips.


My cock throbs against her naked body. “Go.” I want my boss to have her. To enjoy
this body. I need him to. 


“Are you sure?” she reaches inside my dressing gown
and holds my erection.


I nod.


“What about the hotel?” she asks, strokes me gently.


That's what I meant. “Yeah. You’ve got to text me all
day though. Photos of you too. Don’t leave it hours in between messages. You
know I’ll worry.”


“I promise,” she nods and kisses me on the lips, “and
I won’t let him do any weird stuff in the hotel. No handcuffs or anything.” 


“Do anything you want, as long as you feel safe
Gracie,” I move my hips back, work my cock through her hand, “just make sure
the camera’s well-positioned in there. So I get to see everything.”


Grace rolls her eyes and lets go of my cock. She heads
for the shower.


“Grace wait, give me a quick hand job or blow job
before you get in the shower.”


“What? Just so you can change your mind
all over again? Nuh-uh,” she wags a finger at me and laughs. She opens the
shower door and disappears inside. 


I take the subway to work and even with the pancakes and
blueberries inside me that Grace made me before I left, my stomach feels
hollowed out the whole journey. And even with Andrew from next door on the same
train again and doing his best to prevent me from hearing myself think, I’m aware of the gnawing sensation in the pit of my
gut. 


What would this guy next to me make of me if he knew
where my wife - his pretty neighbor - was planning to spend her day? The girl he believes I’m so lucky to be married to.


Andrew gets off a couple of stops before me for an
off-site training session and when he’s
gone, I pull out my laptop to look at some of the rough combat drafts I’ve been
working on. Try to focus on the workday ahead. 


When I arrive at the office though, my first stop isn’t my desk Or even the coffee machine. It’s the
washroom. I have to jack off right away. 


And I do. With vivid, colorful images like huge murals
hung in my head of Grace shackled and enjoyed by Huey.


Afterward, the draining fatigue - and yet tension in
my whole body, and the distressed sweating are overwhelming. 


It feels a lifetime later when the first text of the
day from Grace finally lands on my phone. 


‘Just boarding. Xxx’


My stomach lurches.


Seconds later an image follows. 


Grace in a large washroom, holding her phone and
smiling into a mirror. She’s wearing the
same pale green skirt and jacket set that she wore for a wedding we went to
earlier this year. Cream blouse underneath. Looks glamorous. Seriously hot but
smart. Must be the airport toilets before she boarded. 


My heart aches. Cock pulses. And a thought hits me.
Surely Huey couldn’t get anything like a pair of handcuffs through airport
security anyhow. 


‘You look gorgeous. Which heels did you put on? Tights
or bare legs?’ I send her.


Fifteen minutes later and no reply has come through so
I guess she’s already in flight. 


Probably hear
nothing more for at least another hour or so now. 


To keep busy, I fetch coffees from the machine for the
three of us. Then I talk to myself some more. Throw myself into work to try and
lose myself and not obsess. 


I must to some extent succeed because I don’t see the next message arrive from Grace. And when I
spot it, it’s been there for over twenty minutes. 


Another image. Only her legs and shoes. People around
her. Can’t be at the software
show already. The message ‘Just landed xx.’ 


The black heels. Not her real high ones. Darkish
tights. I guess it is pretty cold outside today. Did Huey take this photo
while they were waiting in line?


Frank comes across to speak with me and I hurry my
phone into a drawer. 


Then later, he says because Huey’s on an ‘away day’ we’ll take the opportunity to ‘reward
ourselves’ at lunchtime.


He goes out for sandwiches from over the road, and we
fire up one of the consoles in the conference room; spend an hour taking turns
on the new Horizon game. And if there’s
one thing that has any chance of taking my mind mostly away
from my wife and my boss, then it’s
gaming. 


Mostly. 


After lunch, Grace sends me another image of her, this
time with software company stands in the background. EA and Sony close by. 


With my angst shrunken and the need for another wank
building, I reply with:


‘Send me one of both of you together.’


It comes through soon after. Head and shoulders.


But their physical closeness to each other, Grace’s relaxed smile, and even the sight of Huey’s beard
resting against the side of my wife’s smooth face turns my stomach. 


But not enough to stop me taking the phone to the
washroom with me. 


As soon as I’ve
finished though, I squat on the toilet and type out a desperate message to her.



‘Do you love me?’


I keep the horror of the situation at bay while I wait
for her response, by launching myself into a character design modification. 


My colleague Adam is sat on the edge of my desk
complaining to me about the attitude of one of the proposed voice-over actors
when another text chimes through onto my phone. Then another.


I’m desperate to
read them, but hold off until Adam finally leaves me alone. 


‘Of course I love you! Am always yours. xxx’


My muscles relax but the second message is an image. 


Grace in front of smoked glass doors. The words ‘Pinnacle Court’ hotel embossed on them. 


Oh, God. They’re there already? They can’t have spent long at the show. Why did I let
her go? Why did I let her go? 


My chest constricts. I act like I’m working.
But how the hell can I? It’s only 3 pm and my wife is at a hotel with my boss!
Maybe even on her way to bed with him right now. Oh. My. God. 


I should be there. I should be with her. 


No Spencer. Neither of you should be there with
another man. What in God’s name
were you thinking of? 


I refresh and refresh my messages.


Why hasn’t
she sent me an image of the room? Told me what’s going on? My whole body throbs like it might combust. My limbs
feel brittle. Adam says something to me from across the office but I can’t respond. Don’t even know what he said. 


“You OK dude?” he asks.


“Yeah, sorry man. Didn’t hear you. Got all this on my
mind,” I point at my desktop screen. But it’s another screen that’s stressing
me out. 


Another message lands. “Be with you in a sec Adam,” I say and swipe at my phone. 


Video. Fuck. 


Peer around the office then tap the white arrow in the
center of a dark square. 


Grace lets out a cry and I hurriedly mute the volume. 


“Not watching porn in the office dude?” Adam laughs
but when I look over, his eyes are still on his desktop screen. 


He was only joking. Or he thinks he was. 


Hold the speaker of my phone close to my ear. Almost
zero volume. Can’t hear and
watch at the same time. Shit, I wish I had some fucking earphones with me. 


“Just needs the washroom, Adam. Back in a sec,” I
scoop my phone up, rush out of the office for the restroom. 


Lock myself into a cubicle and I’m already breathless. I try to calm myself and press
the on-screen arrow. 


Oh, hell. 


Grace on her back in her white bra. Dark purple bed
cover. Shit, shit, shit. Filmed from a few feet above the side of the
bed. Maybe on a dresser or something?


Pull my dick out. Inch the volume up very slightly.
Don’t want someone to come in and hear
it. Or me not be aware if I have company.


She’s
still got her skirt and heels on. 


Work my cock.


Huey appears. My stomach heaves. 


He leans over her, his hands sunk into the mattress
either side of her shoulders. His purple sweatshirt tight around his broad
back. He climbs further up the bed, naked from the waist down.


Oh, Grace. 


He smiles down at her, tugs off his sweatshirt. Flabby
body. But Grace strokes his hairy chest with both hands.


I work my cock. 


Huey wriggles my wife’s right skirt up her thighs, to her waist, exposes her white panties,
caresses her flesh either side of them.


Grace writhes below him, reaches for him with arms and
legs. 


I jack frantically. 


My wife smiles up at my boss. Looking into each
other’s eyes. She lifts her hips. Taking her panties off? I can’t see that properly. She’s giggling. 


His body sinks onto her and Grace’s mouth opens. Her head presses back into the bed. 


He’s
fucking her. He’s fucking my wife again. Wish I could hear them better. Cant
chance more volume. Beat my pulsing
cock. 


Her knees clamp tight to his sides. Eyes clenched.
Grace’s left hand rested on the far side
of his thick waist, taking his furious pounding. Her other
arm and her legs pull him close.


So soon after getting into the hotel? How long since
that photo of the outside? Oh my, Gracie.


The video ends. Shit, shit. 


Let go of my cock and re-check my messages. 


Another video. 


Same scene. Huey turning Grace’s head to the side while they fuck, until she faces
the camera. 


I start with my dick again. 


Half expect Grace to smile at me but her eyes are shut
tight. Mouth isn’t. See her teeth, her stiff little tongue raised. Does she
remember the camera is there? Has she forgotten her husband will see her?
Her face twists out of shape so much with pleasure that for a moment it doesn’t
look like her. And I imagine it’s not.


Huey yanks Grace’s
bra down, exposes her tits and her hardened pink nipples, grins at me and mauls
her. Pumps her whole body. Rocks it on the bed. 


Grace’s mouth
open like she’s gasping, back arched. Her arms leave Huey and stretch further
up the bed, somewhere way above her head, near the pillows. Her bare chest
heaves, lower body pushes up to meet my boss’s thrusts. 


Huey reaches up over and pulls both her arms together,
grips her wrists with one hand. 


At least no handcuffs. 


She kisses his chest. Her splayed knees rise further,
her upward thrusts accelerate to meet stabs.


Huey leans back and then down, still gripping her arms
together but his mouth meets hers and they kiss. Share breath. Tongues. Long,
lingering, relentless, seemingly endless.


Their kiss finally ends and Grace’s exhibited tits judder and tremble above her bra,
her body silently thumped by his, pounded into submission. Her nipples upright
and proud.


Need to hear it all too. 


And then she wails. 


Fuck, I heard that OK. I lower the volume. She’s cumming. Cumming from Huey’s heavy fucking. 


I gaze at her face, her lovely grimacing face and then
I’m cumming. Shit, shit. I’m cumming too, cumming with you, Grace. 


Stop the video and tidy up. Wish to God I’d never let her go. 


Back at my desk and several times I’m tempted to delete the videos. But I don’t have the
courage. Or the self -control. Or whatever it would take. I know I’ll want and
I’ll use them again as soon as I get home. 


It takes me a long time to stop shaking and feeling
queasy but eventually I do. But try as I might, it's impossible to concentrate.



Twice more before 5 pm I make excuses and creep away
from my desk to watch selected parts of the videos again. And by the time I’m ready to leave the office a little after 6, there’s
a third one. 


No way am I not listening this one properly either. I
buy a spare pair of earphones from the station and stand in a quiet spot with
my back to the off-white, tiled wall while I wait for my train. And I watch. 


More from the same session. Grace ravished by Huey. My
hands tremble on the phone. Is this how long the sessions usually go on when
I’m with them? Maybe I usually lose
track of time. 


And then as the station platform fills up further, I
can’t be sure that what I’m watching won’t
be seen by others so I close the video down. Lost and drowning in my thoughts. 


I arrive home a little before six forty-five and have
a message on my cell now to let me know they should be back by eight. 


A small sliver of relief seeps through me. At least
I won't have to wait on my own for hours. 


But even so, as I sit in our home and the tiredness of
so much jerking off over their enjoyment leaves me drained, it’s resentment now that burns through me. 


Who the hell does Huey think he is? Taking my wife to a hotel for sex in the middle of
the day? He must secretly be laughing at me. The ‘perfect’ employee. I come up with all the best ideas
to help him sell his firm to rich investors and make a stack of cash, and at
the same time, I hand over my wife for him to have the time of his life in bed
with.


Yeah? Well, maybe today was the last time.









Chapter Twelve


Kevin


“Why not Kev?” Evie holds the steel cage of the
chastity belt up in front of me in our bedroom, “they’re supposed to make a guy
incredibly horny.” 


I always am ‘incredibly horny’ when you’re about to get involved with other men. That's
the problem. 


I shake my head, look away from her pleading, cocoa
brown eyes and down to the new, semi-sheer black bra that barely covers her
sizable, pale boobs and pink nipples. “I’m
nervous enough about tonight without wearing that.”


I do feel kind of guilty about my refusal. I’m sure she thinks that me wearing that ridiculous
steel cage would somehow be ‘supportive’. But I’d never get through tonight
without being able to blow my load when I need to. Even if I could somehow talk
myself into rough of a weird submissive mindset to wear it.


“You’re not the only one who’s nervous,” she sighs and
plonks the cage down on the dresser, “It’s me who’ll be serving drinks to guys
all night. No doubt dressed in something very short,” she eyes herself in the
mirror again. 


Don’t I
know it? The tightness in my chest
and my unsettled guts all week since we told Richmond she’d give Traders a try for one night, proves it. 


My cock though, throbs with excitement even through
the cold sweat of near panic. I pull her to me, inhale intoxicating bergamot
and vanilla in the perfume on her throat. “And
don’t you worry, when you’ve finished tonight, I’ll still be ‘incredibly’ horny
enough for you.”


“Spoilsport. Richmond said the cock lock would add
another dimension for us.”


I know that too. He said the same thing to me on the
phone. 


“I’m going to be with Joe all night,” I shake my head,
“that could be embarrassing enough when you’re…. and what if me and him go to
the washroom together? How do I explain having to sit down to pee every time?”


Evie sighs and puts the chastity belt away. 


I glance at her thrusting butt, wrap my arms around
her again, this time from behind. 


One of the other things that’s still troubling me is what I did to that dildo
again with her the other night. I don’t want to add to the risk of looking
emasculated in her eyes by wearing what will effectively make me cock-less in a
place like Traders. Somewhere there’s so much testosterone floating around. And
where I know I’ll be desperate to jack off. 


And if I’m
honest with myself, I’m not sure how I’d react if my excitement and sexual
frustration rose together all night. Who
knows what I might do? I won’t risk degrading myself like last time. Won’t risk
repeating what I did to Richmond. 


My cock pulses in my pants but Evie wrestles herself
out of my arms.


She pulls on a slinky, red stretch dress and
straightens it in front of the full-length mirror. 


“Are you really nervous?” I ask
her. I can still hardly believe she’s agreed to go to Traders again. Even if it is only
serving drinks and ‘assisting’ Rachel. 


Evie nods, her butt jutting out in the tight dress.


“Rachel will take good care of you,” I say and fasten
my freshly-ironed shirt. I check the pale green digits of the bedside clock.
Joe and Rachel will be here to pick us up in five minutes. My stomach tenses. “And
it’s only waitressing….maybe getting your butt grabbed a little.”


Evie rolls her eyes and puckers her lips up again in
the mirror.


What will Richmond expect of my wife
later in his office? 


“So, how you looking forward to it?” Joe says later in
a lowered voice and he pushes his car into fourth gear, accelerates past a
wagon.


I’ve been
apprehensive about this part of tonight too. Even though I know Joe. Being
around another husband while our wives are ‘serving’ guys together. That could
be pretty awkward. “I guess so,” I nod; talk quietly too because of the girls
in the back, “it’s just the fear of the unknown. How far everything might go.” 


Not for the first time, I wonder what Joe would say if
he knew ‘how far’ I’d gone myself the
last time we visited Traders. Or if he knew what Richmond (and my wife) wanted
me to wear between my legs. 


“It’ll be different to when she just looked around the
last time. You’ll both love it though. Zaria doesn’t push the wives. She lets
them go at their own pace.”


I glance over my shoulder. 


Evie and Rachel in animated conversation. Both as hot
as one another, tits emphasized by clingy dresses, eyes smoldering in thick
eyeliner 


In one night, that female alongside my wife took more
cocks than she could later count. At the same venue my wife is going to
tonight. Joe told me. Is that really how I want my Evie to end up? My
marriage? 


My cock shits in my pants.


“How have things been with that pervy neighbor of
Rachel’s Mom’s?” I ask to help me think of something other than the coming
evening.


“Don’t ask,” Joe shakes his head and turns
up the volume of his radio. He peers into his rearview mirror. “He’s getting
worse. Tonight will be light relief. I’ll tell you all about it later.”


Shortly afterward, with my stomach bubbling with
nerves, Joe pulls into a parking space in front of Richmond’s club. Businessmen and one or two glammed-up women
are already being waved in through the front doors. 


My wife’s
body as fodder for rich old men’s eyes. My cock stirs again in my pants but I need to keep a grip on my
excitement and behavior tonight. I’m not getting coerced by Richmond again. 


I peer around for his Bentley. Don’t see it. 


A few minutes later, when we’re into the fragrant warmth, subdued lights, and
thumping electronic dance music of his club, it’s the curvy Amanda who greets
us first. The shape of her tits and big ass on show through a jaw-dropping red
bodystocking.


Joe glances at me with his eyebrows raised, smiles.


What if Evie is expected to wear something like that?


Amanda hugs Rachel, then my wife.


What a trio they make. 


It seems inconceivable though that Amanda’s regular ‘lover’ or ‘bull’ is that fat Walden
Barrett guy. The third man in the semi-circle of shame for Evie up in Richmond
office the other weekend. The man who jacked off into my wife’s face. 


‘He’s got something about him too,’ Evie said about Barrett the other night when I
asked, ‘a kind of charisma.’


“Is Chris with you?” Joe asks Amanda and he peers
about us.


“No, he wasn’t feeling too good when I left. Probably
nursing a beer on the sofa and feeling sorry for himself round about now.”


While his wife parades around like a show pony for
other men?


Something about even that thought makes my balls
quiver and I discretely ease a hand into my pocket, adjust the position of my
cock. 


“Zaria’s worked out a new role for potential newbies
because of you,” Amanda says to my wife, and then she smiles at a group of guys
in dark suits who pass us all by. “You should be honored.”


“I’ve told Richmond I’ll only be serving drinks and
being friendly to his clients. Just to see how I like it.”


“Sure,” Amanda says and exchanges a glance with
Rachel. An exchange between the two other women which simultaneously terrifies
and thrills me, “So let’s go and get you something suitable to wear.”


Evie kisses me and gives me a look that if I didn’t know better, I’d suspect was her on the verge of
panic. 


“If you don’t like any part of what happens, come and
find me,” I say into her ear above the music, I stroke the small of her back,
the tops of her buttocks, “we’ll leave right away.” 


“I’m hoping I won’t have to try and find you,” she
says, “I want to be able to see you the whole time.”


“Evening everyone,” the chiseled Phil appears before
the girls have gone to get Evie and Rachel dressed-up. He’s in a crisp,
open-necked white shirt and gray suit. Looks more tanned than I remember him
from last time. When his thick cock
was being sucked by my wife. 


He kisses Rachel, then the blushing Evie. 


Is she too remembering the last time she saw him?


“Just had a call from Richmond,” he tells the group,
his flight’s delayed. “Still hopeful of getting here before we close though.”


Relief loosens my chest. Seeps into my gut. If
Richmond doesn’t make it here at
all, or has less time if he does, then that’s one less thing to fret about. 


“You girls going to get Evie ready for action?” Phil
asks Rachel and Amanda.


“I’m only serving drinks,” Evie says.


“Of course,” he says and smiles at her. 


Evie kisses the side of my face again and Rachel takes
her hand, leads her away. Amanda moves off in the opposite direction.


“Get yourselves a couple of rounds of drinks while you’re
watching tonight, boys,” Phil looks away from Evie and Rachel’s rears and he
pulls out his phone, swipes, and taps. “Sent you a code, Champ,” he says to
Joe. 


I thank the man who’s shared my wife with Richmond now on three separate occasions. And even
as I do, my gratitude seems insane. 


“No worries,” he says then turns his attention back to
Joe. “Got some important clients flying in next weekend, so I’ll need Rachel to
help out with a little hotel work for me again.”


Joe nods. 


“Love to give your little lady a shot at that kind of
opportunity too when she’s ready,” he nods at me.


‘Ready?’


“Fast growing business and plenty of demand. She’s got
the perfect look. And attitude. Similar to Rachel. Joe’s wife could train her
up, same as she’s doing here. I’d have to square it with Richmond first though,”
he taps one side of his nose.


What the hell?


“Catch you guys later,” he winks and leaves us. 


Joe and I make our way to the main bar with Phil’s proposition circling my head. Everywhere I look I
expect sympathetic or incredulous glances, as if everyone knows my wife is
getting changed ready to provide amusement, entertainment, and maybe arousal
for a club-full of expectant customers. 


I wait behind Joe and a re-mixed version of an old
dance track called (something like) ‘I
can move any mountain’ thunders through the sound system. Despite the company
of another guy, I already feel desperate to cum. 


I hold off though. For now. Grab my beer then Joe and
I seek out a table close to the main dance show area.


Already up on the main floor a redhead goes through
contortions on a shiny steel pole. She’s
watched by a scattering of largely unresponsive males.


But a few minutes later Amanda shows a large group of
loud, youngish guys in suits to seats almost directly opposite us across the
raised dance floor.


Several wave cash at the scantily-dressed hostess and
when she’s tapped their order into her
handheld device and turns to leave them, one of the men pretends to kiss her
ass. 


Joe looks at me and rolls his eyes. 


I return to watching the redhead again and she’s upside down on the pole now. 


And then, a few minutes later, familiar motion
opposite draws my eye. 


Two barely-dressed girls with buckets of champagne for
the group of men. My heart quickens.


Joe digs me with his elbow.


Evie agreed to wear that? 


My wife -clearly nervous - in a metallic, silver
slingshot bikini. 


Most of her body on show. Shit. 


Rachel in an identical black one. Two slim, vertical
strips of fabric run down either side of the girl’s necks and widen a little over their tits to hide their nipples, cover
maybe a third of their boobs. 


Shit, Evie.
My cock hardens, chest pulls tight. 


The strips on their costumes narrow again below their
chests before they reach a triangle of fabric on each, both stretched tight
over their married pussies. Every other part of their bodies; from their flat
stomachs to their bare hips, thighs, and legs on display. Can’t see the backs of the outfits yet. 


Oh, God. My wife. I need to jack-off. The only reason she’d agree to wear that is because Rachel’s in the same.


The group of men around them laugh, gesticulate, and
move the girl’s hair, talk into their
ears. 


Rachel looks at ease, laughing with the men. Evie less
so. Our wives put the drinks down on their tables and Evie stands holding her
hands in front of herself, Rachel straightens her long hair through her
fingers. 


A fair-haired guy says something to Evie, hands her
money. 


Evie tries several times to get the notes under the
strap of her costume and eventually does. 


Shit, the back of that outfit!


Two bootlace strips of metallic silver. One around her
waist which descends into a ‘V’ shape and
is attached to the second. A vertical one. A gstring, part-hidden between her
exposed butt cheeks. 


Fucking hell, Evie. 


Higher up her equally bare back, two loose strips of
silver fabric hang in the back of her hair. Where the outfit is tied behind her
neck? Shit. The rest of my wife’s
body on show to everyone.


A seated man runs a hand up the back of my wife’s thighs. Like she’s a piece of meat. 


And then she and Rachel are both gone.


I have to go as well.


“Just nipping to the washroom,” I tell Joe and make my
way there as fast as possible without it looking obvious. 


This will give me more than just short-term relief. It
will leave me even less likely to get talked into anything by Richmond if he
gets here later.


I choose the first of several booths and lock myself
in. Yank my cock out and work it. 


That guy had his fucking hands all over
Evie. She put another guy’s cash
into her ‘bra’ like a prostitute would. Everyone can see my wife’s body. Oh
God, Evie. Evie. Where is this all headed?


Back out to the dancing area to Join Joe again and
there’s no sign of my wife or his.


The place has filled up a little more over the last
few minutes and the redhead on stage has been joined by a slender brunette on
the second pole. I try to check if either of them are wearing wedding rings but
can't tell for sure from here. 


I keep scanning around for Evie as Joe and I talk and
I do spot her again with a tray of drinks at one point. But then I lose sight
of her in the crowd. How many other times has she been touched-up so far
tonight?  


“So that fucking Talbot guy,” Joe says and proceeds to
tell me the latest of what sound incredible events with the old retired guy who’s
obsessed over Rachel for years. The old fart wants to screw Rachel’s Mom now as
well! I stare at Joe. Try to fathom how he and Rachel got caught up with someone
like that. This shit is actually
happening in their lives?


It makes what me and Evie get up to sound tame. 


I peer around for her again and spot Amanda showing
two couples to a table and then a few minutes later a little guy in a sports
jacket pats her ass. 


Joe
tells me some more about how Amanda got together with that Walden guy. How she
was working in his wife’s vintage clothes
shop when the old man spotted her. He talks about the CCTV she and her husband
have allowed her overweight bull to install in their bedroom. I try to
comprehend such intrusion. Try to visualize Evie allowing Richmond to do the
same to us. How could anyone live under such close scrutiny and lack of
privacy? 


And yet even as I acknowledge the impossibility of
such a situation, it does something uncomfortable to both my stomach and
testicles. I divert my thinking and glance around either side of us again for
Evie. 


I needn’t have
bothered. She’s directly in front again, across the other side of the
dancefloor with that large group of guys. 


My chest pulls.


A swarthy-looking guy holds both of Evie’s hands in his, looks down at them and strokes them
while his friends laugh. 


“Has Richmond tried to get you to blow him again
lately?” Joe looks at me.


The question takes me by surprise and for a second or
two I fumble for an answer.


“That’s a ‘yes’ then,” Joe says and laughs, swallows a
mouthful of beer, “Don’t take it personally. He kept asking me for a long while
before he got the message.” 


He talks some more about that Talbot guy again. Says
he should never have let him near Rachel in the first place. Says it proves the
need to take care with the men your wife is shared with. He says it shows the
benefits of ‘setting her free’ in a place
like this. A ‘safe’ and ‘controlled’ environment. The same thing Richmond says
to me and Evie. Joe says Phil’s clients are safe too. ‘Properly vetted’. Says
he and Rachel never had any trouble that way. 


“And then there’s the money,” he raises his eyebrows
and clinks the neck of his beer bottle against mine. 


“Hey,” Evie says and both girls are back with us. 


I go to kiss Evie but then pull back. I’m not sure I want anyone to see us together and then
later wonder why the hell the woman I just kissed, and who has a wedding ring
on her finger, is serving drinks dressed in so little. 


“Do I look cheap wearing this?” she says into my ear,
then kisses me there.


“I had to jerk-off as soon as I saw you in it,” I say
and run my left hand over the back of her thighs. Same place that other guy felt her. 


“Your wife wants to tell you something,” Rachel says
and then smiles at a tall guy who walks past eying her. 


“You tell them,” Evie says, “it was you they asked.”


“Only because the brothers know me,” she says and
rests a hand on Joe’s thigh.


“I’m not saying anything,” Evie says and kisses my
cheek, “it was probably a joke anyway.”


“Trust me, it wasn’t,” Rachel says and laughs.


“Is anyone going to tell me what’s going on?” I look
from Evie to Rachel. 


Shit, they both look so hot. 


“The Daniels brothers,” Rachel says and smiles over at
the large group opposite, “they’re regulars. They want to take me and your wife
outside.”


“Outside?” I gape at Joe’s gorgeous, uncovered wife.
Then my own. 


“It’s perfectly safe out there,” Rachel shrugs, “they’ve
got heaters and CCTV. Sofas now too.”


Take our wives outside to ‘sit’ on the sofas with them? Surely they don’t mean… “All of those guys?” I ask and glance across at the
group. Don’t especially want them to see me looking their way though. 


“Evie, your husband’s funny,” Rachel laughs and her
nose crinkles up.


“Only two of them,” Evie says and takes my arm.


“They’re decent guys,” Rachel says, “clean and not
rough. They’re in car sales. Tip real well too. And it won’t be full sex.”


Holy shit.  


Joe’s hand
slides to his wife’s butt.


“Blow job, or sometimes you can get away with a hand
job,” Rachel says “and they don’t mind doing it together, so Evie wouldn’t be
on her own with him.”


“Those guys don’t care who sees either,” Joe nudges
me, “you and me can go out there too,” he says and drains his beer, “watch it
all.”









Chapter Thirteen


Spencer


It’s almost 9-30
pm and I’m on the console and Dying Light when I finally hear Grace’s key in
the door. 


So much for eight o’clock. It’s going to take everything I can muster not
to be shitty with her now. 


“Hey Bro,” Huey says.


What? I look
away from him and gape at Grace. How come she brought him back? That was
never the plan. 


“Huey took his car to the airport this morning, so he
gave me a ride home to save my cab fare,” she says like she read my mind. Or
like she interpreted the black clouds in my face. “It’s OK,” she comes to the
sofa and leans down, kisses me, “no one saw us coming up to the apartment. And
it’s dark outside.”


She smells of his aftershave. 


“And even if anyone did see,” Huey shrugs, “I am your
boss, calling on you at home. No biggie.”


It’s not
your opinion that matters here. And since when is it your decision how my wife
gets home?


“Guess I better take off then,” he sighs and I
deliberately press ‘resume’ on the game. 


“Huey could stay for a quick drink with us, couldn’t
he, Spens?” 


What the fuck, Grace? Can’t, you bear to see the back
of him?


“Only if Spens is OK with it,” Huey shrugs and checks
his wristwatch. 


Like I have any choice now. 


“Another beer too, Spens?” Grace asks me on her way to
the kitchen.


I shake my head.


“You found many glitches in it, Bro ?” Huey nods at
the screen and game.


“No. It’s good.”


“Look, thanks for letting me take her,” he sits
alongside me and holds out a hand for me to shake. 


Come on Spencer, the man is your employer. You’re the one who let him take your wife away this
morning. You’re the one who let him screw her brains out all afternoon in a
hotel. 


I don’t feel
like shaking hands with him. But I do. 


“You enjoy the videos?”


I shrug, give him a tight smile. 


“Spens, can I have a word?” Grace hands Huey a beer
then indicates the kitchen with her head.


I sigh and put the controller down, stand. Is she
going to have a go at me now for being rude to him? 


“Were you OK without me?” she whispers and wraps her
arms around my neck. 


The smell of him is strong. But her warmth and the
pressure of her up against me prickles my balls. 


“Not as ‘OK’ as you obviously were.”


“Don’t be like that. I was feeling bad all day because
you weren’t with us.” 


“Yeah, it looked that way on the videos.”


“So let me make it up to you,” she says and kisses me.


“I don’t know if I’m in the mood.” I’m not
even certain I could get a hard-on when he’s gone anyhow. I’ve jacked off so
much today. “And what happened to
your tights?” Her legs are bare under her skirt. 


“They got laddered. Didn’t have time to pick up
another pair. Look, why don’t I do it again with him in front of you now.
Before he goes?” she rubs my cock,.


She wants him again? My blood chills my bones but rouses my cock too. 


“That’s why I asked him to stay for a drink. So you
could be with me this time.”


She does. She wants sex with him again right now. She’s being doing it with him most of the day and still,
she fucking wants more. 


“Come on,” she says and kisses my neck. 


I stare into her green eyes. Try to work her out.


She grabs a beer for me and wine for her then takes my
hand. 


I follow the sway of her butt in the same pale green
pencil skirt she wore when Huey started fucking her hours ago.


“Can we do something together very quickly for Spens
before you leave?” 


“Now do I get to use the handcuffs?” Huey grins up
from the sofa.


“He was going on about them all afternoon,” Grace
rolls her eyes and sips her wine. 


“Some other time maybe Huey,” I say, not sure what to
feel about Grace’s desire for him and still not wholly in the zone.


“I’m sure you can think of something else you could do
to me,” Grace slides down onto Huey’s knee in front of me.


My pulse rises into my dry throat. 


Huey smiles at her and takes her drink. Hands it up to
me. 


And then they’re
all over each other. Like at the hotel. Lips and whole mouths kissing, him
mauling her hair, stroking her throat, caressing her face. Her hand on his jaw,
his beard, his chest. And despite my misgivings and sulkiness I’m rock hard
again.


I need toilet roll to cum in. I head to the bathroom with my heart thumping and I
pull off a strip. Stare into the shaving mirror for a second and try to calm
down. 


Then back to the living area where Grace kneels near
Huey’s feet.


Fucking hell.



He’s still sat
on our sofa, legs spread wide now. Grace down between his thighs. Sucking. Sucking.
Skirt stretched tight around her ass, sucking my boss’s cock.


Already?


“I’d love to see this one last time today while you’re
doing it Grace,” Huey leans forward over her back and paws at her skirt, “I
love this booty so much, Bro.” 


I stare at the scene. Unable to respond.


“Mmmng, it’s always only my butt or legs that guys
notice isn’t it, Spens?” Grace asks from the floor but she doesn’t look up,
barely stops sucking, “mmng, never anything else.”


“I don’t believe that for a minute,” Huey says and
drags her skirt up to her waist, exposes her white panties and her buttocks.


I pull out my cock.


“Mmm, you’re just about the prettiest girl I ever saw.
Even Richmond said the same after he met you. And then there’s those little
feet…”


‘Richmond?’


“Mmng, ‘feet’ is weird,” Grace moans into his groin.


“Bro, you help me get her heels off? Can’t reach them
from here.”


Is he serious?


“Mnng, mnng,” Grace tries to kick off one heel with
the other as she sucks, but she struggles. 


My cock sticks out in front of Huey but I’m too far gone to care now and I crouch, close to her
exposed butt, near to her sunken shoulders, her bowing head. I twist and drag
off her left shoe. Expose the crinkled pink skin of her sole.


“Mmm, beautiful,” Huey purrs.


I show him her other bare foot, toss her shoes aside
then stand back. Let him fully admire my wife. I play with my dick.


“Mnng, mmng,” Grace moans around Huey’s cock and
balls.


“Ooh,” Huey groans, and his chin rises, he exhales
hard.


I work my dick, imagine the pleasure Grace is giving
my boss.


“Trouble is,” Huey groans and leans forward over Grace’s
back again. He runs a hand over her panties and the sides of her ass, “whenever
I see this now, I want to spank it again.”


“Mmm, so why don’t you?” Grace holds his upright shaft
in two hands, kisses it. 


Fuck, Gracie.
I stroke fast. She wants it, she wants that treatment from him. 


My wife’s butt
is slapped. 


“Ah!” her hips jerk, but she sucks. Head and shoulders
tilted right down she sucks him. Faster now. “Uck-urgh, uck-urgh, uck-urgh,”
almost like she’s choking.


“Easy,” Huey tells her and caresses her hair, smacks
her again. 


Grace groans into his balls. 


“You can’t get enough of it Grace, can you?” I jack.


She murmurs, shakes her head against his belly. 


Huey caresses the marks on her flesh, then looks up
and right at me, “be even hotter when we’ve
got a little more time Bro, try those handcuffs out too.” He slaps her, wobbles
her flesh.


Grace groans then accelerates, “Uck-urgh, uck-urgh, uck-urgh.”


He’s determined
to tie my wife up. I thrash my cock,
all reason and self-respect abandon me, “Spank
her Huey, cum in her mouth. Cum in my wife’s mouth.”


“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh,” her mouth and throat guttural
and coarse, violent like his hand, and she’s slapped. Cracked hard. Her
reddened buttocks judder. 


She squeals.


“Is it still OK Grace?” I gasp.


She nods, Sucks.


Slapped. Twice. Three times. 


Fucking hell Huey. I cum into the toilet roll.


Slapped. 


“Stop. That’s enough,” I pant. 


“No worries. Sorry Bro,” Huey closes his eyes and
takes Grace’s head in both hands. He works his dick smoothly up at her. “Yeah…oh,
yeah…. oh, yeah….oh, yeah…oooooh,” and his face contorts. He gasps. Ejaculates.









Chapter Fourteen 


Kevin


“I’m not going outside with them unless you want me
to,” Evie says in my ear and she kisses the side of my face. She holds onto my
forearm.


I glance across at the men again. They’re looking at us. Laughing. 


“Come on,” Joe nudges me, “you know you’ll enjoy it.”


“You’ll have to give us five minutes to let Zaria know
where we’re going,” Rachel says to Joe.


Evie looks at me. Expectant eyes. Same as Rachel and
Joe’s. But Evie’s face tells me she doesn’t
necessarily want this. Maybe just needs me to decide. 


“OK,” I say and kiss her, nod my head.


I watch her walk away with Rachel then I let Joe grab
me and take me to get fresh drinks. 


And he’s babbling about ‘how hot’ this will be but my mind is whirring, almost
out of control and then we’re nodding to the security guard at the back door
beyond the washrooms, and me with my stomach bubbling as we pass outside into
the night air. 


It’s warmer than
I expect though. There’s a paved area with pale pink paving stones and muted
lighting. Two cream sofas with a small table each and several free-standing,
pyramid-style heaters. A finely-dressed, oldish couple cuddle together with
drinks on one sofa but the other is free and we head for it. 


We sit, a few feet from one of the heaters with its twirling, glass tube element blasting out warmth. 


Rachel and Evie arrive outside in their heels with two
men a few moments later. The girls carry a towel, or small blanket each. 


Oh, hell.


The guys are both fair-haired, maybe in their early
forties. Athletic and smartly dressed in sports jackets. They laugh
and the girl’s tits and asses bounce as
they hurry to one of the heaters. 


My chest tightens, stomach gurgles.


The old guy on the other sofa says something to his
wife and the couple watch the newly arrived foursome. 


Do we give up the sofa to our wives and the men? I glance at Joe but his eyes are on his wife. 


Rachel smiles over at him and then takes one of the
men by the hand, leads him over to the wall of the building. Directly in our
view. 


The other guy smiles at my wife and takes her hand. 


Shit. I
watch her in her heels and little more than a silver g-string covering her body
and my cock is granite.


“Come on,” Joe nudges me, “let’s get closer.”


I follow him up off the sofa and the guy with Rachel
has his cock out. Long, circumcised, and in her hand. 


Holy crap.


Evie and her guy are still just talking.


Rachel giggles and her blanket is on the floor at her
guy’s feet. Then she kneels.


I glance at Joe, “Wouldn’t
they prefer to do it on our sofa?” I don’t think he hears me. 


His wife sucks.


The other guy takes my wife’s blanket from her, drapes it around her shoulders
and smiles at her. Unzips.


Oh, Evie.


She’s shown his
cock and she looks over at me.


Big, thick cock. All hard for her. I think I nod. I mean to nod, and Evie takes
his cock, holds it for him. 


“Mmm, yeah,” he exhales and caresses her honey-blonde
hair. 


Oh God, Evie.


Joe crouches down alongside me.


What the hell?


He rests his beer bottle on the paving stones then
stands and unbuttons his pants. 


He’s
going to jerk-off in front of me? In front of the couple on the sofa?


“Mmm, yeah,” the guy with Evie rests his head back
against the wall, closes his eyes and smiles. 


My wife’s head
leans against his chest, eyes down she masturbates him. Long slow pulls of his
engorged manhood, works him toward orgasm.


Oh, my Evie.
My stomach churns, cock throbs, weeps pre-cum. 


Down on the floor, Rachel urgently pleasures the other
brother. Arms wrapped around the backs of his thighs she drives her head and
shoulders to his waist. Strangled, slobbering sounds as her head is held firm. 


My Evie’s guy
runs fingers over her slender waist, the curve of a bare hip. 


“Fuck,” his brother groans, and his shoes scrape the
ground, widens his stance. His mouth gapes and he grips Rachel’s head. 


“Go on Rach,” Joe mutters and works his own cock.


The whole scene is too much for me and now I don’t care what the old couple think. Don’t
even care about the security camera high on the wall. My wife is in public in
little more than a shrunken bra a g-string, jacking a stranger off a few feet
from me. Doing it in front of Joe. Doing it in front of another couple. A
couple who probably think my wife is a paid whore.


I copy Joe. Place my drink on the floor with one
shaking hand and then grope for my cock. 


“A little faster baby,” the guy murmurs to Evie, plays
with her hair, “oohmmm, yeah…that’s it…that’s it.”


“Ah, ah, ahhhhh,” Rachel’s guy gasps, and his eyes
roll right back. His legs shake, shoulders slumped over her head. 


I watch her take his load and there’s price sticker still on one of her heels. 


“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” Joe murmurs and beats himself
off.


His wife’s
so hot. How can she do that kind of stuff? I jerk; gaze back at my own beautiful wife as she strokes another male,
fondles his balls too. How can my wife do it? How can any of us? 


The answer is in my hand and I work it fast, pleasure
myself even faster than Evie does him. 


“Fuck Rach,” Joe sounds almost like he’s puking but
his shoulders slump too. He cums into a fistful of tissues. 


The guy with Evie is breathing hard now, a hand on her
ass.


Her eyes remain down, watching her hand and his dick
and his balls. Her arm speeds up, like she intuitively senses he’s close, or she doesn’t want him to finish too long
after Rachel’s guy. 


“Oh baby,” he gasps, “so good with those hands, so
good.”


Evie smiles to herself as she pulls and she milks. 


“Uh, uh, uhhhh,” he gasps and she moves away, lets him
squirt into the air. 


Shit, Evie shit, I thrash my cock through my fist, and then mine comes too. Twist away
from everyone else and unload thick stripes across the paving stones. 


Back inside to the music and lights and if Joe wasn’t here I might collect Evie and insisted we leave
right now. 


But for better or worse, something about his presence
prevents me from seriously entertaining the idea. I need to get my head
together though. Weirdly, it feels like something has changed between me and
Joe after what we did together. 


Could jerking off in front of each other, and in those
circumstances, have brought us closer? Or is that all just in my head, and I’m still not thinking straight.


“Enjoy that dude?” he grins at me when we’re back in
line at the bar.


“Amazing,” I shake my head. 


“I might leave my car here tonight and grab a cab back
if you’re OK with that?” he says, “don’t feel like moving onto soft drinks any
time soon.”


“Don’t blame you. But yeah, no worries, we can get a
cab back too.” 


When eventually we get served at the bar and more
drinks, we then have to search a lot harder for somewhere to sit than we did
when we first arrived. It’s gotten a lot
busier. 


Glimpses of our wives are rarer now too but Evie has
promised to come and find me if there are any more ‘proposals’ from clients. There’s still no sighting of
Richmond. Deep down I’m relieved about that. 


We see Phil a couple of times though. Once when he
introduces us to another of Richmond’s
friends. A distinguished-looking black guy with a little red bow tie, gray
beard, and glasses. Doctor Miller. A cosmetic surgeon. The man responsible for
Zaria’s impressive chest.


Later, we spot the striking but severe-looking Zaria
herself. 


Joe and I talk above the music about the leggy,
leather-clad manageress of this place. About how hot she is and he asks me
again about the time Evie and I went to Richmond’s and Zaria was there. Joe tells me more about her relationship with
Richmond. The rumors of her whipping her cross-dressing husband. And doing the
same to Richmond’s wife, Lily.


I contemplate Vaughn, Zaria’s husband. A guy who has been cuckolded with both his
wives by Richmond. I try to comprehend how any man could put himself through
that. Can’t imagine the levels of masochism and submission. 


And yet. And yet…


Joe tells me once again that Evie and I should
consider her working here on a regular basis. And even taking Phil up on his
offer of shifts for his promotional company at some point in the future. Once
Phil has run the idea by Richmond.


None of that could never happen. There’s a world
of difference between a single hand-job outside a nightclub and being employed to
fuck and suck a regular stream of other men. 


Surely? 


“Evening gentlemen,” late on, after several more
drinks, Zaria herself finds Joe and me in a corner of the main floor, “I
suspected it was you two lurking over here.” 


“Oh, hi,” Joe clears his throat and I nod ‘hello.’


I don’t how I know,
but there’s something about her fruity,
floral perfume that marks it out as obviously expensive.


“Evie’s done very well tonight,” Zaria flashes a rare
smile, “certainly proved popular. Particular with one regular client. And she
seems to have enjoyed herself.”


I blush. 


“She has a good mentor in Rachel though. The best. Look
gentlemen, I’ve just spoken to your wives, Richmond’s sorry but he’s not going
to make it tonight. Still a problem with his flight.”


I’m glad.



“He has though left instructions. In his absence, he’d
like your wives to together look after Philip and Walden before they leave for
the evening. So if you’d like to view the session, perhaps you’d make your way
to the mezzanine floor and Richmond’s office?”


‘Look after’ Phil and Walden?’ I glance across at Joe but he’s off his stool, beer
in hand and gesturing me with his head.


Don’t
Evie and I get the chance to discuss this? Decide? Or is my wife so stoked by
what she did earlier that she’s already made up her own mind?


We follow Zaria’s
upright walk and the sway of her imperious behind in her tight leather pencil
skirt. Up the stairs where as we rise, I feel less inhibited about checking out
her shape. Undeniably great legs too in dark, seamed stockings. 


Would Evie do something with Phil if Richmond wasn’t there? She
never has before. But so what? It’s
not like Richmond is the only other man she’s been with over the last few
months. And she’s already given one hand job to someone else tonight. 


But this would be Richmond dictating who my has sex
with. Even when he’s not around.


Would she want to go near that overweight Walden guy
again? Why? Because Richmond says so? Although she’s fantasized in bed about Walden as well, hasn’t she? 


Evie catches me outside Richmond’s office. Two men close by leering at her. My cock
pulses. 


“Don’t take long,” Zaria says to her and goes inside
with Rachel and Joe.


Rachel’s
going to be in there at the same time as Evie.


“What do you think?” my wife grabs my arm. 


A middle-aged guy passes by with a tumbler of scotch,
runs his eyes up and down my wife as he does. 


“No Richmond tonight,” I say.


“I know,” she pouts sulkily, “he face-timed Zaria and
spoke to me, said Phil and Walden haven’t stopped talking about me since…you
know.”


She wants to do this for Richmond. And she’s flattered by the other two men’s attention. 


My cock has stiffened right up again. 


“It was so hot watching you outside before,” I inhale
her neck, see if I can smell the guy she jacked off on her. But there are so many
different fragrances and aromas on my wife now that I can’t even decipher
anymore the one she put on before we left home. So many people all around and
her in the thick of it all night. 


“Do you want me to do what Richmond said? You know I
won’t if you say so.”


But I want her to do Richmond’s bidding. I want her to put us both ‘through’ this
for him. 


“I want it, Evie.”


She kisses me and we ring the buzzer of
Richmond’s door.


“Ah there you are,” on the far side of the room that
still weirdly looks like something from the Sopranos, Walden Barrett loosens
his tie.


“I’ll leave you all to it,” Zaria says with a soft
smile that’s at odds with the pulsing intensity of the moment. 


“So here’s what we want,” Barrett says and gestures
Evie over to the men and Rachel. 


I join Joe, stand at his wide and wish I’d got myself another drink. My mouth is bone dry. 


“We’ll have you both over the pool table,” Barrett
says from behind Rachel and begins to undo the bikini straps behind her neck.


Holy shit. I
hold my breath. 


Phil sidles over to my wife and smiles at her, takes
her hand, and guides her over to the pool table in her heels. Then he stands
back, smiles again, and gestures for her to remove her metallic outfit. 


A bare-breasted Rachel joins her, the straps of her
top hanging limp around her waist. Barret pushes her face down over the green
baize.


Fucking hell.


Next to me, Joe already has his cock out. 


Rachel grunts and peers up over her shoulder at Evie.


My wife briefly uncovers her big tits in front of the
men. Then shields them with her forearms.


I hold my breath.


Barret crouches down behind Rachel, tugs at her bikini
bottoms, drags them off her raised behind. “Let’s have this all off,” he mumbles then when he’s stripped her naked,
he kicks the whole flimsy outfit away across the floor. 


Shit.


Joe slicks his cock through his fist, eyes transfixed.



Phil helps my bare-breasted wife’s down on her stomach over the same side of the pool
table as Rachel. Only a couple of feet or so away from Joe’s wife. 


“You want to do this for me, champ?” Phil looks at me,
indicates my wife’s bikini bottoms, the loose straps of her top. 


Strip my wife so she can be fucked?


Joe
works his hard dick somewhere behind me and for a second time in this same room
and with two of the same three men watching me, I squat in the shadow of my
wife’s warm rear. This time alongside the
taut backs of her thighs and her calves. I reach around Evie’s waist and peel
the remains of the shiny fabric from her hips and between her cheeks. Shake it
down her legs to fully reveal her body to the men. 


Evie’s high
heels step right out of the skimpy costume on the floor the gusset is soaked. 


Close to us, Barrett is right up behind Rachel. A fat
hand down between her raised, rounded cheeks. His other palm strokes the curve
of her back, her hips.


‘“OK,” Phil waves me away and then once in front of
me, uses a knee to push Evie’s legs further apart. Her heels scrape on the
tiled floor. 


By the time I’ve
backed up a few feet away, Phil’s pants are down and then with a grunt, he’s in
my wife.


Shit, Evie. 


“Ooh, you are wet,” Phil eases himself out and then
back into her vagina, hands on her hips. 


“Ah...ah,” she groans.


His body smacks gently against her upturned rear,
makes her moan into the pool table.


“Ah...ah.”


Next to them, Barret is all over Rachel, fucking her
but he’s rough. Has a fistful of her
hair, slaps a palm almost methodically all over her cheeks. 


It’s a
good job this is one heavy table. 


“Oh, shit, yeah, oh, shit,” Rachel groans, head up and
pushing back at him. 


“Get that head down,” he tells her and leans into her.


Joe moves around to the side of the pool table, close
to his wife with his cock in his fist.


Good idea. I
do the same at the other edge of the table. Side-on view of Evie with Phil. 


“Ah...ah...ah.”


“Feel free to play with yourself too, champ,” Phil
says to me between deep thrusts up my wife. He grips Evie’s bare hips, fingers
dug into her flesh, buries himself deep inside her, grinds his hips with every powerful
drive into her.


I fumble for my cock, pull it out. 


Evie turns her head to me on the table, mouth gaping.
Her eyes close but her arm and hand reach out for me, “Ah...ah....ah, Kev, he’s so deep inside me, oh...ah...ah.”


“Is it good Evie?” I jack with one hand, take her hand
with my other. 


“Ah...ooh,” she squeezes my hand hard. So hard. 


“Is it, is it good?”


“Ah, ooh, Kev,” her head, on its side on the table, nods.
Her eyes still closed. 


“At a girl,” Phil grunts and he’s right over her back
now, head in her hair, body devouring hers. 


“Time for a swap,” someone says. Barrett looks across
from the red-assed Rachel to Phil. 


“Already?”


“Yep.”


“Fuck,” Phil sighs and backs out of my wife. Cock gleaming,
drooling.


Is that guy senior to Phil? 


I let go of Evie’s
hand and her head and shoulders rise from the table to look around. Her tits
sway, nipples risen and stiff. 


“Back down,” Barret says gruffly and bends at the
knee, pushes a thick, glazed cock into my wife; pushes her head and shoulders
down to the table. 


“Oh God, oh God Kev, two of them.”


“Mmm, yeah,” Rachel lets out a hoarse groan as her
body accepts Phil. Joe’s hand accelerates on his fist.


“Richmond was right about your tight hole, girl,”
Walden tells my wife. He dips at the waist, pounds her, “spread your ass cheeks
for me,” he grabs a fistful of Evie’s blonde hair.


“Oh, Kev,” Evie’s tits crush beneath her as she struggles
an arm up behind either side of her body, her fingers spread over her buttocks.



“Wide apart, let me see,” Walden says, already
breathless. 


Evie does as he asks, her whole body slammed forward
by the beat of his. He lets go of her hair and reaches forward over my wife. Both
hands. On the tiptoes of his brogues he pushes thick fingers into her mouth. Up
to his knuckles. 


Evie moans.


He grips her
throat with his other hand. 


What the hell is he doing? I stop jerking and stare at my wife. 


She moans and half turns away from me still holding
her ass cheeks apart for the man. 


She likes what he’s doing to her?


His thick fingers gag her, others squeeze her
straining throat, his belly thumps against her quivering and parted bare
buttocks. 


“Ah, ah, oh, oh, Kev, oh Kev,” Evie tries to tries to
turn to me, but Walden holds her face and throat firm, prevents it. 


“Hey!” I yell out but Evie moans around his fingers,
gasps, looks close to cumming.


“Take it easy,” Walden growls at me over his shoulder
and thumps into my wife. 


“Uhhh,” Jo gasps and he’s cum again, breathing like he
just ran up a hill. 


And Evie cries out. Wails. A strangled noise, her
whole body stiff then shaking. Bawling into and through her climax. 


He made her cum. I stoke again. Hard and fast. Need to finish too.


“What about this other little hole?” Walden asks and
his cock is out of Evie now, fingers gone from her mouth and rubbing between
her buttocks. 


Take her up the ass? Oh, fucking hell, no.. 


Evie is slumped over the table, bare body still
shaking from her orgasm. She doesn’t
protest about Walden’s suggestion. Or his probing fingers. 


Maybe she didn’t hear what Walden said? But she’ll be able to feel his fingers.


I move a little closer, juices run down the inside of
her leg.


Next to her and Walden, Rachel bawls, her eyes on
Evie. Phil, face screwed up, pulls Rachel’s
body to his cock. Shoves her away, pulls her back. 


“Hold those cheeks apart for me again,” Walden tells
my wife and he grips his cock.


“He wants to go in your ass Evie,” I jerk hard. 


I’ll stop
him if she asks me to. 


“Oh my God Kev,” she groans, doesn’t even open her
eyes.


Walden eases forward, inches into her most private
orifice. “Oh yeah,” he exhales and purses
his lips. Sinks the whole way in.


Fuck, Evie, fuck.


Evie’s head
rises, mouth gapes, hands still on her own cheeks. “Look what he’s doing to me,
Kev. What Richmond’s made him do to me.”


“Yeah, now get that head back down,” Walden shoves at
her, drills her opened ass.


And I can’t stop
myself. I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming too. Joe watching me, then watching Evie. Both girls
crying out, maybe for different reasons. Rachel with a spent Phil sprawled on
her back now. Evie’s body pressed and
pounded, pummelled from behind shaken and used by Richmond’s other lieutenant.









Epilogue


Joe


Talbot texted me later that night after Rachel and I
had left him and his smarmy friend. He confirmed that Sophie had called him.
She did that for me at least. But she reiterated to Talbot that it was over between her and him.


So now he’s
trying to tell me I have to change her mind. Enlist Rachel’s help too if
necessary. 


But the only help I plan to enlist is some I should
have insisted on a long time ago. Richmond and Phil. If they want Rachel to
carry on working for them then they owe us. They can make Talbot stop. 


On our way home from Talbot’s, I asked Rachel how come she thanked him for what
he did. She shrugged and said Talbot had pulled her to one side before he started
fucking her, asked her to do that in front of his friend. 


Talbot using my wife to make himself look good in front
of his sleazeball friend. 


Meantime, I have both sorts of days. I always have.
Those like today when I know that one day Rachel and I have to pack up and get
out of this whole town. Leave Traders in the rearview mirror and drive. Finish
once and for all with everyone Rachel knows there and what she does for Phil’s firm. Say goodbye to her slutty, cheating mother
and that lowlife Talbot. Get it all out of our lives and heads.


But there are always those other days too. 


Days when I cast the shame and worry off and beat off
like crazy. About Rachel in that foul bedroom of Talbot’s then me being offered money to effectively ‘prostitute’
my wife to his friend. Sometimes, even memories of Sophie’s nudity leak into my
consciousness in the odd moment before I cum.


Or I’ll
relive the thrill of our last visit to Traders. Rachel fucked alongside Kev’s
hot wife. Then, it feels good to be sharing what we do with another couple like
them. Good to not have to do all of this all alone like me and Rachel used to.
And I can feel free to wallow in the enjoyment and pleasure of seeing so many
men desire the girl I love. See them enjoy her body, but know that at the end
of any encounter it’s always me she’ll come back to. 


 


Kevin


I was still trying to deal with the events at Traders
by the time the cab got Evie and I home. But late as it was, she started on me
as soon as we were in through the door. 


“What did you think when Walden was squeezing my throat?”
she asked when she had my cock out, “Kev, he was so rough with me.” And she
said that like it was a good thing. She came as close to scaring me then
as she ever has. 


“You sure he didn’t hurt you?”


“Mmm no,” she said and got to me to lay on my back on
the sofa, went down and sucked me. “They’ve got special rooms upstairs Kev,”
she said around my balls and I could see how worked up she was, “ones where
Richmond and Walden make the girls do this to clients when they can’t even see
their faces. Mmm, Kev, can you imagine me having to do that? Blow someone without
even seeing his face?”


I didn’t know
how to react. I told myself she’d had a lot of champagne. And probably she had.
I mean, Phil and Walden broke out a bottle for the four of us before the cabs
came. And she probably had more with Rachel earlier.


But then the next day, Evie told me that she could ‘never, ever’ do anything like the girls in that room.
No matter that Rachel admitted she has or if I wanted her to. 


I remember her saying similar
things a long time ago though. Like she could ‘never ever’ sleep with any other man but me. And now look at her. It
makes me wonder whether you can grow to find almost anything acceptable given
enough time and enough encouragement from the right person or people.


Maybe
it’s similar to the idea of that chastity belt Richmond bought and expected me
to wear.


 


Spencer


Grace and I have talked about where we go from here
with Huey. Since that day trip and the hotel visit, we’ve talked about little else. She says she’ll do what
I want her to because she loves how excited the relationship makes me. But in
truth, I don’t think either of us 100% wants it to stop. 


I've asked her again how she feels about trying more
kinky stuff with Huey. The handcuffs. 


“Maybe his other girlfriends just weren’t adventurous,”
she said and I wasn’t sure how to take that statement.


I’ve thought
maybe if she wants kinkier things in the bedroom, tying up or whatever, then me
and her could try it together. I mean she did say she’d be happy for me to do
that to her. 


But something about the idea of there being some
sexual acts that she only does with Huey is kind of exciting in some strange
way. I’m not even sure why. 


I have though, started to think she could be getting
too close to Huey. Forming some sort of an emotional bond. That could surely be
dangerous, but I’m not sure how to ensure
it can’t happen.


And, I’m not
sure how we could stop doing what we are with Huey. I mean, how could that
affect my job if we stopped the relationship dead? Especially in uncertain
times when the firm has new part-owners... 









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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