
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Lanie Comes of Age

	 

	

	 

	Tinto Selvaggio

	 

	 


 

	Chapter 1 - Troubled Family

	Joe Barlow

	Chapter 2 - Lanie Propositioned

	Roy Faith

	Chapter 3 - Dirty Houseguest

	Dennis Talbot

	Chapter 4 - Richmond's Resolution

	Kevin Blandon

	Chapter 5 - Sleepover Invitation

	Trevor Twist

	Chapter 6 - What Walden Wants

	Joe Barlow

	Chapter 7 - Making Plans for Lanie

	Roy

	Chapter 8 - Head of the Household

	Dennis Talbot

	Chapter 9 - Girls Go to Town

	Kevin

	Chapter 10 - Hitching A Ride

	Trevor

	Chapter 11 - Hangover

	Roy

	Chapter 12 - Delayed Reactions

	Roy

	Chapter 13 - Big Sister Act

	Joe Barlow

	Chapter 14 - Working Wives

	Joe Barlow

	Chapter 15 - Above & Beyond

	Kevin

	Chapter 16 - Desperate Measures

	Roy

	Chapter 17 - Bull's Eye Views

	Phil Hastings

	Chapter 18 - Too Much to Bear

	Dennis Talbot

	Chapter 19 - Invitation Only

	Trevor

	Chapter 20 - Lanie in Waiting

	Trevor

	Chapter 21 – A Not So ‘Dry’ Run

	Joe Barlow

	Chapter 22 - New Lives

	Roy Faith

	Chapter 23 - Revelations

	Kevin

	Chapter 24 - New Blood

	Walden Barrett

	Chapter 25 - Reality Rears its Head

	Trevor

	

	 


Chapter 1 - Troubled Family
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	Joe Barlow

	 

	Back in the Sales Rep’s Volvo with him and outside the customers’ offices, I piece together what I need to say to the employee. I don’t want to damage the guy’s confidence. He’s been with the firm for less than three months. But he won’t last many more if he doesn’t win a decent piece of new business. And soon. If he fails, it won’t reflect well on me. He’s not like some of the bums I inherited when I took this job. I’m the one who employed this guy.

	 

	“Don’t start the engine yet Jason,” I gesture at him. His face is taut and red, I can see he’s not happy either. “How do you think it went in there?”

	 

	“Well, we didn’t get the business,” he shrugs, “So obviously not as well as it could have.”

	 

	You’re not kidding. By the time I spoke up to try and dig you out the whole you’d dug with that female buyer we were already fucked. Her business should have been there for the taking.

	 

	Whoever said that managing salespeople is way harder than being a rep or an account manager yourself got it dead right. Sometimes I wish I was out of management completely and back on the road somewhere full-time.

	 

	Except we couldn’t afford it. Not with Rachel still out of work. Not with a kid and a three-bedroom apartment to fund.

	 

	My chest tightens but I take a deep breath. The relaxation stuff that Rachel got me into lately does seem to help a bit with the stress.

	 

	Jason drones on with a dry-sounding mouth about what he thought went wrong in the meeting and how thinks the opportunity ‘isn’t completely dead’. He’s deluding himself if he believes that last bit, but it’s Friday afternoon and I haven’t got the stomach for all this right now. I’ve got other stuff on my mind too.

	 

	“Look, let’s sit down together in the office first thing Monday morning and go through it all,” I say and gesture at him to drive now. I want to get back to my car and then home at a decent time tonight. “We’ll give it some thought over the weekend and on Monday we’ll see what we can work out to get you back on track against budget.”

	 

	My phone rings before we’re out of the trading estate. And there’s a voice message flashing on there too.

	 

	I steel myself for a conversation with the Sales Director about how the meeting went.

	 

	It’s not him though.

	 

	“Hey Eddie,” I say to my bandmate, “You leave me a message too?”

	 

	“Not me Dude. But look, I got a problem with tomorrow night.”

	 

	“What’s up?” Don’t tell me we’ve got to cancel another gig. He’s done it twice in the last eight weeks. But never at such short notice.

	 

	“I got an issue with Tina,” he says and sounds sheepish.

	 

	Again?

	 

	“Dude, I think she’s playing around again.”

	 

	“But you don’t know it?” I twist my body away from Jason a little as he drives.

	 

	“I’m pretty sure it’s going on,” he sighs.

	 

	“Can’t you sort it out tonight so we don’t have to cancel again?”

	 

	“I need the whole weekend with her,” his voice cracks.

	 

	These episodes with his Mrs can’t help but remind me of the contrast between him and me.

	 

	He’s distraught about Tina with some other guy, while I’m frustrated because Rachel hasn’t done anything similar for ages. Not since she got finished at Traders.

	 

	I glance across at Jason but he seems lost in the misery of his latest disappointment.

	 

	“I’ll call the venue and apologize,” Eddie says, “They might give us another date this side of Christmas.”

	 

	They’d better. I was relying on that extra fucking spending money.

	 

	I hang up from Eddie and for the rest of the journey I brood about the band, worry about my job, and think about my sex life. Or more accurately, my lack of the latter.

	 

	Jason drops me at the service area where I left my car and we wish each other a good weekend. I really will need to straighten the guy out on Monday morning though.

	 

	Inside my own car again and I’m free to fully focus on life at home. Free to picture Rachel at her lunchtime meeting with Evie today. Fingers crossed that my wife’s first get-together with Kev’s wife since Rachel left Traders will have cheered her mood some. Maybe even reminded Rachel how much she enjoyed sex with another guy. Or sex with anyone for that matter

	 

	I slow for my turn off the freeway and as I do, I berate myself for my insensitive thinking. Yeah, I’m worried about my job, the band, our finances, and a recent lack of sex, but my wife just lost her Dad. She needs my support. Not my whining.

	 

	The phone rings again on my dash and I should have formulated some bullshit summary for my boss about that last meeting, not spent the last half hour wallowing in my personal life. I glance at the screen, but for the second time, it’s not the office.

	 

	Roy. Lanie’s boyfriend. What’s he doing calling me during business hours?

	 

	Maybe he wants the details about tomorrow’s gig. I’m sure Rachel said something about him wanting to bring Lanie to it.

	 

	I hit answer.

	 

	“Hey, Roy.”

	 

	“Joe. Hi. Am I disturbing you?”

	 

	“Nah, no worries. Just finished at a customer’s. Or rather a competitor’s customer.”

	 

	“Oh, Right. So are you on your way home?”

	 

	“Yep. About half an hour off.”

	 

	“Cool,” he says but somehow that word always sounds odd coming from the mouth of a junior or trainee finance guy like him. I mean, he’s a nice guy, just a bit awkward.

	 

	Shit. Maybe this is the call to tell me and his sister that Lanie dumped him. I’ve always half-expected it.

	 

	“Look Joe, I was wondering whether you and I could meet up for a chat one night next week. Whenever suits you. I’d really appreciate it if you could.”

	 

	Just me and him? We’ve never done that before. And I’m not sure I’d want to get trapped all evening in his company. Nice guy or not. I’ll be too busy next week anyhow.

	 

	“Have you got a problem?” I ask. I still can’t imagine why he’s calling me.

	 

	“Kind of,” he says.

	 

	“You still at your office now?” I ask him. Maybe I can get this out of the way tonight.

	 

	“Yeah, I don’t get away before five. Even on Fridays.”

	 

	“Look, I got to almost pass your firm on my way home,” I say and glance at the clock on my dash, “I could probably be there a few minutes after five. I’ve got to collect Rachel later though and take her to my Mom’s to pick JJ up, but you and me could have half an hour or so if that works for you?”

	 

	“Yeah, that be great Joe.”

	 

	“Say that coffee shop on the corner?” I ask.

	 

	“Sure yeah, wherever you want. I just need your advice. I’ll see you there.”

	 

	Advice? Sounds like his relationship might be in trouble. But I don’t know what he expects me to do about it.

	 

	It’s a warm evening so I park in a space a block or two away and walk to Dalton’s Coffee house on the street corner close to where Roy works. He’s already sat at a table outside.

	 

	“Joe, thanks for coming. What can I get you?” he stands up and shakes my hand. His brow’s pinched and he’s got ‘Anxiety’ written all over his freckled face.

	 

	If she’s dumped him I hope he’s not expecting any words of wisdom from me about how to win her back. I never managed that with any ex.

	 

	Roy sits again and I join him. He signals the waitress and I order a cappuccino with oat milk. We make a little small talk until the girl returns with my drink and a top-up for him. Then, after waiting for a noisy red muscle car to rumble past, I ask him what’s up. I brace myself.

	 

	“Well, you know me and Lanie been together for nearly eighteen months now?”

	 

	“I didn’t know it was exactly that,” I say and blow on my drink. It’s not that Roy’s a bad-looking guy, it’s just that a girl with Lanie’s looks would be a lot for anyone to handle. Similar to her sister I guess. But I’m pretty sure Rachel’s kid sister is a lot higher maintenance than my wife. “I knew you’d gotten together toward the end of college,” I shrug.

	 

	“Business studies,” he nods. “The smartest girl there just happened to be the cutest too,” he says.

	 

	“And you snagged her,” I nod my head. He doesn’t look or sound like he just got dumped by the love of his life.

	 

	“There wasn’t that much serious competition,” Roy says, “The other guys in our class were either nerds or wasters. Guys who didn’t want to be in college at all. Lanie was smart, ambitious.”

	 

	He used the the past tense about her there though. But I wish he’d get to the point.

	 

	“So is everything OK between you two?” I take a sip of the coffee and peer across right at him.

	 

	“My parents are going away at the end of next week,” he says, “they very rarely do that. So Lanie’s going to stay with me at mine. And what I want to do Joe.., look, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t mention anything about this to Lanie’s sister.”

	 

	“I won’t,” I shrug. Even though to be honest, Rachel and I don’t have many secrets. But what the hell is this guy talking about?

	 

	“I want to ask Lanie to marry me,” he looks into my eyes, “I’m just not sure how.”

	 

	I don’t know what to say. He’s asking her now? So soon after her Dad died?

	 

	“I’m sure it sounds kind of lame,” he says and looks down at the table, “but I can’t ask any of my buddies for advice. None of them are married. And I know you only get one chance at something like this. I don’t want to blow it. Her Mom’s always saying how Lanie’s similar to Rachel in a lot of ways and you guys always seem so happy together. I just wondered if you could give me any pointers.”

	 

	“You finance guys sure do like to cover all your bases,” I smile at him, grateful that I don’t have a session of consoling to contend with. “The accountant at my firm is the same.”

	 

	“Lanie says I over-analyze,” he smiles.

	 

	“No one can tell you what to say to your own girlfriend,” I shrug, “How to propose to her.”

	 

	“If my Dad was still around or if I had an older brother I’d ask their advice too,” he says. “I mean, I’ve looked online but it’s all general information there. You know her whole family, Joe.”

	 

	Yeah.

	 

	I gaze at him and can’t help feeling sorry for the guy. He clearly adores Rachel’s sister. He probably feels similar to me when I was younger and desperate to land Rachel.

	 

	“You really think this is the right time to propose to her Roy?” I ask around my cup. “So soon after Harry..”

	 

	“She’s struggling with all that,” he sighs, “I can’t deny it.”

	 

	“Exactly,” I nod, “Rachel is too.”

	 

	Especially as my wife knew her Mom cheated for years on that poor bastard Harry.

	 

	“The thing is Joe, since Lanie dropped out of Uni after her Dad died, she’s kind of …, I won’t say ‘gone off the rails’, but you know, she started going out a lot at night with that McKenzie girlfriend of hers. Mckenzie’s single. I think she’s a little wild too.”

	 

	“Look, you’re both still only young,” I say and look right at him. I know only too well the ‘pain’ of having a hot wife or girlfriend who stays out partying late without you. Only in my case, I get off on that pain.

	 

	“We’re not that young,” he says, “You guys were engaged when Rachel was Lanie’s age, right?”

	 

	“Not far off,” I shrug.

	 

	“I don’t want to lose her,” he says and looks down at the table again.

	 

	I guess this must be a difficult conversation for him.

	 

	“I want to show her how much she means to me. I want us to settle down,” he says.

	 

	“Yeah, but if she’s not ready to…,” I say and my words trail away.

	 

	“I just think that if she was certain how serious I am…,” he scans my face like there’ll be answers there.

	 

	“She’s probably just blowing off steam when she goes out,” I say, but I’ve seen the way Lanie dresses for a night out. “Her way of processing what’s happened at home.” Despite Roy’s anxiety, the way my head works, I can’t help but picture Rachel’s leggy young sister and imagine what she might do on the town with her ‘wild’, single friend.

	 

	“I’m hoping that if I get the proposal right, something that’s not too cheesy, and it makes her realize how much she means to me, then she’ll kind of come to her senses. I’m saving up for a house for me and her, Joe.”

	 

	“Well you know Lanie way better than me,” I say, “and I can see how much you care about her. But honestly, if it were me, I’d maybe hold off. Give her more time to grieve or whatever. I mean, if Harry’s death hit her hard enough to make her bail from Uni, then it must have rocked her.”

	 

	“Maybe,” he sighs again, “I told her University isn’t the be-all and end-all. Her dropping out at least means we’re not miles away from one another for months on end. She could do what I’ve done. Get an apprenticeship. Get trained up in a career. Get paid at the same time and we could save together. But she won’t even think about that at the moment, either.”

	 

	“Talk to her dude. She’s your girlfriend. Sound her out. But give her time. Then when you’re sure she’s ready, that’s when you ask her,” I shrug. “Look, I’m sorry I can’t be any more help. But like you said before, you might only get one shot at this. You don’t want to blow it by rushing or pushing her. Honestly though Roy,” I say and swipe at my phone for the time. “I got to go. Duty calls. I need to collect everyone and then after my Mom’s, I might suggest to Rachel that we call in at your future mother-in-law’s too. We haven’t seen Sophie in a couple of weeks.”

	 

	Roy smiles and nods his head.

	 

	“Good luck Roy, but give Lanie time.”

	 

	I reach the tree-lined street and apartment building where we live a short while later. I find a parking spot not too far from the entrance and lock the motor. I’m still wondering whether I could have been more helpful to Roy. The guy is obviously worried about losing Rachel’s sister. But what else could I tell him? His timing’s not great right now.

	 

	I cross to the other side of the street and our four-story building and I never thought this before, but I guess Roy must look up to me. I guess that’s natural. I’m older than him and already married to one of the hot Machin girls. I smile to myself and as I reach the entrance, I check the time again on my phone.

	 

	We’ve still got an hour or so to get something to eat before we need to head out and pick JJ up.

	 

	“Hey Rach,” I call from inside the front door and hang my jacket up on one of the hooks there.

	 

	“At last,” she slinks barefoot into the hall in her silky, pink dressing gown with her golden-brown hair up on her head. She’s got eye makeup on and the gown clings to the curves of her full hips and tits. Her bare legs below are glossy. Even with the extra pounds she’s put back on post-Traders, she looks good.

	 

	“You been in the shower?” I ask and loosen my tie. I kiss her cheek. She smells good too. Lemony.

	 

	“Nuh-uh,” she shakes her head and takes my hand. She gives me a dirty smile.

	 

	No way.

	 

	“Come with me please Mr. Barlow,” she smiles and leads me down the hall to our right, in the direction of our bedroom.

	 

	Fuck me, it’s been ages. My heart thumps and I run a hand over the silk-sheathed orbs of her butt in motion. Is this Evie’s doing? Rachel spending time in her company again?

	 

	“So look what I found at the bottom of the wardrobe,” she says in our bedroom and points at the woodblock floor alongside our bed.

	 

	The rug has been moved aside and I gape at the thick, pink suction cup dildo standing ominously upright from its base on the floor. Thick veins like worms coiled around its shaft.

	 

	“You found it?” I mumble because what else do you say when you come home to this? I’m pretty sure Phil first suggested I buy that thing for her years ago. When he was ‘grooming’ my wife to let multiple men have her at once.

	 

	My cock stiffens rock-hard in my pants.

	 

	“Have you been…?”

	 

	“No of course not,” she squeezes my hand and looks genuinely shocked at the suggestion, “I was waiting for you to come home.”

	 

	“Oh wow, yeah, right,” I pull her into my arms and kiss her mouth, I run my hands all over her warm silky waist, then her hips and butt.

	 

	“Take your clothes off,” she whispers.

	 

	I don’t need telling twice. I rip my tie right off and unbutton my shirt.

	 

	“How do you want me?” she asks and undoes the knot in the pink belt around her waist.

	 

	“I don’t know,” I say and honestly, I don’t care, I just want sex. I fumble with the belt of my pants.

	 

	“I mean I could suck it while you do me from behind,” she says and uncovers her tits, “Or..”

	 

	“Why don’t I sit on the bed?” I say and look away from her exposed body to the peach-colored blanket, “You could squat on the dildo and let it fuck you while you suck me.”

	 

	“Mmm,” Rachel tosses her dressing gown to the bed, and then naked she squats above the upturned phallus, her tits swaying as she does.

	 

	“Fuck, it’s good to see you with another cock again Rach,” I push my pants and shorts to my ankles and stroke.

	 

	“Mmm, How long is it since we used this?” she murmurs and feeds the shiny head to her tightly-trimmed bush.

	 

	“I don’t know,” I shake my head and watch her. I stroke.

	 

	“Uhh,” she groans and settles on the huge, fake penis. Her mouth remains open, her head back. Her tits rock slowly as she begins to ride. “Sit on the bed for me,” she gasps.

	 

	“Yeah,” I say and shuffle across to sit in front of her. “Can you reach OK from there?”

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and leans forward, tits swaying heavily under her and the dildo implanted deep in her pussy. I spread my legs and stroke in her face. She grabs it from my hand and working her hips and ass back at the dildo, she strokes me and kisses my balls.

	 

	“Uhh, Rach.”

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and plants kisses on the underside of my shaft. Further away and the other sides off her shoulders, the dildo slicks in her pussy, and the muscles in her big round butt clench. She pulls my dick into her mouth. She sucks all down the length.

	 

	“Oh, yeah,” I groan and hold onto her head.

	 

	She sucks me back and forth with each push and surge to and from the other cock.

	 

	“Does it feel good, Rach? Does it feel good to have two again? Two cocks inside you?”

	 

	“Mmm.”

	 

	“Tell me, tell me Rachel. Tell me how good it is.”

	 

	“Mmm, it’s good,” she slobbers around my dick.

	 

	I hold her head with one hand, reach down underneath her with the other and squeeze her swaying tits. “Did you have a good time with Evie this afternoon? Was she talking about Traders?”

	 

	“Oooh,” she moans and then pulls me out of my mouth and kisses it again. Her head and shoulders and whole body move faster now, pussy working the dildo, “She was telling me what she’s been doing there.”

	 

	Oh yeah? What did she say?” I thrust my hips up from the bed at her.

	 

	“Mmm, lots of guys.”

	 

	“Did it make you jealous? Shit, Rach. Did it make you remember what you used to do? Make you want more cock?”

	 

	“Mmm,” she sucks me deep, her hands gripping my thighs. “Uck-urgh, uck-urgh.”

	 

	“Oh Rach, I’d love you to do it with another guy again.” I feel both her tits now as she sucks me and fucks it. “God, I’d almost forgotten how incredible your fucking body is.”

	 

	“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh,” she nods and chokes in motion with her backward, downward thrusts.

	 

	“Rachel, you suck cock so good,” I groan and let go of her tits, my head rocks on my shoulders, “Everyone always said that about you. Uhh, all the other guys said it. All the other guys you sucked off.”

	 

	“Uck-urgh, mmm,” she moans from the back of her throat and I’m out of her mouth again. She jacks me in her face. She looks up at me with those big gray-blue eyes and dilated pupils, smiles, and then sucks again.

	 

	“It was always so hot watching you in that gloryhole Rach, imagining how much pleasure my wife’s mouth was giving other guys.”

	 

	“Mmm,” she rubs her tits against one of my legs as she sucks and she grinds herself on the dildo.

	 

	“We don’t need Traders,” I gasp and hold her head with two hands again. I’m not gonna last much longer. “We should just go out together next time we’re on our own.” I don’t want to mention J.J. or babysitters in case it puts her off what she’s doing. I hold the sides of her head and push my hips at her, “We could pick up some guy in a bar, uhh Rach, let him take you outside and fuck you, oh yeah.”

	 

	“Mnng, mnng uck, uck, uck.”

	 

	“Oh shit, Rach, oh shit, shit,” my shoulders clench and I hold her head tight, balls spasming as I cum.

	 

	“Mmmmng,” she moans and her head moves side to side between my legs, like she’s savoring what I’ve given her. And like I’ve seen her do so many times to other men.

	 

	“I love you so much Rachel,” I gasp and caress her hair and her lowered head.

	 

	She looks right up at me and then, head back, she swallows. “And I love you too,” she says with a gasp and a smile and then kisses my softening dick.

	 

	Later, on the way to my Mom’s for J.J., I’m in two minds about telling Rachel that I met with Roy. And about him planning to ask Lanie to get married. But I gave him my word. So for now at least I’ll keep quiet.

	 

	At my folks’ house, while Rachel talks to my Dad and brother in the living room before we leave them, Mom pulls me to one side in the kitchen.

	 

	“How’s Rachel been feeling?” she whispers to me.

	 

	“I think she’s getting back to her old self,” I say quietly and let’s hope the ‘evidence’ in our bedroom earlier won’t just be an aberration. “Thanks again for minding J.J., Mom. We better get off though. We’re going to call in on Sophie too.”

	 

	“I don’t know what the latest fall-out was between those two,” Mom sighs, “but if any good came from Harry’s death it might be that it’s brought his family close again. Such a pity he wasn’t here to see that.”

	 

	“I know,” I nod. I wonder how my Mom would feel about ‘Harry’s family’ if she knew the ‘latest fall-out’ between his wife and eldest daughter was the result of a jealous squabble at an adult club? While they were both working there.

	 

	That doesn’t bear thinking about.

	 

	We arrive outside my Mom-in-law’s around twenty minutes later. There’s no car on the drive these days. Sophie had to sell it to raise some short-term funds. Whatever she did with Phil and others behind Harry’s back, he sure seems to have got his own on back her by leaving her financially in the shit. No life insurance and apparently a load of debt as well as the outstanding mortgage. Rachel says her Mom has even talked about having to sell up and downsize. Not easy with two daughters still at home.

	 

	One of them emerges through the front door before we reach it.

	 

	Lanie and another long-legged girl. Both dressed to kill in short skirts and heels.

	 

	“J.J.!” Lanie rushes to her nephew and hugs him. But no wonder her boyfriend is out of his mind at the prospect of losing her. She’s a stunner. Head to toe. Like Rachel at the same age. Hell, like Rachel is now.

	 

	“Hey Lanie,” I say, and then the sisters hug.

	 

	“Joe, have you met my bestie Kenz?” Lanie asks.

	 

	“I don’t think so,” I smile at the slender, dark-haired girl with eyes painted like a Goth.

	 

	A car horn sounds and now there’s a cab behind us at the end of the drive.

	 

	“My Dad’s here,” the other girl says and then she and Lanie hold onto one another’s arms as they hurry down the drive toward the taxi, heels clicking on the paving stones.

	 

	Force of habit and I glance across at Talbot’s gleaming, overly-polished silver Chrysler on his driveway. We haven’t heard from that asshole since Harry was alive. Maybe even he has some reserves of decency buried somewhere deep inside and he’s conscious of a family grieving.

	 

	Lanie left the front door open so we head straight inside.

	 

	“Mom, it’s Rachel,” my wife calls from the hallway. There’s no one in the living room. “We brought someone to see you. Just been round to pick him up from Joe’s Mom.”

	 

	“Grandma?” J.J. runs unsteadily ahead of us toward the kitchen.

	 

	Sophie greets him and us at the kitchen door. She sweeps him up off his feet and hugs him to her big bosom. She’s in a short skirt that shows a lot of leg. Behind her at the kitchen table with a coffee mug in one hand is Paul Bailey. That lanky buddy of Talbot’s.

	 

	Cozy.

	 

	“Grandma was just having a nice glass of red wine,” she says and sets J.J. down again. “Will you have one with me, Rachel? Joe, can I get you a beer?”

	 

	The bespectacled Bailey gets to his feet, all six feet something of him and he stoops to kiss the side of Rachel’s face. “So sorry to hear about your father.”

	 

	My face flushes. This guy watched Talbot fuck my wife in his grubby bed. He saw my wife spanked by him in front of us both. Bailey moves away from my wife and offers me his hand. I shake but don’t make eye contact.

	 

	Here’s one widower who’s wasted no time getting his slimy ass around here to ‘pay his respects’ to my wife’s highly-sexed mother.

	 

	A toilet flushes upstairs and then footsteps down the creaking stairs that sound surely heavier than those of Rachel’s youngest sister.

	 

	Talbot appears with slippers on his feet and newspaper rolled up under one arm.

	 

	What the fuck?

	 

	“When did you get here?” He glares at Bailey.

	 

	We could ask you the same fucking thing.

	 

	“Den, my man,” Bailey offers Talbot his hand, “I was passing and thought I’d call in to see how this young lady is doing,” he smiles at Sophie. “You were upstairs. You’re not the only neighbor who’s concerned about her.”

	 

	Rachel sighs and grabs the red wine bottle from the worktop.

	 

	Both men glance at the back of her in her tight blue jeans as she stretches up to a high cupboard shelf for a wine glass.

	 

	“Sophie’s doing fine thank you very much,” Talbot mutters but then his deep frown melts and he smiles at Rachel. He nods at me.

	 

	“Oh Dennis,” Sophie shakes her head, “Paul was only..”

	 

	My phone rings in my pocket and I hold it up to excuse myself. I head out into the hallway and close the kitchen door behind me.

	 

	It’s a relief to get away from an unexpected and unsavory situation that was beyond awkward.

	 

	What the hell is Sophie doing having those pair in the house? And Talbot with his fucking slippers on and using her bathroom! He lives right next door!

	 

	I peer at the still-ringing phone and don’t recognize the number.

	 

	“Hello? Joe Barlow here.”

	 

	“Hey Champ, How’s it hanging?” The voice says and what I do recognize is the southern twang in his accent.

	 

	“Phil?”

	 

	“You OK to talk, Champ?” he asks, “You on your own?”

	 

	“Kind of,” I say.

	 

	What does he want? The last time I saw him he was sacking Rachel.

	 

	“Might have a proposition for you if you’re interested,” he says.

	 

	“A what?”

	 

	“I don’t know if you heard, but Richmond acquired a small chain of more adult clubs. Three more venues for the Traders’ portfolio.”

	 

	“Right,” I say. Is he offering Rachel another chance and her job back? Why call me, and not her?

	 

	“And when we’ve sorted through all the staff we inherited we’ll be recruiting,” he says.

	 

	He does want her back. My heart speeds up. Would she do it? Would I want her to go back there? After the way they treated her? Wouldn’t me and her be better just looking for one-night stands for her? Like we talked about earlier tonight?

	 

	But the money…And watching my wife act like a real whore…

	 

	“You’re offering Rachel her job back?” I whisper with my hand cupped around the mouthpiece. And for almost the first time ever with this guy, I feel like I’m the one with the power.

	 

	He needs my wife back at Trader’s. He wants to stay in Richmond’s good books. They’ve got three more clubs to staff. Five in total.

	 

	“Here’s a funny thing Champ, we had a new couple apply for a trial shift a week or two back. Sexy, dirty-blonde wife with a narrow waist and great ass. Five-six, with big fake boobs. DD or something like that. Lip injections, the lot. Named Shiloh. A couple of years older than you guys, but blue eyes and pretty. A goer. Thing is, her husband’s got the same name as you. But we don’t call him that. Because you’re the original Joe at Traders. And, there’ll only ever be one Rachel.”

	 

	“Right,” I say.

	 

	“It’s a possibility we could take your wife back,” he says and the third word takes me by surprise. “Richmond takes a pretty dim view of staff arguments in front of clients. But he listens to what his clients tell him, and your wife is missed.”

	 

	I can’t help smiling.

	 

	“No one forgets a body like hers, or her appetite for cock,” Phil says.

	 

	“Right,” I say again, but this time my balls bristle. I glance at the closed kitchen door where beyond it, voices chatter and J.J. shouts.

	 

	“Look, what I’m thinking Joe, is that although Richmond has those strong views about staff acting up in front of clients, I reckon there could still be a route back here for her. A little bird tells me she might be interested. And that Sophie could probably use the money too now she’s on her own.”

	 

	How does he know all that? Evie? Is she the ‘Little bird’? Did Kev’s wife report some discussion she and Rachel had over lunch today?

	 

	And is that what Rachel told Evie? That she misses being at Traders?

	 

	My cock stiffens up in my jeans.

	 

	“I haven’t had a chance to see Sophie in a while,” Phil says, “I’ve had a lot on. And I thought it best to let her calm down after the fallout. And after her loss too of course. But I’m gonna talk to her as well about this.”

	 

	He wants Sophie back there too?

	 

	“See, I thought you could talk to Rachel with the proposition first too,” Phil says, “I reckon the way to overcome Richmond’s objections would be something real special. An attraction like a regular family offer on the menu at Traders.”

	 

	“A what?”

	 

	“Rachel and Sophie,” Phil’s voice turns throaty, “Instead of arguing with each other, we get them to perform together. To take on the same guys at the same time. You imagine that? Mother and daughter? And then who knows? Maybe at some point in the future, we get them to help recruit young Lanie as well. Offer the trio in one serving. VIP clients only, of course. I reckon Richmond could be all ears.”

	 

	 


Chapter 2 - Lanie Propositioned

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	Roy Faith

	 

	It’s the most important Friday evening of my entire life. As we approach the end of our cul-de-sac and my parent’s double garage, I slow the Tesla and then swing it left onto our otherwise empty driveway. I glance out and up at our house in front and then at Lanie on my right. My heart flutters again. There were moments this week when I honestly didn’t believe tonight would happen. When I doubted Lanie would even come and stay while my parents were away. That’s how insecure I am about her lately.

	 

	I have to stick to the plan for this evening though. Get the timing of everything just right. But how I need the relief of hearing her say ‘Yes’.

	 

	And she has to say ‘Yes’. Please, God.

	 

	“You OK?” I ask her.

	 

	“Yep,” she says, and tonight more than ever, each beautiful smile from her makes my heart swell. But it makes it ache too.

	 

	I lean across to kiss her and she presses her lips back against mine. She didn’t put perfume on to come but I don’t care about any of that. All that matters is hearing she’ll be mine. Forever. All that matters is knowing she and I are back on track. The way we used to be.

	 

	Lanie peers down at her seatbelt and as she unbuckles it, her golden-brown hair falls around the shoulders of her baggy, azure-blue sweatshirt. My girl looks good no matter what she wears.

	 

	“You sure you’re happy to be here?” I look her in the eye.

	 

	“Yes,” she emphasizes the word but rolls her eyes. “I want a takeout tonight though,” she says, “Italian?”

	 

	I smile and kiss her again. “I’m going one better than that,” I say to prime her. Even if I shouldn’t. “And I’ve got something else for you too. Something very special.”

	 

	“That sounds interesting,” she smiles and grabs her door handle.

	 

	This has to go right.

	 

	I hesitate a second before I get out too. I give myself a moment just to steal a glance at the skin-tight, PVC-look leggings and admire my girl as she strides to the trunk of my car.

	 

	Then I join her there and open the trunk up for her. I grab her overnight holdall.

	 

	“I can carry it myself Roy,” she says but I take her hand with my free one and lead her past the conifers down our wide, paved drive. A drive that even with my motor on it, looks bare without my Pop’s Audi here too.

	 

	“I know you can carry it yourself,” I squeeze her hand, “but I like to do things for you.”

	 

	“So don’t keep looking at me as if you think I don’t want to be here,” she says as we near the front door, “Roy, I wouldn’t come if I didn’t want to.”

	 

	“I know,” I say but her words stab me with fear again about an unthinkable negative response to what she’ll see and what she'll be asked.

	 

	Have I gone too far with what I’ve done in the dining room?

	 

	At the front door with my key, my speeding heart thumps in my chest. I don’t like changing plans, but I could show her and do it right away. So I don’t fret over it for hours.

	 

	In through the door and I steel myself. Just because Joe suggested she might not be ready, that doesn’t mean he’s right. Lanie isn’t Rachel. And I can’t wait any longer. I need the certainty of knowing she’s mine.

	 

	“Something smells nice,” she says in the hall. Her upturned nose twitches and she peers toward the kitchen.

	 

	“I told you I’m doing something special for you,” I say, but what I haven’t told her is that the smell is my discarded earlier attempts at the Lasagne recipe I’ve been practicing cooking for her all week. The dish is her favorite. And I’ve finally got the hang of it now. So my latest attempt will be served with the Champagne I bought.

	 

	“It’s so quiet too,” Lanie says softly when I’ve disabled the alarm.

	 

	It’s true. This is the first time we’ve had the place to ourselves for more than one night since we started dating.

	 

	“Yeah,” I nod, “and it’ll stay that way the whole weekend while my parents are away. Just me and you, Lane.” I drop her bag near the front door and pull her into my arms. I hug her and kiss her.

	 

	To hell with the plan. I have to do this right away. I take a deep breath and ready myself to show her.

	 

	“I wanted to talk to you about the rest of the weekend,” Lanie disengages from me but keeps a hold of my hands. She looks into my eyes.

	 

	“You are staying here until Sunday night aren’t you?” My heart sinks.

	 

	“Yep,” she says and then presses her lips to mine again, “it's just that Kenzie asked me to go out with her tomorrow night.”

	 

	“Again?” My shoulders drop. And my stomach follows.

	 

	“She’ll be on her own tomorrow,” Lanie says, “And I won’t see her for ages when she goes off singing on that cruise ship, will I?”

	 

	“If you go out with her tomorrow then I’ll be on my own,” I say even though I’m probably whining. I visualize the dimpled, punky brunette who always wears all that makeup with those tiny skirts and high heels. I’m certain she’s a bad influence on my girl.

	 

	“Yeah but you’ve got a girlfriend, haven’t you?” Lanie’s brow knots, “Kenzie’s single.”

	 

	McKenzie Twist’s status is part of what concerns me about her.

	 

	“So you’ll be sleeping back at your Mom’s tomorrow night?” I ask her with my stomach in knots now, “You’re only here for one night?”

	 

	“No,” Lanie shakes her head, “I’ll go out from here tomorrow. Then get a cab back here after. Kenzie’s Dad drives one. Unless you’d prefer to take me and come pick us both up after?”

	 

	I sigh but hold my tongue.

	 

	“Don’t sulk and spoil tonight,” Lanie says in my bedroom and she kicks her Nikes off and then picks her toiletries bag from her holdall.

	 

	“I’m not sulking,” I say but it’s hard to disguise how pissed I am. I’ve been looking forward to this weekend since I learned my parents were going away. I thought Lanie and I would have a whole forty-eight hours with one another.

	 

	There was a time when she’d have been as thrilled as me about an opportunity like this.

	 

	“You are sulking,” she frowns at me like the most gorgeous ever stern schoolteacher, and like she’s scolding a student. Her index finger strokes my lips though and she looks down her nose at me. Then she smiles.

	 

	“I love you so much Lane,” I sigh, and how I mean it.

	 

	“And I love you too,” she says.

	 

	There! She confirmed it again!

	 

	And she might change her mind about going anywhere once she sees what I’ve done. Let me get her to the dining room.

	 

	“So are you going to take me to bed?” she asks and wraps her arms around my neck. She squeezes her breasts against me and nuzzles my ear.

	 

	Shivers ripple down my back.

	 

	“What? Right now?" I ask, "But I thought we...”

	 

	“Why not? We’ve got the whole house to ourselves, haven’t we?” she asks softly and her steely blue eyes hypnotize me as much as her fingers caressing my hair and the back of my head.

	 

	I let my hand drift to the shiny fabric of her leggings and I caress one of her hips. The firmness underneath makes my whole body throb with love and desire for her.

	 

	“Do you still like my butt in these?” she whispers and then disengages from me again. She turns around to show me, “You always said you liked me in Rachel’s leggings.”

	 

	“I love your butt in anything you wear,” I say and pat her there with both hands, my penis stiffens, “And especially in nothing at all. But I love every inch of you.”

	 

	“So let’s go to bed,” she grabs one of my hands.

	 

	This evening wasn’t supposed to happen this way around, but how can I resist?

	 

	Near my bed, Lanie releases my hand and tugs her sweatshirt up over her head. She shakes her long, golden-brown hair free.

	 

	“You’re so beautiful, Lanie,” I gaze at her hourglass figure in her lacy white bra. She could be a model. Everyone says it. But thank God she’s not that type of girl.

	 

	“You better show me that then, hadn’t you?” she eases the borrowed leggings down over a tiny ‘V’ of white cotton panties between her thighs.

	 

	“Lane, will you do a dance for me again when you’ve got your clothes off?” I ask and slip my shoes off. I open my shirt and take that off too, and then I drag my pants over my shorts and erection and down to my ankles.

	 

	“A little one, maybe,” she says and steps out of her leggings. She stands there smiling in only the white panties and bra and she takes my breath away.

	 

	“Oh hell, Lanie,” I groan and shake my head. The bulge in my shorts is blatant and Lanie comes for it.

	 

	“Mmm,” she rubs it through my pants and kisses around my ear.

	 

	I kiss the rounded flesh between her bra cups and honestly, thank God she changed her mind about Uni. There’d have surely been guys there who’d have moved heaven and earth to get with my girl.

	 

	Lanie stops touching my shorts and she undoes her bra and pulls it away from her body. Her breasts sway free, the flesh there paler than her arms and shoulders.

	 

	I pull her back to me and draw a pink nipple into my mouth. It hardens between my lips. “I still don’t know what I did to deserve someone like you,” I mumble around her cleavage and hold her tiny waist with both hands.

	 

	“Duh, helped me with my Business Studies homework?” She says above my head and then laughs.

	 

	“I don’t think so,” I move my attention to her left nipple and kiss that, “You and I both know who the smartest one was.”

	 

	“And I still am,” she says, “But look at me now.”

	 

	I peer up at her and she’s got that faraway look in her eye again.

	 

	“Hey, come on,” I raise my head and kiss her nose. “No beating yourself up again about dropping out. That kind of talk’s banned this weekend. You can’t mention all that again until next week.”

	 

	Lanie smiles again and squeezes me to her, she squashes her bare breasts against my chest. “That’s why I love you, Roy Faith. You always make things better.”

	 

	“Do that dance for me Lane,” I ask, exhilarated by another declaration of her love and conscious of the stiff bulge in my shorts, I sit back on my bed and gaze up at her.

	 

	Lanie rolls her eyes but then she grins down at me. She lifts both arms high, drawing her bare breasts up too. She weaves her hands and fingers through her lustrous hair then allows her locks to cascade about her shoulders again. She keeps her arms and hands high, twisting them like charmed snakes. Her eyes and dilated pupils lock on mine and she sways her hips right to left, her bare breasts following more slowly. She’s like a fantastical, spellbinding belly dancer, like my exotic dancer.

	 

	She’s such a great mover. A fantastic dancer.

	 

	Lanie inches around in front of me on her bare feet. She shows me her perfect profile, one side view of her magnificent breasts, one side view of an impudent, round rear that sometimes feels almost too sublime to sully with my eyes. Her hips keep swaying, her arms gyrating, her fingers flicking at her hair as she rotates.

	 

	“Now you can get your shorts down,” she announces with her back to me.

	 

	“Don’t you want me to use my tongue on your first, Lane?”

	 

	“You can do that afterward. I don’t want you rushing it again because you’re desperate to cum. Get your shorts down now.”

	 

	I love it when she talks that way to me.

	 

	I raise my hips from my sitting position on the bed and shove my shorts past my knees to my ankles.

	 

	I’ve never admitted it to her, but I prefer kissing between her legs after I’ve been inside her. When some of my own ‘stuff’ sometimes goes in my mouth. Even though it feels weird. Lanie knows it sometimes goes in my mouth. She told me she likes that. But she doesn’t know what else goes through my head when I taste it.

	 

	“Right; now you can take me to bed,” she faces me with a smile but now she ignores the exposed erection pointing up from between my thighs. She shoves me down onto my back. Then she clambers on top of me on the bed, straddling my waist and pinning my shoulders down with both her hands. She leans over me with her bare breasts in my face.

	 

	“Oh Lane,” I groan and strain my neck and shoulders upward to kiss her boobs some more.

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and eases her lower body back, grinding the front of her panties on my erection.

	 

	“I wish I could make you cum sometimes when we do this Lanie,” I repeat my familiar refrain. But I need her reassurance on that again too.

	 

	“Mmm, you will make me cum,” she says and then releases the pressure on my shoulders. She plants her palms down on the bed on either side of my head, “Later.”

	 

	I ignore her swinging breasts in my face and I reach down between her legs. I ease her gusset aside. She’s not too wet, but it’s hot and so wonderfully soft.

	 

	“Uhhm,” she moans, “All I care about is making it up to my boy because I’m leaving him on his own tomorrow night,” she smiles down at me.

	 

	I grip my penis and ease my hips and buttocks back into the bed. Then keeping her panties to one side with the fingers of my other hand, I guide the head of my erection between her legs, right into her heavenly heat.

	 

	“Oh Lanie,” I groan as her pussy slides down my length and the tight, loving walls embrace me tight. I clutch her perfect hips.

	 

	Maybe this will be the time I make her climax.

	 

	“Mmm, that’s nice,” Lanie’s breasts sway in my face and she slides her body around on mine, squeezing and milking my manhood. She leans down right over me, her hair trailing over my face before she blows it away and kisses me.

	 

	I pull her to me, crush her bare breasts against my chest, and run a hand over the creamy skin on the small of her back, over the top of her rear. “Oh, Lanie, Lanie,” I groan and thrust upward. “I’d do anything for you. You do know that, don’t you? I’d do anything to make you happy.”

	 

	“Uhh-ha, uh-ha,” she pants and moves back off me a little, her mouth open but her eyes closed as she rides. Her full breasts swing over me, synchronized like hypnotic, twin pendulums. She looks like such a dirty girl, rutting herself on my stalk.

	 

	I gaze up at her and stab my love the whole way into her. God, she looks so hot when she’s on top like this. I caress the indents of her slim waist, and clutch her rocking hips again. I let go of one of her hips and reach a palm up for her breasts again but then it’s all too much. Oh, no! “Uh Lane, Lanie, Uh uh uhhh,” I grasp her to me with both arms.

	 

	I lay back on my double bed for a moment and try to slow my breathing ahead of using my tongue on Lanie. But before I can, she climbs off me and out of bed.

	 

	“Where are you are going?”

	 

	“Shower,” she smiles over her shoulder.

	 

	Shower? Damn. “But I haven’t..,” my eyes indicate her butt.

	 

	“There’s plenty of time for that,” Lanie laughs, “I want to see the secret surprise you’ve got for me first.”

	 

	None of this is happening in the order I planned it.

	 

	I check the time on my phone. I’ll need to make a start on the meal too soon.

	 

	I replay the sex through my head again. Even though she didn’t climax, she was the one who instigated what we did. But now it's over, I wish I could shake the suspicion that she only suggested it because she knew I was upset about her going out tomorrow night.

	 

	Didn’t she hint at as much?

	 

	I’m still wondering about that when she returns to my room in a fluffy white guest bathrobe. “So what’s my surprise?” she asks and runs a brush through her damp hair.

	 

	“I’ll show you when I’m dressed,” I say and smile at her impatience.

	 

	“Just put your dressing gown on,” her eyes indicate my robe on a hook on the back of my door.

	 

	I climb off the bed and kiss her cheek. “You wait here until I call you,” I say and tie the robe around me, “I need to put the oven on too for dinner.” I head out of the room to the kitchen to do what I’ve said, but also, to find a lighter. And crucially, to retrieve the box.

	 

	A few minutes later when I’ve done what I need, I hold her hand outside the dining room door. The little box is in a pocket of my robe.

	 

	“I probably should have arranged the sequence of everything better this evening,” I say and gaze into her eyes, “This part really should have come when I was serving dinner. Or during it. And probably when we were dressed up.”

	 

	“Dress up for dinner? Er, no thanks,” she says and laughs, “Come on, don’t overanalyze stuff, Roy. I want to see what you’ve done.”

	 

	“Lanie you’re so impatient,” I smile and squeeze her hand. “But for certain things, the really important things in my life Lanie – like my relationship with you - then I’m impatient too,” I hold my breath and open the door to the dining room.

	 

	Lanie steps inside ahead of me.

	 

	“What?…Ohhh…” she draws out the second word in a deepr voice than normal.

	 

	I peer over her shoulder at the flickering candles on the oval dining table. At the white tablecloth and Moet bottle with two gold champagne flutes. At the cluster of red, helium-filled heart-shaped balloons and most importantly, at the five words spelled out by countless red rose petals grouped into letters across the table:

	 

	‘Lanie,

	 

	Will You

	 

	Marry Me?’

	 

	Behind her, as she stares, I pull the box with the ring in from my pocket and get down on one knee.

	 

	“Lanie?” I ask her back and her butt and I open the box to show her what I’ve bought.

	 

	She turns to me and then peers down.

	 

	“Roy-uh!” her hand is over her mouth.

	 

	“Will you marry me?” I repeat the words I crafted in roses and gaze up into her eyes.

	 

	She repeats my name.

	 

	“Was that a bit too much?” I glance at the table. I want her to nod her head about my previous question, I want her to laugh and to shout the words ‘Yes! Yes! Yes!’

	 

	She doesn’t do any of that.

	 

	My face heats up and the silence roars in my ears so I stand again.

	 

	“What do you think?” I ask her with my voice cracking and the box with the ring still open to her. She hasn’t even looked at it.

	 

	“I think…I think…,” she says and she’s shaking her head, “Roy, we’re too young. And I don’t have enough to give you right now,” she says and that’s a frown, not a smile.

	 

	“Your parents got married at a similar age, Lanie,” my voice cracks again, “You told me that.”

	 

	“Exactly,” she nods.

	 

	“And what do you mean you ‘Don’t have enough to give’?”

	 

	“Roy, I dropped out of Uni. I don’t even have a career yet.”

	 

	“You think I care about any of that?” I shake my head and hold the top of her right arm. I gaze right into her eyes, “You can get a job if and when you’re ready. I don’t care whether you work or not. I just want you to be my wife. I know you’ve had a tough time since…you know.., but you had ambitions at college, the same as I did. You’ll probably have them again once you’re ready. But I wouldn’t care if you don’t. I’d support us both. As soon as I’ve passed my exams and I qualify. Lanie, I don’t care about anything as long as you’re with me. As long as you’ll be my wife.”

	 

	“Roy, how can I?”

	 

	“Easily,” I say and try to take her hand.

	 

	She won’t let me though and my stomach drops again.

	 

	“Just say ‘Yes’ Lane. We can figure the rest out.”

	 

	“Where would we even live?” She shakes her head.

	 

	“I’m working, aren’t I? I’m saving up for a deposit to get us a house. We’ll have one soon enough. You said you don’t like living at home now. You can have your own place. You and me. You’ll see. Until then we can just be engaged.”

	 

	“I don’t like it at home. Not when that awful man from next door is always there.”

	 

	“So marry me!”

	 

	“You put me on a pedestal Roy,” she sighs, “You’re the only boy who ever saw me for more than the way I look.”

	 

	“That’s exactly where you should be Lanie. On a pedestal,” I try again to get a hold of her hand. “I’d worship you forever.”

	 

	“But I don’t deserve it,” she looks like she’s about to cry, “It’s too much pressure.”

	 

	“You do deserve it. You deserve everything in the world, and I want to give it to you. Just say you’ll be my wife, Lanie.”

	 

	“I can’t,” she shakes her head and tears roll down her cheeks. “Roy, I should get dressed and go home. I’ll get a cab.”

	 

	“Lanie? No. I'm going to cook you a .."

	 

	"Roy, I want to go home."

	 

	 


Chapter 3 - Dirty Houseguest
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	Dennis Talbot

	 

	There’s no fucking way he should’ve been given the role of Prince Edward. It should have been mine. I glare out from the side of the stage at Paul Bailey. Arms spread wide out there like some giant stick insect version of ET. Bellowing the finale of our ‘Slipper and the Rose’ production.

	 

	I peer in the other direction, shield my eyes from the stage lights, and try to focus on a face or two in the audience. But it’s hard to see anything with the lights pointed at that twat. Well, after tonight he can stay the fuck away from Sophie. He might have been 'Too in the zone’ to talk about anything but his upcoming ‘performance’ in the car on the way here, but he’ll sure as hell listen to me when he gets off stage.

	 

	He’s the one who should have had a minor role. Him, not me, playing Major fucking Domo.

	 

	I'll show you, Paul bastard Bailey.

	 

	I cross my arms and glare at one of the other cast members alongside me. Why’s she looking so adoringly at him?

	 

	I shake my head and the movement must catch her eye.

	 

	“He’s such a fabulous singer, isn’t he?” she coos.

	 

	“Whatever.”

	 

	I turn right around and head for the toilets near the dressing room. I should piss in his locker. But I need to sort out my approach with Sophie.

	 

	I push open the washroom door and head inside to the white tiles and urinal. I’ve got to nip this Bailey danger in the bud. And get Sophie committed to pooling her resources with mine. The window of opportunity won’t stay open long. I’ve spelled it out to her. No matter what she keeps saying, deep down she must know it’s in her best interests to sell up and move in with me.

	 

	She and those two daughters.

	 

	I pull out my dick and wait for it to deflate a little. Then I piss.

	 

	Huge applause from outside reaches me and makes me want to vomit. But at least it’s over now. As soon as he’s finished basking in the fake admiration I’ll lay it on the line for him.

	 

	I finish my piss then zip up and head out to the dressing room.

	 

	Bailey is already in there with his ‘Fan club.’

	 

	I stand back in the corner, take a few deep breaths to calm my rage, and wait for the praise to die down. And for his admirers to disperse.

	 

	Then as he sits at the mirror scraping his makeup off I step out of the shadows toward him.

	 

	“You were great too Den,” he says to my reflection before I can speak.

	 

	“Thanks,” I mumble.

	 

	“Sometimes the less prominent roles are the most difficult to pull off with any success,” he says to his reflection and then studies his profile.

	 

	Patronizing bastard.

	 

	“Need a word with you about Sophie,” I say.

	 

	“Oh Den, old chum, can’t that wait until we’re riding back? I’m still on cloud nine after the show.”

	 

	That’s another thing too. Why doesn’t get a car of his own?

	 

	I’ll tell you why. Because with yours truly here to chauffeur him back and forth to every drama lesson and every performance like a complete fool, he doesn't fucking need a motor of his own, does he?

	 

	I take deep breath and focus on the advantage of Bailey not having a car. He can’t offer transport to Sophie. He can't drive her to the shops or anywhere else when she needs to go out.

	 

	I bite my lip and hold my tongue. OK, I will bide my time until he’s had a beer to ‘take the edge of’ his ‘adrenalin rush’. But as soon as we’re in the car on the way back he’s getting both barrels.

	 

	“Now we need to talk about Sophie,” I say before I even start the engine. I give him the side eyes. “She’d prefer you not to go around to see her anymore.”

	 

	“She hasn’t said anything like that to me,” he says and glances across at me.

	 

	“That’s why I’m telling you now,” I say and start the car.

	 

	“Did she ask you to speak to me about this?”

	 

	“She sure did,” I lie and pull out of the parking spot behind the theatre.

	 

	“Hmm,” he says, and doesn’t look like he believes me. “I should speak to her myself.”

	 

	“What for?” I say and my voice screeches on the second word and it stays loud, “I’ve told you what she wants.”

	 

	Bailey’s dyed eyebrows arch and he leans away from me.

	 

	“I mean why are you insisting on going against her wishes?” I clear my throat. “You know how upset she’s been about her husband.”

	 

	“Which is why I’d like to hear it from Sophie herself,” he says, “Grief can be an insidious influence on a person’s thinking. If Sophie has concerns about my intentions then I want to reassure her.”

	 

	Your ‘intentions’? You’re not acting in some re-make of Madam fucking Bovary, Bailey.

	 

	“Me and her are trying to work things out together,” I say and try to act patient. With this slimy bastard, persuasion might be better than threats or confrontation.

	 

	“I understand that Den old chum, but I think that at a time like this, after losing Harold, the lady needs all the friends she can get.”

	 

	It’s fucking ‘Harry!’ ‘Harry’ not Harold. I grip the wheel tight.

	 

	“Come on now Den, you and I both know she’s a very glamorous younger lady,” a smile creeps over his smarmy face, “And now that she’s unattached…all’s fair in love and..”

	 

	“We’re planning on moving in together,” I say quickly although I didn’t want him to know. I don’t want him trying to put her off before she’s fully committed.

	 

	“You are?” he says and those ridiculous eyebrows arch again, “I didn’t realize that,” he says the last word slowly. “Sophie never said anything.”

	 

	“Well, she wouldn’t would she?” I say and hurtle past a wagon. “Sophie’s a private person.”

	 

	I should stand on the brakes and bounce his head off the fucking dashboard.

	 

	“Do we have to do it in the bedroom, Dennis?” Sophie asks on her landing a couple of hours later. She’s finally agreed to put that slutty black lingerie on for me.

	 

	“But I love your room,” I say, and my hard-on throbs in my pajamas. I grab her hand. I just wish she’d put some more eyeliner and rouge on for me too though. “Doing it in there shows me you care about me, the way I care about you.”

	 

	“You know I do,” she sighs, “You’ve helped me so much. Sorting through all the papers and the endless form filling after Harry,” she looks right at me and shrugs her shoulders, “I never hear from Philip any more, and my son-in-law is always so busy with his job.”

	 

	Busy with that filthy eldest daughter of yours, more like.

	 

	“Don’t talk about that Phil guy,” I say and make my face emphasize hurt, “You know I get jealous of you.”

	 

	“Mmm, and I like that about you,” she smiles and moves closer. Her fingertips stroke my vest and chest. “You’ve done so much for me, Dennis.”

	 

	“And I want to do a lot more,” I say and squeeze her tits through the mesh lingerie. “Come on, let’s get in there.”

	 

	Sophie sighs but she leads me into her bedroom.

	 

	“I want this tonight,” I slap her big behind before she reaches the bed.

	 

	“You’re a wild animal, Dennis,” she laughs.

	 

	“For you I am, yes.”

	 

	And in a dream role, for young Lanie too.

	 

	Sophie climbs up onto the bed on all fours and reaches down between her thighs, popping open the gusset of her body stocking.

	 

	I stand back and watch her lean down onto her elbows with her backside in the air.

	 

	“Hell, yeah,” I groan and pull out my stiffy.

	 

	I stroke and peer down at the open lingerie flaps hanging below the crease of her pale behind.

	 

	Sophie reaches up and across to her nightstand. She picks up the small, gold-framed photo of her and Harry and places it face down.

	 

	“Spread your cheeks for me,” I tell her and work my cock through my fist.

	 

	“You sure I’m not too old for underwear like this?” She asks with her face in her bedding and her fingers spread on both buttocks.

	 

	Fishing for compliments again.

	 

	“No way,” I shake my head, “You’re doing it for me, and that’s the truth,” I bend at the knee and pull her left buttock a little more to one side, exposing the knot of her anus. I spit on the head of my dick and work it against her opening there.

	 

	“Uhh,” she grunts into the bed.

	 

	The elastic of her hole accepts the tip of my cock so I grip the outsides of her hips with both hands and start to ease inside her. All the years I was married and I never got near one of these at all. And Sophie’s never been painfully tight here either. I guess Harry or that Phil guy used her this way too. I’ll make her tell me one day.

	 

	“Uh, oh Dennis,” she gasps.

	 

	“You should get rid of all those old photos,” I say about Harry and push further in.

	 

	“Uhh,” her head rises from the bed.

	 

	“It’d help you move on,” I say and shove her head back down.

	 

	“I can't,” she gasps into the bedsheets and pushes her backside at me, “not yet.”

	 

	“Before we get married though,” I grunt and push hard into her.

	 

	“Uhh, ah, ah, we can’t get married without living together first,” she groans, "without making sure."

	 

	“You know it’ll work,” I grunt and grip her hips hard, “I think the world of you. You’re a special woman. Uhh, yeah. Neither of us is getting any younger, Sophie. We’ve got to seize the day.”

	 

	“Uh, uh, I just need more time.”

	 

	“You don’t want your house repossessed though, do you?” I slap into her, reach forward and underneath her chest, and squeeze her big tits through the mesh.

	 

	“Uhh, ahh, no.”

	 

	“It’s stupid living next door to each other, uhh, yeah, when you’ve got money worries, ah, ah, when we could pool our resources.”

	 

	“Mmm, uhh, uhhn.”

	 

	“Sell this house. We could go away on a cruise. The holiday of a lifetime.”

	 

	“Uhh, spank me Dennis,” her backside smacks back at me, “Not too loud. Don’t want to wake the little one.”

	 

	I slap a hand down hard on her big white cheeks.

	 

	Same weaknesses for a firm hand as Rachel. I can’t help smiling behind her back.

	 

	And I can’t help wondering whether the middle daughter, that little prick teaser Lanie would enjoy this treatment too. Yeah. I slap Sophie again, and she squeals into the bedding. Her fingers claw the sheets. I push as far as I can, deep into her ass, crush my balls against her crease.

	 

	“Don’t want you letting Paul Bailey in here again,” I slap her a third time.

	 

	“Ow! Uh, why? Why not?”

	 

	“He’s not to be trusted.”

	 

	“Oooh, oh, ooh, Mmm, he always seems so nice though, Dennis, ohh.”

	 

	“Ahh, I’ve known him longer than you. I see him every week. Tries to take advantage of people. Ahh, especially women.”

	 

	“Uhh, he offered to help me out. If I need money,” she groans into the bed.

	 

	I bet he fucking did. Rage inflames me and I whack a hand down on her upturned cheeks. Twice.

	 

	She squeals so loud I clamp a hand over her mouth.

	 

	So much for keeping the noise down.

	 

	And that last smack left a big pink handprint.

	 

	I grip her hips again with both hands and pummel her big, wobbling behind, I thump into her “It’s what that bastard would expect you to do for the money that you should worry about.”

	 

	Her hands claw at her own buttocks again, like she’s trying to spread them further apart, even as I grip her hips. I slap around her arms and wrists, repeatedly, right cheek then left, make her cry out into the bed, but then the pleasure overtakes me. I ejaculate hard.

	 

	I wake up sometime later under the covers in Sophie’s bed. I’ve got to pee. This happens most nights these days. The curtains are open a little and moonlight streams into the room. Next to me, Sophie sleeps with a dark eye mask on her face.

	 

	I pull back the covers and head out of the room in my pajamas.

	 

	On the landing, I close Sophie’s bedroom door as softly as possible. I creep quietly past the youngest daughter’s room in case I wake her.

	 

	In the bathroom, I don’t bother to lock the door. There’s little point hunting through the wash basket in here tonight. I know Sophie did a full wash because Lanie's away overnight. There’ll be none of her daughter’s dirty clothes in the basket.

	 

	I piss and then open the mirrored cabinet above the basin.

	 

	Different kinds of tablets, including Compoz ‘Nighttime sleep aid’. I doubt Sophie needed any of those after the pounding I gave her before. I smile at the mirror. Condoms at the back of the cabinet though too. Dirty bitch. But they could be Lanie’s. Same as the tampons too.

	 

	But a young girl like her? I reckon she’d keep stuff like that in her own room.

	 

	I peer back at the door. Be stupid not to take the opportunity of poking around a little in there too while she’s away.

	 

	I close the mirrored cupboard door and slip out onto the landing. I glance over at Sophie’s door to make sure there’s no light seeping from under the door to indicate she’s woken. Then I head for the third bedroom.

	 

	I push the door open over the carpet.

	 

	Thick carpet. Like a new one. Perhaps the girl wanted to put her stamp on the room after she took it over from her big sister. I close the door behind me. If somehow Sophie was to wake and find me in here I’d act shocked. Disorientated. I’d tell her I must have been half asleep coming back from the bathroom. That I wandered into the wrong room.

	 

	The curtains are open but there’s way less chance of being seen by anyone here at the back of the house so I click on the bedside lamp. On second thoughts. I pull the curtains across anyhow.

	 

	I run a hand across the top of the bedding and my heart pounds. Mmm. Could be the same double bed Rachel used to sleep in by the look of it.

	 

	But gone are the pink soft furnishings. This Machin sister has less girlie tastes. Purple and black. Silky. I lean over the bed and pull the covers back. I inhale the pillow. Smells fresh. Too fresh for my liking.

	 

	I crouch and do the same with the bed itself. But it too smells of washing powder. Detergent or whatever. I reckon Sophie took the opportunity to change the sheets too while her daughter isn't here.

	 

	Just my luck.

	 

	I peer all around. The room’s a lot tidier too than when Rachel had it. But Sophie might have straightened it for her tonight after she went out.

	 

	I get right down on the floor even though it's not easy for my knees. I want to check for any discarded dirty underwear under the bed.

	 

	Looks all clear here too though. Shit.  And this is unlike her big sister as well. Unless Sophie tidied under here too of course.

	 

	I need to get my timings right about Sophie doing the washing in the future. There'll be plenty of other opportunities though.

	 

	I stand up and cross the room to her dresser then open the top drawer.

	 

	Bras.

	 

	I rifle through them and pull out a black lace one. Mmm. Underwired. Nice. And almost as big as Sophie’s. I hold a cup to my nose and mouth and inhale.

	 

	Too fresh again.

	 

	I peer back at the door and then open the second drawer down.

	 

	Her knickers. My dick thickens.

	 

	I pick out one skimpy red pair and sniff the gusset.

	 

	Nothing. Then and second and third. All fresh.

	 

	But clean or not, they’ve all rested tight against her little cunt and that firm rear of hers at some point. That body she flaunts in their back garden. Mmm, Melanie Machin you little minx.

	 

	For now, I tuck a pair under the waistband of my pajama bottoms. She won’t miss one pair.

	 

	Wait. What about her hair brushes?

	 

	Three or four of them stick out of an upright container and I pick out the one that has most hairs entwined around the bristles. I smell the brush.

	 

	“Mmm,” I murmur out loud at her familiar perfume and my dick turns to iron. I kiss the strands of golden brown hair and rotate the brush in my hand. Then I push my tongue down beyond them, to lick the stem of the brush.

	 

	A little salty, but the smell of her perfume is mixed with her musk too.

	 

	I rub the front of my pants. I take the hairbrush over to her wardrobe with me and then glancing back at the bedroom door again, I slide open the girl’s wardrobe door.

	 

	She keeps her shoes in the same place Rachel did. At the base of her wardrobe.

	 

	I pick out the small, left shoe of a pair of black, shiny, and strappy high heels. I run my tongue along the instep.

	 

	These must be new. Just tastes of leather.

	 

	I tug the knickers out from under my waistband and pull them over my head. I adjust her gusset so it rests over my nose, but away from my mouth. “Mmm, Melanie.”

	 

	Such a pity it’s so fresh.

	 

	With one hand I hold the hairbrush close to my mouth too and lick it, over and over. I pull out my dick and slide it into her shoe, slowly jerk myself with it.

	 

	“Oh, yeah.”

	 

	But I can’t relax. Don’t want to risk making a mess in here. Not with everything so finely balanced between me and Sophie.

	 

	Hurriedly, I put the shoe and brush away. The knickers can come home with me when I go.

	 

	I turn out the light, open the curtains, and head back to Sophie.

	 

	Still asleep.

	 

	I stash Lanie’s underwear in the pocket of my cords then climb into bed. Gently, I push Sophie’s shoulder and kiss around her ear. Her shoulder. My dick is still rock hard, “Sophie? You awake?” I nudge her side with my stiffy.

	 

	“Oh,” Sophie murmurs and turns to face me, “Again? Dennis, you’re terrible,” she smiles and takes my tool with both hands.

	 

	 


Chapter 4 - Richmond's Resolution
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	Kevin Blandon

	 

	“Do I look OK?” Evie asks me again. This time to the soundtrack of soft music in the elevator. Her lips are painted chilli red and her big brown eyes, framed by painstakingly drawn, thick eyeliner gaze right at me.

	 

	I press the smoothly-operating button for the top floor and the Penthouse, then despite my aching frustration, I reach across to caress the side of her blonde head.

	 

	Her hand intercepts mine before my fingers reach her thick hair. “It took me ages to get my hair right, Kev,” she says and gently holds onto my wrist. Her violet-scented perfume is new, and laid on thick. She eyes herself in one of the smoked glass walls. Her makeup is bold and heavy for so early in the evening. “You sure you don’t think the dress is too much?” She lets go of my arm and opens up her long, cream-colored mac to give me another torturous view of what’s inside.

	 

	“Wow,” I groan again and shake my head at the sight underneath.

	 

	It’s a good job she wore the coat. Especially for the walk across the parking lot and through the manned reception downstairs.

	 

	Evie’s minuscule, silky red dress is more like a negligee. It shows the whole length of her legs. Bare from the tops of her thighs right down and past her anklet to open-toe, red high heels. A plunging neckline further up puts plenty on display there too.

	 

	“He’ll be all over you when he sees you,” I say.

	 

	“That’s the idea,” she smiles, and then letting the sides of her coat fall and cover her dress again, she bends slightly at the knee and feels the front of my pants. Long fingers with painted nails grip the steel rings of the chastity belt inside.

	 

	“Oh God Evie,” I groan again and all I want now is to be let out of this while we’re in Richmond’s new apartment with him. It’s been two weeks. I’m going out of my mind. Barely sleeping. Even Spens at the office has been asking me if I’m ‘OK’, and telling me how ‘highly strung’ I seem.

	 

	I’d like to see him put up with this if Huey, our boss, had him in chastity.

	 

	“Are you going to suck Richmond if he asks you to?” Evie kisses my ear as the elevator stops. But it’s not Richmond’s floor yet.

	 

	I knew she’d ask me this.

	 

	The elevator doors swish open and a middle-aged lady with a Gucci bag over her shoulder peers at us from outside. “Going up?”

	 

	I nod.

	 

	“You will, won’t you Kev?” Evie asks when we’re alone again and the elevator is on the climb. She reaches for my cage again and gives it a gentle twist.

	 

	“I don’t want to think about any of that,” I say but it’s a lie.

	 

	I’ve thought a lot about it. You can’t help it when you’re out of your mind with sexual frustration. Watching your wife get more and more worked up all week in anticipation of seeing her lover again. Watching her beautify herself for him before we left home tonight.

	 

	I’m so desperate that I’ve even pictured myself begging on my knees for my release from this cage. Asking Richmond, after he’s all spent with my wife’s body. I’ve imagined paying oral respect again to the man who has sex with my wife. All to earn my ‘freedom’. For him to allow me an orgasm.

	 

	“Don’t let me down on it Kev,” Evie says and she plays with her hair. “I want to make the most of it now he’s got the other clubs coming on stream. It’s too good of an opportunity for us. We need to show him we’re his most reliable couple.”

	 

	“Yeah,” I croak as she continues to preen herself for her bull. For the bull. For the man who first took her from me.

	 

	The elevator stops on the top floor - His floor - and I follow her out into the corridor.

	 

	“Ooh, what a lovely carpet,” Evie purrs.

	 

	We haven’t been here before and my wife has taken the invite as ‘proof’ that Richmond’s interest in her has heightened again. That he’s keen to make time for us once more. The same way he used to at that hotel suite when he first started fucking Evie.

	 

	Maybe she’s right.

	 

	I watch her hips sway in the long coat and even though we’ve done something similar to this more times than I can count, still my heart beats out of control. My mouth is dry and my stomach tense. My cock strains against the steel confines of a chastity belt which that man bought.

	 

	“Even his door is gorgeous,” Evie’s lacquered red fingernails dance lightly across the teal-blue paintwork of the penthouse suite door before she presses the buzzer.

	 

	“Hello, hello,” a deeply tanned Richmond opens up swiftly as if he were standing close to the other side.

	 

	I hold my breath.

	 

	He’s tie-less, with no jacket either, but a crisply-pressed white business shirt. The top two buttons are undone and part of his broad chest is on show. The pants of his suit look like navy mohair. Behind him is an enormous living room. Multiple leather sofas with a couple around our ages on one of them. They don't look up from their phones but she's a slim blonde with great legs.

	 

	“How’s my special girl?” Richmond asks Evie and kisses the side of her face. Both sides.

	 

	“I know you say that to all the girls,” Evie sighs but her face has flushed and she lets him unwrap her long coat from around her.

	 

	“Close the door, will you Kevin?” he motions with eyes so dark they’re almost black.

	 

	“Do you like the dress Richmond?” Evie twirls on her heels for him on the mottled, marble flooring.

	 

	“Like it? It almost leaves me speechless,” he takes her hand and leads her further into the apartment. We’re not introduced to the other couple or shown around the living room.

	 

	“Woah, don’t you look something?” Walden Barrett sits on a high stool in the gleaming kitchen. He leans a large elbow on the edge of a huge black granite worktop and crunches his teeth into an apple as he surveys my wife. He’s in chinos and loafers.

	 

	What’s he doing here? They’re not both planning to…

	 

	“Walden was just leaving,” Richmond says like he read my mind and he pauses with my wife’s hand still in his, “He’s just been telling me all about his latest project.”

	 

	“Not really a project,” Walden shrugs and wipes apple juice from his gray goatee, “Not one for Traders. Carol, a married piece I’m seeing from time to time. A little older than my usual taste maybe, but nice and curvy. Celtic blood. And it’s been a long time since she had a bull. Or a man at all judging by her appetite,” he sniffs, “Got a taste for getting slapped around a little too. And you know how that appeals to me,” he eyes my wife’s bare thighs.

	 

	“Can you see yourself out?” Richmond asks him and moves my wife onward again.

	 

	“No worries,” Walden says from behind us, “See you at the weekend Evie.”

	 

	"Who were the couple on the sofa, Richmond?" Evie clears her throat as I follow her and Richmond. My cock chokes against the bars of my chastity belt. Long-leaked pre-cum that wept from me before has dribbled to the top of my inner thigh and it’s cold there.

	 

	"Sandra and Rene," he says without stopping, "I'm taking them clothes shopping a little later. I had them stop by early. So they could wait around. Enjoy the anticipation."

	 

	Part of me wants him to explain what he's just said, but he's on his way to fuck my wife!

	 

	“Mr. Barrett back there never ceases to amaze me with the way he always falls on his feet,” Richmond says and opens a door up onto a bedroom. A plush one.

	 

	There’s a king-sized bed with dark fur covers on our left. Dead ahead are wide, floor-to-ceiling windows with elegant open curtains and where an old telescope on a tripod faces the evening skyline outside. A high-backed greenish-blue suede chair faces the bed.

	 

	My breathing labors.

	 

	“Straight to the bedroom?” Evie giggles.

	 

	“If you dress so provocatively, young lady,” Richmond gestures at me to close the door, “then you’re going to make a man think of one thing only.”

	 

	“It’s a lovely apartment Richmond,” Evie gazes around at the furnishings, “a beautiful bedroom.”

	 

	“We can thank the talented Isabel for that,” Richmond smiles at my wife and runs a hand over the outline of her ass.

	 

	“What do you mean about Walden always falling on his feet, Richmond?” I ask when I’ve closed the door. My heart races and I want to try to somehow slow it down, as well as the speed that this whole night is moving.

	 

	“When Mr. Barrett’s not pulling couples who are willing to let him install CCTV in their bedrooms, he’s finding himself others like his Carol and her husband,” Richmond chuckles as he slips the narrow straps of Evie’s red dress down over her shoulders, “he has him in chastity and little panties cleaning one of Mrs Barrett’s shops in the evening while Carol is put through her paces in the back office there,” Richmond pulls the top of Evie’s dress right down and exposes her tits.

	 

	“No bra for easy access,” Richmond nods his approval and suckles on my wife’s boobs.

	 

	“The way you like it,” Evie murmurs and caresses his head as her tits are sucked, “Mmm,” she moans and bites her bottom lip.

	 

	Richmond peels the dress down over my wife’s stomach and then her hips until she’s stripped bare for his enjoyment.

	 

	“No panties either,” Evie grins at him but she flushes too. Her red heels step out from the crumpled dress on the polished wood-block floor. She stands on a white rug in front of the older man in nothing but those heels, her anklet, her hoop earrings, and around her neck on a thin silver chain the tiny key to my chastity belt. Her nipples are stiff.

	 

	I tug at my cage.

	 

	“You know what I’d like this evening?” Richmond asks and inserts two fingers into my wife’s shaved vagina. The fingers of his other hand fondle the chastity belt key around her neck.

	 

	“Ooh, what?” Evie gasps and holds onto his forearm.

	 

	“What I’d like,” he says and withdraws the glistening fingers. He feeds them to my wife.

	 

	Evie sucks thirstily and gazes up into his eyes. Richmond eases the two fingers knuckle deep into my wife’s mouth.

	 

	“Is for Kevin to fluff me for you,” he says and those dark eyes shoot my way. “For him to suck me, but while you’re on your knees for me too, young lady.” He pulls his wet fingers from my wife’s plump lips and sucks them himself.

	 

	“Mmm, we can do that for you, Richmond,” she says, her throat and face both flushed now, “Can’t we Kev?” Evie’s fingers fumble at the zipper of Richmond’s pants.

	 

	"How long has Kevin been denied this body?" his hands roam over her naked waist and hips.

	 

	Oh, Evie.

	 

	"A fortnight so far this time Richmond, " Evie says.

	 

	"Better," he purrs and gives me a triumphant smile, "but keep it up for me. " His eyes gesture at the white rug.

	 

	If I wasn’t locked and if I hadn’t been this way for so long then maybe I’d protest and refuse. But unable to control my shaking, I lower myself to my knees on the rug.

	 

	I gaze up beyond the tops of my wife’s bare legs to watch her hand. Both of them now fondle his big cock and hairy balls.

	 

	“Oh, Evie,” I murmur from my knees.

	 

	Richmond mauls her ass.

	 

	“Mmm, look Kev,” she peers down at me, “Look how hard Richmond is already,” she strokes his stiff colossus above my head and his big balls dance under her hands.

	 

	Richmond shoves his pants right down to his ankles, uncovering his powerful, bronzed thighs and legs.

	 

	I shuffle my position on my knees. I tug at my chastity belt again and I know I’ll do whatever I’m told. In truth, tonight I hardly even need to be told.

	 

	“Can I get out of this before Evie and I leave here Richmond?” I mumble as I gaze upward but the question feels rhetorical now and he probably knows that too. My eyes are transfixed by the shining head of his tool and the giant, thick vein on the underside. By my wife’s little hand and her lacquered fingernails as they grip tight and masturbate Richmond.

	 

	“Come on Kev, suck Richmond’s beautiful big cock,” she says throatily and she offers him to me. She steps back slightly.

	 

	I open my mouth and reach up, and close my eyes.

	 

	“That’s it,” Richmond smirks down at me. He rests a hand on top of my head. He bends at the knee and pushes his thick, hard tool deep into my mouth.

	 

	“Uhrr-uch,” I gag and my eyes open but I don’t pull back. Even as it reaches the back of my throat.

	 

	“Mmm,” Evie moans and fondles his balls again, her nipples like stalks, “That’s it Kev, go on.”

	 

	“Remember, I want you on your knees too,” Richmond tells my wife sternly and now both his hands hold my head. He widens his stance.

	 

	Evie climbs down naked alongside me, her body warm and her large bare breasts jiggling. Her perfume mixes with his musk. She hugs the side of one of Richmond’s thighs, and she plants kisses all over it.

	 

	I suck frantically. Like I’ve got a fever. Like I’m possessed. My shame and self-respect desert me. My wife is obsessed with this man. Without inhibition, I launch my head and shoulders at his manly groin. Terrible, violent sucking noises. I clutch the backs of his strong knees. I accept and draw his iron-hard shaft as deep as I dare. Evie’s fingers caress his balls. I take Richmond so deep and so hard that it hurts the roof of my mouth. But in this humbled, sexually-starved state, all I want is to please Evie’s bull. To give total pleasure to the man who infatuates my wife. Oh, Richmond. I lunge my head at him, gag for the second or third time, so that my eyes water, as Richmond’s penis chokes me.

	 

	“Uhhhm,” he groans, “Kneel behind me Evie,” Richmond grips my hair and then tightens his hold there.

	 

	“Yes, Richmond,” Evie murmurs, and her bare body moves away from me. She shuffles around his thighs on her knees, tits shuddering and nipples hard. Her lips kiss the sides and then the backs of his legs as she takes up a position at his rear.

	 

	Oh, my beautiful Evie.

	 

	“I’ve been reading the Marquis De Sade again,” Richmond murmurs from up above.

	 

	I suck his cock and gaze up beyond his tanned, toned belly and chest to where his chin is high.

	 

	“Mmmm, uhhh, mmm,” Evie moans into his ass, her elbows wide as she holds his cheeks apart and kisses and slobbers there.

	 

	“That’s it Evie,” he purrs, “get that little tongue right in there.”

	 

	“Mmm, oh, yes Richmond, mmm, yes anything, anything for you.”

	 

	“Reading De Sade again after so long,” he says as we worship, “it made me realize just how lenient I’d become over the years with the women in my life. And with their husbands. That’s it, nice and deep. The book was illuminating too about why matters went wrong with Zaria.”

	 

	“Mmm, yes Richmond,” Evie says and her mouth sounds obscene.

	 

	I caress the cool, spongy flesh of his balls too as I suck for all I’m worth. I suck until the back of my neck aches. Suck on his granite, Godlike manhood.

	 

	“I need to keep my young ladies on a shorter leash,” he grips my hair so hard now that it hurts. My mouth slackens around his dick.

	 

	“And my boys too,” he grunts and twists my hair, “Suck me properly, Kevin.”

	 

	“Ow, yes, yes Richmond,” I groan and my mouth draws him deeper, sucks him harder.

	 

	“Mmm,” Evie groans from his ass, “I love it when you talk to Kev that way, Richmond. You can put us both on the shortest leashes you want. Mmm, can’t he Kev?”

	 

	“I need you both working extra hard on recruitment,” he pants, “Showing your initiative. Procuring more wives and girls for the additional clubs. Use the prescribed cuckold and hotwife chatrooms. Filter them through the ownedcouples website. You know the routine, but up those numbers.”

	 

	“Yes Richmond,” Evie gasps between licks and kisses.

	 

	“I want you more involved with the couples that Philip and the others locate too,” he says and one of his hands moves off my head and reaches back to pull Evie’s face further into his ass.

	 

	I give my jaw a break and kiss his balls all over.

	 

	“Suck Kevin,” Richmond orders.

	 

	I open wide and suck again. I do it so hard that my nose presses into his firm lower belly.

	 

	“You can help to encourage and reassure other couples about the benefits of Traders,” he grunts, “We have several promising new ones.”

	 

	I back away and draw my lips down his thick length.

	 

	“And Kevin, we need to fully integrate Grace, your work colleague’s wife. I need you to extol the virtues of chastity to him too. Evie, speak to Philip about Marcella. See if you can help get her on track too. She was very promising at our last S&M night.”

	 

	“Mmm,” Evie moans but I’m not sure she’s even listening to him.

	 

	“Uhh, Evie,” he says and then groans loudly, like the pleasure that our mouths serve has almost overtaken him, “You’re our leading light now, you should be setting the bar for all our other girls.”

	 

	“Mmm, yes Richmond,” Evie moans.

	 

	“I want you tattooed and pierced like we’ve talked endlessly about before. No excuses anymore. If you're anxious about the visibility of ink at the base of your spine, uhh, then let's have you marked just above your vagina. You can grow your pubic hair back if you ever need to conceal it. And I want you on hotel work with VIP clients too. Ohh yes, here it cums, uhh, here it cums.”

	 

	“Give to me Richmond,” Evie squeals and she scurries around on her knees to me, drool running down her chin she grabs at his cock and pulls it from me toward her gaping her mouth, “I want your cum, I want your cum.”

	 

	I push my face up alongside hers and close my eyes. I leave my mouth open too and gaze up as Richmond’s thighs tense.

	 

	 


Chapter 5 - Sleepover Invitation

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	Trevor Twist

	 

	I pull my cab up outside my ex’s and her boyfriend’s olive green Maserati is on the driveway again. Right alongside the lighter-shaded Leylandii hedges I planted years ago. When my daughter was still little. I feel my stomach acid flex again and I reach for the pills from the center console. I sound the horn.

	 

	I peer at his shiny motor a second time. It’s not a new one. It’s seen better days. But the guy is an asshole. The car’s all show. Like him. And like my ex. I bet the alimony I pay her helps the pair of fuckers fund the motor.

	 

	I take a swig of water from the plastic bottle next to my pills, to help me swallow the tablet and then I turn my thoughts to my daughter. I sound the horn again. I’m only grateful that at her age, McKenzie still wants to come stay with her old man the odd weekend. I guess me having a dog now at the apartment helps her motivation. But I’ll be seeing a whole lot less of my daughter when she goes off to the cruise ship and that singing gig. This time around though, I could have just done with a bit more notice that she wanted to come to me. A day or two to straighten out the apartment. So Kenzie doesn’t think her old man’s life is falling apart.

	 

	But time ain’t something I get a lot of these days.

	 

	I check the Maserati out again. It might have four doors, but Stella my ex is deluding herself if she thinks a guy who drives one of those is planning on settling down any time soon. I smile to myself. Serves her right.

	 

	“Hey Dad!” McKenzie calls out as she comes through my old front door. She’s got her holdall over one shoulder. Then Stella appears behind her. And much as I try to hate that bitch whenever I see her, she looks good. Better than ever maybe, and my blood runs cold.

	 

	She hugs my daughter and when Stella half-turns back toward the house, I get a glimpse of the witch’s ass in jeans.

	 

	Most other separated (or divorced) guys that I talk to think their exes look hotter when they’re with someone new too. Maybe cos the women try a little harder to impress. They dress a little better and they shed those excess pounds. Shit. I bet I wouldn’t even notice how good Stella looks if I was getting some myself. I need to make time to get back on Tinder. Start dating again.

	 

	He appears on the step and curls an arm around Stella as the pair of them watch my daughter head down the path toward my car. He’s only stood there to try and rile me.

	 

	“Kid Condom’s at the house again I see,” I mumble to Kenzie once she’s inside and I put the car in gear.

	 

	“Dad, don’t call him that,” she laughs and buckles up.

	 

	“Sorry Hun,” I smile and pull the car away from the curb, “I just like to imagine he’s an asshole. It makes me feel better.”

	 

	“He is an asshole,” Kenzie gazes through the passenger window, “but he’s Mom’s asshole.”

	 

	I laugh and check my rearview mirror.

	 

	The traffic is thick this time on a Friday and later, while we wait at a red light, Kenzie looks over at me, “Dad, you know I said I might be going to a party in town tomorrow night?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” I nod.

	 

	“Are you working then?” she asks.

	 

	I know what’s coming and I smile at her. “Nope. Be watching the game on TV.”

	 

	“Could you give us a ride into town?”

	 

	“Us?” I ask.

	 

	“I was going to ask Lanie round for pre-drinks at yours too. If that’s OK?”

	 

	“I guess,” I shrug. I’ve given that pretty young daughter of Sophie Machin’s a ride several times, but never had her in my apartment since I moved in there.

	 

	“And I was wondering Dad…”

	 

	“Go on,” I glance over again as the light changes. What else have I been signed up for?

	 

	“How would you feel about her staying over too when I get back tomorrow night?” Kenzie asks, “She’s going through another rough patch with her boyfriend, and at home with her Mom as well. She could share my bed. Otherwise, she has to take the Uber back to hers on her own, once it’s dropped me off at yours. Mom lets her stay at ours sometimes.”

	 

	I’ve seen the way that other girl dresses on a night out. I wouldn’t want my daughter traveling on her own like that in the back of any guy’s cab after a night out partying. Not with a body like that one’s. And especially not if she’s been drinking to forget boyfriend trouble. Or problems at home.

	 

	If I’m totally honest too, I can think of worse things than having one of the Machin girls in my apartment dolling herself up tomorrow night, getting ready to hit the town. And then maybe even seeing her lounge around on my sofa for a while on Sunday too, keeping Kenzie company.

	 

	Shit, I sound like a real dirty old man. I need to get myself another girlfriend.

	 

	Later that night I’m working and as busy as a blue-assed fly. Near the end of my shift, around three in the morning, some drunken asshole pukes up in the back of my cab. I want to batter him, but I settle on an extra thirty off him in compensation. Then I head back to the taxi stand to get it all cleaned up before I drive home.

	 

	I reach there a little after five a.m. and then crash out until some time after mid-day. I’ve got another shift in a couple of hours.

	 

	“You didn’t forget you said Lanie could stay over tonight, did you Dad?” Kenzie leans over from behind me while I’m at the breakfast table chugging down some granola. She kisses one side of my unshaven face. Freddy my little terrier is at her feet.

	 

	“No. I didn’t forget,” I sigh and shake my head. But now she’s reminded me, my brain fog and lethargy are eased a bit by the picture in my head. By the prospect of that young friend of hers in my apartment. Maybe it’s a bit sad, but that mental picture will give me something to look forward to this afternoon while I’m working.

	 

	“And that you’d give us a ride into town after pre-drinks, right?”

	 

	“Yep. I remembered that too,” I nod, “I could probably pick you up when your party’s done too. Save you the cab fare back.”

	 

	“We’ll be fine getting back here Dad,” she moves from behind me and switches the coffee machine on. “I know you like a beer when the game’s on. If you can just take us into town, then at least we save on that fare.”

	 

	“I won’t be drinking tonight,” I say, “I could do with shedding a few pounds,” I pat my stomach. That last bit is true. The way I’ve been thinking since she told me about her friend coming here has convinced me I need to start dating again. No matter how badly it turned out the last time. Last night while I idled away the time in between fares, I even sneaked a look at her friends’ Instagram and Facebook pages. That’s not normal behavior for a guy my age. Nor is offering to pick my daughter up in the early hours partly in the hope of catching an extra eyeful of the same friend off-guard in one of her little skirts and after too much wine.

	 

	“I can’t ask you to do that Dad,” Kenzie takes my coffee mug and refills it, “It’ll likely be real late.”

	 

	“What, and I’m not used to that?”

	 

	“Yeah, but it’s your night off.”

	 

	“Don’t worry about it. I don’t sleep well when I’m not working. Too much caffeine in the system.”

	 

	In the afternoon, the time between fares is spent trying not to dwell on the vague feeling of excitement about Kenzie’s young friend being in my apartment later.

	 

	I’m her best friend’s father, for fuck sake. She used to come and hang out with Kenzie when I lived with Stella.

	 

	Is it any wonder my ex cheated on me?

	 

	I end up laughing it off and then brooding about the girl I met online after Stella kicked me out. And how that younger woman played me. If I could afford it, I might even go to a hooker. Less complications. This level of sexual frustration can’t be healthy.

	 

	A little after eight p.m. when I’m back at the apartment Lanie’s Mom Sophie drops her off. There’s some old dude at the wheel of the silver Chrysler that brings her. Kenzie’s friend is dressed down in a sloppy blue sweatshirt and jeans and with her gold-colored hair tied back.

	 

	It’s still hard not to stare at her though, especially when she crouches to make a fuss of Freddy. A girl with an ass and legs like hers are always good in jeans. Even if she’s not especially pretty.

	 

	But Lanie’s always been real pretty.

	 

	I occupy myself with the TV while the girls laugh and chatter away in Kenzie’s room.

	 

	Sometime later, with their voices more boisterous and closer in the kitchen now, another Prosecco cork pops as I head through to put the coffee machine on.

	 

	The girls are dressed up and ready to go out. Citrusy perfume is strong in the air. It’s all I can do to keep my eyes on my daughter and not her friend’s figure when Kenzie asks me something about what I’ve been watching on TV.

	 

	But then Lanie herself speaks to me too and she looks right at me so I have an excuse.

	 

	The girl is in a plunging white top with tiny, thin shoulder straps and her boobs look fucking amazing and the lower part of what’s pretty much a ‘bra’ top only covers half her flat belly. Her flesh might be fake-tanned because it’s almost as dark as her hair. And although I don’t look down as far as I’d like, the shiny, gold-colored miniskirt shows way too much thigh for any man’s eyes to avoid. I leave the kitchen with my coffee way faster than I want to but at a speed that’s probably better for my health.

	 

	I sit back down in front of the TV with the dog and my drink and I channel-hop to distract myself from the way that young girl just made me feel.

	 

	Half an hour or so later Kenzie asks if we can leave.

	 

	The pair of them chatter away in the back of the cab but I take regular peeks at them in my rearview. The other girl’s wide eyes are exaggerated even more by the dark, eyeliner that frames them. Her thick hair tumbles around her bare shoulders and above that chest. She and Kenz will get a whole lot of attention tonight. And where my daughter is concerned, that always worries me.

	 

	“You two make sure you stick together all night, OK?” I say above their chatter.

	 

	“We will,” they chorus and then giggle.

	 

	“And call me when you’re ready to be picked up.”

	 

	I drop the pair of them off in the center of town and as they walk away still chattering and laughing, my emotions swing from love for my little girl who grew up way too fast (and lately without me around to see it), to the equally unsettling swell and swagger of Lanie’s tail. The supple sheen of her long bare legs under the street lamps in high heels.

	 

	Later, back home after more coffee, I head to my daughter’s room to do what I always do when she’s staying over but gone out partying. She teases me about it, but I know she appreciates it. I always straighten the mess she’s made getting ready so that she doesn’t fall over shit when she gets back home after too much to drink.

	 

	Tonight though, despite her pink-themed room being thick with the smells of dual perfumes, and her discarded clothes and bath towels on the carpet and bed, I’ve seen this room in worse states. Maybe Kenz was tidier than usual cos of her friend staying over. I pick the clothes and towels up and fold them away.

	 

	The holdall Lanie arrived here with is on the floor too near the bed. Her sweatshirt and jeans are already neatly folded on top of it. I pick the pile up to set them down on the dresser out of the way, but the clothes slide from the top of the holdall and reveal some of the contents beneath.

	 

	For a split second, I gaze at the top of a pair of turquoise Converse nestled alongside Lanie Machin’s worn white underwear. Her bra and matching panties scrunched into a ball. With them too is a little navy blue, unmarked book.

	 

	I touch the soft underwear with my fingertips but I’m not that desperate. And doing anything more would be so wrong.

	 

	The book though, has me a bit curious. If it’s a diary, then maybe there’s stuff in there about Kenz. The pair of them are best friends and I feel so out of touch with my daughter’s life since I had to move out of the family home.

	 

	I open the book up to lined pages filled with real neat handwriting in blue ink. I ignore the feeling that my motivation for what I’m doing here isn’t quite as pure as I’m telling myself. I flick through the pages to the latest entry.

	 

	‘I’m not ready to be anyone’s wife. How could I be? But Roy’s kind. He puts me first. He’ll do anything I ask him to. Why can’t that be enough?’

	 

	So her boyfriend proposed to her. Kenzie didn’t mention that. But maybe my daughter doesn’t know. So maybe Lanie turned him down and that’s what the ‘Rough patch’ with the boyfriend is all about.

	 

	I flick to another random page. I can’t see any significant mentions of Kenzie but there’s an entry about someone called ‘Phil’.

	 

	Another guy?

	 

	‘The thought of an older guy is hot. Someone experienced and self-confident with me. But Phil’s a user. That much is obvious. He could never love me like Roy does. Someone like Phil would be unmanageable.’

	 

	That last word’s an odd one to use. I look up and away from the journal. Fuck. Is she having an affair with some older man?

	 

	I read some more and finally understand that Lanie Machin is not having an affair with an older guy called Phil (or with anyone else for that matter). Then, I’m in the living room with the girl’s journal returned to her holdall in Kenzie’s bedroom. I watch the game on TV but my thoughts frequently drift back to my daughter’s friend and her written confession that she suspects she might ‘need’ an older guy.

	 

	I’ve heard about girls like her. Hot young things who get together with guys decades older than them. Hell, didn’t I think that’s what I’d managed to pull on Tinder until the reality came crashing down around me?

	 

	But one of the other cab drivers left his Mrs for a girl in her early twenties, didn’t he? And that seemed to work out. I mean, that girl wasn’t much to look at, but it shows it can happen.

	 

	I focus on the game again because it makes no difference to me what Lanie Machin wrote in her diary, does it? She’s the same age as my fucking daughter. And she’s Kenzie’s best friend. Girls like her aren’t attracted to broke older guys like me. They want someone who can treat them, buy them shit, and take them to swanky places. Guys who keep themselves in shape too.

	 

	And I shouldn’t even be thinking this way. About any women her age. Especially not her.

	 

	I don’t last long after the game ends on TV before I tell myself that I might never get the chance to study the innermost thoughts of someone like her again. And before reminding myself too that I didn’t search every single page for any mention of Kenzie either.

	 

	I grab the journal back from between the two items of her increasingly tempting underwear and return to the sofa with it.

	 

	Does she always keep a diary? Or is it just lately, with so much happening in her life? Her old man dying, the proposal from her boyfriend, and some older guy hitting on her. I guess she has to be going through some inner shit if she wants her diary with her even when she’s staying at her friend’s.

	 

	‘I know I’ve gotten off track since Dad passed,’ she writes in perfect handwriting. She talks of her regret at dropping out of Uni and how she can’t motivate herself to study like she used to. She writes about all the things she never told her father, and how much she regrets that. It makes me think of me and Kenzie and I close the book up.

	 

	But I open it again a few minutes later.

	 

	‘I’m sure Mom had an affair,’ she writes on one page.

	 

	For a moment I look away from the page and up. I bring to mind a mental picture of Sophie Machin. She was always a looker at the school gates when the kids were young. No doubt about that.

	 

	Poor old Harry though. No wonder he was such a miserable sod.

	 

	But if the kid knew her Mom was cheating on her Dad then that might have screwed her up some. Even if Kenzie seems to have come out of it OK after what her Mom did to me.

	 

	I read several other paragraphs complaining about the ‘creepy’ guy who lives next door to the Machins but who’s been spending a lot of time at theirs since Sophie’s husband died.

	 

	That woman doesn’t waste any time.

	 

	Lanie writes some more about that ‘Phil’ guy, but this time as someone she suspects her Mom was involved with.

	 

	Shit. The guy had the Mom and then went after the daughter?

	 

	I turn another page and read of more frustration.

	 

	‘I don’t want to waste my life. I want to make something of myself. Not keep being taken for a dumb blonde. I’m not even blonde!’

	 

	I smile at her last comment.

	 

	‘There’s no one to really talk to. Mom doesn’t listen. Rachel’s too busy with JJ and Joe, and much as I love Kenz, she’s still got her dad. Even if she doesn’t live with him.’

	 

	My face reddens at the mention of me in the diary. But I kind of know how Lanie feels. I lost my Mom when I was a similar age and there was no one I could talk to about my feelings then either.

	 

	I put the diary away again and scroll Netflix for a movie.

	 

	Hours later I’ve drifted off on the sofa when my phone pings with a message.

	 

	I lift my head from the arm of the chair and reach for my phone. My neck and shoulder ache. Fuck, I must have fallen asleep in a weird position.

	 

	‘Awake Dad?’ The message reads, ‘Text me back if still OK to pick up. No worries if not. Will get Uber.’

	 

	‘NP,’ I type back, ‘Usual pickup spot?’ I head to the bathroom to pee.

	 

	It takes me twenty minutes to arrive at the appointed location on the High Street. But I can’t see the girls. Only a group of guys in that spot.

	 

	I text Kenz again, this time to tell her I’m here. But before I can hit ‘send’ she and her friend emerge unsteadily on their heels from the other side of the guys.

	 

	I watch them make their way over toward me, Lanie all legs as the guys behind them call out after her and Kenz.

	 

	“Where to Ladies?” I ask when they’re inside and they giggle.

	 

	“Good night?” I ask and adjust the rearview mirror so I can make some eye contact as I drive.

	 

	“Apart from some real basic boys and their lame one-liners,” Kenzie says and Lanie sighs.

	 

	I bet Lanie gets hit on so much that it gets boring. She could have her pick of any guy. It must break her boyfriend’s heart that she turned him down.

	 

	But then again, he probably doesn’t have that ‘experience or maturity’ she seems to be looking for.

	 

	“Guess what Lanie told me tonight Dad,” Kenzie giggles and she seems the drunker of the two of them.

	 

	“What’s that then?” I peer back at her in the mirror again, but in the process can’t stop myself from glancing at the other girl’s cleavage in her little white top. Her eyes meet mine.

	 

	“She used to have a crush on you,” Kenzie laughs.

	 

	“I didn’t say that,” Lanie squeals and shoves my daughter’s shoulder.

	 

	What the fuck?

	 

	“Oh yeah? You know it’s true Lanie,” Kenzie laughs.

	 

	“It wasn’t a crush,” Lanie yells above my daughter’s teasing, “It was only when I used to come to the house when you lived with Kenzies Mom,” she shakes her hair around her bare shoulders and we make eye contact again in the mirror.

	 

	God, she’s so fucking fit.

	 

	“It was when I used to see you on your console in the living room,” Lanie says and laughs.

	 

	“She said she always wanted to play with you,” Kenzie giggles.

	 

	Lanie punches Kenzie’s shoulder and this time it’s my daughter who squeals, “On the console,” Lanie leans forward toward me in her seat, “I wanted to learn how to play one of the games. No one at home had a PlayStation or X-box. Roy doesn’t even like them now.”

	 

	“Maybe I’ll give you a game sometime,” I say over my shoulder.

	 

	Lanie sits back and leans her head on the window looking out at the night and the passing lights. Kenzie does the same on the other side of the back seat.

	 

	“Show me when we get back tonight?” Lanie murmurs and peers up at me again in the mirror.

	 

	My heart beats fast. Like a fool’s.

	 

	“God no, Lane,” Kenzie groans and when I look back again she’s moved across the back seat and has the side of her head rested on the other girl’s chest, “It’s too late. We’re going to bed as soon as we get back. ”

	 

	Back at the apartment, the girls announce they need glasses of water to take to bed with them.

	 

	“I need the bathroom too,” Kenzie groans and staggers off out of the kitchen.

	 

	“I’ll get the waters for you,” I say while Lanie kicks her heels off in front of me. Barefoot and barelegged in my kitchen she’s several inches shorter than me.

	 

	“Kenz can drink cocktails way faster than me,” she leans back against the wood-grain worktop and picks her shiny, gold-colored hoop earrings off one at a time. She looks right at me but then she peers down at Freddy near her feet. “I wish my Mom would get a dog as gorgeous as you,” she says to him then crouches down and rubs both sides of his head.

	 

	“She doesn’t like dogs?” I ask and can’t help but admire the girl’s cleavage and strong, exposed thighs.

	 

	“She says they make too much mess.”

	 

	“Sounds like Kenzie’s Mom,” I mumble.

	 

	“She makes a lot of mess too?” Lanie peers up at me from the floor.

	 

	“That’s pretty funny,” I grin at her. “So apart from the ‘basic boys’ with their ‘lame one-liners’ it was a good night?” I ask as she rises. I hand her a tumbler of water and keep my eyes on her face, not a cleavage that no doubt commanded a lot of attention from those same basic boys.

	 

	“Yeah. It was good to get out and forget everything,” Lanie sips her water, “Kenzie’s such a good friend.”

	 

	“Did she not meet any nice guys?” I ask, “She tells me nothing when I ask her.”

	 

	“We got pestered by a few,” she shrugs.

	 

	I bet you did.

	 

	“One weirdo offered us money to let him follow us about all night.”

	 

	“That is pretty weird,” I say, but have some sympathy with the guy.

	 

	“I wonder if Kenz fell asleep in the bathroom,” Lanie peers at the hallway and she’s got a point. My daughter’s been gone a while.

	 

	“I’ll go check,” I say and find myself hoping Lanie will still be in the kitchen on my return.

	 

	There’s no sign of Kenzie in the bathroom but when I reach her room she’s there on the bed on her side. Still fully-dressed.

	 

	“Kenz?” I whisper but she looks and sounds flat out. I pull the door too and head back quickly to the kitchen.

	 

	“She asleep in her room,” I say and gaze right at Lanie, “Maybe give her five minutes to crash right out?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” the girl nods her head and sips her water some more. “You’re a good dad,” she smiles at me and her eyes lock on mine, the unique hue of blue-gray almost mesmerizing me now.

	 

	“I try to be,” I say, “But it’s not easy when you don’t live with your kid.”

	 

	“Mr. Twist,” she says and puts her water tumbler down on the worktop.

	 

	“Call me Trevor, please. ‘Mr. Twist’ makes me feel even older than I am.”

	 

	“Trevor, have you got any booze in the house? Me and Kenz finished the Prosecco.”

	 

	I glance beyond her to the clock. It’s gone 3 a.m.

	 

	“You sure another drink is a good idea?” I look right at her again.

	 

	“If you’ve got some, it’s essential,” she nods.

	 

	“I think there’s only whiskey,” I shrug my shoulders but I honestly don’t think the girl should drink any more.

	 

	“I never had it, but I’ll try one,” she says.

	 

	“OK, I’ll have one with you,” I say and I fix two small drinks over ice and add water to them.

	 

	When they’re ready she’s crouched down again with Freddy but she stands and smiles at me as she takes the glass from my hand.

	 

	“You want to take them into the living room?” I ask and clear my throat.

	 

	“Sure,” she nods and she goes first, a little unsteady on her bare feet but the sway of her round tail hypnotic in the little gold skirt, and the backs of her tanned thighs impossible not to stare at too.

	 

	In my little living room, she sits on the sofa and crosses her long legs so I sit on the armchair instead. Freddy has no similar inhibitions and he curls up alongside our guest with the underside of his jaw on her bare thigh. I grab the remote and turn the TV onto one of the music channels for background sound.

	 

	“So how’s everyone at home been coping since your dad…,” I ask, to try and understand more about her circumstances, but almost at the same I curse the stupid question which will surely only drag her mood down.

	 

	When she doesn’t answer at all though, I gaze across at her again. Her eyes are closed and she’s breathing heavily, her partly-exposed bust rising and falling in front of me, her glass of whiskey tilted dangerously in her now-limp left hand.

	 

	I better get it before it spills.

	 

	I rise from the armchair and lean over her. I ease the glass from her relaxed hand and fingers but for a second or two I stand there, staring down at this remarkable beauty in my home.

	 

	Lanie’s eyes flicker open and she frowns up at me.

	 

	“Oh, er,” I mumble, “You fell asleep. I was just taking the drink from you. In case you spilled it on yourself.”

	 

	“I don’t think I can move,” she yawns and smiles up at me. “You might have to carry me to bed.”

	 

	Carry her?

	 

	Lanie stretches both arms up at me and her tits shudder.

	 

	“I’ll try if you want me to,” I say and laugh, even though I only intend to think those words. My chest has pulled tight.

	 

	“Mmm, OK,” still she holds her arms and hands up to me.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	I lower my head and shoulders so Lanie can wrap her arms around my neck.

	 

	She does and they’re warm, soft. But I shouldn’t be doing this.

	 

	“Excuse my hand,” I say and force myself to laugh, but the noise that comes from my throat sounds alien to me.

	 

	Lanie though seems unconcerned. She yawns again as I squeeze a hand and forearm down under the backs of her creamy bare thighs on the sofa and I lift her from it, and from Freddy.

	 

	She squeals softly but she smiles sleepily at me too as she clings to my neck. She’s heavier than Kenzie used to be and in the hallway, her hair and boobs are in my face, and her citrusy, musky perfume in my nostrils. I shouldn’t be hard, but I am. Her bare legs and little feet with painted red nails sway as I carry her toward Kenzie’s room. Her eyes close again.

	 

	I push the bedroom door open and the light from the hallway behind washes across my daughter who’s still asleep on her side with her back to us. I cross the room to the bed and as I lower the limp Lanie to it, my hand moves higher up the back of her bare thighs, almost to her ass.

	 

	She opens her eyes and smiles at me.

	 

	I ease her down alongside Kenz with my dick still shamefully hard in my pants.

	 

	“Night,” I whisper, and need to get out of here.

	 

	“Wait,” Lanie whispers back and she reaches for me with both arms again. She glances over her shoulder at the sleeping Kenzie.

	 

	What the hell?

	 

	Lanie beckons me right back down toward her.

	 

	I stoop over her and she wraps her arms around my neck a second time then before I can react, she presses her lips to mine.

	 

	Holy shit.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and closes her eyes.

	 

	“Lanie, don’t,” I pull myself free of her and her tongue, even though plenty of me wants to stay exactly where she has me.

	 

	She sighs and turns away onto her side. Her little skirt rides up at one side and at the back, and it exposes one of her hips, part of her buttocks, and strips of pink panties.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	“Mmm, goodnight Mr. Twist,” she whispers.

	 

	“Trevor,” I say but my name sticks in my throat as I stare at her. Her round butt half-exposed, the bare flesh of her left hip, her lower back, and shoulders. Her legs and delicate feet. My dick pulses in my pants.

	 

	 


Chapter 6 - What Walden Wants
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	Joe Barlow

	 

	Monday a little after 6 pm I drive around the small parking lot for a third time.

	 

	“I think we’ll have to try and find somewhere else,” I say to Rachel alongside me. Walden didn’t suggest any alternatives to parking here when he gave us details of where to meet him. I don’t know this part of town.

	 

	“It must be the customers at the gym,” Rachel points a finger and lacquered nail at the high, illuminated windows of one of the buildings alongside the lot as we pass by them again. Inside are rows of treadmills and exercise bikes with indoor runners and cyclists pounding them. We’re going to be late. Not a great look when we’re hoping to get Rachel’s job at Traders back.

	 

	Or at least, I’m hoping that’s what Walden Barrett wants. And ideally, with no ‘Sophie strings’ attached. The more I’ve thought about Rachel back there since his message, the more I want it.

	 

	But Rachel seems unconvinced.

	 

	“Joe, look,” Rachel points again and up ahead a couple is getting into a white Chrysler.

	 

	At last. I slow up and lower the window. “You guys leaving?”

	 

	The man gives me a thumbs-up.

	 

	I exhale a deep sigh. The thought of this evening was the only thing that kept me going today through another shit one at work. I was office-bound all day. My stomach knots at the memory. Back to back meetings this afternoon trying to defend the lack of results from my sales team.

	 

	I squeeze the car into the space and switch off the engine. Alongside me, Rachel checks her golden-brown hair on the screen of her phone and then examines her makeup. “Do I look OK?” she asks.

	 

	“You always look a whole lot better than just OK,” I say and lean across to her. I kiss the side of her face. She smells good.

	 

	She’s in a patterned sky-blue dress that sets her pretty gray-blue eyes off. I’d never say anything to her of course, but if I’m honest, the dress has gotten a little more fitted on her now that she’s put a few pounds back on again since she stopped working. Rachel can lose weight as fast as she gains it though. And my wife could never look anything other than ‘hot’ no matter what she weighs. Or what she wears.

	 

	“You wouldn’t tell me even if you thought I looked awful Joe Barlow,” Rachel undoes her seatbelt and tosses her hair around her shoulders.

	 

	She and I have spoken several times about the possibility of her going back to Traders. Since Walden first left a brief message on her phone about a ‘job’. He wouldn’t go into specific details with me on the phone when I called him back to arrange this meeting though. I expected him to mention the proposition Phil put to me a few weeks back too. The one that involved the ‘double act’ with Sophie. But he didn’t do that either. I’m guessing that could be brought up tonight. It’ll be better coming from Walden than me. I’ve still said nothing to Rachel about it. Her sex drive has been so much higher over the last couple of weeks. Ever since she met with Evie for lunch. I haven’t wanted to do anything to jeopardize that. Plus, Phil told me he’d speak to her too about going back to Traders. But according to her, she’s still had no contact with him since he sacked her. I guess he’s been too busy with the three new clubs.

	 

	Maybe they need her so much now that they won’t attach any conditions to her return?

	 

	Rachel gets out of the car before me. She crosses to the nearby sidewalk on the street and as she straightens her dress a passing car toots its horn.

	 

	“Who was that?” she peers after the red Ford.

	 

	“I think it was the equivalent of a wolf whistle,” I grin as I reach her and she takes my hand.

	 

	I’ve worked out what I’ll say to her later if Walden does mention the fact that Phil previously made the Sophie suggestion to me. I’ll say I’ve been too shocked to even know how to tell her. She’d go fucking mental if she knew I’d jacked off about it.

	 

	And more than once.

	 

	I check the GPS on my phone and then we make our way left, along a line of seven or eight storefronts until finally, twelve minutes late, we arrive outside ‘The Vintage Emporium’. A shop owned by Barrett’s wife, Lucretia.

	 

	It’s a white-walled building with the name high up in red letters and arranged around a giant ‘VE’ logo in black. In front of us is one of three large windows and it has a poster on the inside that proclaims ‘More Valuable than New’. Beyond that, even though it’s fairly dark inside, there are mannequins and rail after rail of clothes. There’s a ‘closed’ sign on the entrance like Barrett said there would be. I move toward it and look for a bell.

	 

	“Wait,” Rachel pulls at my hand and when I stop, she looks right at me and whispers, “Joe, we didn’t talk about…, what happens if Walden expects me to…you know?”

	 

	“If he wants sex tonight?” my heart accelerates and hammers at my ribs. “Well, you’re not even working for him and Richmond again yet,” I say to offer her an excuse if she wants it. But I suspect we both know what we want.

	 

	“I know but, he can be pushy, can’t he?” her throat flushes. “I’d still say no to him though,” she shakes her head, “If you told me not to do anything.”

	 

	Barrett is one of my least favorite men who’s screwed my wife. He can get rough, sometimes verging on abusive - but it’s been so long since I saw Rachel with anyone. With anything, other than the dildo at home. “We could just play it by ear,” I look into her eyes, “See how we feel if he asks?”

	 

	Rachel nods her head and then she reaches beyond me and presses a fingertip to the doorbell.

	 

	“Oh,” I say to the man with a dark bib apron on who opens the door. He’s a few inches taller than me but a lot of years older. And by the look of him, at least a few years older than Walden as well. “We’re looking for Walden,” I say with Rachel at my back.

	 

	“Is it Joe and Rachel?” he asks and a glossy, ‘VE’ logo metal metal badge on the breast of his apron states ‘Cleaner’.

	 

	“It is, yeah,” I say and then look away and glance in either direction down the street.

	 

	“Mr. Barrett said to come right in,” he opens the door wider for us. He’s got a yellow duster or cloth of some sort sticking out of a pocket of his apron and a bottle of cleaning fluid in one hand.

	 

	If he knows why we’re meeting his boss then he doesn’t let on. He doesn’t smirk at me when I pass him, nor does he leer at Rachel when she follows me in.

	 

	He closes the door behind me and slips the bolt on too, but not before I start to process the noise. Barely muted female whines and cries coming from what sounds like the far end of the store. Beyond rack after rack of clothes and shelves of bric-a-brac.

	 

	Rachel glances at me.

	 

	Sex. And it’s frantic.

	 

	“Look, we could come back another time,” I say to the cleaner and can’t help wondering whether he has to put up with Barrett’s antics every time he comes to clean the store.

	 

	“No,” he shakes his head and rubs his palms twice down each side of his apron, “Mr. Barrett told me to take you to his office right away,” his cheeks flush and he lowers his eyes.

	 

	“But he’s…,” I frown at the guy then stare again down the length of the store toward the source of the brutal noise.

	 

	Fucking and slapping?

	 

	“Mr. Barrett wants you to see my wife with him,” he clears his throat and looks down at his shoes.

	 

	His wife? The cleaner’s wife is letting Walden fuck her while the husband tidies the store?

	 

	Rachel and I exchange another glance. Her throat is as pink as the cleaner’s cheeks now. I raise my eyebrows to try and indicate that I want her opinion on what we should do.

	 

	She kind of grimaces but then shrugs her shoulders.

	 

	This is fucking awkward. But probably typical Barrett.

	 

	And I’d be lying if I didn’t say some sick part of me wants my wife exposed to whatever is happening back there.

	 

	Plus I want to see it too.

	 

	“If you’re certain he’ll want us there right now,” I ask the guy.

	 

	“He said I had to take you to him,” the cleaner mumbles and then gestures down the store, “If you would. Please.”

	 

	There’s not enough space between all the clothes to easily walk side by side so I ask him to lead the way. Then I follow with Rachel at the rear.

	 

	And as we get deeper into the store and the sounds of sex ever louder and more guttural, Rachel pinches my butt.

	 

	Beyond a soft burgundy velvet curtain that’s pulled half across a doorway, the cleaner pauses at a white wood door marked ‘Manager’. The door is open several inches and I can barely hear the cleaner knock on it above the sounds from inside. She’s climaxing.

	 

	“Come,” Walden Barrett bellows.

	 

	The cleaner gestures us ahead into a cramped little office where shelves all around us are crammed with chaotic rows of lever arch files and manuals or books.

	 

	But right in front of us on the edge of a desk, the back and mostly pale bare ass of a large woman who straddles the sitting Walden Barrett. Her spread calf muscles are taut and his trousers are down around his ankles. She clings to him. She whimpers into his chest. Her shoulders are bare too and her maroon dress is bunched around her curvy waist.

	 

	I can’t stop staring. She’s got pink blotches on her ass cheeks where I’m guessing she’s been slapped, and her long, fairish hair is matted from their sex and tinted with hints of red.

	 

	“Excuse me, Mr. Barrett,” the cleaner mumbles, “Joe and Rachel for you.”

	 

	“I can see that,” Barrett peers at us around the woman’s shoulders, “Give me a minute guys, so I can finish too.” His thick fingers grip the woman’s wide hips and he slaps up into her fast from the desk.

	 

	I can’t stop my balls bristling at the cleaner’s situation.

	 

	“Uhh, uhh, uhh,” his wife grunts as she bounces on Barrett and her tits are fucking huge. I glance to my right at Rachel and she’s gaping at the scene.

	 

	Barrett’s left hand leaves the woman’s right hip and he grips her throat.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	“Urghh,” she groans but keeps riding, tits smacking off each other.

	 

	Barrett accelerates his vicious upward stabs.

	 

	She’s attractive, but she’s the oldest woman I ever saw him with.

	 

	“Uhh-ahh, Pantyboy, where are your manners?” Barrett leans back, one arm extended and still gripping her throat, his other hand slaps at her tits. A forehand strike then backhand, “Get the chairs out for my guests, oooh-yeah, offer them a drink.”

	 

	“Oh yes, of course. Sorry, Mr. Barrett,” the cleaner’s voice is a higher pitch than before as he drags a chair out from each side of the room.

	 

	“Urghh, urghh,” his choked wife ignores all of us except Barrett.

	 

	“Rachel, Joe, what will you have?” the cleaner asks.

	 

	“Coffee,” Rachel says but her eyes remain on the fucking, “Black. No sugar please.”

	 

	“Same but white,” I say then return my eyes to Walden and the woman.

	 

	“She loves these big double D titties punished, don’t you Carol?” Walden pinches one of her long nipples and when she cries out he cracks a heavy palm across the tit again.

	 

	She whines but tries to kiss him.

	 

	He holds her firm and at a distance.

	 

	Does she even know we’re here?

	 

	The cleaner disappears with our drinks order but Rachel and I don’t sit.

	 

	Walden backhands both of the woman’s - ‘Carol’s’ - huge tits again. Then he does the same to her left hip and she cries out, she pushes her throat into his gripping hand and tries in vain a second time to kiss him.

	 

	“Where shall I put your drinks?” the mumbling voice behind me startles me.

	 

	I take a blue and white striped mug from one of his hands and check the color of the liquid. No milk. I pass it to Rachel then take the other cup from the cleaner.

	 

	“Will that be all Mr. Barrett?” the cleaner asks.

	 

	“Uh-oh, uhh-oh, uhh-oh,” Barrett groans as he powers up into Carol, “Stay there, stay there, Uhh-oh, uhh-oh”

	 

	“Yes, Mr. Barrett Sir.”

	 

	Wow. This is some whole other level of cuckolding.

	 

	Barrett slaps her face.

	 

	He slapped her fucking face.

	 

	Carol splutters and her mouth gapes but I think she could be cumming a second time.

	 

	I side-eye her husband and he’s watching the scene with bulging eyes and not even touching his own dick.

	 

	Walden cracks the other side of her face even harder and her head rocks.

	 

	Fucking hell.

	 

	He stabs up fast several times then groans and grips both her hips, his face buried in her chest and neck as he slows to a halt.

	 

	Finally.

	 

	“Get her off me Pantyboy,” Walden exhales hard and moves his head and shoulders back and away from Carol. His breathing is still fast and deep.

	 

	The cleaner helps the panting, perspiring, and red-faced woman off Walden’s lap and she’s shaky on her feet in low heels. He pulls the top of her dress back up over her sagging, beaten tits. She wriggles the hem of her dress down over her hips and those reddened cheeks. Her neck and throat look sore too.

	 

	“Take her to the washroom to get cleaned up,” Barrett zips up, “And if you haven’t already done it, then clean that room properly too. I need to talk with Joe and Rachel.”

	 

	“Yes Mr. Barrett,” the cleaner nods - so low that it’s almost a bow, and his wife won’t look at me or Rachel.

	 

	“I hope you didn’t mind the brief exhibition?” Walden grins at us from the other side of the desk when the three of us are alone and all seated. “I’d normally get Carol to finish me off with a little rimming. She loves it. And Pantyboy loves to hear about it.”

	 

	I try not to gag.

	 

	“But we don’t have time tonight,” he says, “I’m expecting a call from the great man himself a little later.”

	 

	Richmond?

	 

	“So you have sex with the cleaner’s wife regularly while he does his job?” I ask, still trying to piece all this together.

	 

	“He’s not employed here,” Walden shakes his head and laughs, and then as Rachel next to me crosses her legs, Barrett’s eyes settle on her. “His wife’s a friend of a friend and I helped re-kindle her interest in other men for pantyboy. Took a while to get her to this stage but now she’s real keen to please. So pantyboy – Mark – he repays his gratitude by performing domestic duties for the business. And wearing a chastity belt in the process.”

	 

	“What is it with some husbands and chastity?” I ask.

	 

	“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it,” Barrett says and momentarily his eyes leave Rachel. “And you should try it. Or ask your friend Kevin how much she and Evie like it.”

	 

	Wait, Kev wears a chastity belt? I glance at Rachel.

	 

	Did she know? Did Evie tell her?

	 

	But maybe that explains why Kev never jacked off all those times we saw Evie fucked, or sucking other guys off.

	 

	“So,” Walden’s chair creaks as he leans right back and scrutinizes my wife. “How have you both been? Rachel? You’re every bit as pretty as I remember you. More so, maybe.”

	 

	“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Rachel moves her golden-brown hair around her shoulders, “I’ve still got more pounds to lose.”

	 

	“Hmm,” Walden says and his eyes crawl across her cleavage.

	 

	My balls bristle in my pants.

	 

	“Does Carol work at Traders too?” I ask to try and steer the conversation toward the ‘job’.

	 

	“No, no,” he shakes his head, “Unlike you two, that pair isn’t into the wife being shared far and wide.”

	 

	Rachel shifts in her seat.

	 

	“Ours is just a three-way relationship,” he says, eyes still on my wife. “Although I have thought more than once that there could be a nice little niche for more mature ladies too at Traders. Particularly ones with attributes and an appetite like Carol’s.”

	 

	“Right,” I say and can’t help wondering whether his mention of more mature females might provoke him about Sophie. And Phil’s suggestion.

	 

	I steel myself.

	 

	“Your titties look good in that dress, Rachel,” he says.

	 

	“Oh, thanks,” she says and looks down at her neckline.

	 

	My gut clenches and my breathing quickens.

	 

	“So how is everyone at Traders?” I ask, “You must be busy with all the new clubs?”

	 

	“You can say that again,” Barrett sighs, “And your wife is sorely missed.”

	 

	At last.

	 

	“Richmond’s gone into overdrive since he lost Zaria,” Walden shakes his head. “We’re trying to get Grace - Spencer’s wife - fully integrated. And then there’s Bella, the boss’s bisexual interior designer who he wants in one of the clubs on a regular basis. Plus he’s now got some side project or other with a European couple. They’re in their 30’s. German or Austrian or something,” Walden rolls his eyes. “What he calls his ‘Long term control project’. He’s taking charge of their sex life, dictating when, where, and how they’re allowed sex. He’ll get the guy - Rene - into chastity soon enough, no doubt. The girl’s pretty though,” Walden puckers his lips then plucks his phone from the desk and scrolls at it. He swipes and then shows us a slim, green-eyed blonde in a loose-fitting dress.

	 

	He was right about her looks.

	 

	“Sandra,” he says and the girl’s hair is very long and her legs toned. “Nice ass too apparently,” Walden shrugs and puts his phone back down on his desk.

	 

	Alongside me, Rachel adjusts her position on the seat again.

	 

	“They get off on being dictated to,” Walden leers openly at Rachel, “What she wears. Richmond’s introduced her to nylons, high heels, and pencil skirts. Grooming her to be a little slutty. And get this, her Mom’s new husband hosts pool parties at his home and Richmond’s got himself an invite and Sandra to wear a sheer string bikini to goad all her stepdad’s old buddies there. I should get me an invite too,” Walden chuckles.

	 

	It sounds like Richmond’s having a midlife crisis without Zaria.

	 

	Another one.

	 

	“What about Phil?” Rachel’s voice breaks as she asks.

	 

	She does still think about him.

	 

	“He’s been getting the new girls settled in at the club. I don’t think you and this one ever crossed paths,” Walden reaches for his phone again.

	 

	Seems like a lot has changed and moved on since we were last there.

	 

	“Look at her,” Walden opens a video on his phone and holds the screen to us.

	 

	The cameraman holds the phone over the bare back and tiny waist of a round-assed, dirty-blonde who’s on all fours. Walden uses his thumb to raise the volume.

	 

	The sound’s not great, but whoever she is, she’s loving what’s being done to her.

	 

	“Is that Phil with her?” Rachel frowns.

	 

	“What do you think?” Walden asks her then winks at me.

	 

	“Shiloh,” Walden says, “Another one who loves cock. She’s about an inch or so shorter than Austrian Sandra who I just showed you. About your height, eh Rachel? Very fit.”

	 

	Rachel uncrosses her legs and then crosses them again the other way.

	 

	“You can’t tell from this angle when she’s been taken from behind, but this one’s eyes are blue. She’s kind of got that sexy bimbo style. You know? Big fake titties and lips injections and everything. You wouldn’t believe it, but she’s a company VP!”

	 

	He’s right. I don’t believe it.

	 

	“This was part of her trial night,” he grins at us, “Girl passed with flying colors. We’ve got plans for this one. Brains as well as beauty. Come in useful as the business expands.”

	 

	“Right,” I say. But when do we walk about Rachel’s job there? And is he going to mention Sophie?

	 

	“Weird thing is,” Walden closes his phone down again, “Her husband’s name is Joe too.” Walden looks right at me and chuckles. “We just call him ‘Jay’. Amongst other things. Less confusing.”

	 

	Rachel glances across at me and gives me a tight smile.

	 

	“All this talk of other girls is working me up again,” Walden’s right hand moves down under the desk, “You fancy giving me head Rachel, before we get down business?”

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	Rachel looks at me with arched eyebrows.

	 

	He’s just had his cock in some other woman. Someone we don’t even know.

	 

	“I’m OK with it if you are Joe,” my wife says.

	 

	Fucking hell. All guys like Richmond and Walden ever have to do is snap their fingers for sex and my wife gives it to them.

	 

	My cock swells right up and pulses in my pants at the realization and I nod my head.

	 

	“Good girl,” Walden moves his chair back, “You want to move your chair back from there too a little Joe? I’ll come sit on the front of the desk again,” he stands and fumbles with his zipper as he makes his way out from behind his desk, “Let you get a bird’s eye view of your wife doing what she’s best at, eh?”

	 

	My breathing rattles in my chest and throat but I shove my chair my chair back away from Walden’s desk.

	 

	And then Rachel is on her knees feeding her hair through an elastic band even before Walden has his pants fully down.

	 

	She wants to prove her worth to this fat old man and get her old job back.

	 

	“At a girl,” he stands astride in front of my kneeling wife with his thick dick out and stiff in her face and his ass against the desk. Then he leans down over Rachel and grips her ponytail in a fist. He holds it up.

	 

	“Mmm,” Rachel’s head rises but with the backs of her heels under her proud ass she wraps her fingers around his tool, and then, as he eases his grip on her golden-brown hair, she licks his balls.

	 

	“Can you smell the sex on me, girl?” He twists his hand through her hair a little.

	 

	“Uhh,” Rachel winces but she sucks.

	 

	“Can you?”

	 

	My sucking wife looks up at him with her mouth bulging and she nods her head.

	 

	“Good girl,” his head rolls back, “Suck the sex off me.”

	 

	“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” Rachel’s head and shoulders lunge at his groin.

	 

	My fingers shake on my zipper but I rip it down.

	 

	“Look at your girl go, Joey boy,” Walden gasps and half-laughs.

	 

	“I know,” I beat my dick through my fist.

	 

	“Cock crazy this one.”

	 

	“Yeah,” I gasp but shit it’s been so long since I watched her and I’m so turned on that I can’t control myself. I cum fast into both hands.

	 

	“Uhh,” Walden groans above the terrible, abandoned sounds of my wife’s famished slurps and moans, “Don’t get that mess on the floor,” he looks at me and gasps, “Washroom’s next door.”

	 

	I nod my head, and gripping my cock and the hot discharge in both hands I shuffle toward the door.

	 

	I push the handle down with one elbow and then to the sounds of Walden’s groans and Rachel’s hunger I head out of the tiny office.

	 

	There’s no sign of Carol but her husband is wiping down the tills. He doesn’t look up from his task as I find the washroom.

	 

	It’s small like the office but it smells of bleach, not sex. I guess he just cleaned up in here like Walden told him to.

	 

	I wipe and wash myself down then without even looking in the cleaner’s direction this time, I return to Walden’s office. I knock but enter right away, without waiting for any response.

	 

	Walden leans right over my kneeling wife, a forearm locked around the back of her head and holding her tight to his groin. He powers his hips fast at her face, surely almost cumming now as my wife chokes - but she keeps sucking.

	 

	I close the door to let them know I’m back.

	 

	“Ahhh,” Walden groans from the chest and still holding Rachel tight to his groin down there, his head rolls back on his shoulders.

	 

	Rachel chokes and coughs, splutters around his balls.

	 

	“Fuck, your girl’s good with her mouth boy,” Walden shakes his head.

	 

	“Thanks,” I say, the word sticking in my dry mouth.

	 

	Walden straightens up and shakes his big tool. At least one droplet of cum stripes across the front of Rachel’s dress. “Oh shit, sorry about that,” he says and helps her to her feet. “You got tissues there Joe?”

	 

	Red-faced I find one in a pocket.

	 

	Pity I didn’t think to use it before. I could have stayed to watch everything.

	 

	“So you remember Amanda from Traders?” Walden asks when we’re all seated again. Alongside me, Rachel’s cheeks and throat are still flushed.

	 

	I glance at the floor. There are no more signs of any of Walden’s mess anywhere down there. I glance at my wife’s throat again. Then at Walden’s fat face.

	 

	“Amanda?” Walden repeats, like he knows I wasn’t thinking about what he said.

	 

	This time I nod and I visualize the voluptuous blonde who we haven’t seen in a long while.

	 

	“This is where I first met her,” Walden smiles, “She worked part-time in my wife’s business. She’s been moved on to one of our newer stores now. Hence we’re looking for some additional able-bodied help,” he smiles at Rachel.

	 

	Wait. Is he offering her a job here? In his fucking shop?

	 

	“I know you pair are restricted with potential working hours because of your little one. So we could organize a rota that works for you. Keep it flexible if that helps. Hours to suit.”

	 

	He fucking is. He expects my wife to work here.

	 

	“And here, you wouldn’t have to worry what your boss would be like,” he grins. “You’d see plenty of me, though. When I don’t have my hands full with Carol, of course.”

	 

	Back at our car after Walden apologized for an incoming call from Richmond and asked us to let him know about the ‘offer’, Rachel doesn’t seem as pissed about it as I feel.

	 

	“I can’t believe tonight was just about working in his fucking shop,” I say and fire the engine. It’s dark outside now.

	 

	“I don’t know,” Rachel fastens up her seatbelt, “It could be a way for me to get back into the workplace. I could just do it while I look for a job in a nursery again.”

	 

	Does she like the idea of being at Barrett’s beck and call for sex? The same as that other woman?

	 

	My cock shifts in my pants.

	 

	But how would I get to watch her if the sex happened while she was at work? I’m not cleaning his fucking shop like that other guy.

	 

	“Wouldn’t you like to be back at Traders once in a while, though?” I peer across at her then check the rearview mirror and reverse out of the parking space.

	 

	“Joe, I don’t think that’s going to happen. Even if I lost enough weight to feel OK about my body. You heard what Walden said. They’ve got new girls now. When Richmond called him, he didn’t even mention we were there with him.”

	 

	Yeah. I noticed that.

	 

	“Anyway, are we going to stop off somewhere on the way back for JJ?” she asks.

	 

	“For a drink?” I peer across at her.

	 

	She smiles and reaches across for my thigh. “That’s not what I was thinking,” she says.

	 

	Is she turned on because of what Walden made her do back there? Still hot after watching that other woman get treated rough by him?

	 

	Fifteen minutes later the car wheels roll over the gravel at one of the rest areas where she and I used to make out when we were dating.

	 

	Rachel points to one of the far corners as my headlights wash over the trunks of tall conifers over there. I can’t see any other cars.

	 

	“Do it to me from behind, Joe,” she gives me a dirty smile in the pale light from the dashboard and undoes her seatbelt.

	 

	I turn off the engine and pull at the belt of my pants.

	 

	Rachel wiggles her hips and butt on the seat and then drags her panties to her ankles and off.

	 

	I undo my pants and pull my hard dick out as she pushes her seat back and turns around on it. She kneels up there and leans over the headrest toward the back seats with her ass stuck out.

	 

	“Aw fuck Rach,” I groan and clamber across to her. I tug the back of her dress right up over her cheeks and feel her there. “You want it just like that woman in the video?”

	 

	With Phil. Is she thinking of Phil?

	 

	“Put it straight in Joe,” she says over her shoulder and reaches for my erection.

	 

	I’m nice and hard and I don’t need her help to work it into her hot opening.

	 

	Rachel moans and pushes her hips back at me.

	 

	I drive it right in.

	 

	“Uhh,” we both moan and her head and hair roll back.

	 

	I grip her fleshy hips. “Fuck Rach, you looked so hot down on your knees for him before.”

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and grinds her hips back at me.

	 

	“Sucking his big cock,” I slap into her.

	 

	“Mmm, oh yeah, oh Joe.”

	 

	My phone rings on the center console and I glance across at it.

	 

	Walden.

	 

	I keep thrusting, keep smacking into her. What does he fucking want now? Did he mention us to Richmond after all? Is this her invitation back there?

	 

	Rachel doesn’t react as the phone continues to ring. Her left shoulder is twisted a little and lowered. She’s playing with herself as I fuck her.

	 

	But I can’t last. “Uh Rach, Rach,” my balls spasm but she’s cumming too, crying out and tensing as I explode inside her.

	 

	“It was Walden,” I say as I pull out of her. The phone is silent.

	 

	“What would he want?” she asks and reaches for her discarded panties from the floor.

	 

	Richmond might have told him about the Sophie proposition. Should I tell her now after all? Avoid any risk of her finding out that I’ve known for weeks and kept it to myself?

	 

	Rachel smiles at me and then inspects her hair and face in the mirror.

	 

	She’s in as good a mood now as she’ll ever be, I guess.

	 

	“There’s something I should have told you a week or so back,” I say and gaze right at her. “But I didn’t know how to.”

	 

	“Do I need to be afraid?” she gives me a little smile.

	 

	“Phil called me, that time we were at your Mom’s when Talbot and that Paul Baily guy were both there.”

	 

	“Joe, that was weeks ago,” she frowns, “How come you never told me before now.”

	 

	“Like I said, I didn’t know how.”

	 

	“So tell me now,” she raises her voice on the last word, “What did he want?”

	 

	Just say it Joe, for fuck sake.

	 

	“He said he thought Richmond would take you back at Traders if your mom worked with you.”

	 

	“My Mom?” Rachel’s brow knots.

	 

	“At the same time as her,” I say and try to make that fourth word sound significant without totally spelling the whole thing out, “I was in shock,” I say. “I mean obviously.”

	 

	“But you still agreed to meet Walden?” her throat flushes.

	 

	“I just thought it was one of Phil’s sicko ideas. Walden never said anything to us about it, did he? I don’t think he’s had anything to do with it.”

	 

	“So why tell me now all of a sudden?”

	 

	“I don’t know,” I look right at her but then lower my eyes, “In case him and Richmond got wind of it, I guess.”

	 

	Rachel’s phone rings and she pulls it from her bag. “Hey Walden,” she says and listens.

	 

	He’s still got my wife’s number too.

	 

	“Oh, right thanks,” Rachel says into her phone and then smiles to herself. “Oh, yeah OK,” she says. “Joe; Walden wants me to put it on hands-free,” She taps at the screen and then holds it out closer to me.

	 

	“OK?” Walden’s voice booms.

	 

	“Yeah we can hear you,” she says.

	 

	“Thanks again for both coming through earlier,” he says, his voice strong and steady, “And sorry again about having to end the conversation when Richmond called.”

	 

	“It’s OK,” I say and the guy must be keen to have her in his shop if he’s calling back like this.

	 

	“So I had a thought about a couple of other potential opportunities for you after you left,” he says and Rachel peers at me. “I’ll be hosting a surprise party for a golfing buddy of mine in a few weeks. 60th birthday. Once I can get the venue confirmed. Nothing to do with Traders, so I’d appreciate you keeping it confidential if you ever speak to anyone else. I’ll give you the date if you’re interested.”

	 

	Does he want my band to play at the party?

	 

	“Rachel, I thought you might like to work it for me,” Walden says, “Offer all the guys there something over and above what’s on the bar menu. Joe you’d be welcome to come along too. You can sit it out and watch Rachel do her thing.”

	 

	My gut clenches but my heart thumps fast.

	 

	“Oh, er…I don’t know,” Rachel glances at me.

	 

	“We’d need to know the date, Walden,” I say to the phone then glance at Rachel’s flushed face, “And obviously talk it through together.”

	 

	“I got you,” he says.

	 

	Rachel’s chest rises and falls fast.

	 

	“OK. Look I’d love her in the shop with me too,” he says, “don’t forget to come back to me on that as well. But Rachel, if you’re really worried about your weight and you’re not ready yet for public fucking and sucking at a party, why don’t the pair of you think about CCTV in your bedroom.”

	 

	“What?” I say out loud.

	 

	“I got Amanda and her husband Chris kitted out with a set of cameras, she must have told you? And you wouldn’t even need to leave home to get your kicks, and earn from it.”

	 

	Rachel and I exchange wide-eyed glances.

	 

	“Give that some thought too, eh?” his disembodied voice says, “I’d be happy to add some monthly retainer to Rachel’s wages at the shop. Especially if we did some kind of a deal where she stayed on standby for me at home. Let me come over when in the area and get blown when I need it. No one gives head like your wife, Joe.”

	 

	 


Chapter 7 - Making Plans for Lanie
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	Roy

	 

	I sit in my car outside Lanie’s house with the engine on and the heater running to keep warm. I check the time again on my phone. She said she’d be back from her friend McKenzie’s around lunchtime. It’s nearly 3 o’clock! She knew I was calling in to talk with her. We haven’t seen each other for days. I want to trust her, I honestly do. I feel sick at the prospect that she’s delayed returning because she can’t face me. Because she did something while she was out on the town last night. That she’s met some other guy and she doesn’t know how to tell me.

	 

	Or maybe she doesn’t want to come back because she suspects that I want to speak to her again about getting married.

	 

	Well, she’d be right about that. Is it so wrong to love a girl this much?

	 

	Perhaps I should put my foot down with her once in a while. Tell her if I think someone - like McKenzie - is a bad influence on her. But I don’t want to be that guy. The boyfriend – or fiancé - who tries to dictate to his girl. That sort of attitude from me would hardly make her more likely to want to be my wife. And she wouldn’t react well to me telling her what to do. That’s for sure.

	 

	I peer down the sapling-lined road that’s flanked by houses, all of which are almost identical to Lanie’s. It might be mundane if it wasn’t where she lived.

	 

	But there’s still no sign of a cab coming around the corner.

	 

	I told her I could have picked her up. Saved her the fare. It wouldn’t be so bad if Sophie was home and I could be inside chatting with her when Lanie gets back. I’ll probably look desperate sitting outside here alone and waiting.

	 

	But I suppose I should look on the bright side. McKenzie’s only around for a few more weeks before she goes working on that cruise ship. I’ll get more time with my girl then. And OK, Lanie might not have actually swooned at my proposal and said ‘Yes’ right away to it, but she’s not that kind of girl. I mean, she didn’t say ‘No’ to getting married, did she? She said she ‘couldn’t’. That she ‘didn’t have enough to give me’ at the moment. Well, she might change her mind when she hears what I’ve found for us.

	 

	I check the road and then the time again and let out a deep sigh.

	 

	There’s something else I’ve realized about me and her lately too. Ever since I asked her to marry me. Even if I found out she’d cheated on me on one of her nights out with McKenzie, I’m certain I'd still want her. As long as Lanie promised it was a one-night stand and definitely in the past. That it was a ‘mistake’.

	 

	Please God though, don’t let anything like that ever happen.

	 

	My stomach drops again at the thought.

	 

	But with that sensation too is a weird feeling somewhere else inside.

	 

	Lanie cheating. It’s unthinkable.

	 

	Sickening images though pass through my head. My girl losing herself in passion with another man. And ‘him’, faceless and nameless but raking his pleasure from her too as he makes my girl writhe and cry out while she betrays me.

	 

	These feelings aren’t normal. They’re borne out of desperation to know that she’s truly mine. To make her my wife. I never used to think this way when I was sure about her.

	 

	What was it that some of the guys in our class used to say about me, though? That I’d ‘never keep hold’ of a girl like Lanie Machin?

	 

	Yeah? Well, I have so far, haven’t I?

	 

	A few minutes later a blue Nissan with a lighted ‘Taxi’ sign on the roof appears on the street.

	 

	She’s here. She’s sat in the front with the driver.

	 

	I give her a second to pay and then to get out before I join her on the sidewalk. She’s in a puffer jacket and jeans with her hair scraped back in a ponytail and a holdall over her shoulder.

	 

	“Hey Roy,” she says then wiggles her fingers at the cab as it pulls away with a toot of its horn.

	 

	“Hey,” I smile, “Was that Kenzie’s Dad?” I ask as I watch the motor pull away.

	 

	“Trevor? Yeah,” she says and lets me kiss the side of her face.

	 

	I want to comment about the look he was giving her when she got out of his cab, but I don’t want to be an asshole. And anyway I might have misread him.

	 

	Let’s just concentrate on the good news.

	 

	I put an arm around her then hug her to me and kiss her full on the lips. The mere smell of her always turns me on. Faded perfume, maybe a trace of sour alcohol, and her own ‘Lanie scent’. “How was your night?” I ask and scan her makeup-less eyes for any hint of guilt.

	 

	“Overdid it,” she groans but then laughs.

	 

	“You think you’ll be up for going for a meal tonight?” I ask. I want to take her somewhere nice to tell her what I’ve found. “It wouldn’t need to be a late one,” I say.

	 

	“Do you mind if we don’t, Roy?” she grimaces as we reach the front door and she digs her key out of a pocket, “Not tonight. I just want a long soak in the bath then a slice of pizza in front of the TV. Mom’s still out too, so we can have a little peace without that man from next door.”

	 

	I must look disappointed because in the hallway she puts her bag down and kisses me. Then with the side of her face against my chest, she hugs me.

	 

	The warmth of her lovely body close up against me thickens my penis. And reassures me.

	 

	I’m a little pissed that she was ‘fit’ enough to go out partying with her friend last night, and yet tonight not even able to go for a quiet sit-down meal with me.

	 

	And from somewhere else in my head too comes a nagging, inarticulate question about why she wants a bath the second she gets home.

	 

	Has she got something to hide?

	 

	I don’t want to dwell on any of that. It won’t do any good. Besides, she was happy enough for me to come around and be with her tonight, wasn’t she?

	 

	“I’ve missed you,” I say with her still in my arms and I smell the top of her golden-brown hair. My erection swells further in my pants.

	 

	“That’s nice to know,” she says.

	 

	That’s what I needed to hear.

	 

	“So if you’d prefer to stay in, then no worries,” I shrug and look right into her eyes. I kiss her nose. “If you’ve got any pizza in the freezer I’ll heat it up after your bath. If not, I’ll order takeout. Let me come up and run your water for you first.”

	 

	“There’s no need, Roy,” she shakes her head and ponytail, “I can do the bath myself. Just see if Mom’s got any pizza in while I go upstairs. I won’t be long.”

	 

	I’m disappointed again but this time I don’t show it. I nod and then watch her and her plump, denim-clad butt climb the stairs. But my stomach has dropped a second time.

	 

	Why didn’t she want me up there with her? It’s not like I haven’t run the bath for her before.

	 

	But perhaps she’s every bit as hungry as she is in need of a bath.

	 

	I head into the kitchen and the sink is full of dirty dishes. I doubt they’d be there like that if Harry was still alive. I yank open the freezer door and rummage through the top then the second drawer down.

	 

	Two pizzas, one pepperoni, and another spicy chicken. I check the timing details on the packs then turn the oven on. I could just shout up to find out which one she wants. But I want to see her again.

	 

	I climb the stairs knowing there’s no need to doubt her, but somehow unable to stop goading myself. Dreading, yet perversely and confusingly almost even ‘reveling’ in the possibility that my worst fears could come true.

	 

	I don’t want her to realize I’m checking her out though. I need her in a good mood later when I tell her the news.

	 

	Surely she’ll be happy about it? She’ll be pleased to ‘compromise’. Just for now. Until she’s more ready to commit.

	 

	Upstairs and when I reach the bathroom Lanie isn’t there. The water is running though. It smells of the rose-scented crystals I bought her last Valentine. It’s nice to know she still uses them. This whole room though, the same as the kitchen, has gotten a lot messier lately.

	 

	I glance at my appearance in the mirror.

	 

	I should get a fresh trim and visit the gym more. No matter how loyal Lanie is, the more she goes out on her own, the more guys are bound to hit on her.

	 

	She’ll have more guys to compare me with.

	 

	“Roy?” Lanie appears with a frown on her face and skimpy black underwear on her spectacular body, “I thought you were checking for pizza?”

	 

	Black? She wore that underwear last night?

	 

	“Yeah, I checked,” I say and I shouldn’t do it, but I can’t can’t help but glance around her neck, and then even the cleavage of her plunging bra for any sign she could have been kissed last night. “I just came up to ask you which you wanted. Chicken or Pepperoni.”

	 

	“Chicken,” she says and lets down her hair then she undoes her bra. Her perfect breasts jiggle free and my eyes scan them too. And I didn’t notice before, but she looks tired around her eyes.

	 

	It’s a weird thing, but much as it tortures me whenever I know she’s out on the town with McKenzie, I’m always horny than ever for her when I next see her.

	 

	“Can we do it before you get in the bath?”

	 

	“Roy! I feel dirty,” her nose crinkles up.

	 

	“That sounds good,” I say and laugh. I pull her into my arms, crushing her bare breasts against my chest.

	 

	“Not that kind of dirty,” she rolls her eyes.

	 

	I run my hands down the indents of her slender, firm waist then around the swell of her smooth hips. My fingertips graze the rougher string waistband of her panties. I kiss her neck.

	 

	How would I have felt if she’d let someone else do this to her last night? If my girl had been kissed. I’d be destroyed.

	 

	And yet right now, the thought fills me with something more, something besides horror. How?

	 

	Only because I know it’s not true. I kiss under her ear.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs.

	 

	I caress her left hip again but then lower my hand between her legs.

	 

	“You’re a dirty boy,” she purrs.

	 

	She wants it.

	 

	“For you I am,” I whisper and ease my hand into the front of her panties. I trace around her little shaved lips there, then slip two fingers inside her.

	 

	“Uhhm,” she murmurs and kisses me.

	 

	“Did you and McKenzie get pestered again last night, Lane?”

	 

	I don’t know why I have to ask. I hate hearing. And yet I like to know. I push my fingers deeper into her and she groans.

	 

	“Uhhm, no one offered to pay just to follow us around like they did the time before,” she says, “Uhhm, if that’s what you mean.”

	 

	“They did what?” I gape at her. “Who?”

	 

	“Just some weirdo. Mmm, Keep doing that with your fingers.”

	 

	I try to imagine the scene. Some guy offering my girl money just so he could look at her? Oh, Lanie. I use my other hand to lower her panties over her hips and butt and then lower still, with her help, until they’re right off.

	 

	She widens her stance and I caress her clit.

	 

	“Sit on the edge of the bath, Lane.”

	 

	“What for?”

	 

	“I want to go down on you,” I say and I’m breathing fast, hard.

	 

	“I haven’t showered since before I went out last night,” she whispers.

	 

	“I don’t care.”

	 

	“You might when you get down there,” she says and she laughs but she pulls me to the bath with her. She sits with her legs crossed and grips the edge of the bath either side of her. Then she reaches to her left and turns the taps off.

	 

	I gaze from her supple legs to her unmarked boobs and her stiff, pink nipples then up her angelic face.

	 

	“I promise you I won’t care,” I say and get down to my knees in front of her. Nothing about Lanie could ever put me off her. I take hold of her top foot with both my hands then lower my head and kiss the top of it.

	 

	“Mmm, that was nice, Roy.”

	 

	I ease that leg off the one below and push both her highs apart. “Oh God, Lanie.”

	 

	She smiles down at me, her gray-blue eyes ablaze now.

	 

	“Mmm,” I lower my head and push my face between her thighs and to her opening.

	 

	Musky. A little bitter. Slightly earthy. But it’s hers, so it’s beautiful.

	 

	Her hands lightly hold onto my head and she purrs.

	 

	I burrow deeper with my nose and tongue. Someone was prepared to pay money just to watch the girl who loves me. My arms cling right around her thighs and I kiss her pussy, lick it, suck it. But that was the time before last night. What if she’s lying about last night? What if there was someone else?

	 

	She wouldn’t. My girl never would.

	 

	“Uhh-ha, mmm, uhh-ha, oh,” she moans and holds my head in place.

	 

	I want this to be good for her. I want to make her cum. The way I always can when I do this.

	 

	“Oh, that feels good Roy.”

	 

	I suck and lick her slippery clit, tease it with the tip of my tongue then kiss her there some more.

	 

	Lanie pulls my lowered head and face harder against her.

	 

	I want to ask her more about the weirdo from that other night but Lanie always cums fast and hard when I do this to her so I don’t stop. I lick and I suck and I bury my face in her vagina and I kiss. I fondle the silky flesh of her thighs higher up too and I imagine the way some poor saddo must have felt about my girl if he asked to pay good money just to follow her around a nightclub. She might have said he wanted to follow her and McKenize, but her friend isn’t in Lanie’s league. Everyone knows that.

	 

	But who is in my girl’s league?

	 

	“Uhh-ha Roy, Roy,” she cries out and her inner thighs squeeze either sides of my head, compressing me

	 

	“Are you cumming, Lane?” my voice is strangled.

	 

	“Yeah, oh yeah, don’t stop, uhh-ha, uhh-ha, don’t stop, don’t stop!”

	 

	“I won’t,” I gulp air, “I won’t,” I pant and dive back in, burying my face in her seeping heat again. She’s sopping, sodden over my nose and mouth, she smells gorgeous, feminine. Perfect. I flick my tongue fast over and back across the nub of her clit, back and forth, up and down, then I slow it down, suck her there a little before speeding up some more.

	 

	She grips my hair and cries out.

	 

	I glance up beyond her gaping pussy and her nipples are upright and crinkled, her head back as she climaxes in my face.

	 

	Later, I leave her to bathe and put the pizza on, and then while I’m still in the kitchen, she comes down in her fluffy, cream-colored dressing gown. She’s got her phone in one hand and her hair is still damp.

	 

	“Smells good,” she says and her face is flushed from the heat of the bath. Or maybe even from her orgasm.

	 

	No wonder someone wanted to just ‘watch’ my girl.

	 

	And I can’t wait any longer. I’ve got to tell her now.

	 

	“Look I know you don’t feel ready to get married just yet,” I say and put my arms around her, “But when I asked you...,”

	 

	“Roy, don’t,” she sighs and tries to break free of my arms.

	 

	“Look, I’ve found an apartment for us. I just want to show you,” I reach to my back pocket for my phone.

	 

	“Roy we can’t afford a place of our own. Even if we wanted one,” Lanie crosses her arms and leans back against the worktop.”

	 

	“We can do a lease option on this one,” I say and swipe at my phone, “with an option to buy.”

	 

	“And waste all that money you could be saving?” she frowns at me.

	 

	“So it might take us a little longer until we own somewhere,” I shrug, “At least we’d be together in the meantime. You said you hate it here now.”

	 

	“Only when he’s here,” she says.

	 

	“So, there you go. You’d never have to see your neighbor again. Let alone put up with him in the same house.”

	 

	“Roy it wouldn’t feel right,” she shakes her head, her arms still folded across her boobs, “Not until I can contribute too.”

	 

	“You can do that when you’re ready. And I’ve told you before, I don’t care if you never are ready. As long as you’re with me. And as long as one day you’ll marry me. You could be a stay-at-home Mom,” I blurt the phrase out without planning to, “If that’s what you wanted.”

	 

	“It’s not,” she frowns.

	 

	“Well, I wouldn’t worry about it,” I shrug but my face burns with further discontent, “You can't get pregnant from oral sex.”

	 

	Despite her frown, Lanie laughs and as she does, her frown melts.

	 

	“Come on Lane, I just want us to be together. I’ll wait to get married. However long you say. But I might even be able to persuade my parents to lend us the money so we can own the apartment even sooner. Just take a look at the photos of it,” I offer her my phone.

	 

	“We couldn’t let them do that,” Lanie shakes her head and doesn’t take the phone from me.

	 

	“But they’d probably want to do it for us,” I say.

	 

	“I’d feel terrible taking money from them, just because I didn’t have a good job of my own. But I’m not in the right headspace, Roy,” her eyes fill up. And it’s a reminder of how fragile she is underneath. “I’ve told you I need time,” she says, “I don’t want to end up like my Mom.”

	 

	“What do you mean, your Mom?” I ask slowly,  “What’s wrong with your Mom?”

	 

	“When I make my marriage vows I want them to be forever.”

	 

	“They will be,” I say and try to hold her again.

	 

	“My Mom’s weren’t,” she shrugs and shakes her head.

	 

	“You can’t know that for sure,” I say but her Mom does always dress young for her age, “And even if another family member did something like that, it wouldn’t mean you’d follow suit.”

	 

	“It might,” she shrugs, and now tears trickle down both cheeks. “I’m pretty sure Rachel cheated on boyfriends in the past too.”

	 

	“But not on Joe now she’s married,” I say, “And you’ve never cheated on anyone, have you?” I state it like I know, but I’m double-checking.

	 

	“Roy, you know I haven’t. You were my first...”

	 

	‘Were’? I shake the word out of my head. “Who cares what Rachel did or didn’t do when she was a kid, you’re not her and you’re not your Mom,” I say and kiss her.

	 

	“What if it’s in my genes?”

	 

	“It would have showed itself by now.”

	 

	“I’d hate to end up like my Mom and hurt you, Roy. You’ve been so good to me. Especially since my Dad…,”

	 

	“Been?” I repeat her word.

	 

	“You are so good to me,” she corrects herself.

	 

	A phone rings. It’s not mine.

	 

	“Oh hi Phil,” Lanie moves across the kitchen.

	 

	Who’s Phil? I’m sure she’s mentioned that name to me before.

	 

	“No, I can’t at the moment,” she shakes her damp hair, “Yeah, yes I am,” she laughs, “No. Right,” she says the last word slowly like something interested her, or perhaps whatever was said was a surprise.

	 

	I stand and gaze at her as she listens, I hold my breath to try and hear whatever ‘Phil’ is telling her. But I can’t pick any words out.

	 

	“OK, well maybe. I’ve just got a lot going on at the moment. I appreciate it though. Thanks. Let me come back to you. Yeah, I promise. I’m good. OK, yeah, yeah OK.”

	 

	“Who’s Phil?” I ask when the call ends.

	 

	“He used to be my Mom’s boss,” she squeezes past me to the kettle. Her butt always looks good in that dressing gown.

	 

	“So how come he called you?” I try to keep any trace of jealousy and suspicion out of my voice. But her reaction to my news has upset me. Almost as much as her first rejection. And how come this guy has her number?

	 

	“He heard I dropped out of Uni and I might be looking for an apprenticeship like you’ve got,” she reaches for a cup and then holds it up at me.

	 

	“Working for him?” I ask and nod my head at the offer of a drink.

	 

	“No,” she shakes her head, “But I told him I still haven't decided what I want to do.”

	 

	“About me and you?”

	 

	“Stop it, Roy,” she sighs.

	 

	“So who was the job with?”

	 

	“It was only an interview,” she shrugs, “some firm recruiting Management trainees or something in a few weeks. He said he could set up a meeting for me if I was interested.

	 

	“Who was the interview with?”

	 

	“Coyle Corporation?” she says it like a question, “Have you heard of them?”

	 

	“I’m surprised you haven’t, I say, “they’re based not far from here. Got a swanky HQ on that business park near the interstate slip road. They’ve got international operations. They’re into property and IT. I think they got into Game Development recently too .”

	 

	The location and career prospects somewhere like Coyle Corp could be perfect for us.

	 

	“I told him might go back to uni next term though,” she says.

	 

	 


Chapter 8 - Head of the Household
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	Dennis Talbot

	 

	I can’t believe he’s back on the scene! I curse the smarmy bastard and crane my neck to peer out of my living room window again. I need to take my tablets. This level of stress isn’t good for me.

	 

	The jerk doesn’t even have the decency to park his showy BMW down the street. Like he used to with the big blue one he had before when Harry was alive. It’s on her fucking drive! Streetlights reflected off it. He’s like a squatter in her house!

	 

	Why, oh why, did he have to re-appear and mess everything up? I’ve only just seen that other bastard Paul Bailey off. Got him out of Sophie’s hair and now this!! Philip ‘The Snake’ Hastings all over again.

	 

	I chew on the only fingernail that has anything left to get my teeth into.

	 

	I’ll be telling her. As soon as that cunt has gone. I’ll spell it out. Exactly the same way I did about Paul ‘Shit-house’ Bailey. She’ll get the message alright. There’s no Harry to get in our way now. That woman is mine. We’re living together and then getting married. And when we do, there’ll be no other men allowed within a mile of her. And Sophie Machin needs to understand that.

	 

	What if Hastings wants her back though? And this time for real. If he smooth-talks his way back into her life? Back into her bed?

	 

	My flesh crawls and I pace the living room with my heart palpitating. She wouldn’t entertain him again. Would she? Not after everything she said about how he let her down?

	 

	She might. She’s soft. She’s gullible. And if he’s next door now because he wants her back, and if she falls for his bullshit again, then what do I do? The guy’s far nearer her age than I am. And he’s all flash with his tailored suits and his stupid designer stubble and that fucking car. He’s not the kind of man to get off on sharing his woman. Not like Sophie’s son-in-law with Rachel.

	 

	‘His’ woman? Sophie has to be mine. I waited too long for my shot to let him come back on the scene and steal her from me.

	 

	I clench a fist and peer back out of the window. I can’t consider the prospect of being on my own again. Not after getting so close. So near to being part of a proper couple for the first time in years. Not after spending so many nights in that warm bed of hers. Up to my balls inside Sophie Machin. With a ready-made family too.

	 

	For a moment I let my thoughts dwell on the physical features of Sophie’s brazen two eldest daughters. Christmas in their company.

	 

	Despite my anger, my dick twitches in my pants.

	 

	That asshole Paul Bailey would piss himself laughing if he heard whose car was on Sophie’s drive right now.

	 

	I check my wristwatch. It’s nearly nine pm. Hastings has been there for over two hours! Two fucking hours! What do you say to any woman for two hours?

	 

	What if she’s taken him upstairs? If she couldn’t wait to pull her panties down for him?

	 

	I could throw up.

	 

	But I need to know. I don’t care now if they see me.

	 

	I march into my hallway and open the front door. Then, as quietly as possible, I creep out onto my drive so I can see all the windows of Sophie’s house.

	 

	The curtains are drawn downstairs! My stomach fists into a ball. She doing it, isn’t she? She’s fucking him!

	 

	I want to march over there right now. Thump on her door. Yell through her letter box to get his ass out of there.

	 

	But how can I? He’s years younger than me. And I’ve always thought he looks the type that wouldn’t hesitate to use his fists. Ever since I first saw him. When he used to give rides to Rachel. And he got her in bed too. He’s nothing more than a flashy thug. People like him don’t hesitate to pick fights with retirees like me. Coward.

	 

	I stomp back to mine and slam the door behind me.

	 

	Besides, if I started trouble with him, Sophie might take pity on him and even take his side. Women can be like that. Weak and disloyal.

	 

	I should have my own key to hers anyway. I should be free to come and go there. To let myself in and if he ever shows up to tell him myself to stay the fuck away. Well, when he’s gone I’ll be telling exactly that. She’ll be in no doubt that I..,

	 

	A car starts up outside and I race to the living room window again.

	 

	It’s him.

	 

	I wait until his car and exhaust fumes disappear up the road then I hurry out of the house again.

	 

	I stomp across my drive, stride up hers, and jab her front doorbell.

	 

	She answers almost right away.

	 

	She’s in her fucking dressing gown. And heels.

	 

	“What are you doing dressed like that?” I frown at her.

	 

	“Dennis,” her eyebrows arch.

	 

	Is she disappointed it’s me? Did she think I was Hastings missing her already? Has she re-drawn or painted those eyebrows so they’re bolder?

	 

	“You think I was lover boy come back, did you?” I ask and ease inside the right past her without a glance.

	 

	“Dennis don’t be like this, please. I didn’t know he was coming round here. It was hard enough seeing him again after so long.”

	 

	Has she been crying?

	 

	“You rekindled things alright together though, by the look of you,” I turn and grip the lapel of her dressing gown. Her big tits shift beneath. Has she got nothing on under the gown? I let her go and march down her hallway to her kitchen.

	 

	She’s been drinking too. I smelt it on her breath.

	 

	In her kitchen, I peer around for evidence of what she’s been up to. And I’ll be checking her bedroom next. Then between her legs.

	 

	There’s a glass of red wine with dregs in it on the kitchen table and one of Harry’s empty beer glasses.

	 

	“We didn’t rekindle anything Dennis,” Sophie sighs and drains the remains of her drink. “Here, let me get you a beer,” she takes her empty wine glass away and opens the fridge.

	 

	“I don’t want a beer,” I tell the back of her. That dressing gown always shows how big and round her ass is. I bet that bastard got an eyeful.

	 

	“I know you do want one,” she says, and in that sexy voice she sometimes uses when she pretends to chide me. I take a deep breath to calm my anger down and then sit at the kitchen table.

	 

	Her heels click back toward me over the floor and she hands me a glass and a white and green can of Genesee cream ale. “See? I got your favorite,” she smiles.

	 

	“Was he drinking my favorite, too?”

	 

	Sophie sighs and leans back against the worktop with her legs crossed. Her pins do look good in the heels and sometimes I wish she didn’t always give me the horn.

	 

	She’s the same as her daughters. Always dressing to tease a man.

	 

	“How come you’re in your dressing gown when you’ve had that flashy bastard around here?”I eye her with suspicion.

	 

	“I was about to go in the bath when he turned up at my door,” she shrugs, and again those big tits shift. She tightens her gown around her body.

	 

	“You shouldn’t have let him in,” I say and pop the can. “What did he want?”

	 

	“Just some stupid idea for a job,” she says.

	 

	“What job? With him? I don’t want you working with him again.”

	 

	“I’m not,” she says and crosses her arms over her tits.

	 

	“You told him that?”

	 

	Sophie nods.

	 

	“So he won’t be coming back here?” I ask and swallow a big mouthful of beer.

	 

	“No,” she shrugs, “Why would he?”

	 

	“You tell me.”

	 

	“Dennis, why are you being like this with me?”

	 

	“Why?” I scowl up at her, “How about because you’ve had another man around here for over two hours while you’ve been cavorting in your dressing gown and high heels the whole time?”

	 

	“It wasn’t my fault,” she sighs.

	 

	“No, Sophie. It never is,” I down another mouthful and wipe my mouth with a forearm, “I never know where I am with you. I thought you appreciated everything I’m doing around here for you?” I gesture around the kitchen.

	 

	“And I do,” she says and her shoulders sag.

	 

	“So when are you putting this house on the market and moving in with me?” I ask her again while I have her emotionally on the ropes and I stare at her, “Sell this place and marry me. You’d never have to worry about getting a job, not ever again.”

	 

	“I can’t. Not yet,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“Why not?” I ask, exasperated. Still? “What’s to stop you?”

	 

	“Dennis, don’t shout at me,” She turns away to the window.

	 

	I should grab the back of her neck and throw the bitch over my knee. Slap the hell of that fat ass. But I’m too angry now. She’s taking the piss out of me. “I’m going home,” I slam the drink down on the table and get to my feet.

	 

	“Dennis, don’t go,” she says and comes after me, “I thought we could watch a movie together,” she grabs at my arm.

	 

	I’m hurt and I want her to feel the same way. I need commitment.

	 

	“I might as well,” I jerk my arm free, “You obviously don’t want to be with me.”

	 

	“I do,” she grabs my arm again in the hallway and her eyes are filled up, “I don’t want to be on my own.”

	 

	“You’ve got your daughters,” I glance at the stairs.

	 

	“They’re both out.”

	 

	“So call your precious Philip back,” I say and pretend I’m determined to get to the front door, “I’m sure you’ve still got his number. No doubt he’ll race back as fast as he can and give you all the ‘company’ you need.”

	 

	“I don’t want Phil. I want you to stay here with me,” she says and looks ready to cry.

	 

	Good.

	 

	“Please Dennis,” she clings to me halfway down her hallway and then smothers my face with kisses. Her tears are salty on my lips. “Let me show you how sorry I am that I upset you.” She looks down and fumbles with the belt of my pants.

	 

	“Sex isn’t the answer to everything Sophie,” I remove her hands. I want to push her ‘suffering’ the extra mile.

	 

	“Don’t you want me to?” she asks and she looks right into my eyes, her voice has weakened. Like she’s used the only weapon in her armory but it didn’t work.

	 

	I won’t tell her not to go to work on me. I fucking want it. But she can beg.

	 

	“Please?” her voice cracks, but she must be able to read my face because her brow relaxes and her mouth softens to a dirty smile.

	 

	“Do it right here,” I say and point at the rug near my feet, “in your hallway.”

	 

	“Mmm,” she bites her bottom lip like the dirty bitch she is and I let her unfasten my pants. She yanks the cords down with my shorts and follows them to the floor.

	 

	“This is the least you could do for me,” I hold her head with both hands.

	 

	“Have I been a bad girl?” she gazes up at me from her knees and then grips my rod.

	 

	“Uhh, yeah. You’re always a bad girl,” I tell her and coil her thick, golden brown hair around a clenched fist.

	 

	“Uhhmm,” she moans.

	 

	“Suck it then,” I pull her hair and shake her head from side to side.

	 

	“Mmm,” she grimaces like I hurt her, but she licks the head of my shaft.

	 

	I reach down for the front of her dressing gown and tug the sides of it open to free her huge jugs.

	 

	“Tell me about the job Hastings offered you,” I say.

	 

	“I don’t want to talk about it,” her hair brushes against my bare thighs as she draws my rod deep into her hot mouth.

	 

	“Oh yeah,” I gasp but then jerk my hips away from her. My stiffy plops from her mouth and she grabs at it again. “Tell me everything he said,” I say.

	 

	“He’s a bastard, Dennis,” she licks my balls.

	 

	“We both know that. Now what did he want?” I tug her hair hard and she squeals. Her tits slap together.

	 

	“Ow, ow, He wanted me and Rachel to work together for him, but I won’t do it,” she grips my tool and smacks kisses up the length of it, all around it and even underneath.

	 

	“Oh yeah,” I groan. There ain’t no way I’m letting a woman like this slip through my fingers.

	 

	“Let’s not talk about him anymore,” she stuffs my dick back into her mouth.

	 

	But something about her daughter’s potential involvement too has caught my interest. That cunt Hastings has had the pair of them. Now he wants them to work together for him?

	 

	“What exactly was the job?”

	 

	“Uck, uck, uck,” she ignores me and sucks real hard, she caresses my bare ass with both hands.

	 

	Those details from her can wait. I hold her head tight and face fuck her.

	 

	“You see why you and I need to be together now Sophie?” I grunt and work my hips at her, I pull her willing head and shoulders to my groin. Her big bare tits, “Uhh, to protect you from men like Hastings.” I reach down and feel and squeeze those tits some more. “And your girls too. You’re all vulnerable. There’ll always be unscrupulous men like Hastings or that Paul Bailey trying to take advantage of you, Uhh, uhh.”

	 

	“Uhh, uck, uck.”

	 

	“You and me, uhh, we need to stay together, get married,” I grunt and hold her firm “So I can uhh, always look out for you. I want to do that. But I need your commitment.”

	 

	“Mmm, I love that you want me so much Dennis,” she stops sucking and slobbers around my balls.

	 

	“Right, so keep sucking,” I grab my drooling dick from her fist and slap either side of her face with it. “Suck me hard.”

	 

	“Mmm, yes,” she moans and closes her eyes again.

	 

	There’s a scraping noise at the front door and a car horn toots.

	 

	Someone’s here!

	 

	I jerk my body back and away from Sophie, I drag my pants up and try to cram my drizzling hard-on back into them and help haul her to her feet at the same time.

	 

	She shovels her tits back into her dressing gown as I zip my dick away.

	 

	“Lanie,” Sophie says and her fucking hair is all over the place, “I wasn’t expecting you back from your Zumba class so soon.”

	 

	“Obviously not,” Lanie snorts and slams the front door closed.

	 

	I don’t think she saw what we were doing.

	 

	“I got a lift tonight and came straight back,” Lanie side-eyes me without acknowledgment as she strides all legs down the hall toward the kitchen in a little jacket but tight, tight, turquoise leggings and white sneakers.

	 

	Oh yeah, the girl really is the hottest Machin, and no mistake. I get reminded of it every time I lay eyes on the little minx.

	 

	“Don’t worry,” she yells out of sight, in the kitchen now, “I wouldn’t have come back so soon if I’d known he’d be here again.”

	 

	The little bitch is talking about me. I run a finger around the inside of my shirt collar.

	 

	Sophie doesn’t respond to her daughter’s words but she follows to the kitchen. I do the same.

	 

	“Is everything OK between you and Roy?” Sophie asks when we get there.

	 

	“What’s Roy got to do with it?” Lanie pours herself a glass of water.

	 

	“I don’t know,” her mom shrugs, “You’re just always in such a bad mood every time you come home.”

	 

	“Probably because I can’t call home ‘my own’ anymore,” she side-eyes me a second time.

	 

	“Look, I’ll be putting a load of washing on tonight,” Sophie changes the subject and looks her daughter up and down, “If you want those dance things doing, then you better give them to me.”

	 

	“You want me to strip off in front of our neighbor? Just because you’re always doing that?”

	 

	“Lanie, hey,” I can’t help saying, “You shouldn’t talk like that to your..”

	 

	“Don’t fucking tell me what to say to my own Mom,” she yells at me, “This isn’t your house!” she storms out of the room.

	 

	Jesus. It must be her time of the month.

	 

	“I only meant take them off upstairs,” Sophie yells after her and then sighs, “Get changed into something else up there,” she yells at her again, “Then bring the dirty clothes back down. With anything else you want washing.”

	 

	I try not to dwell too much on the mental image of that girl stripping off in front of me.

	 

	Or of her worn underwear.

	 

	“Dennis, you better go,” Sophie lowers her voice. “I need to make sure she’s OK.”

	 

	“But you didn’t finish..” I grip the front of my pants and frown at her, “I haven’t even..”

	 

	“There’ll be plenty of other times,” She kisses me. “We’ll probably see each other tomorrow, won’t we? You don’t mind, do you? Please?” she looks beyond me to the hallway.

	 

	Shit. That kid upstairs needs to be put firmly in her place. And as soon as I’m head of this household she will.

	 

	They all will.

	 

	 


Chapter 9 - Girls Go to Town
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	Kevin

	 

	The Uber drops us right outside Traders and it’s weird to see the parking lot so quiet. But it’s still only eight o’clock. Evie clings to my right arm as she totters on her high heels past the handful of guys in suits and the smartly dressed couples, all eager enough to form a small line this early.

	 

	“Hey, that’s Evie,” someone murmurs as we pass them. Up ahead a woman with a fat husband and a lot of diamonds turns and looks down her long nose at my wife’s tight turquoise dress and then her honey-blonde hair.

	 

	Alfie is the doorman tonight and he nods us inside. It feels weird too coming here on a Thursday night, not the weekend. And when my wife isn’t even working.

	 

	My stomach, as usual here though, is knotted.

	 

	The thump of the kick bass hits my chest as we move through the reception area of the club. I recognize the ‘Dominatrix’ remix of Depeche Mode’s ‘Something to Do’. But only because Joe once told me what it was.

	 

	Inside the lighting is subdued, simple red and purple. And at this time of night, before the multitude of perfumes and aftershaves mingle, the only smells are grapefruit - from that cleaning product they use - and stale alcohol.

	 

	“You think he’ll be in Richmond’s office?” I ask Evie as a gray-haired guy in a business suit passes us and smiles at my wife.

	 

	My balls prickle in my chastity belt.

	 

	“Probably,” she says and adjusts one of her small, hoop earrings with a finger and her thumb; her glossy crimson fingernails, “There’s Amanda. I’ll check with her.”

	 

	It will be a first tonight if Evie and I leave here without my wife getting screwed by some guy or other.

	 

	I push a hand into the pocket of my pants and ease the chastity belt away from my balls.

	 

	Brassier Blonde-haired Amanda approaches in nothing but red, string lingerie and red high heels and it’s hard not to stare at her.

	 

	Her makeup is even thicker around her eyes than Evie’s. She grins and holds her empty silver tray in one hand as she hugs my wife. Then she smiles at me and wiggles her fingers.

	 

	She’s real hot. As ever. But I haven’t seen her husband Chris here in a while.

	 

	Evie chats to her for a moment before a guy on one of the sofas beckons Amanda over to take his drinks order.

	 

	“She said Phil’s outside,” Evie’s cocoa-brown eyes and gaze move beyond the dance floor in the direction of the club’s rear exit, “with Shiloh.”

	 

	Her again? Phil’s spending a lot of time with that new girl since she started here.

	 

	“You sure we should disturb him?” I ask but my wife has already moved off so I follow her shapely, swaying behind.

	 

	“He’s the one who asked us to call by on our way out,” she says over her shoulder.

	 

	It's weird too not even getting a drink right away when we come here. But we can’t stay long. We’re meeting Joe and Rachel in town.

	 

	It’s a new guy on the back door, a black guy, and I don’t know his name. But he seems to recognize Evie. He opens the door to the floodlit outdoor area for us and then stands back.

	 

	The newly decked seating and smoking area with its empty sofas is already glowing with orange light and warmth from the pyramid-shaped outdoor heaters. Phil has the petite dirty-blonde Shiloh pinned to her back up against the club wall on our right. Her shapely but limp legs dance on either side of his back as she’s fucked.

	 

	“Oh God, oh God,” she whines and I’m guessing she was wearing the same as Amanda. But right now her red panties hang off one of her ankles and a heel, and those big fake boobs of hers are free, but crushed between her and Phil.

	 

	Shit.

	 

	He smacks up into her. Like he’s assaulting her. She holds his face, kissing him as he thumps up her. Holding and kissing him almost like she fucking loves the guy.

	 

	A few feet beyond them both a tall, bald guy stands and gapes at the coupling.

	 

	Has to be her husband. I haven’t met Shiloh’s. But he’s not playing with himself. Just staring wide-eyed. I don’t think he’s even noticed Evie and me.

	 

	Is he caged the same as me? Evie side-eyes me as we stand this side of the fornicating couple and we wait.

	 

	“Oh God, oh Phil, oh God.”

	 

	“Nearly done,” Phil gasps and glances our way.

	 

	I check the time on my phone as Shiloh climaxes on Phil’s big dick. Then as she clings to him and sobs, his angry thrusts accelerate. He curses her and slaps into her then groans into her messed-up hair and falls still.

	 

	He lets her down and she stumbles into the waiting arms of the other guy.

	 

	“Better go get tidied up then hit the floor,” he says to her over his shoulder and zips up.

	 

	Her husband gathers her bra up from the ground and then hands it to her as she drags her tiny string panties back up her hips. She looks like she’s been through a wind tunnel.

	 

	“You wanted to see me before I got together with Rachel?” Evie draws Phil’s attention to us.

	 

	“That I did,” he says and leads us back inside.

	 

	“We haven’t got long Phil,” I say, “We’re meeting them in just over half an hour.”

	 

	“No worries,” he says and leads us to a quiet table within sight of the dance floor. There are no girls on the poles yet. “Get you a drink?” His eyebrows rise.

	 

	One will probably help me relax a little. Tonight could be a tough one to be in the chastity belt. Especially if Joe and I can get the girls to put out to other guys in the nightclub.

	 

	Phil calls another of the new girls over, a pretty brunette whose name I forget but I order beer while Evie has wine. Then we make a few minutes of small talk until the drinks arrive.

	 

	“Kev, have you got a tissue?” Evie asks me at one point. “Shiloh left lipstick on the side of your face, Phil,” she smiles at him and when I give her the tissue, he winks at me and lets my wife wipe the smear from above his jaw.

	 

	“So I met with Sophie,” he says to us when Evie has finished and she’s handed me the tissue back. “And put the proposal to her about Rachel.”

	 

	“What did she say?” Evie asks and I know that despite how enthusiastic my wife is on the surface about her friend’s potential return to Traders (not least because it will ease Evie’s workload) – she’s also a little concerned because Rachel tends to draw a lot of the spotlight away from the other girls. And Evie feels that includes her.

	 

	“It’s gonna take Sophie a little time to digest,” Phil shrugs then sups on his bottle of beer.

	 

	I bet it is. It can’t be every day that a middle-aged woman gets a proposal like his. Even a woman as glamorous as Rachel’s mom: ‘I’ve got a lucrative job offer that’ll help you out financially. All you have to do is blowjobs alongside your eldest daughter.’

	 

	Honestly. This fucking place.

	 

	But my cock pushes hard against the bars of its cage as it tries to harden at the thought.

	 

	I never really look that closely at Phil’s face, usually, it’s only the back of his head or his muscles when he’s fucking my wife or one of the other girls. But now, as he urges Evie to encourage her friend about the same insane proposition, I can’t help thinking what a good-looking bastard he is. OK, he may not be at Richmond’s level. Who is though? But out of all the bulls that get in here, Phil probably runs him the closest second.

	 

	For a moment as he continues to instruct Evie, I ponder the fact that my buddy Joe’s wife and mine are both coveted by the two top alpha males. Phil and Richmond.

	 

	Something akin to pride -albeit one colored with a little humiliation - warms me.

	 

	“And you’ll get onto Joe about it again tonight right, Champ?” Phil says and his attention is on me now.

	 

	I nod my head.

	 

	“He’s had plenty of time now to think about the call I put into him,” Phil says and takes another loud mouthful of his beer.

	 

	“I do think you need to talk to Rachel about it as well Phil,” Evie says over the top of her wine glass.

	 

	“And I will,” he nods, “But I know the way that one’s head works,” he smiles, “By the time I do get to her, she’ll be well ready to listen. So you two just do your bit for me tonight. OK? Don’t let me down now. Remember, we’re doing it for your Richmond,” he plants a hand on Evie’s thigh, “But it’s our secret until I say so. He’ll love the idea of a family tag team.”

	 

	Evie nods and then Phil checks the time on his phone and excuses himself.

	 

	***

	 

	“We better get a move on too,” I say when we’re on our own again and finished our drinks, “We don’t want to keep them waiting.”

	 

	We head for the exit but just before we reach reception Evie spots Richmond in a mohair suit. She squeals and hugs him.

	 

	“Hey guys,” he smiles at me and eases her arms from around his neck, “Didn’t think you had a shift tonight?” he says to my wife.

	 

	“I haven’t,” she shakes her blonde hair, then toys with it in front of him, “I had to call in to pick something up,” she lies, “We’re on our way into town.”

	 

	“Well I’ve probably got five minutes to spare,” he looks my wife up and down, lingers on her tits, and then checks his Rolex.

	 

	“Where?” she gazes up at him, “Outside?”

	 

	She wants him to fuck her before we leave?

	 

	“For my special girl?” Richmond’s eyebrows rise and he caresses one side of her upturned face, “Why don’t you go wait in my office? There should be someone there to let you in. If not, just wait outside. I’ll be along in a minute.”

	 

	“Evie, we’ll be late,” I say to her after Richmond has disappeared deeper into the club. My heart thumps fast and my whole groin quivers but Evie heads for the stairs up to the mezzanine floor.

	 

	“It’ll only take a few minutes,” she says over her shoulder and she reaches back for my hand and squeezes it.

	 

	I glance down at the swell of her round behind in the tight turquoise dress and I ache for what Richmond is about to receive.

	 

	“Hey Evie,” a couple of businessmen on their way down the stairs smile at my wife.

	 

	***

	 

	On the mezzanine floor, it’s Walden Barrett who lets us into Richmond’s office from the inside.

	 

	“Richmond said to wait here for him,” she says to him as he closes the door, “He’ll be up in a minute.”

	 

	“Excellent,” Walden smiles and doesn’t take his eyes off my wife. He eases her dress up over her hips and uncovers her black panties. Without a word to either of us or a look my way, he runs a fat hand over the exposed flesh of her round buttocks.

	 

	“Oh Walden,” she sighs and rolls her eyes at me.

	 

	My trapped dick pushes the cage bars so hard that it hurts. I shove a hand down into the front of my pants to move the restraint a little.

	 

	“Let’s feel that juicy cunt,” he murmurs and moves in front of my wife. Then still holding the hem of her dress at her waist, he pushes his other palm down into my Evie’s little black panties.

	 

	“Ooh,” she purses her lips and widens her stance on her heels. Her eyes close and she holds onto his thick wrist with both hands.

	 

	“Mmm, that good baby?” he mutters in her ear as his fingers slick inside my wife’s vagina.

	 

	“OK, Walden,” Richmond says with a frown on his face, “I’ll take her from here.”

	 

	Shit, he came in quietly.

	 

	Walden sighs and withdraws his hand from my wife’s panties. He runs his glistening fingers under his nose and inhales hard. Then he lets go of her dress and walks toward the pool table.

	 

	“Do we have a date yet to be tattooed?” Richmond asks as he sits on the near edge of his desk.

	 

	“Still waiting for the parlor to come back to us with their availability,” Evie lies and starts to work her skirt back down to cover her ass and panties.

	 

	“Leave that as it is,” Richmond gestures at her outfit.

	 

	My heart accelerates again.

	 

	The truth about the tattoos is that she and I still are in discussion about it, and about the piercings too. She’s happy to go ahead, but she knows I only feel the same way when I’ve been denied for days on end. Like now.

	 

	Which could be another reason why she wants me locked so much at the moment.

	 

	“Would it help if I had someone call the tattoo parlor to hurry them along?” Richmond frowns and beckons my wife nearer, “Or if we found you another parlor?”

	 

	“No,” I say quickly before Evie agrees to anything, “We’ll sort it out.”

	 

	“I want them executed in time for the party season. You have my designs, and remember what I told you both. I’m looking for you to be an example to the others, to set the tone.”

	 

	Evie nods her head and gazes at him.

	 

	“And to have my personal branding on this exquisite skin,” he says and fondles my wife’s bare hips with both hands.

	 

	I hold my breath.

	 

	“We probably don’t even have the time for a fluffing this evening Kevin,” Richmond lets go of my wife and unzips, “so sorry to disappoint you. You’ll just have to watch your wife do the sucking tonight, won’t you?”

	 

	“Mmm,” Evie smiles at him, and uninvited she drops to her knees in front of his desk.

	 

	Whatever happened to offering her a towel to kneel on before she does oral?

	 

	Evie pulls his enormous erection from his pants. She holds it adoringly in both hands. She gazes up right into his eyes and smiles. Then settling her bare ass more fully on the backs of her high heels she lowers her head and sucks.

	 

	“Quick as you like sweetheart,” Richmond rubs the top her head, “I need to be somewhere else.”

	 

	***

	 

	“What are you going to say to Rachel about her and Sophie when we get inside?” I ask Evie later, as we join the queue to get into ‘Secrets’ nightclub.

	 

	“I’m not sure yet,” Evie shakes her honey-blonde hair then snuggles her soft, re-perfumed body against me. I can’t smell Richmond on her anymore now. It’s gotten colder now than the weather forecast said, and I’m the one who asked her not to wear a jacket tonight. I wanted guys to see, as soon as we got into the first Uber, just how stacked my wife is.

	 

	I glance down at the lovely lips and mouth that so recently brought relief again to her lover and then I ease my other hand downward to discretely adjust the front of my pants. The chastity belt is digging into me again.

	 

	“It’s not like butter wouldn’t melt in Sophie’s mouth, is it?” I shrug, “Someone said she was in a dog cage before she had that row with Rachel at the last dungeon party. I mean, she even had an affair with that same pervy old neighbor Rachel slept with. And they’ve both been in relationships with Phil,” I can’t help myself after watching Evie on her knees earlier. The thought of Joe’s wife and his mother-in-law doing some guy together is doing it for me again right now. “You and Rachel have been with the same guys together too haven’t you?” I whisper in her ear, “Rachel probably won’t bat an eyelid at the idea, no matter what you say to her.”

	 

	“I know, but it’s her Mom,” Evie shakes her head and her brown eyes glaze over, “Can you imagine if my Mom…”

	 

	“Your Mom’s not Sophie,” I say and wrap an arm further around her shivering shoulder.

	 

	But your Stepdad is Mel. And you’ve let him screw you.

	 

	Between my legs, my cock pushes again in vain at the unrelenting bars of the cage.

	 

	Up ahead in the line, a big guy in a brown leather jacket half turns toward us again. And when he does, his eyes stray down from my wife’s tits and slowly over her hips and lower body, then beyond the bottom of the tight, thigh-high dress that she just had right up for other men. Eyes that look a little drunken come to rest at the bottom of her bare legs, close to her black, high heels.

	 

	My face flushes at his second blatant appraisal. But always now, whenever a guy looks at my wife’s legs, I ponder the same question.

	 

	Does he know what an anklet can signify?

	 

	Either way, he’d clearly love to get his hands on Evie.

	 

	My dick shifts again. As much as its restraint will allow.

	 

	“You don’t think I should see what Richmond thinks of the idea of Rachel coming back first?” Evie peers at me.

	 

	“Not unless you want to fall out with your immediate boss. You heard what Phil said back there.”

	 

	I haven’t admitted to Evie, but sick though a mother and daughter scene might sound to other people, I’ve imagined it a lot. How hot it could be to see Joe’s wife and her slutty Mom getting it on with the same guy at Traders. When I’ve been most desperate to cum, I’ve even imagined Evie with her Mom Nadia down on their knees together in front of some big-cocked stranger.

	 

	It’s this chastity belt. It drains you of sense and reason. It used to take several days to make me this desperate. Now though, it happens almost as soon as she locks me in it.

	 

	The line shuffles forward in the direction of the flashing yellow lights at the entrance. I move one hand from the back of Evie’s dress and her round butt then ease it down below my waist, right into my pants again. I tug the tough ring of the cage away from the underside of my balls a little to ease the discomfort.

	 

	“Kev, stop playing with it,” Evie hisses and looks around us, she slaps at my arm but then giggles.

	 

	“Sometimes I don’t think you really want Rachel back at Traders,” I say and grin at her, “Like you don’t want the competition.”

	 

	“I do love her,” Evie shrugs as the line moves forward again, “But she does hog the attention.”

	 

	“You probably wouldn’t be in the same club anyway,” I say to encourage her, “Not now he’s got five venues.”

	 

	“Hmm,” she says, “As long as I stay Richmond’s number one girl.”

	 

	“I love it when you say things like that Evie,” I say into her ear and I mean it, her words have drawn more pre-cum.

	 

	“Mmm, maybe I should let him hold onto the key for this then,” she whispers and her hand reaches down between my legs and she pats my chastity belt.

	 

	***

	 

	Inside the club a few minutes later it’s busy and the music is loud and thumping. We find Rachel and Joe fast though. They’re already standing together at the more muted downstairs bar, where we agreed we’d meet.

	 

	“Great to see you again,” I grin and shake his hand. I glance at his wife as she hugs mine.

	 

	Rachel’s put on a few pounds since I last saw her but she’s still drop-dead gorgeous. Long, golden-brown hair and intense gray-blue eyes that draw you in almost as easily as Evie’s brown ones do. Joe’s wife is leggy in high heels tonight too, and a fitted black dress that emphasizes her hefty tits and shelf-like ass.

	 

	I get kissed on the cheek by her and she smells of vanilla and feminine musk.

	 

	The girls give us their order for cocktails and then when Joe and I have them (along with our bottles of beer) we head away to find a table with a couple of high stools close to the little dance floor down here.

	 

	When we have what we need, our wives sit on their stools with their shapely legs crossed and they chatter to one another in animated conversation and excited laughter. Seeing them together again is good, but I can’t help pondering that they’ve both been enjoyed by way too many men to ever count.

	 

	Joe and I stand close to them with our drinks and I ask about his band and job. The latter isn’t going too well for him at the moment and he’s looking to get out of it. His bandmate though seems to have solved whatever personal problems he had and they’re up and gigging again.

	 

	I tell him how the launch of ‘Time Crime’ (the latest game from Flamehead) went and that plans are already afoot for a follow-up. Then he asks how things are going for Evie at Traders.

	 

	“Busy,” I say and glance at her and Rachel talking, “Richmond wants her to do hotel work. He keeps asking.”

	 

	“Rachel did some of that for Phil’s promo company as well a few years back,” he reminds me, “I went with her. A few of the clients used to let me watch. Which was as hot as hell because the guys were complete strangers.”

	 

	“What did you do if they didn’t want you in the room with them?” I ask him and try to imagine delivering my wife to a total stranger’s hotel room but then waiting outside while she’s fucked by the guy.

	 

	“Hung around outside and tried to listen,” he laughs. “Went to the bar if I got bored or couldn’t hear. It was a mind-fuck for us both though. Me and her. To knock on a hotel room door and not know who would be answering it. Only that whoever he was, he’d be allowed to fuck my wife.”

	 

	My dick stirs again in it’s cell.

	 

	“Did Rachel enjoy it?” I lower my voice and glance at her.

	 

	Joe nods his head.

	 

	“How you come you stopped doing it?”

	 

	“Things got fucked up with Phil,” he shrugs, “and then when Rachel got pregnant with JJ and everything..”

	 

	“Richmond’s trying again to get Evie to have a tattoo,” I say and I’d appreciate his opinion on this. I know he and Rachel always resisted. “Piercings too,” I say but make no mention of Richmond’s suggestion that I get branded in his name as well.

	 

	“We just said ‘No’ when he asked us ages ago,” Joe shrugs, “I thought you had? It would’ve been awkward for us anyway with JJ coming along and then later, when he’s old enough to ask questions. Even if I’d wanted her to do it.”

	 

	“Right,” I nod my head.

	 

	“Anyway, I hear Richmond got you to try a chastity belt,” Joe looks right at me.

	 

	Who told him? For a moment I can’t reply and I hope he can’t tell I’ve gone red.

	 

	“How was that?” he grins at me.

	 

	“Frustrating,” I say like it was a one-off and in the past. “Turned Evie on though,” I grin back at him.

	 

	“I told Rachel I want to get my nipples pierced,” Evie says to us both in a voice that’s a little too loud, “I think I’d be way too scared of the pain anywhere lower down.”

	 

	‘Think?’ I glance at Joe.

	 

	“What would you get put in your nips though?” Rachel asks my wife as we move closer to the pair of them

	 

	I clench my teeth, unable in my frustration, not to visualize Richmond’s manicured fingers toying with my wife’s skewered flesh, perhaps twisting them and making her cry out with pain but pleasure. Perhaps even making me thank him on my knees for that pain.

	 

	I try to clear my head.

	 

	I have to get out of this belt and cum at least once when we get home tonight. Whether or not she later confesses to Richmond that she’s let me out without his knowledge.

	 

	“I’m not sure what yet,” Evie shrugs her shoulders and peers down at her own cleavage in the dress, “Richmond wants little rings and I guess they can look kind of cute.”

	 

	Next to me, Joe stares at my wife.

	 

	My face flushes again but I’m sure my dick is dribbling through the bars.

	 

	“We’ve been looking at videos about piercings and the tats, haven’t we Kev?” Evie says.

	 

	I nod but feel my face flush further.

	 

	“Nipple studs can be hot too,” Rachel sucks her straw.

	 

	“So can clamps,” Evie grins and both girls laugh.

	 

	Joe rolls his eyes at me.

	 

	“Kev’s not sure yet about me getting inked, are you Kev?” Evie says and with my eyes, I try to warn her not to say anything about me with tattoos.

	 

	“I was telling Evie about when we went to Walden’s shop,” Rachel says to Joe and mercifully changes the subject.

	 

	“I thought he said to keep it confidential,” Joe frowns at her.

	 

	“So?” Rachel shrugs, “Evie won’t say anything to anyone else.”

	 

	“Walden wants Rachel to work in the shop,” Evie says to me.

	 

	“Doing what?” I glance at Rachel and try to imagine her behind the counter of some store or other.

	 

	“Serving customers I guess,” she shrugs and sucks her straw.

	 

	“Serving Barrett more like,” Joe mumbles, "when he hasn't got his hands full of Carol."

	 

	“A shop’s not glam enough for you Rachel,” Evie picks up her drink.

	 

	“More glam than putting CCTV cameras in our bedroom or dancing in the nude for his golfing buddies?” Rachel grins at my wife and both girls laugh.

	 

	“What’s that all about?” I ask Joe.

	 

	“Don’t ask,” he shakes his head then holds up his glass to ask if I’m ready for another.

	 

	***

	 

	“So are you going to look for a couple of guys tonight?” I whisper in Evie’s ear above the music while Joe is at the bar and Rachel texting something to his Mom. His folks are babysitting their kid tonight. “You and Rachel?” I ask her.

	 

	“We might,” she says and gives me a sly look, “I’ll ask her when she’s finished on the phone and then we’ll see how good you and Joe both are tonight.”

	 

	I grin at her as Joe reappears with the drinks.

	 

	“Ask me what?” Rachel puts her phone away and peers at my wife.

	 

	I’ll let them talk it over.

	 

	“You miss not going to Traders?” I ask Joe when I’ve got my fresh beer.

	 

	“Sometimes yeah,” he grimaces and glances at the wives on their stools. Evie is laughing at something Rachel says and swaying her shoulders to the House music track. The more I drink, the hotter they both look together.

	 

	“Got a phone call from Phil the other week,” Joe says into my ear.

	 

	“Yeah?” I peer at him as if I don’t know.

	 

	“With a proposal about Rachel going back there.”

	 

	“So what are you both thinking?” I ask to sound him out a little before I try to persuade him the way Phil wants me to.

	 

	“He said Richmond would have her back if she brought Sophie too,” Joe looks right at me.

	 

	“OK,” I nod, I want him to spell it out before I offer my opinion. And advice.

	 

	“The pair of them, you know, like a double act for clients.”

	 

	“To be honest Joe, I’d heard something like that,” I shrug, “I think Phil was hoping we’d find out where you’re at with the idea.”

	 

	“She kind of surprised me,” he lowers his voice but indicates Rachel with his eyes, “I thought she’d dismiss the idea of hand.”

	 

	“She didn’t?”

	 

	“Not really. I mean, I think it shocked her. But she misses the attention of Traders.”

	 

	“In a way, I guess her and Sophie in a situation at Traders, it wouldn’t too far from what Evie’s done with her step-dad,” I say quietly and keep my back to the girls, “hot as hell that is every time too.”

	 

	“She still doing it?”

	 

	“Not for a while. But seems like he only ever has to ask.”

	 

	“That is hot,” Joe takes a mouthful of his beer, turns to the girls, and smiles.

	 

	“Be hot to watch Rachel with Sophie too though I bet?” I ask.

	 

	“If she goes for it then yeah,” Joe nods.

	 

	It sounds like this could happen.

	 

	“Phil says he’s going to speak to her about it too,” I say but then instantly wonder if I’ve overstepped the mark and Joe might think I’m interfering.

	 

	“Yeah, he said the same to me. But he hasn’t done it so far.”

	 

	“Well, maybe we get your Mrs back into it with another guy tonight,” I say, “I think Evie could be up for it.”

	 

	Joe grins and clinks his beer bottle against mine.

	 

	“Oh yeah,” Evie yells and when I look back at her, both girls are grinning at us, “so what are you two congratulating each other about?”

	 

	“You two,” Joe says, “We were just agreeing that the pair of you should look for a couple of guys tonight.”

	 

	“Joe, we only just got here,” Rachel sighs.

	 

	“When did timing ever stop you before?” He asks her.

	 

	“Come on Rachel,” Evie grabs her arm and slides from her stool, “I hear the dance floor calling. Let’s check for talent.”

	 

	Joe digs my elbow as we watch the pair of them wiggle their way out to the dancefloor.

	 

	“Look at those asses go,” Joe smirks.

	 

	“Legs too,” I and watch Evie with frustrated pride.

	 

	And then I need the washrooms.

	 

	I leave Joe to mind our table while I find the gent’s and I squat there in a booth like a girl because I can’t pee standing up with this belt on. But tonight, somehow even that turns me on.

	 

	When I return, Joe indicates our wives.

	 

	Two young guys in loud shirts have joined them. They’re both reasonably good-looking fair-haired dudes too from what I can see.

	 

	But the more I watch them shout their chat-up lines at our wives above the music, the younger the pair of them look. Certainly, both are younger than either Rachel or Evie.

	 

	My cock bristles in my pants and cage because Evie is laughing at whatever they’re saying.

	 

	It crosses my mind for a moment that if my wife really would prefer Rachel not return to Traders, then she might be encouraging her to do something tonight in the hope that Rachel then wouldn’t feel the need to get extra attention at Richmond’s club.

	 

	But that ‘plan’ could easily backfire on Evie.

	 

	“My round,” Joe says and shows me his empty bottle.

	 

	“I’ll come with you,” I say, “it’ll work in our favor if we lose the table and the girls don’t have anywhere to return to. They’ll have to stay out there.”

	 

	“Crafty,” Joe laughs.

	 

	***

	 

	We’re in the queue at the bar when some young girl pinches Joe’s ass.

	 

	“McKenzie?” he says and grins at her and her heavy goth makeup, but his smile fades fast and he peers back beyond her to the dancefloor and our wives.

	 

	“Joe, have you seen Rachel?” another young girl, the other side of the Goth asks and fuck me: How hot is that kid?

	 

	“Of course,” Joe says but he’s reddened, “we all came together. This is Kev one of my buddies in case you’re wondering. Rachel’s dancing with his wife Evie.”

	 

	“Yeah?” the young blonde says, “Well you might want to have a word with the pair of bozos they’ve got draped all over them.” Her face is sullen but so pretty. High cheekbones and intense eyes. She scowls at the dance floor before those devastating eyes glance at me then return to stare hard at Joe. She crosses her arms over a scarcely concealed cleavage.

	 

	“Kev, this is Rachel’s sister Lanie,” Joe says, “And this is her friend McKenzie. Can I get you girls a drink?”

	 

	Shit. Joe’s wife is a real hottie, but her sister? Shit.

	 

	“So are you going to rescue her?” she frowns at Joe.

	 

	“As soon I’ve got the drinks,” Joe nods but he looks flustered.

	 

	***

	 

	“Just my luck she’d be here too,” Joe says after we’ve left the younger girls with their drinks and inched our way toward the dancefloor with ours.

	 

	“It’s always the risk,” I say, “Getting outed by someone who knows you. Whenever you play in public. I guess that’s what makes a more controlled environment like Traders ideal.” I push home the advantage and try to do Phil’s dirty work for him.

	 

	“I know,” Joe shakes his head, “I’d love to get her back there if I can.”

	 

	“It must turn you on though,” I say again and keep pushing for Phil, “Your mother-and-law and your wife together with the same stud? Be hot to see Evie with hers.”

	 

	“What do you think?” he says and laughs.

	 

	“Sophie’s got a killer body,” I say but wonder again if I overstepped the mark.

	 

	“She knows how to put it about too,” Joe says under his breath but then gestures at the dance floor, “I got to put a stop to this now Lanie’s here,” he says.

	 

	***

	 

	We grab our giggling wives from their over-eager ‘suitors’ and after Rachel has found her sister, introduced Evie to her and McKenzie, and they’ve all chatted a while, Joe and I convince our wives to leave the young ones to it and depart to a to different nightclub.

	 

	We choose one a couple of miles out of town and grab a cab to a place known for an older clientele and so unlikely to be frequented by anyone we know. Including Rachel’s sister and her friend.

	 

	It’s close to a hotel and apparently, Monday to Thursday tends to attract businesspeople.

	 

	Once inside and several drinks down now, we leave the girls standing and gyrating with cocktails near one of the several crowded bars while we go and stand at another. We keep our wives in our line of sight as best we can.

	 

	As we wait and hope for the girls to get approached, Joe complains some more about his job and his boss and asks me again how difficult it is working for Richmond Coyle. And how my colleague Spencer is doing with his newer hotwife Grace.

	 

	“I don’t report directly to Richmond, so I don’t see him that much at the office,” I say.

	 

	“Your boss is that Huey guy with the beard, right?” Joe asks around his bottle, “The one who’s fucking Spencer’s wife?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” I say and take another mouthful of Coors.

	 

	“Has he fucked Evie too?”

	 

	“Two or three times as far as I remember,” I say.

	 

	Joe laughs, “You think your younger self would have ever imagined a time when you couldn’t remember how often some other guy had screwed your Mrs?”

	 

	“No way,” I say and peer back at the girls. “Admirers ahoy,” I say and two broad-shouldered men in sports jackets are wording them up now. They look like sales reps for sports gear or something, and a few years older than us.

	 

	My dick tries to stiffen under the relentless steel bars.

	 

	“You reckon if the girls like them we can get them to fuck?” Joe looks from the foursome to me and then back.

	 

	“I’m pretty sure Evie would be game for anything tonight,” I repeat.

	 

	“Perfect,” he says. “Meantime, I need the washroom. Fast,” he winks at me.

	 

	I order more drinks for him and me and then peer back in the girl’s direction.

	 

	There are too many other people between me and them now so I can’t see properly what’s happening. I’ll wait here until Joe gets back so he doesn’t wonder where I’ve got to. Then we’ll take up a better vantage point.

	 

	He returns a few minutes later with a sheepish grin on his face. “It always amazes me how you manage to control yourself,” he shakes his head and takes the beer I offer.

	 

	“What do you mean?”

	 

	“I hardly ever saw you have one off the wrist at Traders while Evie was with guys,” he says.

	 

	“I like to edge myself,” I say and it’s only partly a lie.

	 

	“You fucking must,” he says and shakes his head.

	 

	Does he suspect I’ve got the belt on tonight? Richmond wants me to encourage Joe about chastity too. Well, that can wait.

	 

	“I save it all up until I get Evie back home,” I say.

	 

	“I wish had your self-control,” Joe laughs.

	 

	“So those two boys,” a girl yells, and Evie is here and standing alongside Rachel who’s peering back over her shoulder, “They want us to go outside with them.”

	 

	“Are you going?” Joe asks before I can.

	 

	My balls prickle and if I could get properly hard I’d be rock hard.

	 

	“Do you want me to?” Rachel moves right up to Joe and openly fondles the front of his pants.

	 

	“Rachel,” he hisses and moves her hand away from his dick.

	 

	“Well?” she pouts.

	 

	“You know I do,” he says. “We want you both to, don’t we Kev? As long as we get to watch.”

	 

	“Too right,” I say and smile at Evie.

	 

	She kisses my cheek.

	 

	“You better get back to them,” I tell her then glance at Rachel.

	 

	She looks flustered, like she’s excited.

	 

	“That’s us told,” she says and she takes my wife’s hand then the pair of them head back through the crowd.

	 

	“This has been a long time coming,” Joe says and takes a huge gulp of his drink.

	 

	A minute or so later the girls pass us hand in hand now with the two guys in sports jackets but without a glance our way.

	 

	My chest pulls and my stomach knots.

	 

	What kind of women must those guys think our wives are to even ask them to go outside? Even if they think the girls are single. What kind of wives are Evie and Rachel to agree?

	 

	Joe and I decide between us to give the foursome at least a few minutes to get settled outside. So we wait.

	 

	But we can’t wait long. We head fast to the exit, get the backs of our hands stamped so we can return when we’re ready, and then we all but race outside.

	 

	Evie said there’s supposedly a little floodlit alleyway that leads to an area at the rear of the club. Where ‘courting couples’ go for privacy and to make out.

	 

	“These two guys must have taken other women down here before if they know about this area out back,” I say as I follow Joe under the stars, but it crosses my mind that the girls could actually be in danger if we don’t find them fast.

	 

	I was so excited when they told us before that I wasn’t thinking straight.

	 

	“Yeah, and that’s fucking hot too,” Joe says without stopping and seemingly without the same sudden fear as me. “They’re a couple of real players I reckon."

	 

	“I had no idea about this alleyway,” I say as I step around a discarded beer bottle and the ‘floodlights’ here are not the best.

	 

	“Shh, better keep it quiet,” Joe whispers as we near what looks like the end of the alleyway and a wider, better-lit illuminated area.

	 

	It looks like the back of a car repair garage or something similar twenty feet or so away.

	 

	Joe slows up then halts and peers at the building across the way.

	 

	“Fuck,” he whispers and beckons me nearer to him.

	 

	I join him and gaze across a grimly-lit area with a skip that’s filled with broken furniture on uneven, ground. Starlight reflects from puddles.

	 

	The two men, standing with their backs to us, have our wives backed up against the same wall. Both couples kiss. Just a few feet from one another.

	 

	Fuck. I move beyond Joe and squeeze my trapped dick. I can’t see Evie’s face but I can see Rachel’s hand and she’s got her guy’s dick out.

	 

	Fucking hell.

	 

	“So do I get to suck you off?” She giggles and he laughs.

	 

	“You hear this one, Ken?” he says to his buddy.

	 

	“Pair of them can’t get enough,” the other one says and pulls Evie’s dress up to her waist like Walden did. He tugs at her panties.

	 

	“Go on then,” Rachel’s guy disengages from her and waves a thick cock at her.

	 

	“Uh Rach,” Joe moans next to me and he’s got his cock in his hand, working it.

	 

	Rachel stumbles to her knees in her heels.

	 

	“Do what your friend’s doing,” Evie’s guy tells her and he stands back pulling at his zipper. “Come on, get down on your knees, let me cum off in your face,” he yanks it out and even in this light it’s obvious it’s big.

	 

	Oh, Evie.

	 

	He strokes himself and Evie holds her hair away from her eyes as she steadies herself with one palm on her lover-to-be. She lowers herself to her knees close to Joe’s wife.

	 

	“Fuck, this one sucks cock like a pro,” the guy holding the top of Rachel’s nodding head gasps.

	 

	“You two aren’t hookers, are you?” the second guy feeds his dick to my wife and she kisses then sucks it. Hard.

	 

	His friend laughs at the suggestion but then groans deeply as Rachel sucks.

	 

	Without taking his cock from her mouth my wife pulls her guy’s pants right down to his ankles and caresses his hairy, bare thighs. “Mmm, “ she murmurs as he holds her thrusting head.

	 

	“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh, uck uck,” Rachel chokes as she face-fucked.

	 

	“Uck, uck, uck,” my wife echoes, almost like she doesn’t want to be outdone.

	 

	For a moment, as I stand and stare at the debauched scene of grubby sex, it dawns on me what Traders and the bulls in it have reduced our two beautiful and once loyal wives to. One of them a mother. Little more than cock-hungry sluts.

	 

	I push a hand down into my pants.

	 

	“Fuck,” Rachel’s guy’s head rocks, and his mouth gapes, “Take it right down your throat you dirty bitch.”

	 

	She moans harder as if his words turned her on.

	 

	Evie’s sucking is frantic, his face-fucking hard too now, so hard she looks and sounds like she’ll gag. But then he groans and his whole body shakes.

	 

	“Oh yeah, oh yeah, swallow, swallow it girl,” he grips her head with both hands and holds her tight to his groin.

	 

	“Rachel, uh oh God!” Joe groans and I stand aside and watch his white cum spurt up the wall alongside us.

	 

	“What the fuck are you two doing?” the guy yells over my still-kneeling wife’s head, “Pair of fucking weirdos. Beat it, or we’ll come over there and smack the shit out of you!”

	 

	“No!” Rachel gasps from her knees, “Leave them. They’re our husbands.” She kisses her guy’s balls and sucks his softening dick some more.

	 

	“Mmm, they just like to watch us,” Evie moans and clings to her guy’s thighs and buttocks, “You concentrate on letting me clean up this beautiful big cock.”

	 

	 


Chapter 10 - Hitching A Ride
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	Trevor

	 

	It’s ten on Friday night and I’m in town. I’m sat in my cab at the back of the rank, scrolling my phone while I wait for the taxis in front of me to get taken first. Then it’ll be my turn for another fare. I’m in no rush. I only just got back from taking a couple of guys right across town.

	 

	The memory of last night leaks back into my head and I groan. I reach for my stomach acid tablets from the center console. I shouldn’t have even bothered meeting that woman. Everyone my age on those dating apps has the same baggage. Kids, money problems, or emotional scars from their ex. Or all three, like the fucking redhead I took to dinner. She wouldn’t stop talking the whole time. Another one who looked nothing like her photo.

	 

	But maybe I don’t look too much like my own anymore either. I twist the rearview mirror to check myself. I guess my profile pic is a few years old too.

	 

	I sigh and adjust the mirror a second time. Then I put my phone down. But it rings right away.

	 

	Kenzie. Not like her to call this early, especially when she’s not staying the night at mine.

	 

	“Hey miss,” I say, “Everything OK?”

	 

	“Dad, are you working tonight?” she says real loud and above a lot of noise in the background.

	 

	“I am. I’m in town. At the rank right now. What’s up?”

	 

	“At the rank?” she repeats, “Stay there, We’ll come find you. Can you take us home?”

	 

	“Who’s ‘we’?” I ask because at this time of night, if she’s going home, then maybe she’s come out for a meal or something with her Mom, and him.

	 

	Did Stella, my ex, get Kenzie to call me? So Stella and the boyfriend could treat me like their fucking chauffeur?

	 

	No. Kenzie wouldn’t do that.

	 

	Not unless they’re having problems getting another ride home. But it’s too early for a rush on cabs.

	 

	“Me and Lanie of course,” Kenzie laughs.

	 

	My heart-rate jumps and that’s stupid. Kenzie’s friend remembers nothing about the drunken kiss she gave me weeks ago in my apartment. She’s had rides off me since and never mentioned it. Never seemed uneasy in my cab.

	 

	But I still think about it every time I lay eyes on the kid. And that’s fucking sad. It’s not cool either. That girl’s been my daughter’s best friend for years. “Listen, I can’t just push ahead of the line if you come to me,” I say. “Where are you?”

	 

	“Outside the new Bar 1,” Kenzie says.

	 

	“Stay there,” I say and shift the cab into reverse, “I’ll come get you.”

	 

	I pull up there a few minutes later and see them straight away.

	 

	Shit, Lanie looks in a bit of a state. As pretty as hell in a short black dress and heels, but the girl can hardly stand.

	 

	I reach behind me and into the back to open the door kerbside.

	 

	Kenzie helps Lanie in and the girl with long, golden-brown hair wiggles her fingers at me. My daughter clambers in after her and close-up she too looks a little the worse for wear.

	 

	“You guys OK?” I adjust the rear-view mirror, “Bit early for the pair of you to be in that kind of condition isn’t it?”

	 

	“We’ve been out most of the day,” Kenzie says.

	 

	“Bottomless brunch,” Lanie smiles, so at least she can talk.

	 

	Mixed with the smell of alcohol and something else, I recognize jasmine - Lanie’s perfume.

	 

	“She has to be up early tomorrow,” Kenzie says.

	 

	“My nails,” Lanie holds one hand up and shows me her lacquer, but then she closes her eyes.

	 

	I check the traffic and then pull the cab away.

	 

	At a red light a few moments later I gaze back into my mirror and adjust it some more. Kenzie peers out of her window on that side. Across the back seat, Lanie’s eyes remain closed, and most of her cleavage is exposed by her dress.

	 

	My dick shifts in my pants and I’m not proud of it. I wish I could stop the way I feel whenever I’m around the girl. But I can’t help myself. Who could? “She OK?” I ask my daughter.

	 

	“Too little sleep, too much drink,” Kenzie shrugs then yawns.

	 

	You don’t say.

	 

	“And another row with Roy too,” Kenzie says.

	 

	“Another one?” I ask and think back to what Lanie wrote in her journal about her boyfriend. About how she feels bad for not agreeing to marry him.

	 

	And what she wrote about a possible attraction to older men.

	 

	Well, some rich old bastard will sweep a girl like her off her feet soon enough.

	 

	“She still with her boyfriend?” I peer at my daughter.

	 

	“It’s always on and off these days,” Kenzie shrugs.

	 

	“So you’re both staying at your Mom’s, right?” I check the GPS then peer back again at Kenz.

	 

	“Would you be able to drop her off at her mom’s, Dad? She needs to be over that way early tomorrow for her nail appointment.”

	 

	“Yeah, I guess we can go there first,” I tap at the GPS. I can still be back on the rank before the crowds pick up properly.

	 

	“Can’t you drop me off first?” Kenzie’s head rolls on the seat, “I feel sick.”

	 

	Shit.

	 

	“You sure?” I ask and glance from her to her friend. Lanie might not feel uneasy when we’re alone in the cab together, but it never does me any good at all. Especially when she’s dressed up like that.

	 

	I peer back at the road ahead and then glance at the mirror again, just as Lanie’s eyes blink open. She doesn’t look my way. She adjusts the front of her dress on her chest then gazes blankly out of the window on that side of the cab.

	 

	“Please, Dad?” Kenzie asks.

	 

	“OK,” I shrug. I don’t want to let my daughter down. She goes away next week for six months. I’m gonna miss her a lot.

	 

	Fifteen minutes later I pull up under the full moon outside my former family home. Alongside a row of Leylandii hedges that I planted years ago. When they were a whole lot smaller. Like my baby girl. I scowl at the dark Maserati on my old drive. Stella’s boyfriend.

	 

	Asshole.

	 

	Kenzie leans over to her beautiful friend and smacks a kiss on the side of her face. “My Dad will take you to yours. I’ll call you tomorrow, hun.”

	 

	“OK,” Lanie murmurs and strokes my daughter’s face.

	 

	“You want me to walk you up the path?” I ask Kenzie when she kisses me and then hauls herself out onto the sidewalk.

	 

	“I’m good,” she waves back.

	 

	“I’m seeing you before you go away next week, right?” I call after her.

	 

	“Defo.”

	 

	“I’ll call you,” I say.

	 

	“Night Dad. Night Lane. Love you both.”

	 

	I watch her walk unsteadily up the path in her heels and wait until she’s in through the door before I pull away.

	 

	“You OK back there, Lanie?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” she says and sounds a bit brighter than she did when she first got into the cab. “I’m gonna miss her so much when she goes on that singing gig.”

	 

	“You and me too,” I nod and glance back at my passenger. She’s sitting up straighter than before, peering out at the lights and cars as we pass them and head to hers.

	 

	Sobering up a little maybe.

	 

	“Six months is such a long time,” she sighs.

	 

	“It is when you’re as young as you two,” I say but she doesn’t respond. “Don’t worry. It’ll pass soon enough,” I say.

	 

	“Not soon enough for me,” she pouts her lips then closes her eyes again.

	 

	I try not to look at her anymore. I try to think of something else. I try not to remember the sight of her turning away from me on Kenzie’s bed that night after I’d extracted myself from her arms when she’d just kissed me. That way her skirt rode up over her panties and showed her lovely ass and bare legs.

	 

	Fucking hell, Trevor, you need to find a decent new girlfriend your own age. Thinking that way about a girl as young as Lanie Machin is just not right.

	 

	I switch my focus to the match I’m recording on TV while I’m working tomorrow night. Sunday will be a day of rest and football and pizza with beers on the sofa. I smile to myself. A day like that is as good as it gets.

	 

	Although maybe I’ll take another trawl on the dating apps too. Maybe just be a bit more careful about who I hook up with this time.

	 

	A short while later I pull into the housing estate where the Machins live. And then onto their street.

	 

	“Here we go,” I say and stop at the end of their drive. I glance at the mirror to check she’s still awake and then peer out and up at the small detached house. The curtains downstairs are drawn and there's a light glowing from behind them.

	 

	“You OK too walking up the drive on your own?” I say and lean right around to smile at her.

	 

	“Will you come in with me please, Mr. Twist?” She looks right into my eyes.

	 

	What the fuck?

	 

	Lanie leans forward toward me with one hand on the back of either front headrest. My eyes ignore her heavily shifting tits in the low dress but my heart can’t comply.

	 

	“Just quickly?” she frowns irresistibly, “To check no one’s in the house? I don’t like coming home at night when everyone else is out. That creep from next door took Mom away overnight and my baby sister is staying at her friend’s until tomorrow.”

	 

	“Sure,” I nod and wait for my heart rate to slow. This is pathetic Trevor. “But call me Trevor OK, not Mr. Twist,” I smile.

	 

	“Oh, yeah,” she says and laughs. “I remember now. Otherwise, you feel real old,” she pushes open the door and for a moment I watch her get out.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	“I am old,” I mumble and follow her onto the sidewalk.

	 

	On her drive, Lanie waits for me and then when I reach her, she takes my arm. Her body is warm and she stumbles on her heels a little but giggles.

	 

	I can’t do anything to stop it. My dick stiffens in my pants as the young girl clings tight to me. She’s so warm and so soft and she smells so sweet.

	 

	“I’ll give you the key,” she says at the front door.

	 

	I watch her fumble in a little clutch bag and then with a smile she hands me a key with a red, heart-shaped fob swinging off it and inside that, a little photo of her with a boy.

	 

	Roy?

	 

	I push the key into her door and she’s real close behind me as I open her house up.

	 

	It’s warm inside and smells of fresh laundry drying on a radiator in the hallway. Black panties, white panties, and bras in the same colors.

	 

	“The living room’s on the left there,” she whispers from behind me. “I’ll wait here.”

	 

	I open to door away to our left and like I saw from outside, the lights are on. There’s a wall-mounted TV, an untidy sofa and two armchairs. “Looks safe in here,” I say over my shoulder.

	 

	“Can you quickly check the kitchen and then do upstairs so I can pee?”

	 

	“Sure,” I nod and head down the hallway in the direction she’s pointing.

	 

	“Nope, all good in here too,” I yell back and then face her again.

	 

	Christ, she’s a beautiful girl.

	 

	“I’ll go up first, right?” I indicate the stairs.

	 

	“Uh-huh,” she nods.

	 

	I grab the wooden handrail with my right hand and make my way up a creaking staircase.

	 

	“Sorry for being such a wuss,” she says from behind me.

	 

	“I don’t think you’re a wuss,” I say over my shoulder and laugh, “I’m pretty sure McKenzie would be the same if she had to go home to an empty house,” I lie.

	 

	“No she wouldn’t,” Lanie says.

	 

	“OK, what have we got up here?” I ask on the landing.

	 

	“That’s the bathroom,” she points, “If you can check there first so I can pee. My bedroom’s over there. That one’s my Mom’s, that’s my baby sister’s and that’s the spare. The spare was mine but then Rachel moved out and I got hers.”

	 

	“OK, you want to wait here?”

	 

	She shakes her head and looks serious. “I’ll come with you.”

	 

	“OK,” I can’t help smiling at her.

	 

	Lanie smiles back.

	 

	I push the bathroom door open and it’s a mess but otherwise empty. There’s a pile of towels hanging scrunched up over the edge of the bath, no toilet paper in sight, and toothpaste smeared around a pale blue sink.

	 

	Maybe her Mom didn’t have time to clean it before she went away for the night.

	 

	“Can I go?” Lanie points at the toilet.

	 

	“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I grin at her and ease past her to the landing. “I’ll check everywhere else.”

	 

	“Thanks,” she says and pulls the door closed.

	 

	I need to get out of here and fast. This can’t be good for my blood pressure.

	 

	Get over yourself, Trevor. The kid was just scared.

	 

	I go to the room she said was hers and fumble for a light switch on the wall.

	 

	The bedroom smells of jasmine just like her and when the light comes on the tidiness surprises me.

	 

	The bed with its silky purple cover is perfectly made and nothing looks out of place anywhere. No clothes or shoes anywhere on the floor. Kenzie could learn a thing or two from this.

	 

	I pull the curtains across the window so Lanie can just fall right into bed when she’s ready, and then I head for the other rooms.

	 

	As I expect, there’s no armed intruder in any of those either, so I return to the landing.

	 

	“OK, it all looks good everywhere Lanie,” I call out, “I’ll get off. You have a good sleep and don’t forget to wake up for that nail appointment of yours in the morning. Goodnight.”

	 

	“Wait,” she calls back when I’m at the top of the stairs.

	 

	I turn, and she’s at the door of her room.

	 

	“Woah,” I say without meaning to say anything.

	 

	She’s stripped to little black panties and a bra.

	 

	The body.

	 

	“Will you tuck me in?” she smiles at me.

	 

	Fuck-ing. Hell.

	 

	“Err, ..oh, I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

	 

	“But you put me to bed when I stayed at yours,” she pouts.

	 

	She remembers?

	 

	“Yeah…but that was.. that was only cos…”

	 

	“Please?” her eyebrows arch and she holds out her arms. Her tits shake in her bra. And what tits.

	 

	“Lanie, you’re just drunk.”

	 

	“No, I’m not,” she frowns and shakes her golden hair.

	 

	“Yes, you are,” I say and turn back to the stairs. “Look, I’m going. You have a good sleep. Goodnight.

	 

	“Wait,” she calls out again and this time she’s close.

	 

	“Look,” I sigh but as I turn again she’s in my arms, trying to kiss me.

	 

	“Make love to me, Trevor.”

	 

	Fucking hell. My dick hardens against the warmth of her body. “Lanie, you’re drunk,” I grab at her arms.

	 

	“So?”

	 

	“So, I wouldn’t take advantage of you.”

	 

	“What if I wanted you to?”

	 

	“Come on Lane,” I keep a hold of one of her warm wrists and squeeze it, “You go to bed. You don’t want to do anything you’ll regret tomorrow.”

	 

	“Who cares about tomorrow?” she snatches her wrist away from my hand but then flings both her arms around my neck again.

	 

	Oh, for fuck sake.

	 

	“Lanie, you don’t know what you’re doing.”

	 

	“Yes, I do. I know exactly what I’m doing.”

	 

	“No, Lanie,” I try to make my voice sound firm, but that’s not easy with a fucking hard-on poking in my pants. I pull her arms away from me a second time.

	 

	“Don’t you like me?” she looks right into my eyes

	 

	“Of course, I like you,” That’s the fucking problem.

	 

	“Not in that way though?” she sighs and her shoulders slump.

	 

	“Lanie, any man would like you in that way. You’re a very attractive young woman. But I’m McKenzie’s Dad, and you’ve had too much to drink.”

	 

	“McKenzie wouldn’t mind,” she says, “Her Mom’s got a boyfriend.”

	 

	I try to follow her logic, but can’t. “You’ve got a boyfriend too,” I say.

	 

	“If you really won’t make love to me, then just lie with me until I fall asleep,” she frowns again but takes my hand.

	 

	Against my better judgment, I let her lead me to her room, and her round butt wiggles in the minuscule, semi-sheer lace panties.

	 

	How have I got myself into this?

	 

	“You get in and I’ll pull the covers over you,” I gesture at her bed with my head in another effort to resist her.

	 

	“Nuh-uh,” she shakes her hair again, “You have to lay with me so I can fall asleep.”

	 

	What am I supposed to do?

	 

	“Let me take my shoes off, then, ” I sigh and ease my left trainer off with my right.

	 

	She pulls the silky bed covers back, climbs in, and sits up grinning at me.

	 

	I’m fucking doing this, aren’t I? I’m fucking getting into the girl’s bed with her.

	 

	“Lanie, what are you doing?” I ask as I climb alongside her and try to hide my hard-on at the same time.

	 

	“I can’t sleep with my bra on,” she says and laughs like it’s so obvious. She tucks the removed bra under her pillow.

	 

	Shit, her tits are perfect. The size of huge handfuls, but with hardly any sag, and her nipples like rose pink pearls.

	 

	“Spoon me,” she asks and turns away onto her side.

	 

	Oh, fuck. I take a breath - a deep one - then inch right up to her and nestle gingerly against her warmth.

	 

	She smells so good, her lush hair in my face and I’m trying like hell to keep my hard-on away from the underside of that ass.

	 

	“Mmm, I can feel something Trevor,” she says in a sing-song voice, then she twists around and her mouth is all over mine.

	 

	I don’t have the strength to stop her.

	 

	She pushes her tongue deep into my mouth and she murmurs with pleasure.

	 

	Oh, yeah.

	 

	She keeps coming at me and I keep taking her. The heat of her soft, young tits crush against me.

	 

	I take control and shove her onto her back.

	 

	“Mmm,” she looks up at me with burning gray eyes and her top teeth slide across her bottom lip.

	 

	That boyfriend must be going out of his mind because she turned him down.

	 

	I smile down at her and then kiss her again.

	 

	She bleats underneath me.

	 

	“You sure you want to do this?” I ask as I pull my lips from hers again.

	 

	“Make love to me,” she nods her head and pulls at my shoulders.

	 

	I bury my face in her tits and kiss, suck her there.

	 

	Fuck, that’s good. She smells so fine.

	 

	I tug her panties aside at the front and touch her between her thighs.

	 

	No hair. Slip my fingers gently to a little opening between those lips. Hot. Mmm. Wet.

	 

	And then we’re kissing again and my fingers sink deeper inside a heavenly pussy.

	 

	“Uhh, put it in me,” she whispers and claws at the bulge in my pants.

	 

	I keep touching her, keep savoring the soft, slickness of her there, all the time kissing her neck, kissing her throat.

	 

	But her hands are urgent and determined with my zipper.

	 

	I let her find what she wants and she purrs, then my hard dick is all warm in Lanie’s hand.

	 

	Uhh, warm like this sweetest, sweetest pussy with my fingers.

	 

	She grips me tight there and she moans. But I kiss her some more then I ease her fingers from around my throbbing dick and take my hardness from her.

	 

	“Put it in me,” she repeats.

	 

	I let go of my dick and lean back, I drag her panties down over her hips and thighs until she’s naked and too gorgeous and gazing right up at me. I’m tempted to go down on her but I doubt she’d wait for this.

	 

	I grip my dick again and ease into a burning heat.

	 

	“Fuck,” I groan at her tightness and inch in, right up to my balls.

	 

	Lanie groans and her head twists on the pillow.

	 

	I hold my position perfectly still; drink in the divine sight in front of my eyes. Then I kiss that face again and those lips and she works her hips at me.

	 

	“Fuck, Lanie.”

	 

	“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she pushes against me with each moan and I hold her hips, the softest of skin, kiss the side of her neck, and all around the cutest of ears, don’t draw my dick out too far, stay deep and my rhythm slow, but steady.

	 

	Lanie gasps and holds onto me.

	 

	“Is that good?” I ask her.

	 

	“So good,” she groans.

	 

	I keep it slow, I grind as deep as I can go.

	 

	“Uhh,” she groans, “Uhh-ho, uhh-ho.”

	 

	I kiss her some more, feel those tits some more, her nipples hard, like ripe berries now, I kiss her over and over and over. Until her mouth opens, and her back arches and her body goes rigid. Until she’s cumming and there’s no mistaking it.

	 

	Lanie cries and wails in my arms and while she does, I speed up, keep kissing her, but on the fast track to my finishing line. “Where do you want me to cum?” I gasp.

	 

	“Inside me, inside me,” she clings to me.

	 

	“You sure?”

	 

	“Yeah, yeah.”

	 

	So I do. And I cling to her like she clings to me as the tidal wave engulfs me and nearly drowns me and I can hardly get my breath as I shoot all I have deep into this beautiful girl.

	 

	When my breathing slows and Lanie still lays in my arms, the reality of what I’ve done begins to form.

	 

	Fuck. Oh, fuck.

	 

	I lift my head and gaze at her, but her eyes are closed, her breathing heavy.

	 

	Is she asleep? What do I do now? Just leave her like this?

	 

	“Lanie?” I whisper.

	 

	Nothing. She doesn’t even stir.

	 

	I should get back to the rank. I can’t stay here until she wakes tomorrow. My dog’s on his own at home.

	 

	But Lanie’s so soft and warm and so firm in my arms too, and the girl smells so good. Mmm, and boy, how long time since I felt this good?

	 

	Some time later I wake and it’s daylight.

	 

	Where the hell…? I sit up and stare around and then at the curvy body asleep alongside me.

	 

	Lanie. Shit, oh, shit. I fumble for my phone. And I need to get back and let the fucking dog out.

	 

	“Oh, my God!” Lanie shrieks and she’s awake.

	 

	“I know, I know,” I hold up a hand and climb out of the bad, “You asked me to stay so you could…”

	 

	“My nails,” she shrieks again and throws the covers off her naked body, “I’m going to be late,” but then she groans and holds her head.

	 

	“Are you OK?” I ask and try to ignore her body.

	 

	I really did it with her?

	 

	She shakes her mess of golden hair.

	 

	“Do you want a glass of water or something from the kitchen?” I ask.

	 

	“There’s a can of Monster in the fridge,” she groans, “Will you bring me that while I get dressed?”

	 

	“Sure yeah,” I say, relieved she isn’t pissed with me after what happened. Or that she wasn’t surprised to see me here.

	 

	“Trevor,” she says when I’m at the door on the way out of her bedroom, “Would you be able to take me to get my nails done?”

	 

	“Yeah, of course,” I glance back at her. That’s the fucking least I can do.

	 

	She’s standing with her panties back on and trying to fasten her bra up. Hungover and stinking of stale booze she might be, but what a shape she is.

	 

	I’ve screwed my daughter’s best friend.

	 

	“I was going to walk there but there’s no time now,” she says.

	 

	“Don’t worry about it,” I say and head for the stairs with my head in a tailspin.

	 

	She’s probably not even thinking straight yet. Just wait until she sobers up.

	 

	Downstairs, I grab the drink she wanted and then take the long white can back up to her.

	 

	What am I doing here, what the fuck am I doing here?

	 

	“Thanks,” she smiles and she’s in clingy turquoise leggings and a loose gray hoodie. Her hair is scraped back in a ponytail.

	 

	Trevor, she looks so young. Hot yeah, but so fucking young.

	 

	A few minutes later we leave her house, with me looking shiftily around as we do, but Lanie seemingly unconcerned.

	 

	“You feeling any better?” I ask her in the car as I drive.

	 

	“I think so,” she smiles weakly then takes another mouthful from the can.

	 

	My head is alive with all sorts of confusing shit. I should say something to her about last night. I know I should. I should ask her if she’s OK about what we did.

	 

	If we’re still OK.

	 

	“Do you want me to wait out here until you’ve had them done and then take you back home?” I ask her when she’s told me where to stop the car.

	 

	“It’s fine,” she shakes her head and ponytail. “I was thinking about Freddy before. You’ll need to get back for him.”

	 

	“Yeah,” I smile, “He’ll be wondering what happened to me.” Same as I am right now.

	 

	“Thanks for the ride,” Lanie leans across and kisses the side of my face.

	 

	“Thank you,” I say and she gives me a big smile.

	 

	 


Chapter 11 - Hangover
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	Roy

	 

	I try to focus on the sidewalks on both sides of me as I drive. But it’s not that easy when I can’t stop worrying about exactly what to say to Lanie. I’m the one who said we needed a break from one another this time. Even if it was only a desperate attempt to call her bluff. I’d run out of other ideas. I was desperate. An ‘ultimatum’ felt like my only hope.

	 

	I prayed that what I said would bring her to her senses about me and her. Make her see clearly that with an apartment of our own, she could escape from living with her Mom and that asshole from next door who’s virtually moved in with them.

	 

	I slow the car some more and check the sidewalk left and right again up ahead. Still no sign of Lanie. How long do people take at nail salons? According to what Rachel told me at Joe’s gig last night, her sister’s appointment was at 10. Surely she should be finished and walking back by now?

	 

	But perhaps she did take a cab. Even though the weather is OK and it’s not that far for her to walk back home.

	 

	Oh, hell. I probably should have called her to say I was coming. Or just waited outside her house for her to get back instead. But I want to surprise her. And I didn’t want to risk her telling me not to come.

	 

	My stomach drops again.

	 

	What if she’s enjoyed being on her own the last few days? If my absence had the opposite effect to what I wanted. What if it’s made her appreciate her independence? If she’s enjoying the feeling of having ‘no ties’.

	 

	I stop at the junction before my left turn to the strip of shops where the nail bar is. If I don’t see her on the street then I’ll go straight back to hers. I’ll talk to her there.

	 

	I should have stuck with my original plan. Waited until after her best friend McKenzie had gone away on that cruise. Until maybe she’d been gone a week or two. I should have given my girl more of a chance to ‘miss’ me before I tried again. But I just couldn’t do it. I missed her too much and every passing day only made me sicker with panic that she might get used to being without me.

	 

	I wish I wasn’t so weak where she’s concerned.

	 

	The pink letters of the ‘Beautify’ nail bar appear above a shop door on my right. A few meters further on I pull the car in at the next available space, and then ready to turn around.

	 

	But I’ve got an idea.

	 

	Maybe I should check inside the salon before I go to hers. They might be running late and she could still be in there. Or maybe she canceled. If that’s the case then maybe she stayed somewhere else last night and she’s still in bed. In someone else’s bed.

	 

	My stomach is queasy like there’s oil inside it.

	 

	I should never have said what I said. Joe was right all along when I asked for his advice. And then I ignored it. It was too soon after her Dad died to expect her to commit to anything.

	 

	I switch the engine off and peer up at the shop as the front door opens and someone comes out.

	 

	Two young girls, but neither of them is mine.

	 

	I should have just given Lanie the space to get her head together.

	 

	I open the car door and get out with my desperation mounting. I only hope to God I haven’t ruined everything.

	 

	A bell rings as I push the salon door open and then inside it’s warm and soft music plays. Away to my right is a row of high-backed, raised chairs. Women are sat on several of them with bare lower legs and uniformed staff members at their feet doing their toenails.

	 

	“Roy?” Lanie frowns and she’s standing on my left near a till. She takes a receipt from another woman in a uniform and thanks her, then turns back to me red-faced. “What are you doing here?” she whispers and she’s in her loose gray hoodie and no makeup. She’s got her hair in a ponytail which always makes her look bossy.

	 

	I follow the turquoise leggings and perfect, round backside toward the exit.

	 

	“Bye, thank you,” the woman at the till calls after us in broken English, and Lanie waves at her.

	 

	“I needed to see you,” I say when we’re outside on the sidewalk.

	 

	“At the nail bar?” Lanie frowns again. “And how did you know I was there?”

	 

	“Rachel last night,” I shrug, “I went to the gig Joe’s band was playing. I needed to talk to her and Joe.”

	 

	Lanie sighs and starts walking along the sidewalk.

	 

	“Lanie, can’t we go for a coffee somewhere and talk?”

	 

	“I thought you needed space,” she says and keeps moving.

	 

	“I was wrong,” I say and catch her up, “I was being stupid. I’ve been wrong about a lot of things.”

	 

	“Hmm,” she says.

	 

	“Look, Lane, let’s go get a coffee somewhere. So we can talk.”

	 

	“What is there to say?” she crosses her arms as a wagon trundles by on the street.

	 

	“Please, Lane?”

	 

	“Roy, I’m tired. I had a heavy night. I just want to get home and put my feet up.”

	 

	“Then I’ll drive you. The car’s only there.

	 

	“There’s no need,” Lanie shakes her ponytail, “I’ll walk. The fresh air will help clear my head.”

	 

	“So come with me in the car and you can open the window. Please, Lanie. We need to talk.”

	 

	Lanie sighs but she stops at my car with me and I open her door for her.

	 

	“Look, I’m sorry for the way I behaved at mine the other night,” I say and I pull the car away from the curb, “I’m, sorry about everything I said to you.”

	 

	“But it’s happening all the time now Roy,” Lanie says softly and she peers out of her window, “One of us starts a row and then we don’t speak for days. It’s draining.”

	 

	“I know,” I nod and look away from her and back to the road, “But it’s down to me. I was putting pressure on you. You know, first to get married, and then the apartment. But I know now you’re not ready for any of that. I get it. I promise.”

	 

	I glance back at her. Surely she understands and accepts what I’m trying to tell her? But her face has flushed again and she’s still gazing out of the window.

	 

	In my wildest dreams, before I came to see her today, I imagined she might break down when she saw me. That she might have missed me so much and been so pleased to see me, that she’d fling her arms around me. It’s not happening.

	 

	But I’ve still got my ace to play. Still have the proof that I mean every word I say.

	 

	That can wait though. Until we get to hers.

	 

	“I never told you this,” I say and now those gorgeous gray-blue eyes do gaze over at me. “Originally, when I was thinking of asking you to marry me, I went to ask Joe’s advice.”

	 

	“Joe?” Lanie’s eyebrows rise.

	 

	“Yeah, I mean he convinced your Rachel to marry him, didn’t it?  And I don’t have any other married friends I could have asked. I didn’t want to rely on what I read online about proposing to a girl.”

	 

	“Well, I doubt Joe is the right person to ask about marriage,” Lanie says almost under her breath.

	 

	“Why do you say that?” I glance across at her.

	 

	“Oh, nothing,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“Anyway, when I asked him for advice, he warned me not to do it.”

	 

	“He did?” her face darkens.

	 

	“He said it was too soon. You know, after your dad and everything.”

	 

	“Right,” she says and gazes back out of her window.

	 

	“Anyway, he was right. I can see that now. I should never have asked you when I did. And I should never have acted up when you said ‘no’.”

	 

	“Roy, please, I don’t want to talk about getting married,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“And I’m not doing that,” I say, “I promise. I’m just trying to explain the way I’ve behaved lately. To apologize for it.”

	 

	“OK,” she says as I pull up at her house. “Well, thanks for the lift and I appreciate the apology. But I need to get some breakfast down me or I’ll likely throw up. I’ll call you, Roy,” she reaches for her door.

	 

	“Wait, Lane,” I reach for her shoulder. “Can’t I come in? Rachel said your Mom’s away until tonight.”

	 

	“I wish Rachel would keep her nose out of my business,” Lanie sighs, “Yes, Mom is away. But that’s not stopped her from hounding me with messages all morning. Which I’m ignoring. I want to make the most of the peace and quiet before she brings that man back here again with her. I need to eat, and curl up on the sofa.”

	 

	“Let me make your breakfast. I’ll bring it to you while you relax.”

	 

	“Roy, no,” Lanie groans.

	 

	Why doesn’t she want me with her?  Has she realized she’d be better off alone? What if she’s decided to go back to uni again after all? To move halfway across the country without me?

	 

	Panic gushes through me like a flood.

	 

	“Please, Lane?” I look right into her eyes, “I’ve got something to show you.”

	 

	“Not another apartment,” she says and again won’t meet my eyes.

	 

	“No,” nothing like that.”

	 

	“Well, you can’t stay long. I’m tired. I need to go back to sleep.”

	 

	“And you can. As soon as I’ve made you your breakfast.”

	 

	“Can I just nip to your bathroom first?” I ask Lanie as soon as we’re in through the door. Now I know that she was at the nail appointment, that means she must have come back here after being out last night. Just like Rachel said she probably would do. But I want to make sure Lanie was alone here.

	 

	“I’ll put the kettle on,” she says but again she seems to avoid eye contact.

	 

	“You go and sit down,” I kiss the side of her face, “I’ll make you a drink when I come back to start on your breakfast.” There’s a trace of her usual perfume, but another scent too. One I don’t recognize.

	 

	She didn’t shower this morning?

	 

	I make my way up her stairs, wondering whether she overslept, but also mindful that right now her body will be in that ‘less than fresh’ condition. I love it that way, especially - for some strange reason - after she’s been on a night out.

	 

	On the landing, I divert to her room first.

	 

	Her normally spotless bedroom is pretty shambolic. And there’s a smell that isn’t her. That I don’t recognize at all. My stomach drops again but with that, the strangest sense of sickening excitement too.

	 

	Her bed isn’t properly made. It looks like the covers just got thrown back over it when she left it. One of her black dresses lays in a crumpled heap on the floor. I peer back over my shoulder at the door, and then with my heart pounding, I pull back the duvet on her bed. I scan the pale purple top sheet for stains to signify some other man might have been here. My balls shiver again but I feel genuinely sick.

	 

	What am I thinking? Isn’t this exactly the sort of obsessive behavior which pisses her off so much?

	 

	I drag the duvet back over her bed and leave her room.

	 

	A few minutes later I find Lanie in the kitchen nursing a coffee and her head. There’s another steaming mug on the other side of the kitchen table.

	 

	“I told you I’d make the drinks,” I say and smile at her.

	 

	“I can manage by myself Roy,” she says and still won’t look at me properly.

	 

	“But I love doing things for you. What do you want to eat?”

	 

	“A smoothie with at least two bananas,” she groans.

	 

	“Oats too?”

	 

	Lanie nods her head and then groans.

	 

	“So apart from the hangover, did you and McKenzie have a good night?” I don’t want to probe her, but I do need to know.

	 

	“It was OK,” she shrugs.

	 

	Now, her lack of enthusiasm pleases me. And I won’t be sad to see the back of her best friend for a few months. I’m certain McKenzie was a bad influence.

	 

	I peel two of Sophie’s bananas, break each into three pieces, and put them in the tall jug with the oats, almond milk, and leafy greens from an opened bag in the fridge. I glance back at Lanie at the table and she looks deep in thought. I check the freezer and then add fistfuls of both frozen strawberries and blackcurrants, then a chunk of frozen ginger, and twist the lid on the jug. I switch the power on and then as the blender drones, the jug contents swirl around.

	 

	“I’m going to tidy my room,” Lanie yells above the sound and she grimaces, “I can’t stand the noise.”

	 

	For a second, as I hold the jug in place on the motor and watch her butt disappear into the hall in those turquoise leggings, I wonder whether Lanie’s making her room look nice because she wants me to take her to bed.

	 

	But then as I switch the motor off again and twist a lid onto the jug so she can drink straight from it, the doubts circle my head again.

	 

	What if there was some evidence of her infidelity up there and I missed it? If she knows it’s there, though. Maybe some guy’s belongings are somewhere in her room.

	 

	I take her drink with me and head up the stairs after her.

	 

	“Roy, I’ll come down for it when I’m ready,” she frowns at me as I stand in the doorway to her room. She’s stripping the bed covers off.

	 

	“Why are you doing that?” I gesture at the bed with my eyes and suddenly, swallowing feels difficult.

	 

	“It needs changing,” she shrugs but her face flushes again. She looks away and drags her pillowcases off. She gathers all the removed bedding together in both hands and takes them past me toward the bathroom, where her mom keeps the big, linen basket.

	 

	I follow her and I want to ask her if there’s ‘Anything I should know’. Anything about what might have happened last night. She’d hate me for the question though.

	 

	And I know that the worst possible response from her would be too much to bear.

	 

	“Let’s go downstairs,” she says on the landing again and she takes her drink from my hand, “I can’t be bothered putting fresh sheets on the bed yet.”

	 

	So much for wanting me to take her to bed.

	 

	In the living room, the curtains are still closed from last night. Lanie asks me to leave them as they are and she turns the wall-mounted TV on. Then she lays back on the sofa with the smoothie I made her.

	 

	I guess she was telling the truth about being tired.

	 

	I collect my coffee from the kitchen and squeeze down next to her on the sofa. I gaze at her while she flicks at the channels with the remote.

	 

	“So, while we were apart,” I say and clear my throat, “I was wondering about some sort of counseling.”

	 

	“Counseling?” Lanie stops sucking on her drink and looks away from an episode of ‘Love is Blind’ or whatever reality dross it is. Her eyes settle on me.

	 

	“Yeah,” I nod, and somehow now that I’m telling her, the idea sounds a whole lot less sensible.

	 

	“What sort of counseling?”

	 

	“I was thinking advice about ‘grief’,” I shrug. At least to start with. And then maybe some form of couples guidance, if they do that too. “You know,” I say, “to help you deal with losing your Dad.”

	 

	“So all our problems are down to me?” she says and tosses the remote on the floor.

	 

	“Lanie, that’s not what I’m saying.” I caress her arm.

	 

	“It sure sounds like it.”

	 

	“I just thought it might help you…you know…”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“I don’t know,” I look away from her, struggling how to explain, “You said you needed to get your head straight.”

	 

	Lanie sighs. But an idea comes to me.

	 

	“I’d be happy to take some sort of counseling too though,” I say, “Something to make sure I don’t put pressure on you about our relationship again.”

	 

	“Roy, you don’t have to do that.”

	 

	“But I would,” I say and take her free hand, “I’d do anything for you.”

	 

	“Roy, you’re doing it again,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“Right, yeah, I’m sorry,” I squeeze her hand but I don’t let it go. “I’m just saying, I’d do whatever it takes.”

	 

	“I know you would,” she says and her eyes fill up.

	 

	“Hey Lane,” I squeeze her to me, “Don’t cry, baby. I love you so much.”

	 

	“I know that,” she sniffles, “But I honestly don’t deserve it.”

	 

	“Yes, you do,” I squeeze her and then kiss her lips. “Have a think about the counseling though, eh? And another thing I was thinking about, is that you and I should have a joint hobby.”

	 

	“Oh Roy,” she sighs, and this time so deeply. She looks at me with big sad eyes.

	 

	“I mean it,” I say and she’s making me almost tear up now, “When we were at college we had that in common didn’t we? Business studies and everything,” I ease my phone from my back pocket. “I booked this for us,” I say and scroll to the screenshots I downloaded, “say you’ll come, Lane.”

	 

	Lanie peers at the image I show her.

	 

	“What is it?”

	 

	“A log cabin, like you always said you wanted to stay in.”

	 

	“I don’t understand. What’s that got to do with a hobby? Roy, don’t make me think too hard. My head hurts.”

	 

	“It’s a log cabin in the mountains,” I swipe to another of the images, “An Airbnb. With a jacuzzi on the terrace. I got a good deal on it. I’ve booked it for two nights for me and you. And it’s got a PS5 console in it. You’ve always wanted to try gaming properly, haven’t you? So if you like it, I’ll get you a PS5 of your own for Christmas. We can take up playing it together.”

	 

	“Roy you don’t even like gaming,” she says but she smiles at me and now she doesn’t look like she’s going to cry.

	 

	“I’ll learn to,” I shrug, “For you. I’ve booked this Monday and Tuesday off work, so if you’re up for the cabin then we go tomorrow.”

	 

	“Roy you shouldn’t have,” she says and looks down at her drink.

	 

	Is that a ‘Guilty’ look? ‘Embarrassed’? Or what?

	 

	“Anyway, how did you know I wouldn’t have something arranged for Monday or Tuesday next week?” she peers up at me again.

	 

	“I just hoped,” I shrug. And I checked with Rachel to see if she’d heard whether you might be doing anything.

	 

	“Well, I guess it’s not like I’ve got a job to go to at the moment,” Lanie sighs.

	 

	“Exactly,” I pull her to me and she lets me kiss her again. She’s going to come with me! “And you’ll still be back in plenty of time to see your precious McKenzie before she goes overseas.”

	 

	Lanie flushes again.

	 

	I dismiss any concerns about that and her other reactions, and I kiss her neck. My imagination moves ahead to the sex we’ll have together for two undisturbed nights in the mountains.

	 

	I’ll show her there exactly how much she means to me.

	 

	Her mouth responds to mine and I take the smoothie jug from her hand. Then, without taking my lips from her, I feel my way to placing the jar down on the carpet alongside the sofa.

	 

	I want to go down on her. I ease my fingers under the waistband of her leggings at the side and start to work them down.

	 

	“Roy you shouldn’t,” she murmurs, but there’s no determination in her voice.

	 

	I kiss her some more and her butt rises off the sofa a little, helping me to get her leggings and panties over her hips and then her thighs. I ease two fingers into her pussy and she moans in my neck.

	 

	And then her panties and leggings are over her ankles and off. I slide down the sofa and pull her knees up and her legs apart.

	 

	“Roy, no!” she clutches at my head and now she sounds urgent.

	 

	“Lanie, let me,” I resist and push my face at her shaved pussy, “Mmm, I don’t care if you haven’t showered.”

	 

	“Roy,” she groans but she pulls at me too, “It’s not just that..”

	 

	Fuck, that’s earthy. Real musky.

	 

	But I’m quickly over the initial shock and loving her scent. The dark smell and tangy taste of her. I lick up the whole length of her heavenly slit. From bottom to top. Then top to bottom. I kiss and suck her hard there and her juices are thick. Creamy.

	 

	“You…, uhhmm, you can’t do that,” she moans and begins to writhe as I lap at her. She pulls a little at my head as if she’s in some sort of battle of wills within herself.

	 

	I keep lapping. I imagine she wants to stop me because she feels guilty. Because she met someone last night and they did something she regrets. God Forbid. Oh, Lane. My dick pulses in my pants.

	 

	“We’re home!” Her Mom shouts from the hallway.

	 

	“What’s she doing back already?” Lanie gasps and shoves me away from her pussy.

	 

	“Hello, hello,” the guy from next door calls out.

	 

	I straighten my shirt and Lanie reaches for her leggings and panties from the floor.

	 

	“Oh, you’re there,” her Mom appears at the living room door in a short skirt and with an eyebrow raised.

	 

	“How come you’re back so soon?” Lanie asks, red-cheeked and flustered and she struggles back into her panties.

	 

	“Your Mother wanted to get back and see her favorite daughter, didn’t you Sophie?” The old man from next door appears behind Sophie and he pats her rear end. His eyes though, ringed with dark circles, are wide and rested on my girl as she wriggles her leggings back up.

	 

	“I had a text from your baby sister,” Sophie clears her throat, “Her friend’s Mom has to bring her home earlier than originally planned. I wasn’t sure if you’d be here to look after her. You didn’t answer my messages. I thought you might have still been at Kenzie’s.”

	 

	“And so here we are,” the neighbor smiles at Lanie and his eyes linger on her.

	 

	“My sister’s not even back yet,” Lanie scowls at the pair of them. “Come on Roy,” she grabs my hand, “You can help me pack for the cabin.”

	 

	 


Chapter 12 - Delayed Reactions
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	Roy

	 

	“So you feel like a legit gamer girl now?” I smile at Lanie over the small round table in the window of the deli. She looks gorgeous. She’s got her golden-brown hair pulled back in a ponytail and her tight cream jumper on again.

	 

	On either side of her, the windows have incredible panoramic views of the snow-topped mountains. We couldn’t resist a final trip back here for another of their fantastic ‘Guatemala Elephant’ bean coffees before we have to head back to the cabin and start packing for home. She and I have got close again over the last couple of days. Almost like when we first met. We don’t have to be out of the accommodation though until twelve-thirty either, so I’m praying she’ll want to jump in bed with me again too for a while before we leave there.

	 

	“I loved it,” Lanie nods and holds her wide cup of cappuccino with both hands as she sips. “Especially the ‘Assassin’s Creed’ game,” her eyes are intense and excited as she smiles back at me.

	 

	Why, oh why, didn’t I think to do something like this for her before now?

	 

	“A PS5 for Christmas it is then,” I grin at her, “And that game too.”

	 

	“Roy, I can’t let you spend that sort of money on me,” Lanie frowns and shakes her head.

	 

	“Why not?” I shrug, “Who else am I going to spend my money on? What else? I don’t have a wedding to pay for now, do I? Or an apartment for that matter.”

	 

	“Roy, I didn’t say I never wanted to get married,” she sighs, “Or maybe have a place of our own. Just not yet.”

	 

	“I know,” I nod and her words are music to my ears. I lay a hand out - palm up - on the little wooden table between us, then wiggle my fingers to ask for one of her hands.

	 

	She gives it to me.

	 

	“I was only teasing you,” I say.

	 

	“Yeah, well I won’t let you spend all that money on me,” she says and looks down at the table, almost guiltily again. She’s done that a few times since we’ve been away. I think she’s beginning to realize how serious I am about me and her.

	 

	“You won’t be able to stop me,” I smile at her and squeeze her hand.

	 

	“Well, I might be able to buy myself one next year anyhow,” she shrugs and then gazes at the view through the window.

	 

	“Yeah?” I peer at her and try to figure out where she’d get money like that from.

	 

	“I had a call from that Phil guy again last week,” she says and looks back at me.

	 

	My stomach drops. I don’t know why he makes me anxious. That guy her Mom used to work for. Probably just because he’s a guy who’s got my girl’s number. And because he calls her directly. I wouldn’t trust any man in that position. Not with a girl as special as Lanie. No matter how old he is.

	 

	Who would trust him?

	 

	“Those apprenticeship interviews he called me originally about a couple of weeks back - with the Coyle Corporation - they’re happening in the New Year. I’ve been thinking while you and I have been here, that if he can set it up for me, I’ll go to one of them.”

	 

	OK, so at least that means she won’t be going back to uni. And even if she might be indebted to that ‘Phil’ guy for the interview, I’d take that, over losing her for months on end every term time.

	 

	Plus, if she gets the job, then with money coming in, she could have second thoughts about living at her Mom’s. She might agree to get an apartment with me sooner rather than later. Or even think again about getting married.

	 

	“Lanie, that’s great,” I grin at her and squeeze her hand again, “I’m proud of you.”

	 

	“It’s only an interview,” she shrugs, “But I need to move on with my life. I can’t stay in limbo forever.”

	 

	Especially now McKenzie Twist isn’t around to lead you astray. Which is another good thing for me and you.

	 

	“Anyway Lane, I was thinking,” I say and lean over toward her, I lower my voice, “Maybe when we get back to the cabin, we could go to bed again for a while.”

	 

	We’ve had great sex both nights we’ve been here. Lanie didn’t climax, but there’s nothing unusual about that. And I just want to take advantage of as much of our last few hours here as possible.

	 

	“I don’t know about going to bed,” Lanie has that distant look on her face again and she looks down at her cup, “but I wouldn’t mind another go in the jacuzzi. It’s so nice in there.”

	 

	Maybe if she could orgasm she’d want sex more. But counseling might be able to help us with that, as well as with her grief about her Dad. Once she’s had a little more time to digest the idea of talking to someone else about intimate things.

	 

	The wood cabin is close by, just a short walk up the hill in the chilly air and we reach it with still an hour and a half to spare before we’re supposed to leave.

	 

	“How about just a quick session in the bedroom?” I kiss her when we’ve got our boots and coats off, “Then the Jacuzzi?”

	 

	“Oh Roy,” she tuts but she lets me take her hand, “You’ll have to be quick.”

	 

	Now that we’re getting on so well again I feel secure about her. And I’m as horny as hell.

	 

	I lead her into the second wood-ceilinged and walled room and get her down on the bed. I pull her jumper up and Lanie is willing in my arms. I ease her jeans and panties down but I’m hurried, and then I slide down the bed to kiss between her legs briefly before I have to put it inside her.

	 

	“Oh, Lane,” I groan into her neck, I work myself deep in her, “I love you so much.” And it’s so good to have her here. All to myself again. I hold onto her hips and drive myself into her heat.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and she bites her bottom lip, and she holds me as I cum inside her.

	 

	Afterward, she’s not as keen to go onto the terrace and into the jacuzzi as she seemed before, but I remind her it might be a long time before we get the chance of anything like it again. So she lets me pour the remains of a bottle of Prosecco for her which was left over from last night. Then we both put our swimming costumes on and head outside to the large terrace.

	 

	The mountain air is cold so late in the year - even with a hint of sunshine in the sky – so the pair of us hurry barefoot across to the bubbling tub. We’ve got about half an hour before we need to pack and get out of here.

	 

	“You OK?” I ask once we’re in the lovely warm water and I gaze over at her.

	 

	Lanie nods and sips from her tall, plastic flute.

	 

	“You look miles away,” I say.

	 

	She shrugs but her eyes have filled up.

	 

	“Babe, what is it?” I frown and shuffle across to her on the low shelf that serves as a bench. But I think I know what’s upsetting her. I squeeze an arm around her, “I know you’ve got to go back to your Mom and him, but I’ll save up more cash and we can come back here. As soon as possible. I promise.”

	 

	“It’s not that, Roy,” she peers up at me and tears stream down her cheeks.

	 

	“What? What is it?” She’s starting to scare me now. And as she does, my insecurities return and swarm around me.

	 

	Do the tears have something to do with those distant looks in her eyes several times while we’ve been here?

	 

	“You’re going to hate me,” she says and shakes her head, “But I can’t go through this whole trip and not say anything to you. And I won’t let you spend such a lot of money on a Christmas present for me. Not after what I’ve done.”

	 

	“What…what have you done?”

	 

	“There was …there.., was, someone else,” she looks right into my eyes, and her beautiful gray-blue ones are red-rimmed.

	 

	My stomach drops almost out of my ass and the terrace spins around me.

	 

	“Who? When?” I gape at her and she’s slipped away from my embrace.

	 

	My groin tingles with something besides horror though, but I can almost sense vomit on the back of my tongue. The hairs on my body stand to attention like I’m cold, not hot in this bubbling water. I’ve got goosebumps like there’s a sudden chill.

	 

	“Friday night,” she says and her tears continue to flow, “You don’t know him.”

	 

	I knew this would happen.

	 

	“What’s his name? What did you do?”

	 

	“I’m so sorry Roy,” Lanie says and she clambers out of the jacuzzi in her white bikini with the shallow remains of her drink in her fist, “I told you I was no good for you.”

	 

	“Lanie, come back,” I call after.

	 

	“Roy I need to dry off and finish packing,” she says in the bathroom and she’s shivering now too, peeling away her bikini top, then rubbing her breasts and under her arms with a big towel as she continues to sob.

	 

	My heart palpitates.

	 

	“Is it over? You and him?”

	 

	“Of course, it’s over. He’s probably twice my age.”

	 

	“He’s what?” A guy in his fucking forties? “Is it that Phil guy?” I knew it.

	 

	“Of course not.”

	 

	“So who? What did you do with him, Lanie?” my stomach curdles as I look at her, topless in her high-cut, white bikini bottoms. My whole body aches with desperation. But a burning desire for her too. “Tell me what happened,” I grip the tops of her arms and shake her. I stare into her face.

	 

	“Roy, don’t shout at me. Can’t you see how bad I feel about it all?”

	 

	Yes, I can. Because you won’t stop crying. And misery like this is not what these two nights away were supposed to be about.

	 

	“You were the one who said it would be best if we didn’t see each other anymore,” she says.

	 

	Yes, but I only meant for a few days. Until you came to your senses.

	 

	“I need to know exactly what happened Lanie,” I’m still gripping her arms, still raging with fire inside.

	 

	“I slept with him!” she yells at me and her bare boobs quiver, “What else do you need to know?”

	 

	“How did you meet him? What did you do with him?” Another man touched that body.

	 

	“I told you,” she says and peels her bikini bottoms down. She holds the towel in front of her bare body and then strides out of the bathroom toward the bedroom with her bare behind wiggling, “Roy we need to get ready to leave.”

	 

	“Who gives a damn about that?” I yell after her and follow her to the bedroom. “Tell me what you did with him. And where,” I grab at her arm.

	 

	“I let him screw me in my bed at home,” she yells back, “There. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

	 

	I grab her with my heart pounding and I shove her down hard onto the wood-framed bed. I snatch the damp towel from her hand and sling it across the room. And then as Lanie looks up at me I yank down my damp trunks.

	 

	And then I’m all over her, smothering her bare boobs and throat with kisses.

	 

	“Roy, what are you doing?” she squeals.

	 

	“Come on Lanie,” I say and my cock is iron in my fist, “The least you can do is tell me exactly what happened,” I shove her thighs apart and work my cock into her.

	 

	“Uhhh,” she gasps and pulls me to her.

	 

	“Tell me,” I smack down hard into her. So hard that her bare tits bounce and slap together.

	 

	“Uhh,” Lanie clings to my shoulders, “Don’t make me say.”

	 

	“Tell me,” I ram it hard right up, fast, faster, “Tell me!”

	 

	“Uhh, I let him do it to me. Like this.”

	 

	“Oh God Lanie,” I groan and maul her tits, squeeze them hard, suck them. “Was it good?”

	 

	Lanie groans in my ear.

	 

	“Tell me, Lane, was it? Was he good? Did you enjoy it when another man fucked you?”

	 

	“Uhh, Roy don’t make me say things like that,” her breath is in my face, “Uhh, uhh, I don’t know what you want me to say.”

	 

	“I want the truth,” I smack into her, “Tell me Lanie, say it. He was good, wasn’t he?” I slap against her, I grip her treacherous hips with all my might. Like I want to punish her unfaithfulness.

	 

	Someone else has been here. Another man had my Lanie Machin.

	 

	“Uhh, uhh, Roy, yeah he was good, he was so good Roy.”

	 

	“Oh Lanie, and he was in his forties?”

	 

	“Uhh, yeah.”

	 

	“Did he make you cum, Lane?”

	 

	“Uhh, uhh.”

	 

	“Please Lanie,” I beg her, but I’m on the finishing strokes, slapping fast and hard into her and her breathing is rapid too, almost like if I could hold out just a little longer then she might actually cum too.

	 

	But I can’t.

	 

	“Yes, uhh, yes, yes, oh God he made me cum, yes he made me cum.”

	 

	“Uhh, Lanie,” I groan and cling to her naked body as my cock erupts.

	 

	“Where did that come from Roy?” Lanie asks a moment or two later, while I’m still trying to get my breath back, “You were really rough,” she says softly.

	 

	“Sorry,” I mumble but I don’t want her to see my face.

	 

	“I didn’t mind,” she says and one of her bare feet moves against mine. “Roy? Are you crying?” Lanie leans up and peers down at me but I hide my face in my hands. “Roy, please don’t cry. You’ll start me off again. I’m so sorry. I don’t understand though. How come one minute you can be…”

	 

	“I don’t understand it either,” I say and shake her hands away from mine as she tries to look at my face. I twist my head and my face away from her and try to stop my tears.

	 

	 


Chapter 13 - Big Sister Act
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	Joe Barlow

	 

	“JJ loves staying at your Mom and Dad’s,” Rachel smiles at me from the passenger seat and she pulls her seat belt over her low-cut red dress and exposed cleavage. Then she buckles up.

	 

	“Only because they spoil him,” I say and check the rearview for headlights before pulling away from my folks’ house. Then I glance at Rachel again.

	 

	My wife looks so hot tonight. Her golden-brown hair is washed and volumized then carefully straightened and her makeup painted thick. Her glossy, moisturized, and fake-tanned bare legs are bound to draw attention in the short, clingy dress and high black heels.

	 

	I’m so excited about tonight. It should be just like old times.

	 

	Hopefully, nothing tonight will remind her about those few excess pounds she still hasn’t shed after having JJ. Me, I couldn’t care less about her weight. She’s as hot as hell. But it can still undermine her confidence sometimes.

	 

	“My Mom doesn’t seem to spoil him the way she used to when Dad was alive,” she sighs and checks her appearance again in the mirror above her seat. “I don’t much like leaving JJ with her now anyhow. Not with Mr. Talbot there all the time and Lanie continually picking fights with him.”

	 

	“Don’t worry about any of that tonight,” I say and reach across for her creamy thigh. The last thing we need right now is Rachel’s mood darkening because of more family shit. Not before we even get to Traders and listen to Phil suggest another ‘Family’ situation. His ‘formal’ proposal about her and her Mom as a double act at the club.

	 

	And then I have to get her across to Walden Barrett at the golf club for that party she’s agreed to perform at. I need to keep her spirits up.

	 

	“Have you spoken to Kev about later?” Rachel flicks her hair and then adjusts one of her giant gold hoop earrings.

	 

	“Only that he and Evie are looking forward to seeing us at the golf club,” I shrug, “And to remind me again not to mention it to anyone at Traders.”

	 

	“I don’t see why she’s so concerned about keeping it quiet,” Rachel folds the mirror away again, “She’s not working at Traders tonight. She can do what she wants in her free time.”

	 

	“Yeah, but I guess Phil’s her direct boss there again now and he and Walden don’t get on, that well, do they? And Kev says she doesn’t want Richmond finding out about her being with you before she’s had the chance to tell him herself,” I say, “At least not until your return to Traders is confirmed.”

	 

	Rachel shoots me a glance with her re-drawn eyebrows raised.

	 

	“If you agree to Phil’s proposition of course,” I say and squeeze her thigh again.

	 

	She already knows from me exactly what Phil wants her and Sophie to do. Well, apart from the specific activities any particular clients might ask my wife and mother-in-law to perform, of course.

	 

	My dick shifts in my pants. But Rachel wants to hear Phil’s proposal directly from him.

	 

	How can the thought of Rachel’s Mom too doing other men for the bulls at Traders excite me this way?

	 

	Kev gets it though.

	 

	I turn left at a junction, but the mental image returns of our son waving us off from the arms of a grandmother who I’m hoping gets pimped out with his mother.

	 

	My flush flushes and I cast the damning thought from my head. I consciously replace it.

	 

	I consider the party later, and what a nasty bastard Walden Barrett can be. The way I’ve seen him treat some of the girls. Especially down in the basement at Traders. No way would I expose Rachel to him on her own every week, working in that grotty shop of his like he asked. Or put fucking CCTV in our bedroom for him like he suggested.

	 

	That last thought brings up an image of Amanda and her husband Chris. They did agree to cameras in their house.

	 

	How could anyone stream their sex lives to their bull 24/7?

	 

	I pause at the light and across the other side of the car, Rachel scrolls her phone with her fingers and lacquered red nails.

	 

	It’s not just the idea of Sophie doing other men alongside my wife that has me hard again right now. It’s Kev’s wife too when we get to that party later. Especially after seeing Rachel and Evie on their knees to those two guys in that parking lot the other week. I’m pretty sure that ‘taster’ was exactly what Rachel needed to draw her back into more men.

	 

	I just hope that whatever Phil says tonight or however he behaves with her, it doesn’t spoil Rachel’s mood for later. Or put her off even returning to Traders again. We might need the money. My boss has called me into the office first thing Monday morning and summonings like those rarely end well. Especially with the sales department so far behind target.

	 

	Fuck that though. Work’s not getting in the way of enjoyment tonight.

	 

	“You excited about the party later?” I ask Rachel on the freeway.

	 

	“I guess,” she shrugs but picks at the fabric of her dress around her waist, “I feel fat in this now. I should have picked another one.”

	 

	I knew it.

	 

	“You look stunning in it,” I say and reach across again for her leg.

	 

	“I wonder how many guys are invited?” she asks and I peer across at her as I drive. She might be concerned about her weight, but her pupils are dilated.

	 

	“However many there are, there’ll be two of you handle them,” I shrug and the possibility of a two-girl gang bang ignites my imagination again. “They’ll all be retired golfers like the birthday boy - whoever he is. They won’t last seconds when they get a look at you and Evie.”

	 

	“He’s sixty,” Rachel pulls a face but then she laughs.

	 

	“That’s not too old for you?” I ask and laugh too. My cock is as stiff as fuck.

	 

	“I’ve done guys that age before at Traders,” she reaches across and slides a hand down between my thighs. To my balls. “They’re easily pleased,” she says. “Unlike you.”

	 

	“Fuck, that feels good Rache.”

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs.

	 

	“It was so fucking hot watching you and Evie suck those suck those two studs off outside the club the other weekend.”

	 

	“Yeah,” she rolls her eyes, “You told me. And I wouldn’t call either of those two studs,” she laughs but she’s still massaging my balls, still making it hard to concentrate on the road, “and I doubt there’ll be any studs there tonight.”

	 

	“You’ll be seeing Phil though first,” I say.

	 

	“Hmm,” her mouth tightens and she removes her hand. She sits right back in her seat. “From what I hear he has his hands full with that new girl called Shiloh.”

	 

	“Rachel, why don’t you take your panties off now?” I ask and ignore her question. I want her horny. “Before we get to Traders. Get yourself in the mood for the party later.”

	 

	Rachel frowns across at me.

	 

	“And for easy access,” I say, and my dick throbs.

	 

	“What a bad husband you are,” she smiles slowly but then she lifts her butt off the car seat and peeling the hem of her dress up her thick thighs, she wiggles her dark red lacey panties down.

	 

	“Fuck you’re so hot Rachel,” I mumble then peer back at the road ahead.

	 

	“There,” Rachel tosses her warm panties onto my lap. She pulls her dress back over herself again.

	 

	I grin at her and then pick her underwear up and hold them to my mouth and nose.

	 

	“Eww Joe, don’t be disgusting,” she grimaces and tries to snatch them back.

	 

	“What’s disgusting? They smell gorgeous.”

	 

	“They should do. I only put them on after my shower.”

	 

	“Anyway, I say and hand her panties back so she can put them in her handbag, “Hopefully, you’ll be the ‘disgusting’ one tonight. At the party.”

	 

	“You wish,” she says and stows her panties.

	 

	“I do wish,” I say, and keeping my eyes on the road I reach across to her again. To the hem of her dress.

	 

	Rachel inches further my way on her seat and parts her thighs.

	 

	I bend my right arm and hand back, and as she eases forward in her seat, I strain to get my fingertips to the lips of her bare, shaven pussy.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and holds my hand in place.

	 

	“You’re wet already,” I say.

	 

	“Duh, because you’re touching me,” she says.

	 

	Or maybe because she’s on her way to Phil. And she has the prospect of multiple old men’s cocks to look forward to into the early hours of tomorrow.

	 

	At Traders’ parking lot, even though I know this is way earlier in the evening than we ever used to come here, the lack of cars surprises me. A handful of saloons and SUVs. No sign of Richmond’s Bentley. But Phil said he wouldn’t be here.

	 

	We park up and with no security on the door this early, I have to ring the buzzer.

	 

	“Yeah?” A female says and it might be Amanda.

	 

	“Hey, we’re here to see Phil,” I clear my throat, “Mr. Hastings,” I add, in case it’s not her.

	 

	“Who shall I say wants him?”

	 

	“Is that Amanda?”

	 

	“Uh-huh. Who’s that?”

	 

	“It’s Joe. I’m here with Rachel. But we’re not here officially. Let us in and I’ll tell you what I mean.”

	 

	“My girl’s there too?” Amanda squeals. “Hold on. I’m coming down to you.”

	 

	“Amanda sounds excited you’re here,” I say to Rachel and she smiles at me. She looks nervous now we’re here though.

	 

	The door opens a few moments later and the striking, blonde Amanda squeals again. She’s already heavily made-up and dressed in only a minuscule red string bikini and dangerously high heels. She pulls Rachel inside ahead of me and squeezes her in a bear hug.

	 

	Rachel fills her in on why we’re here but asks her not to mention anything to any of the others when they get in for their shifts later.

	 

	“Hello, you two,” A male voice says from behind when we’re inside the empty club. It’s Huey, the big guy with the ginger beard and glasses. Kev’s boss. “Wasn’t expecting to see you here,” he smiles at Rachel and eyes her legs.

	 

	“It’s only a flying visit,” I say, “We’re on our way out. Just called for a word with Phil.”

	 

	“Let me take you up,” he gestures, “I’m going to the Mezz now. Got us a new office up there.”

	 

	“I’ll come up in a minute,” Rachel gestures me away with Huey then returns to chattering with Amanda.

	 

	Huey shakes his head at me and sighs, then he leads me away from the girls.

	 

	“I’ll tell her where the new office is,” Amanda calls after us.

	 

	I follow Huey to the main stairs as he talks about the changes made to the dungeon in the basement too.

	 

	“So we might be having Rachel back here?” he peers over his shoulder at one point.

	 

	“She’s come to talk to Phil about it,” I say. The whole proposal sounds like the worst-kept secret ever.

	 

	“Before Phil lets the big man in on the news, eh?” Huey laughs and at the top of the stairs, on the mezzanine floor, he leads us in the other direction from the gloryholes. To what I think, used to be one of the storage rooms up here.

	 

	There’s a tall, bald guy standing outside like he’s waiting around for something or someone.

	 

	“Speaking of who,” Huey says to me and knocks on the door, “Richmond is why we’ve got this room too now. So he can get some privacy in his. When he needs it.”

	 

	“Yeah,” Phil calls from inside and Huey pushes the door open. I nod at the bald guy and follow Huey into the room.

	 

	The cramped office with three desks, several small chairs, and no windows bears no resemblance to Richmond’s spacious homage to the Sopranos. The dirty-blonde in long black boots who’s grinding herself on Phil’s lap with her black dress up to her waist and her fake tits out in his face is less of a surprise. Even though I don’t know who she is.

	 

	She clings to his neck with both arms and grunts as he stabs his hips up into her. His trousers are crumpled around his ankles.

	 

	“Hey guys,” Phil says in that southern accent, “You met Shiloh, Champ?”

	 

	“No,” I shake my head and watch the muscles of her round ass tense as she tries to milk his length. A big cock that my Rachel had inside her more times than I can count.

	 

	It’s a good job she didn’t walk in on this with me. This sight would have hardly set the tone.

	 

	“Look at this lovely little waist with this great fucking ass,” Phil caresses the woman’s hips.

	 

	She is a nice shape.

	 

	“Love the boots too,” Huey scratches his chin.

	 

	“Uh,” Phil groans and grabs a handful of tit, “Ask her nicely Hue and she might trample on you when I’ve finished with her.”

	 

	Huey grins at her.

	 

	“Uh, uh, uh,” Phil quickens his pace as ‘Shiloh’ cums off on his dick, she squeals and clutches him tight, holding his face, wedding band on her finger as she kisses his neck and kisses his mouth.

	 

	And then Phil’s knuckles whiten as he grips her hips and her ass and then his frantic fucking stops. He groans into her neck.

	 

	“You going to blow Huey, Shiloh?” Phil eases her off his lap, “So I can talk to Joe, here? Hey Joe, you know that’s her husband’s name too, right? You probably passed him outside.”

	 

	The guy outside the door?

	 

	Shiloh clambers away from Phil in her black boots and then over to Huey.

	 

	I nod my head. And you told me the husband doesn’t get called ‘Joe’.

	 

	“Where do you want me to do it?” she adjusts her hair and stands in front of Huey and me with her dress still rolled down to her waist.

	 

	I try not to stare at her tits.

	 

	“How about I sit at the other desk?” Huey reddens.

	 

	Shiloh shrugs and follows the big ginger guy across to the seat at one of the other desks.

	 

	“So where is she?” Phil asks as he zips up.

	 

	“She got talking to Amanda. She should be on her way up.”

	 

	We can’t spend too long here. We don’t want Walden docking Rachel’s pay because we arrive at the fucking party later than he told her to.

	 

	Phil checks his phone. Across the room, Huey is sat at the other side of the desk there now and Shiloh’s blonde repeatedly bobs up into view from between his legs as she noisily sucks him off.

	 

	Then there’s a knock at the door.

	 

	“Yeah?” Phil yells out and peers beyond me to the door.

	 

	“I’ve got Rachel for you, Phil,” Amanda says and my wife steps into the room.

	 

	I never think of Rachel as anything other than ‘stunning’, but after seeing Shiloh in the raw a moment or so ago, I guess my wife does look a little bigger than she used to.

	 

	“Hey Baby,” Phil gets to his feet with a huge grin and opens his arms up at my wife.

	 

	The sucking across the room pauses.

	 

	Rachel frowns at the first guy to fuck her after we got married. But she lets him hug her. She doesn’t acknowledge me or Huey.

	 

	I drag a seat from near another desk and put it in front of Phil’s.

	 

	The blow job starts up again.

	 

	“Take a seat gorgeous,” Phil pats my wife’s behind. “You too, champ.”

	 

	We sit and Phil watches Rachel as she crosses her legs in the short dress.

	 

	“So I know you guys don’t have a lot of time,” Phil says and looks serious, “I know you’re on your way out.”

	 

	If you only knew where to.

	 

	“I’ll get right to it, Rachel,” he says. “I want to bring you back here,” he looks directly at her, “But I need to dangle a carrot for Richmond.”

	 

	“Wait,” Rachel twists around and gapes across at the far desk, “Is someone sucking…?”

	 

	“That’s Shiloh,” Phil grins and peers beyond us to the other desk, “I’ll introduce you once she’s finished Huey off.”

	 

	“Don’t bother,” Rachel crosses her arms.

	 

	She’ll never get on with the other Joe’s wife. Not while she knows Phil’s ‘involved’ with her.

	 

	“OK, well look, I’m sure Joe here’s told you what I have in mind to tempt Richmond.”

	 

	“Yes, and why didn’t you tell me before now?” she frowns at him and pouts. “Why am I the last to hear it from you?”

	 

	“Rachel, I knew you were grieving,” he says and reaches across the desk then gestures for her hands.

	 

	“So was my Mom, but you went to her first,” she pouts again but she leans forward too and her boobs quiver at him. She lets him take both her hands. “You should have come to me first,” she says.

	 

	My dick stiffens again.

	 

	“I know that now,” he nods, “But you’ve always been a sweet girl, more sensitive than your Mom. I know you too well.”

	 

	Across the room, Shiloh sounds a little sensitive too because she’s choking. But still, her head bobs at Huey’s groin. His head sways from side to side against the wall and behind his glasses his eyes are screwed shut.

	 

	“What would me and Mom be expected to do?” Rachel asks Phil.

	 

	Rachel and I have spoken in bed together about that. The topic seems off-limits with her outside the bedroom. But not when she’s turned on.

	 

	“I don’t know,” he shrugs, “Use your imaginations? The pair of you have plenty of it. The big deal for any VIP will be the simple fact that you’re Mother and daughter. And you’re both doing them at the same time. What you do with them will almost be a bonus.”

	 

	I don’t how much logic there is to that.

	 

	“You know,” Phil shrugs, “Maybe he fucks one of you while the other rims him, or he gets to finger the pair of you at once, before fucking you one after the other. Whatever.”

	 

	Rachel flushes and withdraws her hands from Phil’s. She leans back in her chair and crosses her legs, but she doesn’t comment.

	 

	“You’d agree the details with one another and the client beforehand,” he says. “And we’re only talking the cream of the client crop for something that special.”

	 

	“Hmm,” Rachel says.

	 

	“Your Mom is on board if you are,” he says. “And we could charge a shitload for a niche service like this so your take would be good. And that’s gotta help the home life, right?” Phil winks at me then he rips a sheet of paper from a small notepad on his desk. He scribbles on it with a gold pen and then pushes the note across to her. “Don’t tell your Mom exactly how much I’ve offered you.”

	 

	Rachel picks the note up and her eyebrows rise. She shows me the number, just as Huey groans and ejaculates in Shiloh’s mouth.

	 

	“Per client?” she asks him.

	 

	“Uh-huh,” he nods, “Subject to Big Daddy’s agreement. But he’ll love the idea.”

	 

	A disheveled Shiloh staggers topless to her feet and wipes a slender forearm across her mouth. Looks like those lips have filler too.

	 

	Rachel watches her sashay across the room pulling her dress up over her tits again and then bending to pick up the parts of a discarded black lingerie.

	 

	“Come say Hello to Rachel when you’re dressed,” Phil calls across to her, “You pair are gonna be work colleagues soon.”

	 

	“There’s no need for that,” Rachel waves the suggestion away and stands, “Come on Joe, we better go. I’ll call you to let you know what I’ve decided, Phil.”

	 

	“Stay five more minutes,” Phil stands too. He gestures the shapely Shiloh out of the room with her underwear still in her hand then he turns to Rachel. “I was kind of hoping that while you’re here, me and you could..,” he takes one of her hands again.

	 

	“Phil, I’m not having sex with you and messing myself up before I go out to…”

	 

	“So just a blow job?”

	 

	Rachel sighs and she looks at me.

	 

	“From the best mouth that ever worked here,” he says.

	 

	I get to my feet too and I nod at my wife.

	 

	Rachel rummages in her bag and pulls out an elasticated hair tie.

	 

	“Where do you want to do it?” he looks around the room.

	 

	“Sit back on the edge of your desk. And I want a towel or something for my knees.”

	 

	“Here,” Huey says from the other side of his desk, “Take the cushion Shiloh used. You might just need to watch the stain,” he tosses it over and I catch it. Gingerly, I hand it to Rachel.

	 

	“I don’t like her either,” Rachel snorts as she drops the thin cushion to the floor in front of Phil’s desk. She gathers her hair and ties it back behind her head.

	 

	“Shiloh?” Phil’s eyebrows rise as he unzips, “You’ll love her when you get to know her. Real smart too. Got a top nine-to-five job when she’s not in here with her husband.”

	 

	Oh shit, Rachel will like her even less now.

	 

	My wife follows the cushion to the floor, hitching up her dress as she kneels at Phil’s feet. Then she leans back while he takes out his dick.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and her eyes light up before she pushes his thighs further apart.

	 

	“There you go sweet thing,” Phil hands her his dick and leans back, supporting himself with his palms flat on the desk.

	 

	“I’ll go take a look at things downstairs,” Huey says as he passes us, “Nice seeing you again Joe. Hope to see you back here soon Rachel.”

	 

	But Rachel doesn’t answer. She picks a hair from the end of Phil’s thick cock with her painted fingernails and a grimace but then she wraps her hand right around it and slowly draws it fully into her mouth.

	 

	“Uhh,” he groans.

	 

	She sucks hungrily on him, lunging at him, caressing the insides of his thighs too through the pants of his suit.

	 

	“You have your fun too, now we’re alone Champ,” Phil gasps as he’s pleasured by my wife.

	 

	Thank Fuck for that. I rip my zipper down too and drag my hard cock out.

	 

	I focus on Rachel’s red dress clinging to her butt as the muscles there tense with every suck of Phil’s big dick.

	 

	She’s got no panties on either.

	 

	My eye gets drawn by her hastily-formed ponytail flicking around her neck and shoulders as she pays homage to the man who’s fucked her since we were only dating.

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and rocks her head side to side as she sucks, almost like she’s listing to her favorite music too. Then she momentarily pulls it out and kisses it all over, underneath, both sides and the top, before drawing it back into her mouth and sucking again.

	 

	 


Chapter 14 - Working Wives
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	Joe Barlow

	 

	Thanks to the GPS, Rachel and I reach the high, iron gates of ‘Cloverleaf Links’ golf club with five minutes to spare. We pass through those gates and on the parking lot search for a space among rows of mostly sleeker, mostly bigger cars than ours. Many lay bathed in gleaming reflections from the overhead floodlights. Shadows dance across them too though as well as over the asphalt surface, and the shifting contrast of light and dark matches the curdling in my gut.

	 

	The old men who own these cars are in that two-story building waiting for a pair of young women to come and entertain them. A couple of hotwives, prepared to strip off their clothes and pleasure absolutely any of them. Probably even all of them if the men want it. Who knows what Barrett has promised his seedy buddies, and what he’ll expect my wife to do for her money?

	 

	Has he told everyone that the ‘strippers’ husbands will be with them?’

	 

	My chest hurts.

	 

	I pull into a space some distance from the entrance. I didn’t see Kev’s car on the way in, but I could have missed it.

	 

	I glance across at Rachel as she studies her lips and golden-brown hair on her phone. Hair that she’s let down again and tidied after giving head to Phil earlier. She sucked him off only minutes after that same thick cock of his had been up the new girl.

	 

	How many more men will my wife’s lovely mouth and body cause to ejaculate tonight before we get home?

	 

	The ‘best mouth that ever worked Traders’, Phil called it.

	 

	My dick shifts in my pants.

	 

	“Wait, Rach,” I say, and before she can leave the car I reach across for her arm. I peer out through the windscreen toward the building entrance, then over my shoulder and out of the window that side. Then with nothing else but empty cars and the night in sight, I reach down for the front of her low-cut red dress. I ease the stretchy hem a little further up her warm thighs.

	 

	“Joe? What are you doing?” She asks with a nervous-sounding laugh.

	 

	I lean closer to her and ease my hand further under the thin fabric. I touch her bare pussy lips. Her panties are still in her shoulder bag after she took them off outside Traders.

	 

	“Joe...” she murmurs and then she too peers out and around us.

	 

	Given what she’s come here to do, her modesty or concern are both probably pretty absurd.

	 

	I trace my fingers lightly around the entrance of her waxed, bare slit.

	 

	“Mmm,” she murmurs and parts her legs some more.

	 

	I ease my index finger inside her a little and let the tip graze the moist nub of her clit.

	 

	“Joe, stop it, I’ll get too horny, she whispers.

	 

	“Exactly,” I ease both fingers deeper into her and she moans. My dick firms in my pants, “I want to see you gagging for it when you’re in there.” I work my fingers inside her and she tries to kiss me.

	 

	I don’t let her, but I smile at her. Then I withdraw my fingers and hand and Rachel gasps.

	 

	I grin at her and tidy the hem and front of her dress for her.

	 

	“I hate you, Joe Barlow,” she frowns a me but then she laughs.

	 

	Outside the car, the air is cold, with a breeze rustling through trees that stand beyond the parking lot and a fence. That must be where the ‘greens’ or whatever are. I do know though, that in this heightened state, it sounds like the trees are whispering about who we are and what my wife has come here to do. For other men.

	 

	Rachel holds my hand and we hurry past the other parked cars in a rush to get to the entrance and inside to where it’s hopefully a whole lot warmer.

	 

	Closer to it and the ‘clubhouse’ is clearly wooden, and doesn’t look anything like as prestigious as the one where Walden and a few of the other bulls usually play.

	 

	Not for the first time, I wonder about Evie’s real motivation for getting involved tonight too. Whether it was borne solely out of wanting to help Rachel out. Whether Evie wants to be able to claim to Richmond that she played a part in bringing Rachel back to Traders. With Sophie. If they do eventually return. Or whether Evie’s here because she had so much fun in a double act of her own with Rachel when they sucked those two studs off outside the club the other week.

	 

	But then again, maybe Kev and his wife just couldn’t keep away from a potential gang bang. Even on her night off from Traders. Maybe they’re even more addicted than me.

	 

	I wonder if Kev will jack off tonight though, or if he’ll keep it in his pants and ‘save it’ for when he gets home, like he usually says.

	 

	Maybe he’ll have a chastity belt on again and not admit it.

	 

	The entrance to the clubhouse building is unlocked and when I tug the door open we find the other couple just inside it, with the goateed, and overweight Walden.

	 

	The latter leans up against a wall on his phone right next to a glass-fronted trophy cabinet that’s stuffed with silverware, plaques, and photographs.

	 

	“Yes, yes of course dear, you too. You have a good evening,” he hangs up and rolls his eyes at us.

	 

	Tonight, Evie has waves in her honey-blonde hair, and a fitted, cream dress that shows her slim but sensationally curvy figure. She wears even higher heels than Rachel. Both wives’ legs look amazing. The girls hug one another before Walden reaches for Rachel.

	 

	And then, while Kev shakes my hand, Barrett gets a grip of my wife and embraces her. He kisses both sides of her face, and as he does, one of his fat hands roams freely over the back and sides of her red dress, squeezing and feeling her plump ass and her hips right in front of the three of us.

	 

	My breath sticks in my chest.

	 

	Kev looks like his face is burning up too.

	 

	“I’ve just been telling this pair,” Walden releases Rachel and gestures at the other couple, “We’re in the smaller of the function rooms upstairs. There’s a big game on TV at the moment. The guys want to watch that, so you two girls can do your first spot at the break. In around ten minutes. Then your main spot will be at the end of the game. Twenty-six guys. Myself included.”

	 

	Twenty-six? With only my wife and Evie?

	 

	“How long is the break, Walden,” Rachel asks and she looks a lot more stressed and flushed than Kev’s wife.

	 

	Is she worried about her weight again? Maybe now, in comparison with Evie’s slimmer figure.

	 

	“Only a quarter hour,” Walden wraps one arm around Rachel’s waist and then the other around Kev’s wife’s, “I’ll leave the exact details of what you do upstairs to the guests and to the pair of you. Just make sure the birthday boy - Keith - is kept especially happy all night. I’ll introduce you to him. After your first session, you can use the showers in the changing rooms if you need to. You can get yourselves a drink or whatever and prepare for your main act at the end of the game.”

	 

	“The second session will be longer, I’m guessing?” Rachel asks.

	 

	“It better be,” Walden slaps her behind and she squeals.

	 

	“Your second one will last as long as the birthday boy is conscious,” Walden grins, “The owner of this club is a friend of mine so we can stay into the early hours.”

	 

	The ‘early hours’? Rachel will likely be red raw by the time twenty-six men have finished with her and Evie.

	 

	My dick stiffens in my pants.

	 

	“I’ve got some ideas for routines could do,” Evie says to Rachel, and then both girls giggle.

	 

	“We’ve got you some help up there though,” Walden smiles, “Two other couples.”

	 

	Kev frowns at me.

	 

	“Who..,” I start to say but Walden cuts me short.

	 

	“The other girls are mainly here to serve drinks,” Walden shrugs and gestures us all to the stairs with his eyes, “and for window dressing. To get the guys upstairs in the right mood to enjoy you sexy pair perform. Joe and Rachel have met Carol before and we also have a slender young thing named Sandra. Someone your Mr. Coyle kindly loaned me for the evening. Even if he doesn’t know you two are on the menu as well,” Walden says with a self-satisfied smirk.

	 

	I’ve heard him mention Richmond’s ‘Sandra’ before. I’m sure of it.

	 

	“Wait,” Evie stops on the stairs, “Richmond’s coming?”

	 

	“Of course not,” Walden shakes his head and laughs, “He’s loaned me a young couple he’s currently breaking-in. Said that a sub session serving drinks will help with their ‘development’,” Walden gestures us upward again, “But naturally his Lordship gave a long list of do’s and don’ts for them too,” Walden wheezes a bit as we climb the stairs.

	 

	“Do we have outfits to wear?” Rachel asks as we reach a landing with rows of framed certificates or awards on the wooden walls and photographs of golfers posed with irons or drivers or whatever the fuck they’re called. There’s a corridor to our right and lights, laughter, and shouting from beyond double doors dead ahead.

	 

	“You’ve brought your outfits with you,” Walden grins at our wives.

	 

	Rachel’s brow furrows and she glances at Evie.

	 

	“Birthday suits and high heels are all you’ll need girls,” he laughs and smacks their asses one after the other.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	“Changing rooms are down that corridor,” Walden says to our wives and points down the gloomy passageway with its dour linoleum floor, “So you can get nude in there. Unless you’d rather do a striptease for the guys, instead?” he leaves Rachel’s ass alone and rubs his goatee, “Trouble is with that though, you’d need to be careful those nice dresses don’t end up covered in jizz once you get into the main room.”

	 

	I swallow hard and glance at Kev. He returns my look with a tight smile but his mouth twitches. More laughter from beyond the double doors.

	 

	“So shall we just take everything off in the changing rooms, Rache?” Evie asks my wife.

	 

	“You’ll be back in there later to freshen up,” Walden shrugs, “And, so you boys don’t feel completely useless,” he looks down his fat nose at me and then at Kev, “I’ll introduce you to the guys and the other couples.”

	 

	Introduce us to the men he’s whoring our wives out to?

	 

	“And then we’ll try and find the pair of you something useful to do,” he laughs, “Besides playing with your wieners, that is.”

	 

	Rachel kisses my cheek and Evie does the same to Kev, then I watch their round butts wiggle as the girls totter down the corridor together with their high heels clicking over the lino as they go.

	 

	My gut clenches.

	 

	“Ready you two?” Walden asks me and Kev and gestures us toward the double doors right in front.

	 

	***

	 

	Inside the brightly lit function room, it’s a whole lot noisier than it sounded on the other side of those doors. There’s a bar on the far side of the room with two people working it but no customers around it. Old guys are seated and standing in dinner suits and sports jackets, chattering away or baying and waving beer bottles and short glasses at an enormous TV screen. The game is in progress and for a moment Kev stops to look at the screen. Above us, and suspended from the ceiling in the center of the room, is a cluster of those mirror balls. None of them are moving but maybe they’ll start later, if the lights in here get dimmed when our wives appear.

	 

	Away to the left of most of the guests and the TV is an empty dance floor with a large red exercise mat spread out on it and further away still, several empty sofas. None of the men seem to notice us.

	 

	Walden pushes two fingers into his mouth and whistles.

	 

	A slender girl with long blonde hair and toned legs in a short black pencil skirt scurries towards us in low heels. She clutches an empty silver tray to her sheer white blouse.

	 

	“Sandra; say hello to Joe and Kevin,” Walden gestures at us.

	 

	Yes. I’ve seen her photo. Walden showed me and Rachel when we went to his shop that time.

	 

	“Good evening Sirs, could I please take your drinks orders?” The girl curtsies and she looks awkward but she’s pretty. Lovely green eyes and without much makeup. Her tits aren’t big but the tops of them and her white bra show clearly through the semi-sheer material of her blouse. “Your shirt is a lovely color, Sir,” she stammers as she speaks to Kev and she blushes a deep pink, “it really brings out the color of your eyes, Sir.”

	 

	Er, this is all a little weird.

	 

	“And your hair really suits you, Sir,” she addresses me but then hesitates before continuing, “My husband Rene would look nice with a similar longer style like that.”

	 

	“You don’t need to call these two ‘Sir,” Walden laughs at her, “or give them compliments. They’re with tonight’s sex workers.”

	 

	‘Sex workers?’ But how else would anyone describe our wives’ roles here tonight?

	 

	“Oh, I’m sorry, Sir,” the girl flushes and curtsies again.

	 

	“Boys, this is Sandra, she’s under strict instructions to give a fresh compliment to every guest, whenever she takes their drink order. Sandra is one of Richmond’s pet projects.”

	 

	“Hi,” I mumble and nod at her but my face burns. My cheeks are probably the same color as hers.

	 

	“And she is a ‘little pet’ too, aren’t you sweetie?” Walden runs a hand over what appears a firm behind.

	 

	“Yes Mr. Barrett Sir,” the girl murmurs and looks down.

	 

	“Had to tell all the guys that this one’s not for fucking though,” Walden shrugs and leans toward her neck where he inhales her. “But I can hardly complain. My Carol is under orders tonight too. Come on, I’ll introduce you to the little pet’s husband and let Kevin meet Carol.”

	 

	We follow Walden toward the bar, past the crowd of guys at the TV with their drinks and their chatter. Guys who will soon all meet our wives, most of them presumably for the first time, and with my Rachel and Evie both in the nude.

	 

	My cock throbs in my pants.

	 

	Walden explains that the ‘birthday boy’ has already had one ‘official’ 60th birthday bash, which Keith’s wife and those of the other men all attended along with family and other friends. This ‘additional private’ affair is a gift from Walden to one of his ‘oldest friends’. “Joe; you remember my Carol, here? Don’t you?” he says.

	 

	A curvy redhead looks up from drawing beer from a pump into a tall glass and she nods at at us. Her eyes return to her task. Green eyes like Sandra’s but maybe a brighter shade.

	 

	Shit, The last time I saw the busty older woman she was straddling Barrett topless at the back of his shop. And getting those huge tits and her face slapped around in the process. While he fucked her.

	 

	Tonight though, beyond the row of frothing full glasses of beer in front of her which she’s already poured and arranged on the countertop, Carol is less exposed. Even if the salmon-pink dress she’s wearing does have a plunging top. And even if she’s got an even brighter pink dog collar around her throat.

	 

	“Carol, this is Kevin, our other performer’s husband.”

	 

	On the other side the busty red-head (who’s probably the same age as Walden), a younger slim guy washes glasses at a sink.

	 

	“Rene; get over here and introduce yourself to Joe and Kevin,” Barrett yells at him above huge shouts from near the TV.

	 

	“Yes, Mr. Barrett, Sir,” the guy stops what he’s doing and comes to us. He greets us with a bow of his head. “Good evening gentlemen,” he says. I’m Rene, Sandra’s partner.”

	 

	“Richmond has him in chastity now,” Walden smirks and I side-eye Kev. “Right, carry on with your chores,” Walden dismisses Rene with a brusque wave of one hand. “Come on,” he says to me and Kev, “Let’s quickly show you Pantyboy. He’s on duty in the gents. Then I’ll set the pair of you away with a job each to so I can rejoin the party.”

	 

	‘Job?’ He’s kidding, right?

	 

	“Who the hell is Pantyboy?” Kev mutters to me as we follow Walden away from the bar towards signs for the washrooms.

	 

	“Carol’s husband,” I reply quietly, “A big guy, but he gets off on Walden treating him like crap.”

	 

	“Right,” Kev murmurs, like what I told him is no biggie. And in a situation like ours, and around men like Walden, I guess a man called ‘Pantyboy’ isn’t that unusual.

	 

	“Evie and I met that Sandra and Rene at Richmond’s apartment,” Kev says to me quietly as we follow Barrett, “I think Richmond was just getting started on them.”

	 

	“Ah, there you are Pantyboy,” Walden announces just inside the door to the men’s toilets.

	 

	“Yes Sir, Mr. Barrett Sir,” this time the big guy stands to attention near a row of basins and a basket of toiletries. And he’s in a fucking gimp mask. His otherwise bare body is obscured only by a pink chastity cage on his cock.

	 

	I don’t know how to react. But for a moment, I try to imagine how the guy must feel.

	 

	Below his black leather mask though with its pair of eye holes and unzipped mouth, there’s a thicker, collar than his wife’s. In the same gaudy pink color as hers.

	 

	“Kevin here has a chastity belt too, don’t you?” Walden smirks at my companion.

	 

	Kev turns scarlet but nods his head.

	 

	“You got it on tonight?” Walden peers at him.

	 

	Kev shakes his head but gets a dubious look from Barrett in return.

	 

	“Pantyboy’s main job tonight - besides giving everyone a laugh each time they take a piss - is to offer aftershaves or freshening towels to our guests,” Barrett grins, “Nice touch, don’t you think? Maybe we’ll incorporate something similar at Traders.”

	 

	I have no idea what to say. I don’t want to show the guy up any more than Walden is already. So I keep quiet. And Kev does too.

	 

	“Right,” Barrett checks his wristwatch and then claps his hands together, “The girls are due on any minute, and I need another drink. Let’s go.”

	 

	“I could do with the bathroom first,” I say and clear my throat.

	 

	“Better hurry up,” Walden sighs and gestures Kev out of the washrooms with him.

	 

	***

	 

	Maybe I should save it until Rachel appears with Evie in front of the men, but I can’t. I’ve seen too much already so far tonight. I’m fit to explode.

	 

	There are two booths and both are empty so I dash into one of them and shove down my pants.

	 

	I should probably try to be quiet jerking off in case Pantyboy hears me. But what would it matter if he did? I jerk fast. The poor guy’s dressed up like that for everyone to see while his wife pours drink after drink for all those dirty, boozy old men. A room full of them out there. All ready to grope my naked wife. And Kev’s too. I thrash my cock through my clenched fist. My wife’s taking all her clothes off, getting ready to show her body to a load of old guys. Fuck, Rachel. I work my cock fast. I imagine the effect my nude wife and Kev’s will have on a gang of men who’ve presumably been ‘let off the leash’ from their own wives for a night.

	 

	I splatter the pan in seconds.

	 

	And then when I have, and as I splash water on my face and wash my hands, that old familiar angst follows in pleasure’s wake. But I know that tonight there’s no choice other than to completely ignore the guilt and shame. They and the sense of dread I now feel are irrelevant. Rachel and I couldn’t face the consequences of leaving at this stage of the night.

	 

	She’d never be trusted by Walden or any other bull at Traders’ again. Barrett would make sure of it. Even if this is a private function and not something directly involved with Richmond. All hope of her ever getting a job there again would be gone for good. No one would trust her again. Probably not even Evie.

	 

	And along with any new Trader’s job would go the extra money. Which we could need sooner rather than later. Plus, for kicks, me and her would probably have to resort to the ‘hit and miss’ of her picking up strangers in bars.

	 

	I peer at myself in the mirror. Besides, the truth is, I need my wife to whore her body for bulls like Walden Barrett, Phil, and Richmond. Sick though that might make me. And right now, Rachel needs it too. To restore the confidence she had before she fell pregnant.

	 

	“See you later,”  I mumble to the guy in the gimp mask and he nods at me.

	 

	I return to the function room where the lights are lower now and the mirror balls rotating above. Everyone has left the TV alone. A summer vacation ad plays ignored on the screen. The men shout and cheer around the dance floor with their drinks.

	 

	Rachel?

	 

	I hurry over to everyone. Try to ease between a couple of them to see what’s happening.

	 

	Our naked wives lay head to head on their backs on the red exercise mat. Rachel’s high heels and toes pointed toward the opposite side of the dance floor from Evie’s.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	The backs of their heads are raised a few inches from the floor, their parted knees raised even higher. It’s Evie who’s directly in front of me here, and legs splayed, she touches her exposed pussy with fingertips and painted fingernails. One guy watching slicks his hard dick through his fist. And it’s not Kev.

	 

	I need to get closer to Rachel on the other side.

	 

	I duck back out from between the two men on either side of me and hurry down and around the line of others to get nearer to my wife’s legs.

	 

	I ease my way through a couple of complaining guys there, get dirty looks, and even a shove in return as I do.

	 

	But then I’m close to Rachel’s high heels and ankles.

	 

	I gape at her hand moving between her legs, and the glimpse of glistening vagina.

	 

	“OK, if I have a taste of honey, honey?” a little old man with untidy gray hair leers down at my wife.

	 

	“Uh-huh, mmm,” Rachel murmurs and bites her bottom lip as she fingers herself.

	 

	The old man’s agility surprises me as he gets down to his knees alongside Rachel’s bare waist. He’s cat-called and laughed at by some of the other guys but he ignores the loud, lewd teasing. He leans his head and shoulders down over my wife’s right hip and then lowers his inverted face between her thighs.

	 

	Rachel moves her arms and hand out of the way and peers down at the back of his head.

	 

	She put more makeup on too before she came into the room.

	 

	“We got a diver!” Walden yells and guys laugh and one yells something about ‘Goggles’.

	 

	The ‘diver’ presses his face into Rachel’s pussy, so close that he looks like he’s inspecting her insides and her asshole. But his head moves and the slicking sounds above the laughter and a groan or two of disgust that punctuate the gentle purrs of pleasure from my Rachel prickle my balls all over again. The nameless man leans an arm over the inside of my wife’s right knee and her shin there as he tries to get his face or his tongue deeper.

	 

	I look away from him and up around the other spectators. Kev is almost opposite me, watching his own wife squirm on the floor as two men standing close to her now on the mat masturbate over her.

	 

	Rachel rests the back of her head right down on the red mat. Her eyes close and the mirror ball spinning above dapples relentless reflections over her flesh. Her upper arms spread out on the floor on either side of her, elbows bent with her forearms raised and fists clenched as the stranger laps at her.

	 

	My Rachel.

	 

	My cock shifts, hard in my pants.

	 

	“Mmm,” my wife moans, and now another wrinkly old man crouches on the other side of her. He reaches for her bare tits and gnarled hands massage her erect nipples.

	 

	A third with inhibitions apparently lost too now, squeezes down alongside her as well.

	 

	They can’t resist my wife.

	 

	I peer back at Kev and he isn’t jacking. Is he in chastity? Despite what he said about only trying it the one time?

	 

	I unzip and pull out my dick.

	 

	The little guy going down on Rachel shifts and straightens his position. His head and shoulders now are right between her legs, head nodding as he licks up the length of my wife’s vagina.

	 

	“We getting this little hussy back to Traders any time soon Wal?” someone murmurs and he must know my wife from Richmond’s club. And then there are four guys down on the floor with my wife, several others with Evie, including one knelt jacking in her face while she plays with his balls. Her nipples stand to attention and her tits are already striped with spent cum.

	 

	“I don’t know about that,” Walden murmurs and appraises our wives with his arms crossed.

	 

	I keep jerking. Keep watching my wife as she’s mauled and groped and licked and as she feels and fondles and kisses cocks that point at her from every direction. I tune out Walden who’s in conversation about my wife with someone and then talking about other girls at ‘the club’. Something about ‘Bella’ and someone called ‘Marcie.’

	 

	And the first of two men masturbating in my wife’s face cums over her with a groan.

	 

	Rachel reaches for that dick with semen glazing her cheeks and in her hair and dripping off her chin and she sucks it. She groans too as the little guy’s face perseveres between her legs.

	 

	I thrash my cock through my fist, I guess lasting longer this time because I came before.

	 

	Another man with a bottle of beer unsteady in one fist crouches and leans over Rachel’s chest. He sucks on one of her hard nipples and my wife, with her thighs still spread for the man down there, whines.

	 

	“Too much tit and ass on these two,” someone complains, “Can’t we have slim little Sandra over there stripped for action?”

	 

	“Forget that,” Walden says, “I’ve paid this pair.”

	 

	“I gotta cum,” another guy down on the mat with her and with his cock out works it right in Rachel’s face. Then supports his lower body right over her face with his palms planted on the floor beyond her head. Rachel, with a different cock in each little fist, leans up with a moan and takes this third hard-on into her mouth.

	 

	“You lovin’ this, birthday boy?” Some calls out.

	 

	Kev’s still not wanking.

	 

	“I will be when I’ve given this young tramp my load,” the guy with his cock down Rachel’s throat grunts over his shoulder.

	 

	My wife? A ‘little tramp’?

	 

	“Oh Rachel,” I murmur and I’m close to cumming again now as I jack. My wife is all but hidden by the backs of five, or even six men now, the same as Evie beyond her is too. I get the occasional glimpse of their tits sucked, or their fists and mouths full of cock and their squirming bodies spattered and sprayed with cum.

	 

	Rachel sucks another one hard, grunting and almost struggling to give pleasure as if her life depends on it. She keeps her head up as she devours the stumpy erection of a cursing pot-bellied guy straddling her face. He pushes flabby hips at her, buttocks bare now and clenching in front of the crowd as he fucks her head and throat.

	 

	I let go of my cock and concentrate to try to delay the inevitable. It spasms in front of me but I hold the orgasm off.

	 

	Rachel gags more than once but she doesn’t stop sucking and slurping. She splutters and squirms and she moans and it’s not easy to catch sight of her at all anymore as she’s mauled and she’s bitten and licked and sprayed. I move around some to try and see better and at least I’m far from the only guy with his dick out in this room. Although there are still some, presumably too ‘shy’ to get involved.

	 

	Kev for one.

	 

	Two different men suck on Rachel’s tits. Another thrusts between her legs, slapping down hard into her and fucking her. Several times I almost panic for her. But she sucks another cock too and masturbates one as well.

	 

	“Open your mouth wide, you whore,” the dick is yanked from her mouth and thrashed in her face.

	 

	Rachel’s mouth gapes for it and she struggles to lean forward around the other guy who’s screwing her, but the two other men sucking at her tits weigh her down and hold her back.

	 

	Oh God, Rachel. Is that what you are? A whore? My wife the whore. I beat again in a heated frenzy.

	 

	Rachel moans and her tongue flicks the tip of the thick dick that's in her face, her jaws wide in readiness.

	 

	He strokes as fast as me, wiping the underside of his tool on her lips and her tongue as she gasps and pants for it.

	 

	I cum in my hands.

	 

	His first squirt stripes her eyelid and he aims his cock at her like a weapon. The second, third, and fourth strings of snotty cum spray inside her mouth, they splatter her lips, her nose, and even into her eyes. Another threads through her golden-brown hair.

	 

	“Mmm, that’s a lot,” My wife murmurs and smiles, and with still half-closed eyes she reaches out and caresses his sagging bare behind.

	 

	“Show your husband,” Walden says and Rachel murmurs, her head lifts a little and framed by smeared, running makeup her spattered gray-blue eyes try to pick me out of the crowd.

	 

	And then another load from someone else squirts across her tits and throat.

	 

	“Which one’s her husband?” Someone asks and laughs.

	 

	“Joe, you want to find out if the birthday boy is ready for another drink now he’s finished with your wife?” Walden smirks at me and eyes my wilting cock which is still in my hands, “I don’t think little Sandra will come anywhere near us at the moment. You can take Keith’s order to her at the bar.”

	 

	I peer beyond my heavily used wife and beyond Evie too. Kev’s wife lays under his dazed but watchful eye as she loudly fucked on all fours in her heels.

	 

	Near the bar, the slim, leggy Sandra stands wide-eyed looking over and chewing on a fingernail.

	 

	“Whiskey and ginger,” someone barks at me as Rachel too is mounted and Walden waves me away to the bar.

	 

	


Chapter 15 - Above & Beyond
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	“Game’s coming back on,” Walden gestures at the TV screen. Evie still kneels naked on the puddled red mat, sucking clean one of the last finisher’s limp dicks. Cum glazes her body. It slides from the undersides of her tits and drips off her chin, it sugarcoats her hair. Most of the other men have re-assembled across the room, near the big screen.

	 

	“Beer over here,” Walden yells from with them and he whistles at Sandra.

	 

	“Bring paper towels too,” someone else calls out, “I’ve got a stain on my pants.”

	 

	Walden snaps his fingers repeatedly and whistles again.

	 

	The slender Sandra scurries into action.

	 

	Across the mat, Joe helps his shaky wife to her feet. And because her hair is a darker shade than my Evie’s, the snotty mess threaded through hers is easier to spot than the men’s ‘leftovers’ in Evie’s blonder, matted locks. But both wives will need thorough showers.

	 

	Degraded though the pair of them have been - all four of us have - my dick pulsates and strains in my chastity belt.

	 

	God, what I’d give to get out of this and cum right now. Like all the other men who’ve had their pleasure tonight because of my wife.

	 

	But I know for a fact she didn’t even bring a key.

	 

	And in this state, even that excites me too.

	 

	Evie’s final guy wanders off with his beer and I reach down to help my nude, used wife up. One of her heels must have slipped off at some point over the last fifteen minutes so I have to support her while she gets her foot back into her shoe again.

	 

	I hold her carefully though. I don’t want to get any of their gooey filth on my clothes. And holy crap, she smells so strongly of it. I don’t know if the stench will ever leave my nostrils.

	 

	“How was it?” I mumble.

	 

	“Wild,” Evie exhales, her tits as pink and blotchy as her hips from the frantic mauling.

	 

	Across the red mat, Rachel wipes her throat with some tissues that she must have gotten from Joe. Her tits jiggle, several angry purple bites or hickeys on them, and her nipples still crinkled and hard. There’s a bite on the left side of her neck too. Our wives look like they’ve been fighting together in a wind tunnel.

	 

	But despite the remains of the partygoers’ lust left all over their lovely bodies, I can’t help but think that even larger amounts of semen ended up inside them.

	 

	If could get at my cock, I’d jack off right here and now while I gazed at Evie. In front of everyone. I wouldn’t care.

	 

	No way am I staying in this belt when we get home tonight.

	 

	Or going back into it for the night once I’ve cum.

	 

	“Do you want us to come with you while you get cleaned up?” I ask Evie then glance over at Joe.

	 

	“I think Walden said he had something for you and Kev to do, didn’t he?” Rachel says to her husband.

	 

	“Fuck that,” Joe snorts and shakes his head. He looks over at me, “Let’s go with them.”

	 

	“Are you pair still here?” Walden yells over at our wives from his seat near the TV, he’s got a beer in his fist now, “Go get cleaned up ready for round two.”

	 

	“We’re just on our way,” Rachel shouts back and she gestures Evie in the direction of the double doors.

	 

	“I don’t know what those guys’ wives do to keep their husbands happy,” Evie says to Rachel as we head away, “But whatever it is, it’s obviously not enough.”

	 

	Rachel laughs but as Joe and I follow the girl’s naked and juddering backsides out of the room, I half expect Walden to call him and me back and try to get us working behind the bar or something.

	 

	He doesn’t though. I guess he got absorbed by the game on screen too.

	 

	***

	 

	My cock pulses hard against the steel bars of my chastity belt and my heart races as Evie and Rachel lead us into a grotty changing room where their high heels click loudly on the tiled floor. It’s like something from a 1950s movie about a prison. But it’s the same place our wives stripped off before.

	 

	The room is cold and the radiator in here isn’t on. Evie shivers, tits quivering, and goosebumps on her blotchy flesh.

	 

	There’s a communal shower by the look of it, behind a battered wooden screen in the far corner of the white-tiled room.

	 

	“Joe, can you grab me a handful of toilet paper?” Rachel asks her husband, “So I can scrape some more of this mess off me before I jump in the showers? I don’t want to block the drain.”

	 

	“I’ll get it,” I say because I’m nearer to the booths than Joe, “I’ll get some for Evie too.”

	 

	“Have you got towels?” Joe asks as I head for the nearest toilet.

	 

	“Walden left fresh ones for us,” Rachel says.

	 

	When I return with the lengths of roll there’s already steam coming from behind the shower screen and no sign of Evie. Rachel stands shivering alongside Joe.

	 

	“Your Mrs jumped straight in,” Joe shrugs as I hand his wife both strips of the paper. Rachel has a glistening trail right down the inside of her long left leg. The leak looks like it’s almost reached her dark high heel.

	 

	Joe helps clean her down a little more but I don’t know why she doesn’t just dive into the shower with Evie. Is she really so bothered about causing problems with the fucking drains? Is she that keen not to piss Barrett off and do anything that could jeopardize her return to Traders?

	 

	“Do you want us to wait here until you get out?” Joe asks Rachel but she shakes her head and runs to the shower.

	 

	“Evie forgot to tell you she’s got some mess in one of her shoes Kev,” she calls out with her bare body half-half hidden now behind the shower screen, “She says could you wipe it out for her while she’s getting cleaned up? So it doesn’t dry in her shoe.”

	 

	“Please, Kev!” Evie’s voice rings out, echoing the request.

	 

	Embarrassed though I am in front of Joe, Evie’s request prickles my frustrated groin. I retrieve my wife’s dainty discarded heels from the tiled floor and then grimace at Joe as I take them to the toilet booth.

	 

	“I better get back in there,” he calls out, “In case we’re wanted.”

	 

	I peer back at him and he rolls his eyes at me.

	 

	***

	 

	“There you are,” Walden greets me almost as soon as I’m finally back in the main room. He’s got a beer in one fat fist and his other arm around a bleary-eyed ‘Keith’, the birthday boy. The pair of them have abandoned the game on the screen as well as the other guys behind them. “Your buddy Joe has gone downstairs to fetch a few more crates of beer up,” Walden squeezes his companion’s shoulder and then points right at me. He grins at the other man, “This one’s wiener is kept under lock and key too, like Pantyboy,” he says.

	 

	“Jeez,” Keith shakes his head like he barely believes what he’s been told. “Which one is his wife?”

	 

	“Blondie,” Walden grins at me.

	 

	“Why, man? Why?” the birthday boy stares at me.

	 

	I shrug my shoulders and look down, I feel my face burn.

	 

	“Why would you tolerate a sex ban from a woman like her?”

	 

	“Cos he loves it,” Walden laughs, “Same as Pantyboy does.”

	 

	“The blonde one?” A little bald guy asks and he must have been listening. He looks even more bewildered with the information. And possibly drunker than the other two as well. “Shit, feller,” he shakes his head, “Still, I suppose it keeps her hungry to please at parties like these, huh?”

	 

	“Hungry?” Keith laughs, “The bitch was famished for cock.”

	 

	I’m shaking and I know that if I hadn’t been locked and starved of Evie for days then there’s no way I’d put up with listening to crap like this. No way I tolerate this level of humiliation. Let alone ‘get off’ on it. In fact, if Richmond was here too, I know only too well what he’d easily talk me into doing for him.

	 

	Joe appears a few minutes later with a crate of Michelbob Ultra and then he and I go down to the cellar together to fetch up a couple more too. And another bottle of whiskey.

	 

	We take them behind the bar where Rene is busy again rinsing and drying glasses while his pretty partner Sandra rushes about taking and delivering drinks orders from and to the old men. I watch her for a moment. She curtseys constantly and presumably is still complimenting every guest who speaks to her. I wonder if that was Richmond’s idea? Her pert ass is patted or pinched several times by different men and she’s pulled onto the occasional lap and stroked but she always gets up and away fast and she’s never seriously groped.

	 

	I guess Walden was at pains to stress Richmond’s rules about his ‘Pet’ project.

	 

	With the drinks stowed and Joe invited by Walden to have one for himself, I head for the gents to pee again. And there better be a free booth so I can do it sitting down in this fucking cage.

	 

	In the washroom, the hooded Pantyboy is offering the tray of aftershaves to a guest but I ignore the pair of them and make straight for a free booth.

	 

	I sit there dripping with pre-cum and wondering what will happen to my wife when she arrives back a second time on that stained mat. And next time, with a roomful of men probably even less inhibited than they were several drinks ago.

	 

	My heart races and my trapped, excited cock can barely pee.

	 

	I manage eventually though, and after I’ve flushed, I open the door just as Barrett arrives in the washroom. He’s holding hands with Carol, the older, busty barmaid.

	 

	“Hey,” he grins at me and has a half-drained glass of beer in his other hand, “Why don’t you stay and watch with the other eunuch?” he turns his attention to the flushed Carol and his eyes gesture her into the booth I just left. “She’s on her break, so I thought she’d like to get ‘on’ something else too. Found myself mightily worked up watching your slutwife strut her stuff out there before,” he unzips and follows his barmaid into the booth.

	 

	“Like this Mr. Barrett, Sir?” the red-faced Carol turns her back on us and hauls her dress up her thick thighs. She exposes a big white ass in dark panties. She leans over the pan with her palms flat against the tiled wall above it.

	 

	“Who are you expecting to take your knickers down for you?” he moves into the booth with his drink and he slaps at her buttocks.

	 

	“Do you want me to take them off for you, Mr. Barrett, Sir?” Pantyboy coughs through his unzipped mouth alongside me.

	 

	I stand back a bit, to try and give the hooded guy a better view of his wife through his eye holes.

	 

	“You think three of us can squeeze in here, Panty’?” Walden abbreviates the poor guy’s nickname and laughs. He snatches at the back of Carol’s panties, so hard that they rip. She squeals but he drags the torn gusset up and away from her ass and then yanks at the waist two or three times until that too rips.

	 

	Close to me, Pantyboy sounds like he’s struggling to breathe through his unzipped mouth.

	 

	Walden laughs again and plucks the woman’s underwear right off her body and then reaches over her shoulder and stuffs the torn panties into her mouth.

	 

	“Shall I hold your drink, Mr. Barrett Sir?” Pantyboy mumbles, his voice thick now as he stares at the scene.

	 

	“No, you shall fucking not,” Walden takes a mouthful and swallows and then he moves up closer behind his waiting partner’s behind, dips at the hips, and thrusts up into her.

	 

	Carol groans.

	 

	Barrett slaps at her wobbling buttocks with his free hand but it’s Carol who does the work. Clutching back for him with one hand and pushing her big quivering ass back at his heavy pounding.

	 

	“What do you say, Pantyboy?” Walden grunts over his shoulder at us as he slaps into Carol. He takes another drink.

	 

	“Thank you, Mr. Barrett Sir,” Pantyboy mumbles.

	 

	“For fucking your wife, Panty’?”

	 

	“Yes Sir, Mr. Barrett, Sir.”

	 

	Barrett thumps into the woman and she moans, she whimpers, frantic she praises his lackluster efforts, tells him how ‘good’ he is, and even, at one point, how she ‘loves’ sex with him.

	 

	She cums before he does, shrieking so loud that it makes me wince and I peer at the exit, half-expecting people to come running to see if anyone got attacked. Her knees give way and she nearly collapses into the pan and then she’s not helped when Barrett finally ejaculates too. The remains of his beer spill over her back and all over her dress as he crushes against her.

	 

	I leave the pair of them with her husband who’s mumbling his thanks again and I stagger half-dazed back to the main room.

	 

	***

	 

	Our freshened wives are naked and kneeling again. Down on the red mat together where they writhe in their high heels. They’re cheered on and jeered at by the old men with their drinks. The game is still in progress on the TV but is now largely ignored.

	 

	I try to get near enough for a good view of Evie, but those closest to her won’t make way for me.

	 

	“Kiss each other,” someone yells at the wives and my gaze picks out the wide-eyed Joe, who for once, isn’t masturbating as he watches.

	 

	Evie giggles and Rachel’s hands are on her tits.

	 

	“Yeah, that’s it,” the birthday boy gesticulates at them, “Now get your tongue in her mouth.

	 

	A guy with big sideburns pulls out his cock and then others follow, like they were only waiting for someone else to go first. And then Walden is back with a fresh drink and he winks at me.

	 

	“You lay right down on your back,” Keith gesticulates at Rachel, and the old duffer is warming to his task, taking advantage of this being his night, “Blondie, get right over here, suck her titties.”

	 

	The girls giggle and grin at one another as Rachel lays right back and spreads her arms. Evie gets right over her on all fours and ass sticking out, she suckles on Rachel’s bruised tits.

	 

	“How fucking hot is that?” someone says in my ear and Joe’s found me.

	 

	“Yeah,” I say, but am unable to take my eyes off the action. And I’m frustrated almost to the point of madness because I can’t beat off while I watch. Plus, because I haven’t got a totally clear view.

	 

	“Keith, Get them to switch,” someone with his dick in his fist yells, “Make that one go down on the blonde.”

	 

	No fucking way.

	 

	“Come on,” Rachel leans up giggling, and pulls Evie down. And then Joe’s wife pushes mine’s thighs apart and buries her head right in there.

	 

	Holy crap. Is there nothing Joe’s wife won’t do for other men?

	 

	I pull at the front of my pants and the hard shell inside.

	 

	“Get that tongue right in there, “Walden steps forward onto the mat and grips the back of Rachel’s neck. He grimaces as he holds her firm there between my Evie’s splayed thighs. He rubs her face up and down over my wife’s pussy.

	 

	Joe moves away a little from me and works his dick through his fist again, his mouth hanging.

	 

	I need to find an opportunity tonight to give him another push about chastity. Like Richmond asked me to.

	 

	“Uhh,” Evie groans and she too – like Walden - holds Rachel’s in place between her legs. And at the same time, the bull from Traders probes and examines Rachel’s asshole with the fingers of his other hand. Then that Keith guy is down on the mat alongside our wives and guiding his stiff tool into my groaning wife’s mouth.

	 

	Men push forward from around me and the women disappear behind and beneath them as to my right, Joe ejaculates into a tissue.

	 

	I can’t take watching all this for God knows how much longer without being able to cum.

	 

	I stagger from the scene with my wife and Joe’s still shrouded and covered by urgent old men and then shaking, I cross the room to the bar.

	 

	Sandra is almost cowering there and I ask Rene to grab me a beer from the fridge.

	 

	He does so, but keeps stealing glances at me, like I dropped down from Mars. Or like I’m insane for standing by and allowing my wife to do what she does.

	 

	“Richmond doesn’t try to get Sandra to…?” I ask him and gesture at the crowd on the mat. Rene shakes his head.

	 

	“Maybe not yet,” I say and Sandra glances at him and then blushes.

	 

	“You’re in chastity too?” he asks me.

	 

	I nod and peer back at the dance floor and crowded mat. I can see only one of my wife’s bare legs through the men. And it strikes me how far Evie and I have come in this lifestyle. I’m so used to her taking cock from other guys that I don’t have to stand there riveted by the whole spectacle from start to finish. Even if I could see her properly over there.

	 

	Besides, I reckon when you’ve been locked for several days, it can help ease your frustration if you get away from the ‘heat’ a little.

	 

	But even so, I’m well aware that tonight was supposed to have been my wife’s night off from other men.

	 

	The things my wife will do, just to try and give Richmond what she thinks he’ll appreciate.

	 

	Things like Rachel back at his club maybe.

	 

	“For how long?” Rene asks, “Have you been locked?”

	 

	“A week so far this time,” and it feels OK to talk with someone else who’s locked too. Rather than with Joe, when I have to pretend and hide the fact.

	 

	“I could never manage a week,” he says and shakes his head.

	 

	“Just you wait,” I say and smile at him, “Sandra might get a taste for your frustration.”

	 

	She looks demure enough right now, but who knows what Richmond Coyle will ultimately have in store for the unsuspecting couple.

	 

	Joe joins me at the bar a few minutes later. Shortly after, Walden barks an order for drinks and tells me and Joe to take them over to the men. Presumably, Richmond gave prior orders to shield his precious Sandra from too much close-up live action.

	 

	So instead, here I am with Joe, playing waiter to the gang of men who are fucking and using our wives.

	 

	I hand out beers and whiskey and although Rachel is on her back surrounded by masturbating men, my Evie is up on all fours. Her tits slap together, an old man stuck out of each end of her, using her holes – her mouth and vagina - for frenzied sexual relief.

	 

	She and I lock eyes momentarily before her head is pulled around by the hair or ear and she sucks some more.

	 

	***

	 

	I don’t know how much later it is, but my phone died so I’m not even sure what time it is either. Walden pulls me and Evie to one side in the changing rooms after my wife’s showered again. She’s back in her bra but bare from the waist down. Rachel has already left to go to the bar to get herself a drink before we leave. Joe took a phone call from someone called ‘Roy’ and he’s back in the main room too.

	 

	I just want to get Evie home and this fucking belt taken off.

	 

	“I wanted a few minutes with you both before you make tracks,” Walden says and closes the changing room doors.

	 

	What does he want?

	 

	“Look, thanks for coming out and helping ease Rachel back into the groove,” he smiles at my wife.

	 

	“That’s OK,” Evie shrugs and she looks like she’s trying to shield her exposed lower lips from Walden’s gaze, “She’s my friend.”

	 

	“Rest assured I’ll say nothing to Richmond about you being here,” he says.

	 

	“I’ll mention it to him myself when I think the time’s right,” she says and reddens a little.

	 

	“I don’t know why you’re hiding your cunt when you’ve shared with the whole fucking room,” he frowns at her. “Take your hand away from it.”

	 

	Why’s he being such a twat with her now?

	 

	“Richmond tells me you’re getting inked in the Traders’ crest and colors?” Walden asks her.

	 

	“Uh-huh,” Evie says but she’s flushed even further after the way he just spoke to her. “We’ve booked the date at the Tattoo parlor, haven’t we Kev.”

	 

	I nod, but whenever I’m not aroused I still imagine I’ll talk her out of something so permanent. Even this late in the day. And not least of all to prevent the application of Richmond’s initials from being ‘discretely’ added to any design on her lower back. Or an even worse location on her body.

	 

	But right now my dick twitches at the prospect.

	 

	“And those big titties pierced for him too?” Walden’s eyebrows rise.

	 

	Evie nods.

	 

	“Rings, studs, or bars?”

	 

	“Richmond wants bars to start,” Evie says and she’s dropped her pussy ‘covering’ hand to her side like Walden told her to and she makes to attempt to pull her panties on.

	 

	“Hot,” Walden smiles. “You should get your cunt pierced too. But Richmond was right. You two are a whole lot more submissive for him than you let on,” his voice thickens and he looks from Evie to me.

	 

	“I don’t know about that,” I say and clear my throat.

	 

	“Oh, I think you do,” he says but then gazes at her, “Come and kneel down here for me,” he points at the tiled floor near his feet.

	 

	“I’ve just had a shower,” Evie frowns, “Walden, I’m cold now without my clothes on.”

	 

	“Didn’t seem to bother you before, did it?” he points at the floor again.

	 

	Evie flushes - face and throat, and she glances across at me.

	 

	“You too Mr. Blandon,” Walden smirks at my way.

	 

	Oh fuck. Richmond’s told him what we do for him.

	 

	And Evie’s eyes widen, her chest rises and falls fast, like she too realizes what Walden expects and she can’t get her breath.

	 

	She loves me sucking Richmond, but this is Walden fucking Barrett.

	 

	“Don’t be anxious,” he steps toward Evie and grips her throat, “I want you to kneel,” he repeats and strokes her pussy with his other hand, “You, up behind me Evie, and your husband in front. Unless you prefer things the other way around?”

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans at his harsh touch, “Kev will suck your cock,” her voice is strangled and her bulging eyes glance across at me, “Won’t you Kev?”

	 

	And Barrett releases her neck.

	 

	Then we’re both down on the hard tiles at Walden’s feet, gazing up from either side of him as he slips his pants down and shakes it in my face. He peers down at me and strokes his thick dick, pungent balls bouncing in my face.

	 

	 


Chapter 16 - Desperate Measures
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	Roy

	 

	I check my rearview mirror and then slow the car on the street. According to the GPS, that four-floor apartment block on my right is the place. I peer out and up at the gray-fronted building and I’m nervous. And not just because I’ve never been to Joe and Rachel’s home before. Nor even because he sounded a little awkward last night on the phone when I asked if it would be OK to drop by. I mean, he was out with friends at some party when we spoke. No, the worst thing about having no choice but to come here, is because of what Joe will think of me when he hears about Lanie. What I loser I’ll look to a guy like him.

	 

	My stomach drops again. But I need their help.

	 

	I swing the car around the back of the building like Joe directed me to last night, and he was right. There are plenty of spaces. Even though it’s Sunday evening when you’d expect most people to be at home, not at work.

	 

	Who else would I turn to about this anyway? I need to know what to do. How to make things right again with Lanie. Or if I should even be trying to fix it.

	 

	Yeah, like you could give her up.

	 

	Joe might judge me for what’s happened, but that has to be better than asking a co-worker or a close friend for advice, and then everyone knowing exactly what ‘Roy’s stunning girlfriend’ has done to him.

	 

	I pull the car into a space and get out. There’s a chill in the air and a moon above that’s very near to full.

	 

	Joe knows Lanie and her family way better than I do. He’s been involved with them for years more than I have. And he was right with the original advice he gave me. He warned me not to propose to her so soon. Not to put pressure on her when she was still grieving about her Pop. But I wouldn’t listen, would I? I don’t care if Joe knows what she’s done. I need his help. I can’t let something as stupid as my pride get in the way.

	 

	I climb the concrete stairs to the second floor and apartment 201. And then when I’m finally up there and a little breathless, I knock on their sky-blue door and wait.

	 

	Despite how much I’ve thought about this upcoming conversation, now I’m here, I’m uncertain how to even start it. The thought of putting it all into words twists my stomach. His relationship with Lanie’s sister has always been so strong and he might think I’m wasting his time after ignoring what he advised last time.

	 

	And Joe’s a strong alpha type of guy. He’s in sales and he plays in a band for God’s sake. He’d never want Rachel back if she’d cheated on him. Not that she ever would. He might just tell me to forget Lanie and to stop being so weak.

	 

	It’s Joe who answers the door he looks anything but ‘strong.’ He’s in a sloppy gray sweatshirt and baggy joggers and has big black circles under his eyes.

	 

	“Hey Joe,” I smile but he looks more tired than I’ve ever seen him.

	 

	“Roy,” he nods and gestures me inside.

	 

	Oh hell, I feel kind of bad about coming here now.

	 

	“You sure this is OK?” I ask and wonder whether I should have backed off until next week when I heard his initial hesitancy on the phone last night. But I couldn’t wait any longer.

	 

	“Yeah just wiped out,” he sighs.

	 

	“Heavy night in the end?” I ask as he leads me through a narrow hallway where we have to avoid several toys on the floor and where there’s a photo of him with Rachel and JJ.

	 

	“Yeah, a bit,” he says in a galley kitchen with bright red worktops and he fills the kettle. “Rachel went back to bed with JJ this afternoon.”

	 

	“So where was the party?”

	 

	“Some golf club,” he shrugs with his back to me.

	 

	I didn’t know he was the golfing type. Maybe he has to play because of his job.

	 

	“You want a seat?” he gestures at a breakfast bar with two stools underneath.

	 

	I drag one of them out. “I’m sure you won’t be surprised to learn that it’s Lanie I need advice about,” I say as he grabs two mugs out of a cupboard.

	 

	“Kind of guessed,” he nods. “Coffee? The machine’s shot, it’ll have to be instant or tea.”

	 

	“Coffee, please. White, one sugar. I should have listened to what you told me last time. About asking her to get married.”

	 

	“You’re both still young,” he says and leans back against a worktop while the kettle boils and he folds his arms. “There’s plenty of time for all that.”

	 

	“Thing is Joe,” I say and clear my throat. I might as well get it over with straight away. “She’s been with another guy.”

	 

	“Oh,” he says and his eyebrows arch. The kettle clicks and it’s boiled so Joe turns his back on me again and drops spoonfuls of coffee granules and sugar into each cup. He adds milk and hot water. “When did that happen?”

	 

	“Only a couple of weeks back. I took her away for two nights and she told me then.”

	 

	“Right,” Joe hands me a blue and white striped mug, “Who was he?”

	 

	“She wouldn’t tell me,” I say with a sudden chill and the mug held in both hands, “She said I don’t know him. Only that he was older.”

	 

	“An older guy?” Joe’s eyebrows arch again and he sighs.

	 

	“Yeah,” I nod. “The thing is, we rowed about it. Obviously. And she seemed nearly as upset as me. But I told her we were through. And she understood. But I’m not sure I’ve done the right thing.”

	 

	I’m certain I haven’t.

	 

	“I can’t stop thinking about her, Joe. No matter what she’s done. I still love her.”

	 

	“What about the other guy?” Joe asks from behind his mug, “Is Lanie still seeing him?”

	 

	“She said not. But the longer I leave it with me and her not speaking, surely the more likely she is to turn to him again?”

	 

	“I thought I heard voices,” Rachel says softly, and her bare feet patter into the kitchen. She covers her mouth to yawn and with a pink, silky dressing gown pulled tight around her waist she comes to me. She’s the same as Lanie. They both still look so pretty even when they just woke up.

	 

	My heart aches at the reminder.

	 

	She kisses the side of my face and she smells of stale perfume and booze. But she’s the same as Lanie in another way too. You kind of forget how good-looking she is until you see her again. She’s got a big lovebite on her neck.

	 

	“I was just telling Joe,” I say because Rachel’s perspective will be valuable too. I need all the help I can get from those who know Lanie best. “Your sister and I broke up.”

	 

	“Again?” Rachel stands on the balls of her bare feet and reaches for another mug from the cupboard.

	 

	“Yeah, I know,” I say and lower my head. “This time though, there was another guy.”

	 

	“Lanie? Oh. I’m sorry about that Roy,” Rachel looks right at me with the same shaped and colored eyes as my girl and that triggers my heart again. But Joe’s wife does genuinely seem unhappy to hear the news. “I had no idea,” she shakes her head.

	 

	It ocurrs to me now that I may have dropped Lanie in the shit by letting her whole family know what she’s done, but I’m desperate.

	 

	Rachel slides onto the stool alongside me and she squeeze my knee and smiles. Her dressing gown slips away a little from one of her bare thighs. She covers it back up again right away, but not before I see a real big bruise on the inside there too.

	 

	My face flushes.

	 

	“I know some people would say it’s wrong of me,” I mumble and try to collect my thoughts, “wanting to even get back with after what she’s done but...”

	 

	“If you love her it’s not wrong,” Rachel shakes her loose hair and she lifts her mug to her lips. “And even if she has been with someone else, that doesn’t necessarily mean her feelings for you will have changed,” Rachel and Joe exchange glances. “You should talk to her, Roy.”

	 

	“You think?” I gaze back at her and Lanie’s big sister has told me exactly what I needed to hear. Even though now, Joe has already started to present a counterargument.

	 

	***

	 

	Outside and back in my car a little later, I know I could text Lanie to ask if she’ll meet to talk. But what if she says ‘No’?

	 

	I won’t take that risk. I’ll go to her house right now. If I just turn up there, then she’ll have to let me in and listen to what I have to say. And if she’s not home, then at least I’ll have tried.

	 

	Anyway, it’s Sunday night. Where else would she be but home?

	 

	I start the car and don’t want to dwell on one potential answer to that last internal question.

	 

	She might be with him.

	 

	But as I drive further through the streets in the direction of where Lanie lives, I try to make sense of a sickly excitement that accompanies my sense of dread. The incessant thoughts that have plagued me since her confession. The images and sounds of Lanie with some other man. Her letting him - an older, more experienced man – do things to her.

	 

	I pull up at the end of her drive a short while later. The lights are on downstairs and up. I honestly wish I was strong enough to stay away a few more weeks, to wait until Lanie realizes how much she misses me. But I can’t do it. I can’t take the risk of losing her. The thought of her eats me up. I can’t fight the urge to see her.

	 

	I knock on the door, my heart thumping. I don’t even know what I’ll say. Apart from ‘I forgive you’, or something like that. Please, God, don’t let her have ‘moved on’.

	 

	Sophie answers in a short skirt and fluffy pink slippers. Her smile is warm and there’s a smell of savory food from the hallway behind her.

	 

	“Hi Roy,” she says, “She’s in her bedroom. I’ll give her a shout,” she beckons me inside.

	 

	She mustn’t have any idea what’s happened.

	 

	I step into the warmth of a house where I used to be so welcome and that I miss so much. Somehow tonight though, I feel like a stranger here. And that hurts.

	 

	“Lanie?” Sophie yells at the stairs.

	 

	“Who is it?” the old guy from next door emerges from the living room with a newspaper folded under one arm.

	 

	“Evening Mr. Talbot,” I say and never truly understand what it is about him that Lanie dislikes so much.

	 

	“What?” Lanie yells back from the top of the stairs.

	 

	“Roy’s here to see you,” Sophie gestures her down.

	 

	“Roy?” Lanie mutters quietly, like she’s talking to herself.

	 

	“We’ll leave you to it,” Sophie smiles at me and heads for the living room.

	 

	Mr Talbot stays put though, gazing up at the stairs as Lanie descends.

	 

	“Roy, what are you doing here?” she frowns at me, and even without a scrap of makeup on and in a baggy white sweatshirt with her dark leggings, she stops my breathing. She’s got nothing on her feet either, not even nail polish. She’s so beautiful.

	 

	“I had to see you,” I say and gaze at her with an uncertain smile.

	 

	“Alright, Dennis. You can go now,” Lanie turns her frown on the old man.

	 

	“Nice to see you again Roy,” he smiles at me and makes his way to the living room.

	 

	“Roy, why have you come here?” Lanie sighs when he’s closed the door and we’re alone in the hallway. “We’re finished,” she says.

	 

	Her words stab me.

	 

	“I don’t want that Lanie,” I shake my head and gaze back at her.

	 

	“Roy,” she sighs, “You’re the one who told me it was over.”

	 

	“And I was wrong,” I scour her eyes for any hint that she’s been missing me.

	 

	“No, Roy,” she shakes her pretty head, “You were right. I cheated on you. Doesn’t that tell you something?”

	 

	“I don’t care,” I say although that’s hardly true, “I forgive you.”

	 

	“You can’t forgive something like that,” she says and crosses her arms.

	 

	“Are you still seeing him?” My stomach churns, “whoever he is.”

	 

	“No,” she sighs and then rolls her eyes, “I’m not still seeing him.”

	 

	I want to ask her again who he was, insist she tells me his name so I can find him on socials and try and see what she saw in him. Even while I hate him. But I know that asking her would only antagonize her.

	 

	“Well, I don’t care what you did with him or with anyone else,” I say, “I just need to be with you. I still love you. So much. We can work it out between us.”

	 

	“Roy, you were right to finish with me. It’s what I deserved. You should just get on with your life without me.” Her arms are crossed so tight.

	 

	“No Lanie,” I try to take her warm hand – or rather her clenched fist - and is it madness that her refusals ignite an awful passion in me? Even as they drive me close to absolute panic? “I don’t want a life without you.”

	 

	“Don’t even say that,” she shakes her head again but now her eyes fill up too, “You should just go, Roy. I’ve got those apprenticeship interviews next month and if I get a job there it’ll be the start of a new chapter for me. You need to start your own too.”

	 

	“Lanie no,” I say louder than I mean to and now I’m filling up as well but she won’t listen. She pulls away and hurries to the stairs then stomps up them.

	 

	“Everything OK out here?” the old man appears in the hallway again.

	 

	“Dennis, why can’t you just fuck off?” Lanie yells from the top of the stairs and a door up there slams.

	 

	“Charming,” he rolls his eyes at me and adjusts his glasses.

	 

	“You should probably go home Roy,” Sophie says from behind him and now even she looks concerned.

	 

	Outside again I sit in my car at the end of Lanie’s drive but I don’t start the engine. I stare out at the night in a daze.

	 

	I’ve really lost her this time, haven’t I? What am I going to do?

	 

	I’m overwhelmed with despair, and the conversation and with the way Lanie looked at me. Like she hardly knew me at all. It replays over and over in my mind like a horror movie in slow motion. Or a nightmare that I’m trying so hard to wake myself from but I can’t.

	 

	She’s got to still be seeing that guy. But who is he? My stomach drops. Why wouldn’t she tell me anything about him?

	 

	My fingers drum on the steering wheel. My thoughts drift back to McKenzie’s taxi driver dad. Lanie and her used his taxi a lot. And whenever I saw him, he always looked at my girl like he was interested in her.

	 

	Is it him?

	 

	No. Not her best friend’s dad. And anyway, she could have met loads of other men with the amount of times she and that other girl used to go out on the town.

	 

	And surely now, without McKenzie around, Lanie would be more inclined to return to an ‘ex-lover’ for company? Or for nights out together.

	 

	The thought makes me almost vomit. But I’m quivering all over too. Filled with a queasy mix of jealousy with a perverse sense of rotting excitement at the possibility of learning more about her ‘affair’.

	 

	Maybe I could find out where that taxi driver lives and watch his place just in case. That could be a start to learning something about whoever the guy is. Or I could book his cab myself and subtly quiz him about Lanie, see what he knows. Or if it’s not him, then maybe see if he’s heard anything about her. See if he lets anything slip.

	 

	Something knocks against my window and I jump in my seat.

	 

	Old Mr. Talbot, peers in and gestures for me to lower the glass.

	 

	“You alright?” he asks and then peers back over his shoulder at Lanie’s house.

	 

	“Yeah,” I sigh and shove the key in the ignition.

	 

	“Look, tell me to mind my own business, but I couldn’t help hearing some of what you two were arguing about back there.”

	 

	“We weren’t really arguing,” I lie, embarrassed that now it seems even he knows of my shame.

	 

	“I know how tough affairs of the heart can be,” he says, “Women can so easily hurt us guys.”

	 

	“Yeah,” I say.

	 

	“Look, if I can help you in any way,” he shrugs and peers back at the house again, “I’d be happy to. You’re a nice young man. And I’m in that house a lot of the time. I could even speak to her for you,” he shrugs.

	 

	What good does he think that would do?

	 

	“Or maybe if you’re worried that she’s still seeing whoever it is, I could do some detective work for you. Check her phone, something like that. See if there’s any messages or photos of them together, or whatever

	 

	Does he really want to help me?

	 

	“If you know her passcode for her phone,” he shrugs, “Just let me have it and I’ll see what I can do.”

	 

	 


Chapter 17 - Bull's Eye Views
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	Phil Hastings

	 

	“Tell me you love me,” her sexy voice whispers through the speakers of my new BMW. The car isn’t as big as the 8 series I had at one time, but the leather interior around me still smells showroom fresh. I’m on the up again.

	 

	“Come on sweetie,” I sigh as the car crawls along the leafy lane of the caravan site. I’m looking out for Huey’s motor. “You’re not helping here, Shiloh. I’m trying to drive,” I squint through the tinted window again. Outside, the sun is high, and the sky a clear blue. But I bet it’s still cold out there.

	 

	“Just tell me,” she says and giggles.

	 

	“What about your husband?” I ask in the hope that a reminder she’s fucking married might back her up a bit. I only saw the girl on Saturday at Traders.

	 

	“He’s right here,” she says again and her voice turns thick.

	 

	“So should you be talking that way in front of him?” Dirty girl. I peer at the plot away to my left, a couple of kids playing together on the decking. I’m sure this is the right area, it’s not that big of a site. His van’s got to be close. He said fourth one on the left-hand side.

	 

	I keep moving.

	 

	“He likes me to talk this way with you. I love you Phil. Now you tell me.”

	 

	“Shiloh baby, look I gotta go. I’ll call you,” I shake my head and hang up. She’s a great fuck and smart too, but jeez, not when I’m lost.

	 

	I pass Huey’s SUV before I recognize it in my rearview mirror. Probably because there was another motor close to it. Someone else is here too? I thought it would be just him and me. Maybe Grace and her husband didn’t leave yet. He mentioned they were holidaying there at some point.

	 

	I visualize the auburn-haired Scarlett Johanson look-a-like again. I haven’t seen that hottie in a while.

	 

	I reverse back and pull up next to whoever’s Ford it is, and then get out.

	 

	“Bro!” the bearded Huey in a sloppy green hoodie comes across his decking to meet me.

	 

	“Hey H,” I grin and shake his hand.

	 

	“Saw you idle past a moment ago,” he says, still shaking mine, “I was coming out to wave you back but you beat me to it.”

	 

	“Grace and Spens still here?” I nod at the Ford.

	 

	“They’re inside, just packing ready to leave,” Huey nudges his glasses back up the bridge of his nose with a knuckle. He beckons me to follow him past a table and chairs on the creaking wood decking and towards the caravan.

	 

	Looks a decent size. Hopefully, it’ll be as smart inside as he claims. I need something nice to tempt Sophie with for a few nights away. If I’m going to keep her working on her daughter too and ever get the pair of them back to fucking Traders.

	 

	“Come on,” Huey holds the door open and invites me to go inside first.

	 

	“Pretty spacious,” I peer around a comfortable combined living and dining area with a flat-screen TV and cozy, pale yellow sofa. It could maybe do with some finishing touches here and there to spruce it up, but it’ll be enough for Sophie. That husband of hers didn’t take her anywhere fancy in years. She should be as happy as a pig in shit here for a night or two.

	 

	“And this is the kitchen,” Huey says and indicates to the right. “You think Sophie will like it?”

	 

	“Oh yeah,” I nod. But the kitchen’s not a whole lot bigger than the one in that shithole apartment I was staying in for months. It’s smarter though.

	 

	“So we’ve got a ‘Guest’ bedroom here on the left,” Huey knocks on the door, “Guys? I’ve got Phil here to take a look around. He’s thinking of bringing one of his fancy women here for a couple of nights.”

	 

	“Er, I don’t know how ‘fancy’ Sophie Machin is,” I roll my eyes at him “The lengths a guy has to go to for that fucking boss of ours.”

	 

	“Tell me about it,” Huey sighs.

	 

	“Oh, er, Hey Phil,” Spens answers the door but I gaze beyond him.

	 

	Grace, in a pair of tight white leggings and sneakers, leans over a small open suitcase on the bed. She’s ‘packing’ alright. In more ways than one. She straightens up and smiles at me.

	 

	Fit as fuck. Great legs and ass.

	 

	“I’d come through and give you a hug,” I say to her, “but it looks a bit of a squeeze in there.”

	 

	She laughs and he smiles.

	 

	“You can kiss her when she’s finished packing,” Huey winks at me, “Right, Spens?”

	 

	The kid laughs again but this time looks embarrassed.

	 

	“Let me show you the bathroom and Master bedroom,” Huey beckons me away.

	 

	“Fuck, I’d forgotten how hot that girl is,” I lower my voice as I stick my head into the bathroom and inspect the shower, toilet, and basin. Not bad.

	 

	“Should have seen it last night,” his chapped lips form a letter ‘O’ in the center of his reddish beard.

	 

	“You were with them? I thought they’d come here to get away from you,” I grin at him.

	 

	“They had the first part of the week here to themselves,” he whispers, “so letting their landlord dip his wick was the least they could for one night of their stay.”

	 

	“Sounds good,” I say and mean it. We need her as a regular at the club. “They said anything else lately about another visit to Traders?”

	 

	“I’m still working on it,” he keeps his voice quiet and leads me down the hallway toward the far end of the van, “She’s nervous, and he’s not keen on her committing to anything. But you should have heard her getting off on it last night when I was goading her about going there,” he grins and opens the door to the other bedroom.

	 

	“Richmond keeps asking,” I say and the smile slides off Huey’s face.

	 

	“Yeah, I know,” he nods.

	 

	“Black walls?” I peer at the interior of this other bedroom and then at him.

	 

	“What can I tell you?” he shrugs, “I’m a kinky cunt.”

	 

	“You’re certainly a cunt,” I say but then point at the unmade bed. There’s a huge pink dildo and a leather paddle lying there.

	 

	“Oops,” he says, “She loves those. And he loves to see her get them. I’ll make sure they’re hidden well away before you bring Sophie here.”

	 

	“If you would.”

	 

	“Hey, you fancy a DP with her before they leave? I’m pretty sure I could talk them into it”

	 

	“I don’t know if I’ve got time,” I shake my head but slide my phone from my pocket. I swipe the screen to check how long I’ve got. I don’t want to be later getting to Sophie’s than I promised. I don’t need her pissed with me before I even get the chance to talk to her about Rachel again.

	 

	“We won’t take long over Grace, Bro,” he shrugs, “Come on, I could go again.”

	 

	“I’ve only got about fifteen minutes,” I say.

	 

	“More than enough,” he elbows me, “Guys?” he yells down the van, “You want to come down here?”

	 

	Spens appears first, with his hottie a few steps behind him. She smoothes that long auburn hair behind an ear.

	 

	“So Phil and I were wondering…,” Huey brandishes the paddle. He holds it in one hand and slaps his other palm with it.

	 

	“Hu-ey!” Grace squeals and gapes at him.

	 

	“OK, so we won’t use this,” Huey shrugs and tosses the paddle to the bed.

	 

	The guy isn’t the smoothest fucking operator.

	 

	“But what do you say?” he shrugs at them, “You, me and Phil? A quickie before everyone has to leave?”

	 

	“I’m nearly packed to leave,” Grace pouts but she feeds her hair through her fingers some more.

	 

	The blushing Spens glances at his wife. “I guess we don’t have anything in particular to rush back for,” he mumbles at her.

	 

	“Great,” Huey reaches for her wrist and pulls her closer. He runs a hand over her ass, “So let’s get our clothes off,” he gestures at Spens to close the bedroom door.

	 

	I smile at her. I’m gonna enjoy getting up her again. I undo my belt and pants, conscious not to take too long. Huey does the same while the kid helps his wife take off her sneakers and clothes.

	 

	And then, when she’s in the buff, she looks like a fucking movie star and I’ve got my pants down and my dick out too. Grace sneaks a look at it but Huey gestures her onto the unmade bed.

	 

	“Go on all fours,” he tells her breathlessly then with his dick out too he looks over at me. “Heads or tails?”

	 

	“Huey!” she squeals at him again from her hands and knees but she sways her ass, “Don’t be so crude.”

	 

	“Tail be good,” I say and grin at her. I move toward her with my dick in one hand. Then I run the other hand over the smooth orbs of her upturned cheeks. She’s got one or two little raised marks on her there though. Maybe from the paddle last night?

	 

	“You want to use it on her?” Huey sees what I’m looking at and offers me the leather ‘weapon’.

	 

	“You two OK with that?” I ask the couple and they both nod.

	 

	Huey moves to the other side of the bed and offers his tool to Grace’s face.

	 

	“Mmm,” she reaches for it with one hand and plants big kisses all over the head.

	 

	“Can you try not to use the paddle too much on my butt, Phil?” Grace peers back with his tool in one hand, “It’s sore. Do my hips or my boobs if you can reach them.”

	 

	“Sure,” I say and I’m impressed how she knows what she wants. I rest the paddle back on the bed for a second while I grip both her hips and ease my cock right up her wet pussy.“Oh, fucking yeah.”

	 

	“Uhh,” she groans and sucks hard on Huey.

	 

	I screw myself further up her hole.

	 

	“Mmmnng,” she eases back at me.

	 

	I grip her left hip tight then grab the paddle with my right. I slap her right hip and she bucks but keeps pushing back, keeps gorging on H’s dick. I lean forward, down and around a little, without wanting to get too close to Huey, but take aim at her swaying tits. Cute pink nipples. All hard. I smack the leather across her flesh there and the cracking sound fills Huey’s bedroom.

	 

	Love that.

	 

	Grace moans, her tits reddened and her holes stuffed.

	 

	In the corner of my left eye, Spens moves a little, mouth hanging as he stares and jacks.

	 

	I slap at Grace’s swinging tits again as they beat together and then her hip and she moans. Then again and she shoves her hips back hard against me, she grinds her body into mine.

	 

	“You like to see her used this way, Champ?” I say over my shoulder and smack his wife’s tits again. Her nipples are like stalks.

	 

	“Yeah,” he grunts and keeps jacking.

	 

	“Like to see her as the filling in a fuck sandwich?”

	 

	“Oh yeah.”

	 

	“Check her feet out back there too Phil,” Huey gasps as he’s sucked, “They’re cute as fuck,” he groans, but feet don’t do a massive amount for me.

	 

	“Pull my hair,” she moans but Huey beats me to it and grabs a handful.

	 

	I swap the paddle to my left hand and swipe upward from a different direction. Then at her other hip.

	 

	She mumbles around Huey’s groin and looks like she’s struggling to coordinate her rhythm between my thrusts and his. But she’s panting, gripping Huey’s cock with one hand while she grinds herself on mine. Moving her lovely firm body back, her tits and hips reddening more with each slap of this leather.

	 

	“Uh Gracie, uh,” Spens grunts from somewhere behind me and I guess the kid came.

	 

	His wife is next, crying and sobbing and almost fucking hysterical around Huey’s dick, her pussy clenching mine tight as she’s pounded back and forth between us.

	 

	Fuck this. I need to get done and on to Sophie’s. I toss the paddle onto the bed alongside her and grip her upturned cheeks with both hands. Slap and slap and slap my dick into her. Dirty little bitch, oh, yeah, of yeah. “Gonna cum in her Champ, gonna cum right inside your sexy wife right now.”

	 

	I’m late reaching Sophie’s from Huey’s van. I called her on the way though, to tell her I had a ‘meeting’ overrun. I park up the road from her drive even though with her husband gone now there’s probably no need to worry about what the neighbors might say. Force of habit I guess.

	 

	Sophie didn’t sound happy on the phone, but she answers the door in a fitted turquoise dress that shows her cleavage and her nylon-clad legs. She’s done her hair and makeup nice too. Good signs.

	 

	“You look beautiful,” I say as she invites me in and actually, she looks like she lost a little weight since I last came here. I almost go in for a hug but then remember Grace, and wish I’d remembered to wash my fucking hands and face before I left that caravan. I’m bound to smell of perfume. If not pussy.

	 

	“I’ve missed you,” I say and let her lead me down her hallway.

	 

	She exaggerates the swagger of that big ass which is a giveaway that she should be receptive.

	 

	“So how’ve you been?” I ask as I follow.

	 

	“You sure you even care?” she says over her shoulder.

	 

	“Of course, I care. You know how busy I am lately.”

	 

	“Hmm,” she faces me in her kitchen with a frown and her back against the sink and the window behind her.

	 

	“Sophie, we’ll still trying to absorb the new clubs Richmond bought, I’m trying to run my  construction firm too and you know I just moved home again.”

	 

	“You’ve never invited me to your new apartment,” she pouts.

	 

	“But I thought you and the guy next door were…,” I leave the rest of the sentence hanging so she can explain herself.

	 

	“Philip you know I’d have helped you with your new home if you’d asked me to.”

	 

	“And you’ll see the place,” I hold her shoulders, “As soon as I’m settled in there. Meantime, I want to take you away somewhere nice. To the coast.”

	 

	“Philip, don’t,” she eases free from me and back to the sink again.

	 

	“Come on Sophe. No couple can be as close as you and I were without missing the hell out of one another, can they?”

	 

	“I know why you’re here,” she says and crosses her arms over that big bust.

	 

	I wonder if she’d enjoy them ‘paddled’ like young Grace. She’s always liked it pretty rough.

	 

	“Come on Sophie,” I say and try to hold her again.

	 

	“Rachel hasn’t said ‘Yes’ to Traders and so you want me to do your dirty work,” her mouth tightens into a small hole.

	 

	I pull her to me and have to risk her detecting another woman’s scent. She’s warm and soft (if tense) in my arms, but not as firm as Grace.

	 

	Sophie still gives me the horn though. Same as her daughters do. “I just want you to encourage Rachel a little,” I say and kiss the end of her nose. Then her forehead. “That way I can have you back where I’m guaranteed to see you regular. Whenever I’m working and you’re there too.”

	 

	“Hmm,” she gives me a doubting look but doesn’t try to push me away, “You sure it isn’t just Rachel you want to see?”

	 

	“Rachel’s a girl. You’re all woman,” I kiss her lips and feel her ass.

	 

	“Phil Hastings you’re full of shit,” she says but she almost laughs.

	 

	“I mean it Baby,” I squeeze her tight to me, let my swollen dick rest against her.

	 

	If she can smell Grace on me she’s not saying.

	 

	“And don’t call me baby,” she says and her bottom lip sticks out.

	 

	“Why not?” I grin at her, “You always used to like it when I did.”

	 

	“Well, I’m not your baby anymore.”

	 

	“You sure about that?” I lift her chin and make her look right at me.

	 

	Sophie nods, but there’s a hint of a smile on one corner of her mouth.

	 

	“There’s my baby again,” I say and kiss her forehead.

	 

	She can’t stop the smile from spreading and I press my lips to hers again.

	 

	After a moment or two though she breaks away from me. “Philip, I can’t.”

	 

	Oh, for fuck sake.

	 

	“Of course you can,” I pull her back and run my fingers through her hair, snag them there the way she likes.

	 

	Sophie moans.

	 

	“Huey said me and you can borrow his holiday home on the coast. I want to take you away there for the night,” I say and lick around her ear. “Maybe two nights.”

	 

	“When?”

	 

	“Whenever you want. When I’m not working.”

	 

	“Just you and me?”

	 

	“Course,” I take her left hand then lead her over to her kitchen table and I sit. I pat my lap for her to sit there.

	 

	She sinks on my dick and it stiffens. She’s got suspenders on. She curls an arm around my neck. “It’s ages since I’ve been to the coast,” she says.

	 

	“I remembered,” I say, “See, I always listen to you.”

	 

	“I thought you didn’t want me anymore,” she says and her gray-blue eyes - just like Rachel’s - fill up.

	 

	Shit, I don’t want tears from her. I just want her agreement and maybe my dick sucked too before I leave.

	 

	“Of course I want you. And I should have told you,” I say and act serious. “I thought it would be kinder to stay away while you were grieving…and then when I heard about you and the guy next door too. But how I acted wasn’t fair. To you or me.”

	 

	“You sound like you can’t live without me,” Sophie laughs but she’s looking right at me.

	 

	Woah. Let’s not go fucking overboard.

	 

	“Don’t you go embarrassing me now,” I say and look away from her.

	 

	“Philip, you can be such a softie.”

	 

	I push up a little with my hips. To let her feel it.

	 

	“Well, not every part of you,” she says and peers over her shoulder to her ass.

	 

	“I can’t help it,” I laugh, “My Sophie always did turn me on.”

	 

	“You’re so dirty,” she gives me that slutty look of hers.

	 

	“You know what I used to love you doing?” I ask her and my dick is hard now under her.

	 

	“I can imagine,” she rolls her eyes.

	 

	“I used to love it when you’d kneel at my feet and rub yourself off on my leg,” I stroke the side of her hip and look right into her eyes.

	 

	“When I’d humiliate myself for you, you mean?” she rolls her eyes.

	 

	“Yeah, but you always looked so horny doing it,” I kiss her again and move my hand from her hip to her thigh. “Hotter than anything I ever see at Traders.”

	 

	“This dress is tight,” she says and peers down at her torso, “I’d have to pull it right up first.”

	 

	Yesss.

	 

	“Go on Sophe, do it again for me now. Will you?”

	 

	She gets off me and stands, peering down at me with that dirty smile again. Then she inches her dress up her thighs. Stocking tops then suspenders and flesh in my face.

	 

	“Fuck Sophie,” I moan and reach forward to stroke her skin.

	 

	“Shall I leave my heels on?”

	 

	“Yeah,” I say and lean right back in the seat. It creaks as I work my zipper down. I pull out my dick while Sophie gets her pussy settled on the top of my right shoe, her inner thighs clamped around either side of that leg.

	 

	“Ooh,” she reaches for my dick with both hands, “It’s been so long since I saw this,” she feeds it to her mouth and begins to slide up and down on the front of my ankle, my lower shin.

	 

	“You look so hot Sophe. Oh yeah.”

	 

	Sophie murmurs around my dick and grinds her pussy on the top of my shoe and lower leg.

	 

	“Got to get you back in Traders again,” I say and lean forward right over her. I stroke her bare ass cheeks on either side of her suspender straps. “Properly this time though. With or without Rachel.” I lie about that last part. Just to encourage her some more. “But Richmond might want you both before he’d agree. Uhh, like I said.”

	 

	“Mmm,” Sophie groans on my dick, “I’ll get her to.”

	 

	Something slams and Sophie nearly bites my cock off.

	 

	Fuck me. “Who’ll that be?” I glance at the kitchen door.

	 

	“Sophie?” a male calls in a sing-song voice.

	 

	“Dennis,” she gasps and struggles to dismount my shin, “He’s got his own key! He’s supposed to be at his drama class!”

	 

	 


Chapter 18 - Too Much to Bear
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	Dennis Talbot

	 

	“Only me,” I call from the hallway and hang up my anorak. I enjoy this new freedom to come and go as I please. Pity she took so long to give me my own key. The lights are on in the kitchen, so I ignore the living room and head down the hallway.

	 

	“Dennis..,” she appears with a smile before I reach the door. She’s hot-faced and her dress creased around her wide hips. A tight turquoise dress. A lot of tit on show.

	 

	“What? What’s he doing doing here?” I point beyond her, to Philip fucking Hastings, sat as bold as brass at the kitchen table.

	 

	Where did he hide his car outside?

	 

	Wait. Are the tight dress and tits for him? Have she and him been…? In her fucking kitchen?

	 

	She wouldn’t. Not after what I said to her the last time that cunt came here.

	 

	“Hey Den,” he smirks up at me, “I could ask you the same thing, couldn’t I? Weren’t you supposed to be a your dress-up class, or something tonight?”

	 

	“Phil, don’t,” Sophie shakes her head at him.

	 

	“It’s called fucking 'drama',” I stare at him. Philistine. “And I’ve got my own key,” I hold up what Sophie gave me. She looks so sheepish though. And she’s got a lot of makeup on. And they better not be fucking stockings. “Sophie, what’s he doing here?” I repeat but turn my attention back to him.

	 

	“He..,” she hesitates, “Phil just came to see me about …about something to do with Rachel. I didn’t know he was coming.”

	 

	“I think you need to go,” I glare at him, “Me and Sophie have got talking to do.”

	 

	“Sophie was about to get me a beer, weren’t you Sophe?” he grins up at her.

	 

	I hate the bastard. Him and his fancy fucking clothes and cars. I should tell him to stand up and then punch him on the nose. But he’s a big man. Much younger than me. “Sophie, are you going to tell him to go?” I ask her.

	 

	“Dennis, I’ll come round to your house in a minute,” she says and ushers me out of the room with her, “I won’t be long. I promise I’ll explain everything.”

	 

	“I’m only leaving because I care about Sophie,” I yell at him over my shoulder, “But you wouldn’t know anything about caring for a woman, would you?”

	 

	“Is that right?” he laughs from her kitchen table, “Nightie night Dennis,” he waves at me.

	 

	I should refuse and insist the bastard leaves. If I was younger, I fucking would. “Don’t bother yourself coming to the door,” I hiss at Sophie halfway down her hallway, “I’ll see myself out. But by God, girl you’ve got some explaining to do to me later.”

	 

	Back home I slam my front door and toss my keys on the shelf.

	 

	Again! She’s had him there in her house with her again! I pace the living room with clenched fists.

	 

	She doesn’t hear from him for weeks on end and then he turns up again on her doorstep! Just because he feels like it. And the bitch was all dressed up for him.

	 

	What if he wants to get back with her? Like they were before Harry died?

	 

	But she’s told me she never would. Hastings dumped her right when she was going through all her grief about Harry. And who was the mug who had to pick up the pieces and put her back together? Me. Dennis ‘Soft touch’ Talbot, that’s who.

	 

	Well, I warned her the last time she had him in her house what would happen if she ever did it again.

	 

	I open the curtains and crane my neck. I peer up the street to the left to see if there’s a BMW up there. Where he always used to hide it.

	 

	There is! Sneaky fucker!

	 

	But it doesn’t look like the same one. He’s always changing his cars though. I bet that’s his. No wonder I missed it out there before.

	 

	Why did he want to speak to her about Rachel? Or did she just make that bit up to get rid of me? I can’t believe she’s fucking done this to me again.

	 

	I pace the living room some more. If he’s saying how sorry he is for running out on her when she needed him, then she might swallow his bullshit. I know how soft she is.

	 

	Then what would I do?

	 

	The thought of her wanting her key back… of not wanting me around there anymore…of my life going back to the way it was before….watching her coming and going from there with him…watching young Lanie coming and going and only from a distance again….

	 

	Mounting panic gives way again to anger and I head for the kitchen. A glass of sherry to steady my nerves.

	 

	I take the drink back into the living room and nurse it. Then a few minutes later, a car starts up outside on the street. I hurry to the window and peer out.

	 

	It’s him. Leaving. And then my doorbell rings.

	 

	Sophie.

	 

	Fuck her. She can stew. I’ll go round there when I’m good and ready to talk.

	 

	The bell rings again.

	 

	“Dennis, it’s Sophie,” She calls through the letterbox, “Let me in. I can explain everything.”

	 

	I ignore her and turn the TV on.

	 

	I wait until she’s gone and I’ve finished my drink, then I pour myself another. My head still swims with images of what I saw in her kitchen. The way she was dressed and made up, her tits on show to that guy. The guilt and embarrassment on her face. His smarminess.

	 

	I’ll make her ‘explain’ herself alright. I glug the remains of the sherry and grab my keys. You’ve got this coming, Sophie Machin.

	 

	This time I use her doorbell instead of my key.

	 

	Her shape emerges beyond the frosted glass of her front door and she’s patting her hair.

	 

	She opens the door in jeans and a tight red jumper. Her makeup is smudged now like she’s been crying.

	 

	“Why didn’t you use your key?” she sniffles and stands back to let me inside, “And why didn’t you answer your door to me before?”

	 

	“I didn’t hear you at the door,” I say and hold out the front door key she gave me. “Here,” I say, “You might as well have this back. Give it to your fancy man.”

	 

	I don’t want to give it up and I don’t want her to take it. But I need to make a fucking point. This has to stop.

	 

	And I want to hurt her.

	 

	“I don’t want it back, Dennis,” she shakes her head and closes my fingers around the key. “Let me get you a drink,” she beckons me down the hallway toward her kitchen.

	 

	“It’s pointless me having a key now,” I say and toss it on her kitchen table, “You obviously prefer to carry on with someone as unreliable as Hastings, rather than be loyal to me.”

	 

	“I don’t want to ‘carry on’ with him Dennis,” she tries to take my hand.

	 

	“You know that nine times out of ten, whenever you need a man like him,” I say, “He won’t be there for you. Even if he lived right on your doorstep like I do, he’d never be there when you needed him. Would he?”

	 

	“I know Dennis, believe me. I know.”

	 

	“You think he’ll be here for you when you need the plumbing fixed, or a fuse blows? Like I always am?”

	 

	“No, I don’t,” she shakes her head and lowers her eyes.

	 

	“Would he drive you to get your groceries every week?” I don’t let up, “Or just keep you company watching TV at night while your daughters are out God knows where?”

	 

	“Please take your key back,” she says and picks it up off the table. She holds it out to me and her eyes have filled up, “I want you to have it. I feel safer when you do.”

	 

	“So that’s all I am, is it? A safety net?”

	 

	“No, of course not.”

	 

	“Why don’t you just give it to him?” I say again with a shrug, and I refuse again to take the key.

	 

	“I don’t want Phil to have a key,” she’s close to tears.

	 

	Good.

	 

	“Look how he let you down the last time he went missing,” I press home my advantage.

	 

	“I know, I know he did.”

	 

	“And now you’ve let me down,” I shake my head and look away from her. “Again.” I give her a big sigh and a pained look. “I can’t believe you’ve done it to me again. You’ve had him in your house. After everything I had to say to you the last time. After everything you promised me then.”

	 

	“I know Dennis, I know. I shouldn’t have let him in.”

	 

	“And dressed like a tramp for him too,” I glance at the outline of her tits in the red jumper that she’s changed into.

	 

	“I put the pretty dress on to surprise you,” she says and tries to take my hand, “And the nylons. I thought I’d come around and see you in them when you got back from your drama class.”

	 

	“But now he’s gone the sexy clothes have too,” I glare at her and don’t believe her lies.

	 

	“The moment was spoiled,” she says and now she is crying.

	 

	Because she knows she upset me? Or because of what happened between her and him?

	 

	“Well, you don’t look so pretty now your makeup’s run all over your face, do you?” I can’t stop myself, “What are you crying for?”

	 

	“Because you’re angry with me,” she says.

	 

	“Because of Hastings, more like,” I say and cross my arms.

	 

	“It’s not because of him, Dennis,” she shakes her head and tries to wrap her arms around me. Her big tits in the jumper are soft and warm against me.

	 

	“You sure about that?” I look down my nose at her. Her pleading is sexy though.

	 

	“I promise. Have your key back Dennis, please,” one of her hands leaves my shoulder and her arm reaches to the table for the key. She slips it into a pocket of my pants. Her hand lingers inside there, near my balls.

	 

	“I don’t expect to ever see you all dressed up in front of men like him,” I say and hold her hips. “You’re mine.”

	 

	“It won’t happen again,” she shakes her head and smiles up at me, “I know guys like Philip can’t be relied on. I don’t want him to come between me and you.”

	 

	My dick is hard.

	 

	“I should put you over my knee this time,” I look right into her eyes. My glasses have steamed up a little.

	 

	“Promises promises,” she gives me a little smile and rubs herself against me.

	 

	“You’re sure nothing happened between you two when he was here?”

	 

	“Of course not,” she pouts.

	 

	“Pull your jeans and knickers down,” I say and extract myself from her embrace. “You need a spanking.”

	 

	“Not here,” Sophie giggles, “Upstairs,” she glances at the ceiling.

	 

	“You get yourself up there,” I say and grab myself a beer from her fridge.

	 

	Then with Sophie gone to ready herself and me feeling better, I glance down at the kitchen seat that Hastings sat in earlier. That smarmy bastard didn’t get what I’m about to, did he?

	 

	Upstairs, I find her in her bedroom. She’s sat on the edge of her bed with her jeans and panties already around her ankles.

	 

	My dick thickens.

	 

	“Stand up and get your titties out for me too,” I point with the beer can.

	 

	Sophie smiles and stands. “Aren’t you going to close the door first?” She shows her trimmed slit and pulls her red jumper up to her black bra.

	 

	I push the door with the back of my foot but don’t bother to close it.

	 

	“Leave the jumper pulled right up,” I say and take another mouthful of beer, “Just pull those juicy melons right out for me.”

	 

	Sophie grunts with her slit exposed as she drags the jumper up as high as her throat. Then she struggles but tugs the bottom of each bra cup up over her big ripe breasts and they squeeze free.

	 

	“Right,” I say and sit on her bed, I run a hand over her big bare behind, “Over my knee.”

	 

	Pouting as if she doesn’t want this, she gets down like I ask and rests her bare belly on my lap.

	 

	That feels good.

	 

	I stroke her warm upturned buttocks. “Move up higher,” I say firmly, “I don’t want your tits squashed under you. I want them hanging down over the other side of my thighs, where I can squeeze them.”

	 

	“Oh Dennis,” she complains but wriggles on me to do what I say.

	 

	“I’ll show you what happens to you when you encourage men like him behind my back,” I grab her tits with one hand and slap her rump with the other.

	 

	“Ooh,” she gasps and her tits shudder in my hand. She reaches for her slapped cheek, “I didn’t encourage him.”

	 

	“Liar,” I slap her again and both big cheeks wobble. I squeeze her tits hard and my dick pokes at my pants.

	 

	I smack her again and she squirms on my lap. Nice. Then again until both her cheeks are bright pink. I squeeze a hand right down between her cheeks and burrow lower, forcing a couple of fingers right into her hot pussy.

	 

	Streaming like always.

	 

	“Uhh, mmm,” she purrs on my lap and her nipples harden.

	 

	I pull my hand away from her pussy and wipe my wet index finger around the crinkled resistance of her puckered asshole.

	 

	Something slams downstairs and then footsteps creak on the stairs.

	 

	“Lanie’s back!” Sophie twists on my lap, she tries to push up and off me, “Why didn’t you close the door properly?”

	 

	“Stay where you are,” I hold her down firm and smack her flushed rear end again, “It’ll do that surly daughter of yours no harm to see what happens to disobedient females in this house.”

	 

	“Dennis, stop it!” she yells and squirms from my grip and up to her feet. Bare from the waist down she stuffs her left tit back under her bra.

	 

	“Mom, for God’s sake!” Lanie peers in red-faced from the doorway and then pulls the door closed fast and hard. “Can’t you even keep the door closed?” She yells from somewhere on the landing. “It’s disgusting. You make me sick! How can you even do that with him?”

	 

	“We were just…,” Sophie calls back but then she dries up. She shovels her other tit away and drags her pants and knickers up.

	 

	“Leave her,” I gesture at her from the edge of her bed, “We’ve got every right to…”

	 

	“Dennis it’s her house too,” Sophie sighs and hurriedly checks her hair before going to the bedroom door, “Lanie, come here,” she says, “I want to talk to you.”

	 

	“Well, I don’t want to talk to you,” the girl yells but sounds closer than I expect.

	 

	I better try to adjudicate.

	 

	I sigh and get up from the bed with my dick softening in my pants.

	 

	“Hey, come on you two,” I smile at the precocious, but very beautiful little minx facing off with her mother on the landing. She’s in tight black leggings, “Let’s not have any unpleasantness," I say.

	 

	“Don’t even speak, Dennis,” the girl scowls at me then pecks at her phone with her thumbs, “The pair of you make me sick. I’ve got to get out of this house.”

	 

	“Melanie, you’ve only just come home,” Sophie sighs.

	 

	“Yeah, and now I’m going out again,” the kid says and turns with her phone pressed to an ear. It’s impossible not to stare at her behind. “And don’t call me Melanie!” she yells.

	 

	Sophie sighs and goes after Lanie towards the kid’s room.

	 

	The girl needs a good thrashing too.

	 

	My dick firms up.

	 

	“Hey,” she says softly into her phone as she reaches her door, “It’s Lanie. Are you able to pick me up?”

	 

	“Where are you going at this time of night?” Sophie follows her into her room.

	 

	I take the opportunity and quickly smell my fingers to console myself for the interruption.

	 

	“I’m not sure yet,” the girl says from her room but I don’t know if she’s talking to the phone, or her Mom, “I’ve just to get out of here, Trevor.”

	 

	 


Chapter 19 - Invitation Only
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	Trevor

	 

	“I’ll see you soon, Dad,” I hug his frail body again in his gloomy hallway, “You look after yourself. I’ll give you a call next week, OK?”

	 

	“That’s fine Trevor. Thanks for coming to see your old man. At least someone gives a shit.”

	 

	I ignore the thinly veiled attack on my brother. The son who’s always ‘too busy’ with his legal career and I wave goodbye to my Dad.

	 

	“You sure you don’t got a girlfriend yet?” he shouts after me like he didn’t already ask me once this afternoon. That same question I get asked every time I see him now. But I’m surprised my pressed shirt and clean jeans haven’t given the game away to him tonight. I’m on my way directly from here to a first date. “No Dad. But when I do, then you’ll be first to hear about her.”

	 

	“And see her too I hope,” he shouts, “You need someone to take care of you again when I’m not around no more.”

	 

	“You’re going nowhere any time soon,” I wave again and get into my cab.

	 

	He never says it, but I’m certain he’d be perfectly happy if me and McKenzie’s Mom got back together again.

	 

	But he’s not the one who had to live with the witch first time around, is he?

	 

	One thing’s for sure. The old man wouldn’t feel the same affection anymore for his granddaughter’s best friend. He knew Lanie when she was a kid. He’d be fucking horrified if he knew what I’d done with her.

	 

	But then again, sometimes so am I.

	 

	Except when I cut myself some slack and just enjoy the memory. I smile to myself and check my watch. If he saw that ‘kid’ now, maybe the old man would understand exactly how it could have happened.

	 

	I pop a couple of acid tablets for my gut and then start the engine. I refocus my thoughts on ‘Jennifer’ tonight. I’m still in plenty of time to get into town to meet her. Let’s hope she’s at least a little like her online profile. That would make a change from the last couple of first dates. I’ll have around three hours with her before I need to leave and start my shift.

	 

	I arrive in town where it’s quiet like most Sunday early evenings, especially at this time of the year. I park up behind the bus terminal with a few minutes to spare and then a short while later find the pretty brunette nurse already waiting at ‘The Manor’ cocktail bar.

	 

	She’s a pleasant surprise. And not just her big brown eyes and slender figure. She has an infectious laugh and soon seems as interested in hearing about my life as a divorced cab driver as she is at ease talking about hers. It doesn’t take me too long to start wondering how her ex could have walked out on a woman like this and their two teenage boys.

	 

	Or what her ex’s ‘other woman’ must be like.

	 

	Jennifer tells me her boys are staying with friends overnight and a little later when I ask her if she wants to move on to another bar for the last hour and a half or so before I have to start work, she surprises me again.

	 

	“Or we could go back to mine,” she shrugs and then sucks on her straw as she peers at me with those brown eyes.

	 

	Woah.

	 

	“Well yeah,” I say, “If you’d prefer to?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” she sucks again and nods her head.

	 

	I pay the bill as fast as I can and fifteen minutes later we’re in her first-floor apartment on the edge of town.

	 

	“Can I get you a drink?” she asks me near a chrome fridge that’s decorated with magnets from vacation destinations in her little kitchen.

	 

	“Coffee would be good,” I say.

	 

	And as she fixes that, she tells me a little about her apartment. About how long she’s been in it and what her neighbors are like. But even though I’m excited to be here with her (and for what I may be about to receive), I find myself wondering whether she invites every first date back here.

	 

	There are some things though that you shouldn’t ask a woman at a time like this.

	 

	My phone rings in my pocket and I pull it out to turn it off.

	 

	Lanie? We’ve had no contact since the morning I took her to get her nails done. The morning after that night.

	 

	“I better take this,” I hold the phone up to Jennifer and leave her kitchen for the hallway.

	 

	“Hi,” I say into the phone. She must need a ride. If she can wait a bit, I’ll do it.

	 

	“Hey,” she says and even one fucking word of her voice does something to me. “Are you able to pick me up?”

	 

	“I’m not working right now,” I say and glance back toward the kitchen and Jennifer, “I will be soon though. Where do you need to get to?”

	 

	“I’m not sure yet,” she says and sounds stressed, “I’ve just got to get out of here now, Trevor.”

	 

	“What’s up?” I glance at the kitchen again but Jennifer is scrolling her phone.

	 

	“It’s this place,” she says and a door there slams, “Home. Him from next door again. I need a ride into town. See if one of my girlfriends is working tonight at Patcher’s bar. I’ll drop by there and sit with her for a while. But I can’t reach her on the phone. The service there sucks. It doesn’t matter now Trevor, if you’re not working. I’ll call an Uber.”

	 

	Jeez, how crappy must it be for her at home if she wants to get out of there and just sit around watching her buddy work?

	 

	“Is everything OK?” Jennifer whispers and comes toward me from the kitchen with a mug of steaming coffee.

	 

	“Won’t be a second,” I mouth the phrase back at her and take the drink out of her hand. She smiles and I watch her slender hips as she walks back to her kitchen.

	 

	“Sorry,” Lanie says in my ear, “You’ve obviously got company. I’ll try someone else. Thanks anyway.”

	 

	“Wait,” I say hurriedly. I can’t turn this down. I have to see her. “Can you hang on for about twenty-five minutes? It’ll take me that long to get over to you.”

	 

	“I guess. But Trevor, you don’t have to. If you’re not even working right now.”

	 

	“It’s no problem. See you soon.” I take a single mouthful of coffee before I head through to the kitchen to tell Jennifer I can’t stay.

	 

	I drive back the way I came earlier tonight with part of me still wondering ‘why?’ I could have just told the girl I was busy. I could have stayed with my date and I’m certain I’d have gotten the good-looking Jennifer into bed.

	 

	But a way stronger pull wouldn’t let me. I couldn’t resist. Even if resistance is exactly what I should have offered.

	 

	Yeah Trevor, maybe you should have fucking resisted.

	 

	Even if you disregard the hurt you’d cause Kenzie if she ever found out what you did with her friend that night, do you honestly think a young kid Lanie Machin’s age sees you as anything other than a reliable old ride into town?

	 

	She was wasted that night in her bed. Off her head. You just happened to be there when she rebounded from her boyfriend. It could have been fucking anyone.

	 

	I pause at a junction and my mind drifts back to the journal of Lanie’s that I read when she was staying over at mine with Kenzie that time. How she’d written wondering whether she needed an ‘older’, more ‘experienced’ guy.

	 

	And what about later that same night? When I brought her and Kenzie home and my daughter teased her friend about a ‘crush’ she supposedly had on me when she was younger.

	 

	My heart rate is up, but that only confirms that what I’m feeling is the sorry obsession of an old guy who should know fucking better.

	 

	Even if the girl did have a ‘schoolgirl’ crush on me at one time, she’ll have rinsed that right out of her system now she’s all grown up. Right after she made the ‘mistake’ of inviting me into her bed.

	 

	But then again, if she thought that night was so awful, why try to book my cab now? And she was happy enough to let me take her to her nail appointment the morning after.

	 

	I pull away from the junction and then over a roundabout towards Lanie’s estate. No matter how often you’ve relived what happened in bed with the girl since then, any speculation now is irrelevant. She’s almost twenty-five years younger than you and she’s your daughter’s best friend. Forget it.

	 

	I pull up outside her home and pick up my phone.

	 

	‘Am outside now,’ I text and send it.

	 

	Lanie appears a moment or so later. She’s in a pale bomber jacket and tight jeans with little ankle boots.

	 

	Fuck me. I’m never prepared enough to see her.

	 

	“Hey,” she gets in with her golden-blonde hair all lush around her shoulders. And when she smiles – man, when she smiles... But she smells so good too. Like Jasmine and coconut.

	 

	“Trouble?” I gesture at her house with my head.

	 

	“Oh, my Mom and that pig from next door,” she groans and looks down to fasten her seat belt.

	 

	I laugh at her word choice for the neighbor and pull away.

	 

	“Thanks for coming for me anyway,” she looks across at me with those smoky blue eyes.

	 

	Don’t even think that way about her.

	 

	“No problem,” I shrug like it’s nothing to be here with her, “I was due to start work soon anyhow,” I smile and focus on the road.

	 

	“Have you been anywhere nice?” she asks and when I peer back across at her she indicates my shirt.

	 

	“Oh,” I laugh, “You mean ‘cos I’m not dressed like a tramp tonight?”

	 

	“I didn’t say that,” she laughs too.

	 

	“You didn’t have to,” I smile back.

	 

	“You weren’t on a date, were you?”

	 

	“I was actually,” I shrug and even though it’s a crazy notion I wonder if she might be jealous.

	 

	“Was she nice?” Lanie smiles and if she is jealous then she doesn’t show it.

	 

	“She was OK, yeah,” I nod.

	 

	But not nice enough to stop you wanting to race away from her like a fool for this young kid.

	 

	Lanie looks out at the night.

	 

	“How come you didn’t ask Roy to rescue you?”

	 

	“It’s complicated,” she sighs.

	 

	“Again?”

	 

	“Always,” she says.

	 

	I’d love to know if she’s told him about the night she and I got together. But I don’t want to mention that night to her. She might freak her out here in this ‘confined space’.

	 

	And you’re trying to act cool. Do you have any idea how ridiculous this is? She’s your daughter’s age!

	 

	“Here’s great,” she says a few minutes later and I pull the cab up on the side street right opposite the muted amber lights of Patcher’s bar. It’s a quiet spot that doesn’t get a lot of rowdy crowds.

	 

	“How much do I owe you?” Lanie pulls her purse from her leather shoulder bag.

	 

	“Forget it. You can buy me a drink when you start work. When you get that apprenticeship you were telling me about.”

	 

	“I can’t do that,” she shakes her head and colors up a bit, “I want to pay you now.”

	 

	“Well, I don’t want you to,” I wave her protests away. A free ride is the least I can do. “You don’t know whether your friend’s actually in there though?” I peer out at the night and the bar opposite. “What will you do if she isn’t?”

	 

	“I don’t know. But she probably will be,” Lanie shrugs.

	 

	Maybe it’s true what they say. The prettiest girls can be the loneliest.

	 

	Or maybe she’s just one of those people who prefer not to cultivate lots of friends. Plus I bet other girls see her as a threat around their boyfriends.

	 

	“I’ll wait here while you check inside,” I say to her.

	 

	“What do you mean?” Lanie peers at me over her shoulder with both her hands on the door handle.

	 

	“Well, if your friend’s not there, I can take you somewhere else,” I check my watch again. “My shift doesn’t start for another thirty minutes.”

	 

	“It’s OK. I can walk to wherever from here.”

	 

	“I wouldn’t let Kenzie walk around town on her own at night,” I shake my head.

	 

	“I do a lot of things Kenzie wouldn’t do,” Lanie looks right into my eyes.

	 

	Like sleep with an older guy?

	 

	“I’ll wait anyway,” I say and struggle to swallow. “I’ve got nothing better to do for the next half hour,” I smile at her and she smiles back.

	 

	And who knew a smile could give a guy a semi fucking erection?

	 

	Lanie gets out and I sit low in my seat to watch the sway of her hips and her legs in the tight jeans as she sashays up to the illuminated entrance. She smiles at the doorman. He nods his head and pulls the door open for her. Then he watches her tail as she disappears inside.

	 

	And as I start to wait, I give in again to the memory of that night in her bed. In all the detail I can muster. But an idea surfaces in my head.

	 

	Let’s just hope her friend isn’t inside there.

	 

	It’s less than five minutes before Lanie appears outside again and when she does, it’s started to rain. I blast my horn and she hurries over. I gesture her back inside.

	 

	“You friend not there?”

	 

	“She called in sick,” Lanie says but she doesn’t do her seatbelt backup. “Look, Trevor..”

	 

	“Listen, I’ve been thinking,” I interrupt her and ignore the internal voice of my better judgment. She looks right into my eyes again and it’s real hard to stay focused when she does. “I don’t like the thought of you wandering from place to place around town trying to find somewhere to hang out.”

	 

	“I’m a big girl,” she smiles, “I texted one of my other friends. She’s in town tonight too.”

	 

	“Oh,” my heart sinks. “Right.”

	 

	“What were you going to say?” her eyebrows rise.

	 

	“It doesn’t matter now,” I shrug.

	 

	Who was I trying to kid?

	 

	“No, tell me,” she reaches across and squeezes my arm.

	 

	Her touch electrifies me.

	 

	“Just that if you weren’t sure what to do now, then you’d be welcome to sit at mine while I’m working,” now I’m expressing the idea, the whole fucking thing sounds dumb. Why would a girl who looks like her…? I feel my face on fire. It’s probably fucking shining red. “You know,” I continue, to try and salvage what’s turning into a car crash of an invitation, “Watch TV, or try out the Playstation like you talked about.”

	 

	Brilliant. Now you’ve reminded her of Kenzie’s teasing about her ‘crush’, and Lanie supposedly admitting that she wanted to ‘Play with me’ on the console.

	 

	“I’m sure Freddy would love the company,” I add the comment about my dog in a last ditch attempt to save the situation. And to reduce my embarrassment.

	 

	“You wouldn’t mind?” Lanie’s eyebrows arch.

	 

	‘Mind?’

	 

	“No,” I shake my head and try not to laugh. “There’s plenty of food and drink in the apartment too and I can take you home as soon as I get back.”

	 

	“Or I could get an Uber,” she shrugs.

	 

	“No you won’t,” I smile at her, “I’ll drive you.”

	 

	Lanie gives me a big smile and then leans across and kisses the side of my face.

	 

	 


Chapter 20 - Lanie in Waiting
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	Trevor

	 

	“Do you want to talk about what happened at home?” I ask Lanie on the drive to mine and I turn the radio down. I glance over at her as I drive. Her long, golden-blonde hair and the pale purple bomber jacket with a tight black jumper beneath.

	 

	“Same as always,” Lanie sighs and looks upward. “Mom with that asshole Dennis from next door. But I know I shouldn’t just run out when it gets unbearable. I mean my little sister has to stay and put up with it. She has nowhere else to go. But she’s too young to appreciate half of what’s going on with Mom and him.”

	 

	What the hell is going on there?

	 

	“She’s safe though there, right?” I ask.

	 

	“Yeah. I’m sure my Mom’s the limit of his pathetic fixation. At least when I’m not home.”

	 

	“He’s got a fixation on you too?” I guess it would hardly be a surprise.

	 

	“I just hate the way he looks at me behind my Mom’s back. He claims he cares about her, but it’s bullshit. And I’ve told her he’s an asshole. I hate her being with him. It’s just a shitty situation.”

	 

	“I can imagine,” I nod and glance across at her again as I drive. The road ahead is clear. “I wouldn’t like Kenzie to feel the same way about her home life with her Mom,” I say. In fact, if I thought the witch’s’ live-in boyfriend was making eyes at my daughter, he’d get a kicking he’d never forget.

	 

	Lanie looks so miserable but still at the same time, so pretty.

	 

	“Well, you and Freddy will have no one at my place tonight to disturb you,” I say and smile at her, “You can both have the run of my apartment the whole evening.”

	 

	“I don’t think I’ll be doing much running around,” she smiles back at me, “But I guess Freddy might.”

	 

	“You can bet on it,” I say as my phone pings on the dash. I glance down to swipe at it and Jennifer’s name appears.

	 

	I’ll check her message later.

	 

	“Your date from earlier?” Lanie looks away from the dashboard and side-eyes me with a little smile.

	 

	I nod my head.

	 

	“You must have made a good impression.”

	 

	“You reckon?” I peer at her with a smile.

	 

	“Well yeah, if you already saw her tonight,” she shrugs.

	 

	“Unless she’s texted to say ‘Don’t ever contact me again’,” I grin at her and slow at a junction.

	 

	“I doubt that Trevor,” Lanie says and peers out into the night.

	 

	For a moment I wonder what she means, but I don’t ask. I choose something different to take the focus off me and my dating life.

	 

	“So what about Roy?” I clear my throat and hope she doesn’t think the question too prying, “You expecting to make up with him again?”

	 

	“Oh, I don’t know,” she half-sighs and half-groans but she doesn’t look my way. “I mean I do love him. But not in the way he wants. Not in the way he deserves.”

	 

	I try to imagine what she means but don’t want to ask outright. I would though, like to know if she ever confessed to him about that night.

	 

	“Does he know about..?” I begin but then dry up before I finish the question.

	 

	“Yeah,” she sighs again. “But that’s not the whole problem with me and him.”

	 

	“Oh, right,” I say and indicate to make a left turn. She did tell him.

	 

	“His reaction when I told him was part of what upset me.”

	 

	“Right,” I say mystified, but glance at her again to encourage more from her.

	 

	“I mean he was angry of course, but there was something else too,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“What was it?” I ask, confused.

	 

	“I don’t know,” she shakes her head, “Just kind of acting all weird and stuff.”

	 

	“I guess it must have been a lot for him to deal with,” I shrug.

	 

	“Yeah. It’s just that, sometimes, even though Roy and I are almost the same age, he seems so young,” she glances at me again and for a second we lock eyes.

	 

	“Well, you girls are supposed to mature faster than us men, aren’t you?” I clear my throat again and return my eyes to the road.

	 

	“Yeah,” she says, “And all you guys are naturally immature.”

	 

	When we get back to mine, Freedy greets us at the front door with a tail that whips our shins. Lanie crouches down to hold his head in her hands and rub under his chin.

	 

	I glance down at the top of her head as she switches to rubbing noses with him. Then I gaze lower, to her back, and the sliver of flesh and a hint of black panties revealed above the waistline of her dark, velvety pants.

	 

	You can’t keep thinking about her that way, Trevor.

	 

	“I better go and get ready for work,” I say and leave her with the dog.

	 

	“Yeah, you don’t want to spoil your dating outfit by working in it,” Lanie calls after me and I laugh.

	 

	In my bedroom, I change my shoes and pants for jeans and sneakers and then unbutton my shirt and take it off.

	 

	“Trevor? Oh, sorry,” in the doorway Lanie flushes and turns her back on me, “I didn’t know the door was open. I just wondered if you’ve got any doggie treats for Freddy?”

	 

	“Sure,” I say, blushing too, but I pull a t-shirt over my head. “I’ll come and find them for you.”

	 

	Later, during my shift, on a pre-booked airport run to take a older couple who are real quiet away for their anniversary, I consider the fact that I’ve got a female who isn’t my daughter on her own in my home. Try as I might, and as innocent as tonight has been, I can’t shake the sense of guilt. Mostly because of who this girl is. Kenzie’s best friend. The same age as a daughter who knows nothing of the situation.

	 

	Or about the last time I was with Lanie.

	 

	And maybe my guilt has plenty to do with the improper desire inside me that I barely want to contemplate.

	 

	Was she flirting with me in the cab on the way to my apartment? Did she agree to come back there in the hope of a repeat?

	 

	Well, even if she did, you have to be the bigger than that. What good could possibly come of it if you give in to the way you feel around her? Straight home when you get back. You’re taking her straight home.

	 

	I tell myself that in giving Lanie somewhere to hang out for a few hours, I’m only doing for her, what I hope someone else would do for my Kenize if she too was in a similar position. Then to take my mind off it all I try again to engage the old couple in my cab into conversation. I ask them some more about their upcoming vacation, and how they met one another in the first place.

	 

	Some time afterward, with footfall around the town down to next to nothing, I call it a day and head back home.

	 

	I get through the door at 11-55 in a state of high anticipation but determined to ‘stay strong’. Freddy though, doesn’t appear to feel the same sense of excitement. Muted or otherwise. He doesn’t even come to greet me.

	 

	I find him in the living room curled up on the sofa with his chin on Lanie’s bare feet. She’s on my Playstation and GTA. Her little ankle boots discarded on the rug.

	 

	Shit.

	 

	“Hey,” she says above the sound of gunshots but she barely looks away from the screen. The TV lights up a face that’s simply too beautiful. “I can’t get the hang of driving on this,” she complains.

	 

	“I’ll show you in a minute,” I say and can’t help smiling. Kenzie never really took to gaming. And especially not violent ones like that. “You want a drink?”

	 

	“I’m good,” she shakes her head and frowns as on-screen tires screech and an engine roars.

	 

	I leave her for the kitchen but better not risk a beer. I’ve still got to drive her home. Even if she’s not showing much sign of wanting to leave right now.

	 

	I pop an acid tablet for my stomach and then pour myself a coffee and return to Lanie in the living room.

	 

	“Here,” she holds the controller up to me, “Will you show me?”

	 

	“Sure,” I grin at her and she shuffles across the sofa a bit. Freddy opens one eye and then follows her, sticking close. “What are you struggling to do?” I ask and change the view to third person.

	 

	“Woah, I didn’t know you could do that with it,” Lanie gasps.

	 

	“It makes it easier to see your surroundings,” I shrug, “You want to try again?”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” she says and her hand grazes mine as she grabs the controller back from me.

	 

	I sit along side her, sipping my drink and encouraging her as she plays. She squeals in frustration when she fails to avoid the police in a high speed car chase and I laugh but give her advice too for her next try. I sneak glances at her irresistible profile and at some point, when she curls her legs under her butt I can’t help thinking that even her bare feet are cute. Perfect, even.

	 

	I take a deep breath and try to clear my head.

	 

	“How long did it take you to get over your Mom dying?” she asks me after she’s been taken out another time by the cops and the game reloads.

	 

	For a second, the question hits me by surprise. But she obviously remembers me telling her my Mom died when I was around the same age as Lanie was when Harry - her Dad - passed away.

	 

	“Quite a bit,” I nod, “You can’t rush grieving. You have to give it however long it needs.”

	 

	“Months?” she peers at me.

	 

	“Maybe longer than that,” I sigh, “But it’s always getting better. Even if it doesn’t feel that way.”

	 

	She leans her head against my shoulder and I don’t know how to respond. So I don’t. My heart does though and it beats real fast.

	 

	But it shouldn’t.

	 

	“Do you still miss your Mom even now?” she asks.

	 

	“I still think of her,” I shrug and try to stay calm.

	 

	“That’s nice though,” she murmurs against my side.

	 

	“Yeah, I reckon,” I say and even with a topic like this, her full lips are so inviting. Her legs even from this angle are incredible. “You want this again?” I offer her the controller.

	 

	“I’m all played out,” she shakes her head.

	 

	“Me too,” I smile and start to close the console down.

	 

	“Do you mind me asking what happened between you and Kenzie’s Mom?” Lanie peers up at me again.

	 

	I blow out my cheeks and glance up at the ceiling. “Where to start?” I murmur, conscious that anything I say could get back to Kenzie one day. “I always worked long hours, trying to make ends meet. Especially after Kenzie was born,” I say, “Stella never went back to work after she had Kenz, and that was fine. In the beginning. We both agreed she should stay at home and bring up the daughter we’d always wanted.” I put the controller down and glance at Lanie on my other side. She’s looking right up at me. “Kenzie’s Mom needs a lot of attention though,” I shrug, “and I guess I didn’t always give it to her.”

	 

	“Oh,” she says.

	 

	Without meaning to, I glance at the outline of her chest in the fitted black jumper.

	 

	I really need to get away from this girl.

	 

	“You ready to head back home now?” I ask her, “It should be quiet back at your Mom’s by now, shouldn’t it?” I glance at the clock on my wall.

	 

	“Or I could just stay here with you,” she says.

	 

	Oh, shit.

	 

	“Lanie, I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

	 

	“You don’t want me to?”

	 

	If only.

	 

	“It’s not that,” I shake my head and I’m conscious of something else too, “Your Mom will be worried about you.”

	 

	“No, she won’t.”

	 

	“Where does she think you are right now?”

	 

	“She never asked. She hardly ever does.”

	 

	“But if you…if didn’t go back home tonight?”

	 

	Trevor, are you seriously asking that?

	 

	“She wouldn’t even know I’m not there,” Lanie shrugs.

	 

	I could let her sleep in Lanie’s room. Just for tonight. If she really hates the situation back home.

	 

	“You’d have to tell her you’re OK,” I say and my voice cracks, “In case she realizes you haven’t come home.”

	 

	“I could say I’m staying at a friend’s,” Lanie straightens up and reaches for her phone off the arm of the sofa.

	 

	You’re actually doing this Trevor Twist, aren’t you? You’re having the girl in your apartment overnight.

	 

	Lanie’s thumbs move briskly over the screen of her phone.

	 

	“I’ll go turn the bed down for you in Kenzie’s room,” I say and as I do, I promise myself that I’ll tell my daughter all about this ‘emergency’ sleepover.

	 

	At some point.

	 

	In my daughter’s bedroom, I take another acid tablet, and my heart races. I will tell Kenzie that Lanie came and stayed the night. I’ll explain how things were unbearable for her at home. Lanie will tell her the same thing. Kenze will understand. She knows her friend’s circumstances at home. I’ll just tell her exactly as it happened. She’ll probably be happy I came to the rescue.

	 

	Oh yeah, that’s what you’re doing isn’t it Trevor? Riding to a young girl’s rescue.

	 

	“Do you have to do that?” Lanie appears behind me with Freddy at her bare feet and his tail wagging.

	 

	“I was just making it cozy for you,” I say but I’m way more rattled than I was in a virtual stranger’s unfamiliar apartment with Jennifer only a few hours back.

	 

	“Do you have to?” she pouts and tilts her head to one side, “Couldn’t I sleep with you?” She looks up at me and it’s too much to bear.

	 

	“Lanie,” I croak but she comes to me and then we’re kissing.

	 

	“Take me to bed, Trevor.”

	 

	I don’t need to be told that I should resist. I know it in my core. But right now I couldn’t give a shit.

	 

	And then we’re in my room and pulling and tugging at one another’s clothes, and we’re on my bed and it’s not even made, and her pants are off and she’s on top of me.

	 

	Oh, fucking hell, Lanie.

	 

	Then my pants are down too and uhh, I’m in her hand and she’s smiling down at me, and then almost too fast to be true I’m inside her.

	 

	“Uhh yeah,” I hold her hips and work myself deep in her. She still has her black jumper on but I don’t even want to look up at her too much cos I’ll never last.

	 

	“Uhhmm, uhhmm,” she moans.

	 

	Lanie’s long hair hangs over me and she grinds herself on me. I reach up to help her get her jumper over her head and then she tugs and whips her bra off, and her bare tits sway in front of me.

	 

	I groan again. I pull her to me and suck them. Oh, yeah.

	 

	She pulls me to her too and she grinds herself hard as I fuck and thrust up deep into her. I thrust and squeeze tight up her tightness and she exhales hard in my face. I kiss her lovely mouth and she whimpers. I hold her tight and then quickly, so quickly, she’s climaxing, moaning, and trembling in my arms.

	 

	Now, I can go.

	 

	I quicken my pace, rut, and gouge up fast, gazing right at her beauty now, drinking it in, making love to her with rapid smacks of my body on and into hers, gripping her perfect, firm hips, kissing her perfect firm tits and then cumming.

	 

	Cumming sooo hard.

	 

	“Don’t take it out,” she gasps and kisses me, “Don’t take it out.”

	 

	Afterward, unlike our first time together, Lanie doesn’t fall asleep right away. But then again this time, she didn’t have any booze.

	 

	“I wouldn’t want you to think I jump into bed with every guy I meet,” she says with the side of her head on my bare chest.

	 

	“I never thought anything like that,” I say and kiss the top of her head.

	 

	I’m ashamed that I saw exactly what you wrote in your diary. And I’m ashamed too that I know exactly how inexperienced you are, especially for a girl who looks as good as you. And who’s so sweet-natured with it.

	 

	“Do you feel bad about what we’ve done?” she peers up at me from my chest.

	 

	“Not at all,” I lie, “But I do want to be honest. With Kenzie. At least about you staying here.”

	 

	“Uh-huh,” Lanie nods.

	 

	“Do you feel bad about Roy?” I ask.

	 

	“I guess,” she shrugs but her face doesn’t display guilt, “But I’m happy to be here.”

	 

	“And I’m happy you’re here,” I smile at her then kiss the side of her face.

	 

	“So does that mean I can stay here again if I need to?”

	 

	 


Chapter 21 – A Not So ‘Dry’ Run

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	Joe Barlow

	 

	“How are you feeling now about that party you and Evie did for Walden?” I peer across at Rachel in the passenger seat as I drive. She’s in her pale jeans with a tight jumper under her little leather jacket. It’s early afternoon and nice to have a day off work and get away from the shit in that office.

	 

	“Well, I’m not aching all over anymore, if that’s what you mean,” Her velvety gray-blue eyes gaze my way and she smiles. As if the soreness she suffered for days after multiple men satisfied themselves with her body were some kind of ‘unavoidable inconvenience’.

	 

	The memories of my wife degraded down on that dance floor in front of me stir my cock again. Even now though, years after Rachel first started playing with other guys, I can’t help but sometimes imagine how most husbands would feel about the kind of sights and sounds me and Kev got exposed to that night.

	 

	The stuff of other guy’s nightmares. But not to me. Or to Kev.

	 

	Only, if I’m honest, sometimes they are. Sometimes the memories give me nightmares too. When my mood is a little off. When I dwell too much on Rachel’s willingness to do shit like that. It can worry me sometimes.

	 

	Although never enough to stop me.

	 

	“How do you feel ‘emotionally’ I mean,” I say and overtake a tanker then ease the car back across the road. I glance over at her again. With her golden-brown hair pulled back in a ponytail too, she looks a different girl from the woman who starred that night for Walden Barrett. Way more laid back than with the glow-up in her low-cut red dress and the heavy makeup for those old guys. Before she was stripped. She looks younger too.

	 

	I wonder how many of those old bastards would even recognize my wife if they saw her right now?

	 

	“I meant, how do you feel now after being the center of attention to a group of guys again?” I reach across for the thigh of her jeans.

	 

	“I’m not sure I could ever be the center of attention, Joe,” she says and rummages through her bag, “Not when I’m with Evie. She’s still got the same figure she had when we first met her.”

	 

	“She’s not a Mom like you though, is she?” I smile and glance at her again, “She’s just a girl. You’re all woman.”

	 

	“Hmm,” Rachel sounds uncertain as she twists her lipstick and then pulls down the mirror in the sun visor above her seat. She puckers her lips and draws a chilly red color over them.

	 

	I remove my hand from her thigh. Her latest veiled mention of her figure concerns me all over again about whether she’s been eating properly since that night with Evie.

	 

	But perhaps she’s just trying a different approach to losing weight?

	 

	“Did you have breakfast this morning?” I ask and slow up a little for a 45 speed limit sign.

	 

	“I wasn’t hungry,” he shrugs.

	 

	“Well, you didn’t have lunch either,” I frown across at her.

	 

	“I’ll get something at Mom’s,” she shrugs again.

	 

	“I’ll make sure of it,” I say.

	 

	“Don’t be a bully, Joe.”

	 

	“I’m just looking after you,” I say.

	 

	“I know,” she says and now she reaches over for my thigh.

	 

	The touch of her fingertips prickles my balls.

	 

	“So you liked being covered in cum again?” I ask with my cock hard.

	 

	“It’s always nice to be wanted,” she says.

	 

	“I always want you,” I say, unable to avoid feeling a little hurt by her words. Stupid though that is.

	 

	“I know you do,” she squeezes my thigh, “But every girl likes to know she’s wanted by other men as well.”

	 

	Now her fingertips do touch my balls.

	 

	“Yeah,” I groan, “How many do you think there were that night? You know, ones that...”

	 

	“Not all of them got involved,” she looks serious for a moment.

	 

	“I guess some guys are shy,” I say, “No matter how old they are.”

	 

	“Unlike my husband,” she murmurs and she leans further over, caressing the undersides of my balls, and then my stiff cock, “With Mr. Johnson here out all night.”

	 

	“I can’t help it. It’s always so fucking horny watching you.”

	 

	“I think there were only half of them who got their rocks off,” Rachel says.

	 

	“The others probably just enjoyed the spectacle with me and Kev,” I say, but I need to keep my focus on the road. I clear my throat and change the subject.

	 

	“Did your Mom say whether Lanie came back in the end last night after storming out?” I ask. If there’s any more family ‘trauma’ when we get to her Mom’s, there’ll be a lot less chance that Rachel will be horny when we get home later. And my cock has been twitching again since we set off in the car earlier.

	 

	“No. But Lanie probably just stayed over at Roy’s,” Rachel removes her hand from my thigh as we turn into her Mom’s estate. I make a left and then a right turn onto her street. And non other than Dennis fucking Talbot is out on his drive, polishing his silver Chrysler.

	 

	Asshole.

	 

	“We haven’t seen that twat in a while,” I say as I pull into Sophie’s drive and glance at her neighbor in his baggy cords and that ragged cardigan with elbow patches. I switch off the engine.

	 

	Looking at Talbot now it’s almost impossible to imagine that he too has fucked Rachel. And not only done that her. He’s had my wife over his knee. He’s made her dress up and put pigtails in her hair. She even stayed overnight with him one time.

	 

	My face burns. But nauseating though the reminders are, my dick shifts in my pants again.

	 

	“Lanie hates him,” Rachel says and she gets out first.

	 

	I delay my own exit for a moment, to see whether he checks Rachel out.

	 

	Sophie needs to get him out of her life for good though. If she wants to keep her middle daughter happy. And at home with her.

	 

	Talbot doesn’t seem to notice Rachel right away. Too busy with his car, or maybe lost in thought. So when I get out, I make more noise on purpose closing my door. To attract his attention.

	 

	He looks up and stops polishing. “Hey Rachel,” he straightens up and watches her walk.

	 

	“Hi Mr. Talbot,” she calls over her shoulder.

	 

	I nod at him and then catch my wife up.

	 

	“At least we won’t have to look at his sour face for a change while we’re here,” I whisper in Rachel’s ear.

	 

	“I suppose you both heard what happened?” he calls after us as Rachel leads me to her Mom’s back door.

	 

	Presumably, he means the latest argument with Lanie.

	 

	“We’re just going inside to speak to Mom now, Mr. Talbot,” Rachel yells back without stopping.

	 

	I’ve never asked her since, but do I wonder what she remembers of her times with that man. What memories she has of the uses he put her to in that grotty house of his. Of his weirdo fetishes. I’m still not sure she told me everything that happened when she stayed the night with him.

	 

	Rachel tries her Mom’s back door but it’s locked.

	 

	That’s unusual. She almost always leaves it unlocked in the daytime.

	 

	“You think she went out?” I ask Rachel.

	 

	Back over on Talbot’s drive he’s polishing his motor again but peering over at us. He nods at me and then looks away.

	 

	“She might have taken JJ for a walk I guess,” Rachel says but she knocks on the back door anyhow.

	 

	After a moment there’s a noise inside and the door is unlocked, then Sophie appears.

	 

	She dressed pretty conservatively for her in a dark, knee-length (if tight) skirt and matching jumper.

	 

	Although the latter could never disguise a chest the size of my mother-in-law’s.

	 

	“What’s with the high security?” Rachel asks and eases inside.

	 

	“Him next door,” she rolls her eyes.

	 

	‘Him’? Oh dear. Poor Talbot is in the doghouse.

	 

	“Mr. Talbot?” Rachel asks her.

	 

	“Uh-huh,” Sophie locks up again and then fills the kettle, “I don’t want him coming into the house uninvited. And he won’t be invited.”

	 

	“What did he do?”

	 

	“Everything,” she says and reaches for a couple of mugs from a high cupboard. “It’s over between me and him.”

	 

	“Trouble in paradise,” Rachel mutters and then looks at me and rolls her eyes.

	 

	I can’t say I’m surprised. Or disappointed. Talbot in and out of here was always a concern. Especially with Rachel’s younger sisters in the house.

	 

	“He’s the reason Lanie left and stayed out all night,” Sophie sighs and starts making the pair of us coffee without even asking if it’s what we want.

	 

	“What exactly did he do?” Rachel asks before I get the chance to. She stands watching her Mom with her back against the sink and her arms crossed.

	 

	“Another blazing row with her when she came back home unexpectedly,” Sophie shakes her head like she doesn’t want to go into the details.

	 

	I’m not surprised. Who knows what unsavory sight poor Lanie might have stumbled in on?

	 

	“She’s back then?” Rachel asks and takes a mug of steaming instant coffee from her Mom.

	 

	“No. But she finally answered my messages early this morning. She’s coming back sometime today.”

	 

	“Was she at Roy’s?”

	 

	“No. Some friend’s house,” Sophie sits at the kitchen table and crosses her legs. She’s got fluffy pink slippers on her feet.

	 

	I look away from her legs and dismiss the recurring thought of her and my wife working together at Traders. It’s surely too sick to contemplate. No matter how Phil keeps pushing for it.

	 

	And yet since it first got suggested, how many fantasies has it fueled?

	 

	“I told you she’d be fine,” Rachel sips her coffee.

	 

	“Is JJ in the living room watching TV?” I ask and peer at the kitchen door.

	 

	“Your little sister took him to the park with some of her friends,” Sophie looks up at Rachel with her cup in both hands, “They left before you arrived. I didn’t know what time you were coming here. But I asked them to stay away for a couple of hours.”

	 

	“How come?” Rachel frowns at her.

	 

	“I didn’t think you’d be in a rush to get home. With Joe not working and everything.”

	 

	Rachel continues to frown at her Mom from the sink.

	 

	“Come and sit down,” Sophie gestures at one of the other chairs around the table kitchen.

	 

	“What?” Rachel drags a chair out and looks a little concerned at the ‘formality’ of her Mom’s tone. “Why did you ask Olivia to stay out of the house with JJ?”

	 

	I follow my wife and sit too.

	 

	“Don’t worry,” Sophie says, “You know she’ll take real good care of him. She’s sixteen now and her friends are with them. They’re only down the road at the park, and Maureen’s house overlooks it.”

	 

	“I know all that,” Rachel waves her mother’s words away, “But why did you want them out of the way when we got here? You’re scaring me.”

	 

	“I didn’t say I wanted them out of the way,” Sophie laughs but it sounds a little forced. “And there’s certainly no need to be scared. But I do need to talk to you both. Mainly about money.”

	 

	‘Money?’ She’s not after a loan? We’re hardly awash with cash. Even after Rachel’s payday from that party. And not with the new apartment and the way my fucking job’s going.

	 

	“Dennis was helping me out big time,” Sophie shakes her hair and then picks her drink up again, “But I couldn’t carry on with him. Not the way he was upsetting Lanie. She gave me such a fright when she stayed out all night night and I never knew where she was. But I’ve got bills to pay, and until I get a proper job that I can do around Olivia...”

	 

	She does want a fucking loan.

	 

	“You know Phil’s offered me something at Traders’ Rachel,” Sophie puts her mug down on the table and peers at my wife, “Until I can get back on my feet.”

	 

	“You know what would be involved there now Mom,” Rachel reddens.

	 

	“Yes, but I’m not as young as you,” Sophie says, “It’s the only way they’d have me there. If you were with me. Like Phil’s told you. And the money could be life-changing for me.”

	 

	At last. They’re talking about it to each other. I hold my breath.

	 

	“I don’t know if I could be comfortable with it Mom,” Rachel looks down at her coffee mug.

	 

	“I know it’s not ideal,” Sophie shrugs and her jumper ripples over her big boobs, “For you or me, but the money would be a help for you and Joe too, wouldn’t it? Far more than we could ever earn with you at a nursery again, or me at some supermarket checkout.”

	 

	Tell me about it.

	 

	“Just while we get ourselves straight again. It’s not easy finding something with hours that suit the kids.”

	 

	“Yeah, but me and you?” Rachel grimaces, “With the same guys...”

	 

	Rachel’s apparent excitement when Phil goaded her about the ‘duet’ while she sucked him off at Traders is nowhere to be heard or seen now.

	 

	Unless she’s suppressing it on purpose. For fear of what her Mom might think of her.

	 

	“Rachel, it would only be a job,” Sophie shrugs and something about the look in my mother-in-law’s eyes makes me wonder if her appetite for cock might not be even greater than her eldest daughter’s.

	 

	And haven’t I seen evidence of that appetite with my own eyes on more than one occasion?

	 

	“It would only be for a few hours a month,” Sophie looks at her daughter with big doleful eyes. But then she peers over at me. “And Joe would enjoy you doing it, wouldn’t you, Joe?”

	 

	My face reddens and I give them both a tight smile.

	 

	“The only thing is,” Sophie says and she’s still looking over at me, “I might need to ask you to keep your eye on Olivia for me sometimes when I’m working.”

	 

	“What?”I gape at her.

	 

	“Only if Lanie was out until late or whatever. You could bring JJ,” she shrugs, “Rachel and I could get the cab back here from work.”

	 

	I try to work out the logistics of what she’s saying. But the prospect of Rachel returning to Traders and me but not being there to watch her is not something I ever imagined. “Well, I think my Mom would always look after JJ,” I rub the back of my neck, “She does it pretty much whenever we need her to.”

	 

	“But you wouldn’t mind keeping an eye on Olivia once in a while if Mom needed it, would you Joe?” now Rachel peers at me too, “You know how JJ loves her.”

	 

	“Perfect,” Sophie smiles at me and then at Rachel.

	 

	Did I just fucking agree to something?

	 

	“Look,” Sophie swipes at her phone, “Phil said he’d stop by in a few minutes. So we can ask him any questions we have.”

	 

	“Phil’s coming here now?” Rachel’s eyebrow arch and her eyes widen. She looks panic-stricken.

	 

	“So we could talk it through while we’re all together,” Sophie drains her mug and stands. She takes the cup to the sink.

	 

	“Why you didn’t tell me before I left home?” Rachel shoves her chair back and gets to her feet too. “What time will he be here?”

	 

	“Any minute. If he’s on time.”

	 

	“I’m going to the bathroom,” Rachel shakes her head and takes her shoulder bag with her out of the room.

	 

	“Is her weight still making her anxious, Joe?” Sophie whispers from the sink when we’re alone.

	 

	You’d have no concerns about your daughter’s anxiety if you’d seen her devour all those cocks in that golf club the other night, Sophie. Phil’s cock too at Traders’ before we even met Walden.

	 

	“No, she’s not worried about any of that,” I kind of lie, but I’m glad Sophie didn’t mention Rachel’s figure in front of her. I honestly don’t know what the big deal is with women and their weight. So they get a pound or two heavier than they used to be? If they’re still fit, who cares?

	 

	“I know neither of us would ideally choose this gig at Traders, Joe,” Sophie looks right at me, “But it won’t be forever, will it? And I’m right that you’d like it, aren’t I?” She holdmy gaze and devil is in her eyes. “Will you talk to her about it when you both get home later? Make sure for me? I’m in a pickle financially, Joe. I really need this.”

	 

	What with the need to whore herself out alongside her daughter on the one side, and Dennis Talbot on the other, Sophie’s situation must be the definition of being between a rock and a fucking hard place. Harry should have taken better care of the family finances.

	 

	But I know for a fact that on some level at least, Rachel gets off on the idea of doing this for Phil. Even if she is more conscious of her shape since JJ.

	 

	And in any case, if she’s happy enough to strip off alongside a woman with a figure like Evie’s, then doing the same with someone of Sophie’s age shouldn’t be that big a deal. Even if the other woman is her Mom.

	 

	Phil is at the door before Rachel returns from the bathroom.

	 

	He’s dressed smart in a powder blue business suit with an open-necked shirt underneath and after kissing my mother-in-law he gives me that suave, self-assured smile of his. The one Rachel first fell for years ago. He sits at the kitchen table opposite me and rubs the designer stubble on his square jaw. I was pretty sure when we saw him at Traders the other week that he’d started working out again, after that hiatus he had when he got divorced. Looking at him again now I’m certain of it.

	 

	Sophie fusses around him and he says he’d prefer a beer and not coffee which she gets from the fridge for him. He makes some small talk with me about my band in that southern accent of his and then talks about Traders while Sophie pours his beer into a tall glass and hands it to him.

	 

	And then Rachel returns.

	 

	She’s let her hair down and freshened her makeup and Sophie glances at her with a frown.

	 

	“Hello gorgeous,” Phil gets up and kisses each side of my wife’s face. And unusually for him, he doesn’t paw her at the same time. Maybe because of Sophie. Rachel flushes a little.

	 

	“So have you young ladies sorted everything out between you?” Phil remains standing with Rachel but Sophie takes a seat and Phil gazes down at her. “Finally?” he glances from her to my wife with that smile again, “I can make the proposal to Richmond?”

	 

	“I think so,” Sophie nods and glances expectantly up at my wife.

	 

	“What’s up Rache?” Phil sighs and smiles at my wife again, like he can read her mood from her face as well as I can. “I thought we ironed out your concerns when we spoke about the details the other week?”

	 

	When you let my wife suck your cock and told her not to let her Mom know about the difference in their potential earnings from the club.

	 

	“It’s just going to feel weird,” Rachel shrugs and glances at Sophie.

	 

	She’s talking like it’s going to happen though.

	 

	I glance from her and her jutting behind in her jeans down to her Mom’s large bust and try to imagine the pleasure this pair together could give to Phil and Richmond’s clients.

	 

	But this whole situation is so wrong.

	 

	“You’ll get used to it,” he smiles and reaches for Rachel’s face. He strokes her hair away from her eyes and behind her ear, “You’re gonna be the talk of Traders. The pair of you,” he turns his attention back to Sophie and smiles at her too, “You’ll be ultimate upsell.”

	 

	‘Upsell?’

	 

	“But what if I freeze up or something?” Rachel moves closer to me and looks right at me, “I mean...”

	 

	“So you get some practice in first,” Phil shrugs and sips his beer while gazing at my wife.

	 

	Rachel looks from me to her Mom.

	 

	“What about now?” he shrugs.

	 

	Now? The three of them? Fuck me.

	 

	“What do you reckon, Champ? There’s enough room in here for them both to go down on me, right? Come on girls. Get used to the dynamic.”

	 

	“Philip, you’re disgusting,” Sophie shakes her head and she crosses her shapely legs away from him. Her face doesn’t register disgust though.

	 

	“Come on,” Phil’s voice thickens and his eyes concentrate on my wife, “Get used to sharing with one another.”

	 

	“You sure JJ won’t come..” I start to ask.

	 

	“I told Rachel’s sister to ring before she sets off back here,” Sophie shakes her head and then turns her attention to my wife alongside Phil. “Shouldn’t we have a quick try, Rachel? Like Phil says, if we’re worried about stage fright on the night, then it does make sense to practice, doesn’t it? It’s like Joe with his band.”

	 

	Rachel peers at me and chews at her bottom lip.

	 

	“Could be a good idea,” I nod but I’m breathless. Sophie sounds fucking desperate for it. “Make sure you’re comfortable doing it or whatever?”

	 

	“You want to give them both a few minutes with me, Champ?” Phil looks directly at me. “Let them get settled first time around - before they have to deal with an audience too?”

	 

	Is he sending me out of the room?

	 

	“I’ll give them a few hints to get them started,” he grins, “Give you a shout in a short while.”

	 

	“Joe, if you sit in the living room you could keep a lookout for Liv bringing JJ back too,” Sophie feeds her hair back into an elastic band, “Just in case she forgets to call first.”

	 

	Are they for real? I’m expected to leave the room while another man coaches my wife and her Mom how to sexually satisfy him while they’re together?

	 

	But I kiss the side of Rachel’s face and it’s like I’m in a trance and like I’ve done most times since this guy got involved with my wife. I let him have his way with her. I head out through the kitchen door.

	 

	I find myself in the hall with my heart beating fast. And then holding and turning Sophie’s cold gold-colored living room door handle.

	 

	Her living room itself with its sofas and TV is tidy and smells of nutmeg and vanilla. The latter perhaps from scented candles that Sophie might have burned last night. She likes to do that. I peer out beyond the curtains and window to the neighbors’ houses on the other side of the street.

	 

	If anyone over there had the slightest idea what’s happening right now in this house...

	 

	Or what else has happened in here over the years.

	 

	I sit on the sofa that I’ve seen my mother-in-law fucked over by Phil before.

	 

	I peer at the door which I left open so I can hear my name called.

	 

	How long is he planning to wait before he shouts me?

	 

	I scroll my phone. Then get up again and stand near the window with my heart thumping fast. I stare out down the street, in the direction the kids would most likely take back from the park. No sign of anyone at all out there.

	 

	Phil’s had plenty of time now to sweet-talk my wife and Sophie in the kitchen. I want to get in there.

	 

	Back in the hallway though and in the other direction, a large shape moves across the frosted glass window of the front door.

	 

	Shit. Not Olivia with JJ?

	 

	I hurry down there to head them off fast and I open the door.

	 

	Talbot?

	 

	“What the hell are you doing lurking out here?” I ask him.

	 

	“Oh, yeah, Joe..,” he straightens up near the window. “I was just, I mean...., I saw that Hastings character arrive and...”

	 

	“What’s it got to do with you?” I frown at him.

	 

	“Well, I just, I mean...”

	 

	“Joe?” Phil’s muted voice calls from the kitchen, “You wanna get in here and watch?”

	 

	Red-faced I close the door on Talbot.

	 

	Fuck Dennis Talbot.

	 

	I shove the embarrassment out of my head and hurry back down Sophie’s hallway to her kitchen.

	 

	I take a deep breath and then ease the door open.

	 

	Phil stands, leaning right back against the sink with his pants down around his ankles. Behind him the window to the sunny back garden. Sophie kneels noisily at his feet in her tight skirt with her head nodding and her mouth full of cock. Her arms cling around his thighs. She’s still got her slippers on.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	Rachel sits cross-legged at the table though in her jeans and with her arms folded too.

	 

	“Uhh, come on Rach,” Phil groans, “Joe’s here too now. Let’s give him a show,” he grips the edge of the worktop with one hand now, and rests the other palm on Sophie’s rocking head.

	 

	Sophie’s head and shoulders lunge at his groin but then she stops and draws his hard, drooling dick from her mouth and turns without any obvious shame at all to her daughter, “Mmm, come help me out,” she purrs and with spittle dribbling down her chin she kisses the shiny dome of his cock.

	 

	Mine hardens in my pants.

	 

	“This might be your only chance to try it before you...,” I say to my wife but then dry up with my face flushed and my dick prodding at the front of my pants.

	 

	“Come on, there’s no real difference to doing this to me by yourself,” Phil beckons her.

	 

	The red-throated Rachel glances over at me and then rolls her eyes. But with a sigh, she uncrosses her arms and then legs and gets to her feet. She gathers her hair behind one shoulder with a hand. “Make some room for me then,” she says.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	Phil widens his stance and Sophie moves a little to the right on her knees, but she doesn’t stop sucking. And kissing.

	 

	“Uhhh, yeah,” Phil groans as my wife takes her place on her knees alongside her mother. Phil gathers a fistful of each woman’s hair and grins at me, “My best two cocksuckers, at the same time.”

	 

	“Mmm, but who’s the best,” Rachel moans and eases Sophie’s fingers from around Phil’s dick. Sophie smiles and leans back a little - she lets Rachel kiss the purpley glans and then slowly, ever so slowly, draw it and his length deep into her mouth.

	 

	Mmmm.

	 

	“Shit, I could never choose,” Phil groans and despite holding onto the pair of them, for a second he wobbles on his feet.

	 

	Sophie might have surrendered his cock to my wife, but she twists then lowers her head and her shoulders, concentrating on his testicles. She sucks on his left ball and massages his thigh.

	 

	I stare at the sight. Zoom in on the pleasure on Phil’s face. On Rachel’s fleshy butt in her jeans on top of the backs of her ankles and trainers. Zoom in on the the back of Sophie’s skirt which has wrinkled with her efforts and the hem risen to show the backs of even more thigh. One of her slippers has come off but I doubt she much cares. She, and my wife, are way too occupied coaxing Phil to orgasm.

	 

	Rachel stops sucking his cock and her head lowers too. She kisses and sucks on his other ball. And then she reaches for his glazed dick again.

	 

	Sophie slaps my wife’s hand out of the way with a kind of laugh but she grabs his dicks herself and moans as she stokes it in her face. Rachel mumbles something but keeps sucking and licking one of Phil’s testicles.

	 

	Sophie stops masturbating him and sucks again.

	 

	I reach for the roll of paper towel from the countertop and rip off a fistful.

	 

	“Mmm, uhhhm,” Rachel’s head and shoulders lower and she buries her face in both Phil’s balls, her hands and fingers running down the sides of his thighs as her Mom surrenders them and focuses on sucking him off again. The pair of curvy beauties tangled and knotted in homage at his feet like some porno version of that old ‘Twister’ game.

	 

	My cock is in my fist and I know only too well that that it’s way smaller than Phil’s but I couldn’t care less. “Is that good, Phil?” I gasp as I stroke.

	 

	“Oh, yeah,” he groans and his mouth hangs when he winks at me. “You married into a world-class cock sucking family champ.”

	 

	“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh,” Sophie chants and it’s like his words have encouraged her.

	 

	I jack fast.

	 

	“They’re fucking ‘A’ on their own,” he groans, “Uhh, But together? Uhh, they’re something else,” he grips their hair and works his hips in their faces, “Who’s having my cum?”

	 

	“Mmm me,” Sophie slobbers.

	 

	“I want it,” Rachel peers up, pouting from his balls.

	 

	“Lean your heads back,” he snatches his cock from Sophie and jacks in their faces, “Mouths wide open, the both of you.”

	 

	Without a word to him or to each other, my wife and mother-in-law do as he says. They rest their palms down on their thighs as they kneel, open-mouthed like baby birds and gazing up as Phil - with his mouth contorted now - thrashes his cock in their faces.

	 

	“Uhh yeah, here it cums,” He gasps and the women jostle for position, lunging their faces at him, widening their mouths, and reaching up with eager hands, and Phil ejaculates. He sways his hips, spraying and striping their beautiful faces, their mouths and throats, their hair and their clothes, and then even the floor too with thick ropes of white fluid.

	 

	I groan and cum into the paper towels in my fist.

	 

	Sophie moans and Rachel rubs Phil’s spent cum around her lips.

	 

	“Lick it off each other, uhh,” he groans.

	 

	“Mmm, don’t be disgusting,” Rachel murmurs but she’s holding his wilting dick again and kissing the tip.

	 

	I stagger to the bin with the warm ball of paper towels in my hands and my phone beeps in my pocket.

	 

	I bin the used papers then grab the whole roll and hand it down to my wife so she can start to clean herself. But by the look of her, she’ll need a fucking shower.

	 

	There’s a missed call and message on my phone.

	 

	Walden Barrett.

	 

	“Just want to check this,” I gesture with my phone and head into the hallway.

	 

	What the hell does he want?

	 

	I press his name on the phone and listen.

	 

	‘Hey Joe,” his gruff voice says. And if he only knew what his work colleague was just doing. ‘Hope you and that sexy wife of yours are well? I wondered whether she’d given more thought to the offer about the shop yet? I won’t always have the glamorous party work lined up for her so, like I said, the store would give you guys a nice steady extra income. You gotta be missing what she was getting from Traders? Give me a shout back, yeah?’

	 

	 


Chapter 22 - New Lives
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	Roy Faith

	 

	I know I shouldn’t have come here. My stomach drops again and churns more with each mile I drive, as I get closer to Lanie’s house.

	 

	OK, so I shouldn’t have come, but I’m not going to call on her. I’m sticking to what she said. I’m letting her get on with her life. But that doesn’t mean I can’t drive by where she lives.

	 

	I shouldn’t think about this either, but since that old man who lives next door to her made his offer to me, about keeping an eye on her, even checking her phone, I’ve imagined taking him up on it. Giving him my phone number so he can call me, giving him the security code for her phone too - and hoping she hasn’t changed it lately. Then let him see what he can find out. About what she’s doing, and about who she’s with.

	 

	But I’m not a low life. I could never invade Lanie’s privacy that way. Even though I ache to know. Even though I ache for her. And I still don’t know who this other guy was. Or if, despite what she told me, it’s still going on - him and her.

	 

	Why else would she want to move on from me?

	 

	I reach the road that leads to hers and my heart rate increases. I don’t want her to see me and think I’m stalking her. I’m not spying on her. If she happens to see me drive by and then contacts me about it, I’ll laugh and say she’s ‘Not the only person I know in the area’. Or something like that. I’ll keep it mysterious. Like there could be another female involved. Let her think I’m moving on with my life too. Until I get the chance face-to-face to tell her otherwise. Maybe make her think some more about what she’s doing to me and her. Maybe even make her jealous.

	 

	I slow and then stop for the left-hand turn into her estate but have to wait with the indicator clicking while a motor coming the other way makes a right turn into there first. A cab.

	 

	Wait. That was her! Sat in the front talking to the driver. My heart rattles in my ribcage. She didn’t see me. I’m sure of it.

	 

	I watch their car make another right turn into Lanie’s street and disappear.

	 

	What do I do now?

	 

	If I get my timing right I can drive past while she’s walking up her drive. Sound my horn. Maybe just wave at her like it’s no biggie but keep driving by.

	 

	No. She’d be sure to think I’d followed her.

	 

	A car horn blasts and the guy in the car behind me gesticulates at me to make a move.

	 

	I wave back at him and turn left.

	 

	Lanie in a cab though.

	 

	Was it McKenzie’s dad again? Is he the guy she slept with?

	 

	She said not, but who’s to say that wasn’t a lie?

	 

	I approach her house on my left and the cab is at the end of her drive. I don’t slow up but I do glance at the taxi as I pass. Lanie’s not inside. He is though.

	 

	How come he’s waiting?

	 

	I slow up further down the street but can’t work out what to do next. I have to know if that’s the guy. Why else would he be waiting? When do cab drivers ever take a fare home and then wait around to ferry them somewhere else?

	 

	Further up Lanie’s street and beyond a white van parked up, there’s a left turn into a cul-de-sac. I pull in there and then swing the car around to head back out onto her street. I keep this side of the white van though, so I’m not in the direct line of sight of the cab. But I can see part of it. It’s still outside Lanie’s.

	 

	Now what?

	 

	A thump on my window scares the shit out of me.

	 

	The old man from next door to Lanie’s gestures with a rolled-up newspaper for me to roll my window down.

	 

	“Hey,” I say but have no explanation for what I’m doing lurking here.

	 

	“They put me in the same club as you,” he says and leans right into the car.

	 

	“What do you mean?”

	 

	“I’m dumped,” his mouth pulls tight, “After everything I did for your ex-girlfriend’s mother.”

	 

	‘Ex’? The thought of Lanie as my ‘ex’ makes me physically nauseous.

	 

	“Oh,” I say and look away from his rheumy eyes and back down the road toward the cab.

	 

	“I blame that daughter of hers too,” he snorts.

	 

	“Lanie?”

	 

	“Ungrateful little bitch,” he says.

	 

	“Hey, do you mind not talking about Lanie that way?”

	 

	“Whatever,” he says sourly, “The pair of them will be out on the street on their asses with the younger one too soon enough. That’ll teach them about gratitude.”

	 

	I’m only ‘grateful’ I never gave him her phone details like he asked for.

	 

	And then Lanie herself comes out of the house in her jeans and a jacket. She’s carrying her holdall. That same one she took with her when she and I went away to the mountains.

	 

	I feel sick.

	 

	Where’s she going? Who with?

	 

	“I’ve got to go,” I say to the old man and roll the window back up.

	 

	The cab moves off, but it doesn’t come this way, so he must be turning around and going back out of the estate the same way he came in.

	 

	I’m following. If I don’t get too close they won’t spot me.

	 

	I pull away from the curb with her neighbor staring after me in my rearview, his newspaper tucked under one arm. The cab is headed up the road in front.

	 

	They mustn’t see me. This might be my only opportunity to find out who Lanie’s new guy is.

	 

	Lanie with a ‘new guy’. If I wasn’t trying to keep the cab in view then I’d pull up and spew my guts all over the sidewalk. In my darkest moments since our last split I’ve considered the possibility of Lanie having someone new, but this, this is too real.

	 

	Why else pack your overnight bag unless you’re going to ‘him’?

	 

	Stay calm, I’ve got to stay calm. Try to concentrate on not getting too close without losing sight of them.

	 

	I echo their every stop and start at each junction or set of lights, praying that he doesn’t spot the same car behind or almost behind for mile after mile. Praying too that even if he does, he doesn’t mention it to Lanie and she then looks around and recognizes the car and me.

	 

	How would I explain it?

	 

	But would I need to? I could be innocently traveling this route, couldn’t I? And it’s starting to get dark now anyway so they’re less likely to notice me.

	 

	Just as well. I doubt I could really sell the coincidence of my presence on this road to anyone but a fool.

	 

	And Lanie’s no fool.

	 

	I slow up well ahead of the next set of traffic lights so that I don’t end up too close behind them. But even from here, I can see that she and him are in conversation. But maybe that’s no big deal. If he’s Kenzie’s Dad, and nothing is going on between the pair of them, then so what? They know each other, don’t they?

	 

	I still can’t help my suspicion though. Or this sick excitement.

	 

	Would a girl like Lanie ever go for a cab driver? And someone his age? Her best friend’s Dad? She could have anyone she wanted.

	 

	But then again, how much interest has she ever shown in what you’d call classically handsome guys? ‘Popular’ guys? She always says she never trusts guys like them. And there were plenty of the popular guys who were always after my girl at college.

	 

	Is she still ‘my girl’? Please, God.

	 

	We head through a roundabout in our secret convoy and I think back to the time when she and I started getting close in college. Our Business classes. Would she ever have even looked my way if we hadn’t been forced to sit together that first time? All because of other students disrupting the class. Or if there’d been any other guy taking the class as seriously as she and I did?

	 

	Is that really all we ever had in common?

	 

	I won’t believe that.

	 

	After another right turn, the cab slows and then pulls up under the amber glow of a street lamp and outside a small apartment block with a grass verge outside. It’s almost dark now.

	 

	I have no choice but to drive past them and keep going. At least for a few hundred yards. But as soon as I can, I make another right and swing the car around again. I pull back and up to the junction from the road they stopped on, and I peer left.

	 

	Lanie’s out of the car and then at the trunk with the driver.

	 

	He looks old enough to be McKenzie’s Dad I guess. Under the amber light, the pair of them cross the grass verge toward the apartment block. But she’s carrying her holdall herself.

	 

	How come he’s going with her?

	 

	My head spins with confusion but my stomach drops again. I scarcely dare admit what I’m thinking.

	 

	For a moment, I consider driving back past them and parking on the street further down. But if she’s staying somewhere in there she might look out of a window and spot my car.

	 

	So I back up and leave the car adjacent to the sidewalk. I’ll walk around to the apartments. I need to know who she’s staying with. And why the hell he took her right in there.

	 

	I hold my breath and hurry on foot around the corner, then down the street toward the abandoned cab.

	 

	But even before I reach the building I get a glimpse of Lanie inside. Through a ground-floor window under the lights of what looks like a living room.

	 

	He’s in there too. What’s going on?

	 

	My heart batters my chest and my stomach is on the floor but I twist my head away from them and keep walking.

	 

	And then past the building to the next - a row of terrace houses. I stop and turn around. Between the houses and the apartments where Lanie is, there’s a narrow alleyway. A dark one. I have no idea where it ultimately leads, but I might be able to get closer to the other side of the building that she’s in, and without being seen. So the alley draws me down it, and I hurry. As quietly as I can, all along the side of the building and before long, with the torch of my phone to guide me.

	 

	At the back of the two-story block are a handful of parking spaces under a single dim overhead light. This area must be accessed from one of the other side streets, I guess.

	 

	An awful thought begins to take firmer shape in my head. If this is where the cab driver lives, then it could make sense for his car to be parked out front. In case he gets called out to a fare.

	 

	Is it Mckenzie’s dad? Is this where he lives?

	 

	Lanie, no.

	 

	But at the back of the building, with no one else in sight out here - or up above, in an illuminated upper floor window on any side - I peer at what I calculate should be the back, ground floor windows of the apartment that Lanie is in. They’re about twenty feet away from me.

	 

	One’s is small and dark, with frosted glass so maybe a bathroom. Another is larger, but dark too. I could creep back around to the front, but I might get seen from the road prowling.

	 

	And then a light comes on in a third window ahead of me.

	 

	A bedroom?

	 

	The curtains are open but I can’t see from here who’s in the room. I take another look all around me at the night, and then lower my shoulders to hopefully stay out of sight of the ground floor room. I sneak closer to the illuminated glass with my head and shoulders low.

	 

	What am I doing? What am I doing? What if someone sees me?

	 

	And then I’m right up to the building, crouched below the lit window.

	 

	I hold my breath to listen for voices from inside. I can’t hear anything. I still feel sick. Surely with the lights on in there, if there’s anyone still inside, they wouldn’t be able to see me out here in the dark?

	 

	Without even thinking about what I’m doing, I push a hand down into my pants and feel my thickening cock.

	 

	How can this excite me? My heart is breaking.

	 

	I get ready to raise my head and eyes to peer inside.

	 

	What am I doing? How did Lanie and I come to this?

	 

	Slowly, I rise from a crouch and see them straight away. I duck down fast.

	 

	Her and him. Only standing, talking. But it is a bedroom.  And he looked so much older than her.

	 

	And then there is a noise too,  above my head. The curtains are pulled across.

	 

	My cock is out and I work it fast through my fist. I masturbate because Lanie is in there in a bedroom with another man. Oh, Lanie. I stand right up and peer at the blank curtained veil she’s drawn between us. Between her new life and old. I press my ear to the cold glass but can hear nothing. So I keep masturbating. I imagine her in his arms, in his bed. Is this the new life she’s moved on to? Oh, Lanie. He’s doing unspeakable things to my girl. His experienced hands all over her perfect body. Soiling and spoiling her forever.

	 

	Oh Lanie, oh God, no Lanie.

	 

	 


Chapter 23 - Revelations
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	Kevin

	 

	I stand in the doorway of our bedroom. My heart pounds as a barefooted Evie sifts through her closet in nothing but her little black panties. Lamplight glows golden all over her body. She turns slightly and I see one side of her face. She’s painted her makeup on already. And done her long, honey-blonde hair. The way he likes it. The way it cascades around her bare shoulders in luxurious waves. She frowns as she searches for what to wear for Richmond.

	 

	I reach down and adjust the steel chastity belt in my pants.

	 

	She turns her back to me again and my eyes lower. But not to where my gaze usually goes. Not to the plump roundness of her butt in gossamer-thin panties – that sight that always further torments this frustration. Instead, my eyes linger a little higher. To where lately, I can’t stop looking. The intricate three-inch wide black swirls that form the widest point of a flowing ‘coat of arms’ symbol on Evie’s slender lower back. The only visible part of her first-ever tattoo. The unseen remainder of it is in the back of her panties.

	 

	My wife: ‘Branded’ forever for Richmond.

	 

	Pre-cum oozes from me. And yet the sight of her ‘markings’ still makes me feel sick too.

	 

	A subtle and small, pale pink Traders’s logo is incorporated into the design, but you’d probably have to know what you were looking for before you’d spot it. Or at least that’s what Richmond told us when he gave us the drawing for it.

	 

	And that’s what I’m hoping.

	 

	I move closer to her and smell the back of her fruit-scented hair. I try to see again whether the other color on the tattoo is at all visible through these panties. I run my hands over her cheeks and then the warmer indents of her narrow waist. I glance down toward her jutting behind again.

	 

	“Kev, I’m trying to pick something out,” she sighs.

	 

	“I know,” I say into her hair, and I ease the waistband of her panties away from the small of her back. My breathing labors. I peer down at the V-shaped insignia that tapers into the split between her buttocks. Toward the tiny red heart that rests almost out of sight there in the heated valley between her cheeks. A heart that bears the initials of Richmond’s name.

	 

	I must have been out of my mind to encourage this.

	 

	But my cock surges against the steel bars and I lift Evie’s hair from the nape of her neck and kiss her there.

	 

	“Kev, please,” she sighs again and sounds exasperated.

	 

	“Sorry,” I mumble and step back from her.

	 

	Wearing a chastity belt while he has free access to her always scrambles my thinking. Torrents of frustration and wild over-excitement. But seeing Evie parade around with his ‘badge’ and his name as permanent parts of her bare skin now, is a whole other level. And next time she lets me cum, I honestly don’t know how big of a ‘crash’ to expect afterward about what we’ve done.

	 

	“What do you think of this one?” She twists around a little and holds a copper-colored dress up to me on a hanger. It’s not one of her most skin-tight outfits, but I know it’s short and always brings out the color of her cocoa-brown eyes.

	 

	I nod and smile, but then can’t help lowering my gaze away from her dress and concerned eyes.

	 

	Braless - as she’s been advised by the piercer to remain for a while - the little polished titanium barbells that now spear her nipples glimmer under the soft bedroom lights.

	 

	My breath catches in my throat and my cock leaks.

	 

	“How are these feeling?” I reach around the dress and oh so gently, touch a breast with my fingertips. The piercings are further testament either to our insanity, or to my wife’s devotion to this man.

	 

	Again, I feel that crazed rush of ‘pride’ mixed with anxiety and shame. She’s been dying to show him - the piercings and the tattoo. And somewhere inside me, I know that what we’ve done to my wife should horrify me.

	 

	But my heart beats so fast and my squashed cock throbs.

	 

	“Yeah, they’re not as tender as they were,” she says and slips the dress from the hanger.

	 

	I’m already imagining her in it and Richmond’s eyes crawling all over her again. Inspecting the self-mutilation he asked of her.

	 

	I stand back to watch her pull the low-cut dress on, but my stomach twists with a terrible broth. Dark, heavy shame and guilt, but light and heady jealous arousal. It all gnaws at me like some ravenous beast.

	 

	“I wish I could wear something tighter,” she mumbles as she inspects herself in the mirror. She smooths down any wrinkles in the fabric.

	 

	“You still have to be careful with your boobs,” I say with my face burning and I make another mental note to remind Richmond of the same, once he gets my wife’s clothes off her later.

	 

	“Do you think he’ll still like them now, though?” she asks and looks down at the front of her dress and the exposed top of her cleavage. There are no tell-tale signs of the barbells under her outfit.

	 

	“Of course he will,” I say and half laugh, “He’s the one who wanted them pierced.”

	 

	The spoken reminder makes my groin throb again. As does her concern about Richmond’s reaction.

	 

	But somewhere more muted inside, this is tearing me apart too.

	 

	Evie squeezes her little feet with their freshly painted toenails into chocolate-colored high heels, and then my breath catches again as I admire my stunning wife.

	 

	The honeyed hair that tumbles around her shoulders and frames her beautiful face. The slim but still curvy figure in an outfit that she’ll doubtless shed faster for a single snap of his fingers than it took her to pick from her wardrobe. And when she’s discarded every layer for him, he’ll revel in those same smooth curves and contours that I long for. But that I haven’t enjoyed in days.

	 

	I ease my chastity belt away from my groin again as much as I can. This constant reminder of my submission to him. The same as Evie’s new body modifications will be with every passing day. But the steel cage feels heavier tonight, tighter against my chafed skin, almost as if mocking my need and my frustration.

	 

	She’s my wife, but she’s his…his what? Girlfriend? Or employee - the same as I am?

	 

	Or is Evie merely Richmond’s whore.

	 

	“Are you nearly ready to leave, Kev?” she chooses sparkling drop earrings from her jewelry box and returns to the mirror to fix them in place.

	 

	Later, as Evie and I step hand in hand onto the polished, dark marble flooring of the sleek lobby at Barrowgate Mews, my heart races. It’s like a frantic drumbeat echoing in my chest. And the blood rushes in my ears.

	 

	“Have a nice evening,” the uniformed receptionist calls out from behind his desk across the lobby and he eyes Evie. He knows exactly where we’re headed again. And probably even why we’re going up to the penthouse and Richmond.

	 

	My stomach clenches.

	 

	The elevator interior with its scent of vanilla and smoked glass walls is as luxurious as the lobby itself. And as it smoothly climbs toward the top floor and Evie inspects her reflection some more, I admire her figure again and savor the sexual frustration. The swells of her breasts and backside, her shapely legs in the heels. And I feel those overwhelming senses of longing and denial. That urgent need to be physical with her again, and an equally strong emotional one too. To know that she’s still mine.

	 

	“You do love me, right?” my voice cracks in the middle of the question. But despite my arousal and excitement, the permanence of what she’s done to her body for him continues to nag at me.

	 

	“Kev, how can you even ask that?” she tuts and kisses me on the lips, “You know I do.” But then she’s back to checking her appearance again. “You sure this dress looks okay?” she asks me a third or fourth time, and her voice sounds slightly strained too.

	 

	Even in my own growing anxiety as the elevator rises, I can’t help but feel a pang of sympathy for her. I wonder whether the combination of her uncertainty about his reaction to the changes in her body, combined with her wearing slightly less provocative clothes than usual for him is all making her feel vulnerable.

	 

	“You look as beautiful as ever,” I reply, but as the elevator slows at his floor, an unsettling thought strikes me.

	 

	Nearly always, before we meet him, she makes me promise to do whatever he wants - like a ritual that sets the stage for the night ahead. But tonight? There’s been none of that.

	 

	Maybe she’s too consumed with those other concerns of hers, to even think about my role tonight.

	 

	We reach the grand, pale blue door of Richmond’s apartment and I press his bell, then smile at Evie.

	 

	The door swings open, but it’s not Richmond.

	 

	“Good evening, Kevin. Evie,” the slender blonde from Walden’s party at the golf club curtsies and then lowers her sparkling green eyes. She stands back to invite us inside.

	 

	Evie’s face darkens but we step into the opulent space.

	 

	“May I take your jacket, Kevin?” She asks, and ‘Sandra’- that was her name. She’s dressed similarly to how she was the last time we met. A high-necked, white, semi-sheer blouse. But tonight’s black pencil skirt is shorter. It accentuates much more of her toned legs. Her pretty cheeks are flushed exactly the same way though.

	 

	“Sir is in the living room,” Sandra says and takes my jacket from me.

	 

	He’s got her call calling him ‘Sir’.

	 

	“Please follow me,” she curtsies again.

	 

	Evie shoots me a vexed look with a tight face. But what I suspect is jealousy at the presence of another female only quells my fear and excites me all the more.

	 

	The plush surroundings and expansive hallway with its minimalist decoration and elegant artwork on the high walls intimidate me all over again. Just like every time we come here. But this whole building is a testament to the wealth of Richmond Coyle. And even though Evie and I could never aspire to possess any part of this ‘other world’, at least with Richmond, I guess we can be a part of it.

	 

	How many employees in the huge headquarters where I work would give their right arm to be able to say the same?

	 

	We pass the glossy kitchen on our right where Sandra’s partner -Rene - scrubs at a worktop. He’s dressed in pressed black pants and a crisp white shirt but he doesn’t look up from his task.

	 

	What’s Richmond’s endgame for that couple? The same as with me and Evie?

	 

	But didn’t Walden say Rene is already in chastity?

	 

	Sandra pauses outside the living room door as if composing herself and then she knocks.

	 

	“Yep. Come in,” Richmond calls.

	 

	She opens the door for us and curtsies again as we pass on our way in to Richmond.

	 

	I’ve seen this room too before but it’s impossible not to be struck by the grandeur of the space. Lavishly furnished (courtesy of Bella Pascal’s designs) with plush purple velvet sofas and tasteful art strategically spaced on the walls.

	 

	“How’s my special girl?” he turns from a high, white marble fireplace and strides towards us with both arms open wide. He’s in a business suit with his collar and tie loosened.

	 

	Behind us, Sandra quietly closes the door as she leaves.

	 

	“How come she’s here again?” Evie puckers her glossed lips and frowns at Richmond. Evie’s pink cheeks and throat suggest that she knows she shouldn’t complain to him, but she just can’t help herself.

	 

	“You look bewitching,” he says, voice dripping with appreciation as he reaches my wife. He ignores her question and kisses each side of her face. Then he holds Evie at arm’s length and lets his dark eyes - eyes so dark they’re almost black - sweep up and down her. From her head to her high heels. An electric charge seems to ripple in the air. “As soon as I see you,” he murmurs and shakes his head. But then he eases away from my wife and holds out a hand to shake mine.

	 

	“As soon as you see me what?” Evie giggles from behind him.

	 

	“You know very well ‘what’,” he says but then she’s right up behind him, pawing at his shoulders and around his waist even as he and I shake hands.

	 

	“No I don’t,” Evie says again and Richmond turns back to her. In one swift movement, he sweeps her up off her feet and she squeals. He cradles her in his arms and the high heel slips from her swinging left leg.

	 

	“As soon as I see you,” he kisses her forehead and continues to cradle her, “I need to have you. Kevin; ask Sandra and Rene to join the three of us in my bedroom, will you?”

	 

	“Wait. What?” Evie gapes at him wide-eyed as she’s taken from the room.

	 

	What the hell has he got planned?

	 

	I stumble from Richmond’s room back into the spacious hallway. Peer to the right, in the direction of his bedroom - where the door is closed. And then left, toward his kitchen.

	 

	Surely he’s not planning to do it with Evie and that Sandra girl at the same time? In front of Rene and me?

	 

	Or try to get Evie and Sandra to….

	 

	No. They wouldn’t do it together. Sandra seems real shy.

	 

	The weight of the moment is crushing. But the weight of my chastity belt calls me to action. To do Richmond’s bidding. I head for the kitchen where I assume the other couple most likely are. Apprehension and excitement grapple with one another again inside me.

	 

	What if he just wants to shame me in front of the other pair? Cuckold me in front of them?

	 

	The potential exposure (although Sandra and Rene have seen Evie in action before and so know exactly what I am), sends heat flooding to my cheeks.

	 

	In the kitchen area, Sandra wipes down the long chrome handle of one of Richmond’s fridge doors, her slender fingers moving deftly as she works. Rene crouches nearby, scrubbing away with a small brush at a mark on the marble tiles.

	 

	At first, they don’t see me but I see his gaze momentarily shift upward from his cleaning task to Sandra’s supple legs in her short pencil skirt. That unmistakable hungry look that betrays the same frustrated desire that I know all too well. For a moment that recognition hits me hard and I just stare.

	 

	“Oh, Kevin,” Sandra says and straightens her back.

	 

	“Richmond wants you and Rene to come to his bedroom,” I say and clear my throat.

	 

	She looks down at her partner with wide green eyes and he rises to his feet.

	 

	“I don’t know what he has in mind,” I shrug and smile, to try and make light of what I sense is a tense reaction from them.

	 

	They let me lead them down his hallway toward his bedroom and even though I run some small talk through my head, none of us speaks. There’s too much anxiety in my head as well, about what Richmond might want to put me through in front of these people.

	 

	And about what, in this fucking desperate condition, I might be prepared to do.

	 

	But my cock dribbles pre-cum in my pants.

	 

	“You ready for this?” I speak when we reach his bedroom door to try to relax them and we pause.

	 

	They glance at one another again and they’re both breathing heavily and are as flushed as I feel.

	 

	“It’ll be fine,” I say with more assurance than I feel. “If he hasn’t primed you about doing anything in here then he probably just wants you to watch him in action with my wife. He likes an audience,” I feel my dick throb in its cage and I knock on his door.

	 

	“Come in,” Richmond murmurs flatly from inside.

	 

	I take a deep breath and ease the door open.

	 

	Evie stands alone but already naked in her heels on the white rug alongside his empty king-sized bed. Her loose dress lays crumpled on the floor at her feet.

	 

	King-sized bed for a King. The phrase pops into my head.

	 

	My breath catches in my throat and behind me, I think it’s Sandra who draws in a sharp breath.

	 

	Richmond lounges in the armchair opposite his bed with his legs crossed. He smiles at us with his broad chin high then returns his gaze to my wife.

	 

	“What do you think of this young lady’s body, Sandra?” He purrs and peers beyond me, “Isn’t she a beauty.”

	 

	“Yes Richmond,” Sandra mumbles and when I glance back, her eyes are lowered. Rene’s are too and his cheeks still flushed.

	 

	“Only I do happen to know, that you’ve seen her bare before,” the smile slides from Richmond’s face and he gets to his feet, “Albeit without the recent embellishments I asked for.” He runs a hand over Evie’s large breasts, one at a time, lingering a moment on the second of the jeweled barbells.

	 

	Evie winces a little, like it hurt.

	 

	“Yes,” Richmond sighs and continues to play with my wife’s nipple, “I heard my little Evie performed for one Mr. Walden Barrett. Without me being asked, and without even the courtesy of advance notification. And no one thought to tell me afterward.”

	 

	“Oh,” Sandra murmurs behind me.

	 

	“Yes, ‘Oh’,” Richmond lets his hand fall lower, to Evie’s abdomen and he turns her around.

	 

	My eyes descend to the emblem at the base of her spine, above her round buttocks.

	 

	“And she performed with the persona non grata - Rachel Barlow,” he says.

	 

	He loaned Sandra and Rene out to Barrett that night, but who told him about the rest of it?

	 

	“I take a very dim view of deceit, don’t I, Evie?” The fingers of Richmond’s left hand lift Evie’s chin an inch or so. “Private ‘work’ behind my back. His right hand slaps across Evie’s behind.

	 

	Her bare tits shudder and the ‘crack’ jolts both my high-heeled wife and Sandra.

	 

	“I didn’t deceive,” Evie pouts, “I was just helping a friend..”

	 

	“Shh,” he presses an index finger to her plump lips. “And I expect you were so keen to show me your pretty little tattoo and these new piercings tonight, weren’t you?”

	 

	Evie nods, her throat and behind reddened.

	 

	“Well, I’m not wholly blaming you and Kevin,” Richmond turns his attention to me. “I’ll have words with Mr. Barrett at our upcoming strategy meeting. You two step out from behind Kevin now please,” he gestures with his head, and the couple move out alongside me to my right. “Kevin; close the door properly will you?”

	 

	Trembling I do as he asks.

	 

	“That is not why you two were loaned out to Walden,” he says to the couple, “So that you could be extras while one of my top girls serviced Walden’s dubious friends. Is it?”

	 

	“No Sir,” Rene and Sandra echo one another and shake their heads.

	 

	“Now come over her and see how this young lady expresses her devotion. Even as she’s prepared to deceive me.”

	 

	“Richmond, I didn’t..” Evie protests but her ass is slapped hard again and she gasps.

	 

	“Richmond, it was my…,” I try to take the blame but Richmond raises a hand and silences me.

	 

	I redden.

	 

	Then I stand and watch Richmond give Rene and his pretty partner a detailed, guided tour of my wife’s nude body.

	 

	Evie is instructed to explain the inking and piercing procedures along with the required aftercare like wearing loose clothes whenever possible.

	 

	Richmond rotates her to show them her behind again and he invites them to examine and even feel the ‘Traders’ logo and his initial between the top of her cheeks.

	 

	It’s degrading for me and Evie of course, but my heart pounds and my dick crushes frantically into the steel bars.

	 

	“When will the next adornment take place?” Richmond’s nostrils flare and glances over at me for the first time in what feels an age.

	 

	“Another fortnight Richmond,” I say breathlessly, but can’t help wondering again whether, if I’d never been introduced to chastity, every request for Evie’s body mods would have been refused right at the outset.

	 

	“Tell Sandra and Rene what the next marking will involve, Kevin.”

	 

	“Another tattoo,” I clear my throat.

	 

	“Where?” Richmond smiles.

	 

	“On her lower stomach,” I mumble and flush yet again.

	 

	“Where?” Richmond repeats, more loudly this time.

	 

	Evie holds her hands together in front of herself and looks down.

	 

	“Just above, just above her hands,” I say.

	 

	“Below here,” Richmond lifts Evie’s arms by her wrists and holds them up, then he touches two inches or so below her belly button.

	 

	Evie quivers.

	 

	“Right above her sweet spot,” he smiles, “The shaven haven.”

	 

	I side-eye the other couple and they’re both gaping.

	 

	“So where exactly is this Kevin?” Richmond smirks and eases two fingertips right into my wife.

	 

	Oh, fuck. “Her pussy, Richmond.”

	 

	“That’s right, Kevin. Your wife’s vagina.” His fingers push in deeper.

	 

	Evie closes her eyes and lets out a gentle moan.

	 

	“And what precisely will your second piece of artwork say, young lady?” Richmond’s fingers sink up to their caressing knuckles.

	 

	“Uhh, Richmond,” Evie gasps and her boobs quiver, skewered nipples hardened. “Property of Richmond.”

	 

	“Well, ‘RC’, ‘Property of RC’,” Richmond says, still leaning in on my wife as he fingers her but he addresses the other three of us, “Initials again, rather my full name above the opening of her vagina. For a little discretion. In the absence of pubic hair. And we’re using the same classy font as on the actual Traders’ logo, and as on her rear end. What do we call that font again Evie?”

	 

	“Brush Script M7,” Evie and I both say at the same time. But we’ve had to communicate the name more than once to the tattoo artist over the last few weeks. And the way it’s been used on Evie means it’s unlikely we’ll ever forget it.

	 

	“That’s right,” Richmond withdraws his glistening fingers and turns Evie around again. He showcases her tramp stamp to the couple, “It’s a casual, cursive script font that mimics the look of handwriting with a brush, don’t you think? Brush Script fonts are more commonly used for informal or decorative purposes, such as invitations, greeting cards, and other materials where a personal touch is desired. And in this case the ‘material’ is a rather exquisite body,” he runs his fingers through Evie’s honey-blonde hair and she’s quivering in her high heels – covered in goosebumps. “Now Evie, I’d like you to mount the end of my bed onto your knees with your behind in the air toward us. And once there, spread your buttocks.”

	 

	Holy crap.

	 

	Without a word, Evie climbs onto Richmond’s huge fur-covered bed.

	 

	“Head right down, bottom in the air please,” he gestures.

	 

	Close to me, Sandra trembles more than I do. Rene is crimson-faced.

	 

	“I’d like you to lubricate her for me Kevin,” Richmond indicates the bed with his head and then undoes the belt on his pants.

	 

	“What?” I croak without even meaning to say a word.

	 

	“Lick her anus,” he gestures again and his cock is out.

	 

	I daren’t look at them right now, but I’m certain that Sandra and Rene will both be awed too by Richmond’s thick erection.

	 

	“Come on Kevin,” Richmond gesticulates and works his tool through his fist, “I’m anxious to partake.”

	 

	I don’t care who’s watching. I pass him and approach Evie. But I lean over and into her upturned butt so that I don’t have to try and get down on my knees in front of everyone. And anyway, I doubt I could reach her butt from the floor. Subspace drowns me though and I help Evie’s hands and spread fingers. I ease her smooth, cool fleshy cheeks further apart, twist my head a little, and push my nose and mouth right in under his initials.

	 

	Frantically, I lick her wrinkled, hot little hole for Richmond. My cock fit to burst.

	 

	“That’s it,” he says from somewhere behind me.

	 

	I lick her again there and kiss her, conscious of the noise and scent but I try to do what he wants and to lubricate her for his entry. For her sake as much as his. But my mouth and throat are so dry and it’s not easy to do.

	 

	Evie murmurs into the bed and my cock aches in its cage. I try to almost spit a little too without making what I’m doing too obvious but I really can’t create much saliva.

	 

	“OK,” Richmond pulls at my shirt, “Slip your shoes off, and then let’s have you up on the bed too,” he says.

	 

	“Me?” I peer back at him stroking his erection and look up into his handsome but arrogant face. “On the bed?”

	 

	“The far side of your wife,” he nods, “I want you to hold her steady, push her towards me if you will. So that the rocking of the bed doesn’t impair our balance.”

	 

	Beyond him, Sandra and Rene gaze on, as if stunned.

	 

	“Push on her shoulders,” Richmond orders, and with his trousers around his ankles, he shuffles closer to my wife, dick in hand.

	 

	I kick off my left and then right shoe like he said and then carefully, so as not to ruffle the furs strewn over the bed, I climb onto it too, beyond the head and shoulders of my naked, prostrate wife.

	 

	The side of her head is pressed down into the fur. She doesn’t look up at me. But as I move closer to her head, I can smell the zesty fragrance of her freshly washed, blonde hair.

	 

	“This couple plays an integral part in my adult club enterprise,” Richmond says over his shoulder to our viewers and on the far side of my wife he bends at the knee. He plants a hand on the small of Evie’s back, partly obscuring her tattoo there as directs the gleaming, bulbous head of his mighty shaft to her tiniest, lubricated opening.

	 

	I hold and press the tops of her shoulders for Richmond, my restrained cock throbbing and contorting between my legs.

	 

	“Ahhhh,” Evie gasps and her whole body pushes at me. Her head rises from the bed, her warm breath in my face, but her brown eyes bulging and fixed way beyond me on the wall above his headboard.

	 

	“And their roles will expand,” Richmond inches further into my wife. “As well as her mentorship and training roles with our other females. Evie here will be entertaining VIP clients in their hotel rooms, won’t you young lady?”

	 

	“Uhh, yes Richmond,” her fingers claw at the fur as Richmond eases further into her ass.

	 

	We haven’t agreed the hotel element between us yet.

	 

	“Mmm, that’s good,” he purrs and must have several inches up her now, “And we have plans for Kevin too. Beyond his current recruitment remit with other couples.”

	 

	You do?

	 

	“Ahh,” Evie gasps in my face and her eyes widen further like she saw something terrifying.

	 

	“Are you OK babe?” I reach for the underside of her face, to check her expression.

	 

	Evie nods and bites her bottom lip as Richmond grips her hips and picks up a steadier pace.

	 

	I lower my eyes so I don’t have to look at her ‘suffering’. Even though a part of me longs to. I just hold onto her shoulders again as the bed rocks us both and as Evie’s breathing deepens.

	 

	“I love this brand on the small of your back,” Richmond purrs, “I love what you’ve done for me so far.”

	 

	Evie moans under him.

	 

	“This is what devotion and submission look like Sandra, Rene,” he says without looking back.

	 

	Evie’s arousal begins to build. That way I've seen it do within seconds every time Richmond starts on her.

	 

	The ass fucking is faster now and steady, Maybe right up herm but how can I tell? He doesn’t lean over her, he stands erect at her rear, holding onto her buttocks and letting Evie do the work, letting my eager wife thrust back as the chief orchestrator of her own sodomizing. And then Evie’s head twists a little more on the fur and her right shoulder dips.

	 

	She’s touching herself too.

	 

	She cums in seconds. Crying out and sobbing but gripped tight as Richmond now thrusts at her asshole.

	 

	I lower my eyes from the noise of her orgasm but soon hear him too, grunting and then stabbing almost violently into her as he ejaculates.

	 

	Oh, fuck Evie.

	 

	I chance another upward glance just as Richmond separates from my wife. He sits down on the bed with a deep exhalation and a laugh.“And now an example of husbandly devotion,” he says to his other audience, “Come Kevin. Clean me.”

	 

	Evie rolls away from me and onto her side, breathing hard and her hand still between her legs.

	 

	“You’ll need to do me and your wife,” he says to me.

	 

	Later, with my shame complete and stinking and tasting of their sex, Richmond sits dressed again on the armchair and invites me to sit on the bed alongside my wife. This time as a ‘viewer, not participant’. Evie is still naked and still on her side. Her blonde hair is messy and tangled.

	 

	“Rene has been in chastity training for a little while now too,” he says and for several seconds I suspect the other man is about to be offered my wife in front of his own.

	 

	Rene and Sandra have barely moved from the position he summoned them into before he showed them around Evie’s body.

	 

	“Here,” Richmond reaches deep into the pocket of his pants and tosses something at the other couple.

	 

	Something small and silvery lands and sparkles on the floor near Sandra’s flat shoes.

	 

	A key. Chastity belt key.

	 

	“You must have seen the hunger in your husband’s eyes the whole time you’ve been working here Sandra,” he chuckles at the couple, “I know I have. Well, you may unlock him briefly now for an orgasm.”

	 

	“Richmond…,” the man stammers, “I couldn’t,” he glances at my nude wife, “I mean, I wouldn’t…”

	 

	“I’m sure Kevin would love my permission to enjoy his wife’s body right now, wouldn’t you Kevin?”

	 

	I nod at him and then gaze back at my wife’s used nudity - still slightly writhing on his big bed.

	 

	“So I want you to enjoy your own,” he tells Rene.

	 

	His own?

	 

	“But if you don’t feel capable of full sex in front of an audience yet, then Sandra, perhaps you could simply masturbate your husband for us. He mustn’t be tempted to push you for sex when I’m not around. Without my authority.”

	 

	The couple swap glances. But then Rene’s eyes flit to my wife, before descending to his own shapely partner and her pert bosom in the semi-sheer blouse.

	 

	“Kevin, why don’t you hang your wife’s dress up for her in one of my wardrobes?”

	 

	“You still haven’t finished with me, on here?” Evie purrs at him and her bare left foot caresses her right. She gazes across at him.

	 

	Some subdued part of me imagines demanding to be ‘set free’ too, but a stronger, darker part of me wants nothing of the sort.

	 

	I do what Richmond says. I slide open a silent, swishing door of his wardrobe and after a couple of fumbled, shaky attempts, hang her dress alongside countless suits in the fragrant space.

	 

	There’s a groan somewhere behind me.

	 

	Sandra holds Rene close as he cums into a fistful of tissues in her hand.

	 

	Already?

	 

	“OK, Sandra take Rene to a bathroom and help him clean up,” Richmond says, “Then let’s have him back under lock and key again. And Kevin, if your wife Evie and I could get some privacy for a little while then I’ll explain the expanded role I have in mind for you in the business. Sandra and Rene can no doubt use your help and keep you occupied with some chores while you wait for me to finish with Evie.”

	 

	 


Chapter 24 - New Blood
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	Walden Barrett

	 

	The sun is bright in the later March sky as I steer my SUV down the winding road. I never tire of the way this motor handles. Nor of the smell of fresh-cut grass that’s still in my nostrils from the golf course and another win this morning over my passenger Keith.

	 

	Alongside me, he’s still wittering away about his birthday party the other week at the clubhouse. OK, that was a good night. But there’ll be a whole lot more just like it when Richmond finally puts me in charge of one of the clubs. And that better be T1 - flagship Traders. With the big dungeon.

	 

	Still Keith goes on about the girls I took to his party. About how many cocks the ‘sluts’ took. About ‘how cool’ it is that I have ‘another friend’ who can access young girls like them. And again he mentions the ‘Freaks’ (as he calls them), who served in the bathroom and bar.

	 

	I nod and grin at him.

	 

	If he knew the fucking half of it. Or if his straight-laced wife did. I like Keith. But beating him again over 18 holes this morning felt especially good. It’s set me up nicely for what will be a real moment of triumph. The formal announcement at the strategy meeting today of me at the T1 helm. And Philip Hasting’s fucking face when he hears the news.

	 

	Now that, will feel real good.

	 

	Finally Keith falls quiet and slouches comfortably in the passenger seat. I glance across at him. He looks miles away now with a satisfied grin plastered across his face. Impressive resilience for a guy who had his ass packaged and handed to him on the course before.

	 

	I smile to myself.

	 

	“I’m looking forward to getting home and just putting my feet up in front of the TV,” he sighs, stretching his arms out. “A cold beer and catch up on the sports until dinner.”

	 

	I smile and shake my head. “You’re only fucking sixty. You should be out and about. Keeping your head in the game.”

	 

	“Yeah, right,” he says. “So what big plans does Walden Barrett have for the rest of his day?”

	 

	“I’ve got a business meeting later,” I reply, feeling a spark of excitement but keen not to raise suspicion. An active finger in the ‘Adult entertainment’ pie is nothing he or the other guys need to be certain of. Even though one or two of them might suspect something. “Richmond Coyle,” I shrug, relaxed about impressing with the name again. Coyle’s careful to keep his clubs division well out of the spotlight.

	 

	Keith raises an eyebrow, “I know you mix in some grandiose circles Wal, but when are you actually going to retire? You’re still working part-time in that shop of Lu’s as well, aren’t you?”

	 

	“I don’t work there,” I laugh, “I’ve got stuff going on in the place,” I wink at him. “It’s close enough to home and the privacy there for a few hours a week suits me fine.” I concentrate on the road again. And why should I shuffle around in carpet slippers like most guys my age? Lounging around all afternoon watching TV. Fuck that. Life’s too short. There are plenty of deals to be done and pussy to be grabbed. He can turn himself into a couch potato with a mundane retirement. Not fucking me. By tonight I should have my own whorehouse to control and keep secret from Lucretia.

	 

	I smile again at the prospect. But then peer across at him again. “You can’t tell me you wouldn’t enjoy another session like your birthday party again this afternoon, can you? Instead of just putting your feet up until bedtime?”

	 

	Keith chuckles but then his face hardens a little. “Thirty-plus years of wedded bliss puts an end to that kind of activity at home, my friend.”

	 

	“Maybe you need to look for a little something on the side,” I say, unable to stop myself goading him a little, “Get yourself a goomah.”

	 

	“A what?”

	 

	“Sorry,” I laugh, “I must have been channeling the great Gandolfini. A ‘mistress’. Get yourself a regular mistress.”

	 

	Keith rolls his eyes. “The party was great. But do it regular? I couldn’t be bothered with the hassle. Another woman would be too much drama.”

	 

	He sounds so fucking old, but I just laugh as we pull into his driveway. “Don’t overdo it this afternoon then,” I grin as he opens his door.

	 

	“You too,” he laughs, “Enjoy your meeting and keep taking the ginseng or whatever it is. See you next week, Wal.”

	 

	A few minutes later, as my anticipation swells again at the thought of running one of the clubs - and of Lucretia knowing fuck all about my appointment - my stomach growls. I need that late breakfast. A proper fry-up with sausage, bacon and plenty of eggs.

	 

	But when I pull into our driveway, my heart sinks.

	 

	Her silver Merc is outside.

	 

	What’s she doing home?

	 

	I sigh and step out of the SUV, but I’m already imagining the disapproval on her face when she sees what I’m going to cook. And I wanted to spend some time alone reviewing last night’s CCTV recordings of Amanda and Chris’ bedroom.

	 

	“Oh, you’re back,” she shouts from the kitchen when I’m inside the house. “Walden, please take those golf shoes off before you trail mud all over the floor again.”

	 

	I roll my eyes to myself. “What are you doing home, anyway?”

	 

	“My phone charger was playing up,” she yells back, “I just called in for another. I’m on my way over to the Felton Road store to give it the once over before I meet the girls for lunch.”

	 

	‘Girls’!

	 

	“Have we got sausages in the fridge?” I ask and kick my shoes off, then I stuff them under the coat rack in the hallway.

	 

	“Oh Walden, you’re not trying to kill yourself with yet another beastly fried brunch, are you? I’ll make you a salad before I leave.”

	 

	“I don’t want salad,” I groan, “I’m hungry.”

	 

	She’s in the kitchen with a coffee and a frown. Even as I peck the side of her head I know what’s coming next.

	 

	“Walden, you can’t keep eating like that. Not with your weight, and your cholesterol...”

	 

	“Don’t start with that again, please,” I interrupt and head for the fridge with my irritation bubbling. “I’m fine. One half-decent breakfast won’t hurt me.”

	 

	She keeps her coffee mug in one hand but crosses her arms and her mouth tightens as she looks at me, “You’re hardly a young man anymore.”

	 

	“Thanks for stating the obvious,” I say without looking at her and I slap the pack of bacon down on the island close to her. And then the sausages

	 

	“And you’re out again this afternoon aren’t you? What about the garden? I’m still waiting for those weeds to be done.”

	 

	“So, we’ll get a gardener,” I say and stab the bacon pack open with a knife.

	 

	“We will not get a gardener Walden. The exercise would do you good.”

	 

	“I don’t need the fucking exercise,” now I look at her, “I’ve walked miles around a gold course already today. Which is why I’m hungry,” I point at the raw meat with the knife.

	 

	“And I don’t need to hear language like that from you,” she snorts and takes her coffee with her out of the room.

	 

	Later, the afternoon the air in the hotel meeting room is stifling as we settle into our seats. Brian, one of the other guys, fucking insists on vaping again before the meeting gets fully underway, and for some reason, Richmond lets him. Brian’s directly on my left on the long, rectangular table. Richmond is at the head further away to my left. The main man drones on with the intros and the agenda, and as he does, I can’t help thinking that if I moved my elbow up and out, hard and fast enough in that same direction, I could both choke Brian and probably knock most of his teeth out at the same time.

	 

	Huey is on my right and it turns out that Anton is here today too. And as a major shareholder in Richmond’s business, he’s at the main man’s side. The place I normally get to sit. Presumably this ‘guest appearance’ is to check on his investment.

	 

	He leans right back in his chair, hands behind his head with an expression of smug self-satisfaction. He still has the goatee like me. And I’m still sure he based his on mine.

	 

	Hastings has squeezed himself in on Richmond’s other side. No doubt to lick ass all afternoon.

	 

	I nod at one of the new guys who arrives a little late and he apologizes to Richmond before taking his seat almost opposite me. And then finally the main man takes a breath.

	 

	But then he continues.

	 

	“So to item one,” he says, “The new Traders Divisional structure. About which Anton and I have given a great deal of thought.”

	 

	Anton nods seriously.

	 

	Here we go. My pulse quickens.

	 

	“Given the latest acquisition of a further three venues to take us to ten, and then plans we have for imminent further expansion,” he says, “I’ve decided to create the new position of ‘General Manager - Clubs’. A strategic role that will bear overall responsibility for the day-to-day operations across all clubs, reporting directly to me as Chairman.”

	 

	Is he looking at me?

	 

	“And into this new position, I’m delighted to welcome my good friend and company investor Anton Fielding.”

	 

	Anton? I thought the cunt had retired.

	 

	“I’d like to thank him for stepping back into the trenches, at least while we’re in a relatively steep expansion mode.”

	 

	Anton smiles around the table.

	 

	“Reporting in to Anton from Monday - our soon to be ten club managers.”

	 

	Reporting to Anton? Not Richmond? I don’t want any layer of management between me and the big man.

	 

	“Now, for the swift sake of those present, I’ll name the positions that undoubtedly concern you most. Philip Hastings is confirmed as General Manager Traders 1.”

	 

	Hastings? You’re fucking kidding! All that fucking brown nosing actually paid off for him?

	 

	Phil beams and as congratulations echo around the room, he straightens up fully and nods his thanks.

	 

	“Philip, before I continue,” Richmond says, “Why don’t you update the team on your impressive recent developments?”

	 

	Am I expected to fucking to listen to this?

	 

	My head throbs as I watch the smarmy young shit recite a list that includes blonde Marcie Duman to take up a position as Zaria’s replacement in the dungeon. Something about that Shiloh girl he brought into the business, and then that little slut Rachel’s return. With fucking Sophie!

	 

	So bang goes any chance of the Barlow girl working in my shop too. My face burns and my blood pressure must be through the fucking roof.

	 

	I stare at Richmond, waiting for some flicker in his face that hints at guilt about what he’s done to me. Or even any uncertainty about accepting Rachel’s return.

	 

	But he looks as calm as ever.

	 

	“And then there’s the third Machin female,” Phil smirks around the room, “Lanie, she’s a pure vision. She’s due for interview in Richmond’s HQ later this week.”

	 

	“Let’s see if that one has potential first Philip,” Richmond waves him into silence. “Traders 2 will see Huey Mather move into General Management within the division.”

	 

	I don’t even get that one?

	 

	“Huey will be part-seconded from Flamehead,” Richmond elaborates, “and his new role will free up management opportunities at our gaming division. Which we’ll use as inducement for a certain husband there who has talent. To make sure his wife too commits to our cause at Traders.”

	 

	Huey reddens behind his beard and he doesn’t look anywhere near as pleased with himself as Hastings did only moment ago. In fact he looks almost as pissed as I feel.

	 

	I shift in my seat, ready to rebuff any announcement of me taking the reins at a more remote club.

	 

	Richmond should have talked this shit through with me first.

	 

	But there’s no mention of my name as he continues through the other eight clubs, talking about how ‘they’ll’ evaluate the inherited staff before naming every single permanent management member. And if required, recruiting further.

	 

	Has he disregarded me because of my age? Didn’t I make it clear enough what I wanted?

	 

	The twat.

	 

	With Anton about to detail the new internal club management structure, I clear my throat and say Richmond’s name.

	 

	Why should I wait until the meeting is over and then pull him to one side to quiz him? Who cares if he’d doubtless prefer it that way? I’m calling him out on this.

	 

	“Ah, of course, Walden,” he stares at me. “How could I forget? So despite your transgression of using one of our key girls at a private event without authorization, and the continued lack of new female talent arriving from your direction, there will obviously still be a role in the organization for you.”

	 

	He knows about the party. My gut clenches but I’m thinking fast.

	 

	Maybe I should have told him, but he’s fucking hanging me out to dry here - in front of everyone.

	 

	“Evie offered her services,” I glare at him, “I had Rachel organized for my party. I’d got wind of the way Phil was trying to bring her back into the fold and I wanted to do my bit to help the cause too,” I tell him an outright lie and one of Phil’s eyebrows rises. “Ease her back into action. She told Evie about the party and your girl just turned up keen to open her legs too,” I shrug my shoulders. “You loaned your European duo out for the same event,” I remind him and next to him, the smirk slides off Phil’s face.

	 

	“Yes, but under strict instructions,” Richmond says, “And certainly not in the knowledge that Evie Blandon would be there too.”

	 

	“Well whatever,” I wave a hand. “What do you want me to do for the business?”

	 

	That’s it then. I’m left taking crumbs off the fucking table.

	 

	“Board Advisor for Club Operations,” Richmond stares right back at me. “You’ll report to Anton.”

	 

	“Great,” I say and stand. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have an emergency dental appointment,” I lie for the second time but I can’t stay in this room. If I do, I won’t be the only one here who regrets it.

	 

	I leave with frustration boiling my guts.

	 

	I know what I need. I stride through the hotel lobby, with my phone against an ear.

	 

	“Good afternoon, Mr. Barrett, Sir,” the male voice on the other end answers.

	 

	“Listen to me carefully, Pantyboy,” I keep my tone clipped. “Bring my girlfriend to the store in thirty minutes.”

	 

	There’s a slight hesitation before he clears his throat. “Uh, well… we’re grocery shopping right now.”

	 

	“And? Abandon the trolley,” I order, and keep my voice low but firm. “I want you both at the store. Don’t. Let. Me. down.”

	 

	“No, Mr. Barrett, Sir,” he mumbles, breathing hard now.

	 

	My mind races as I head outside toward my car. I’m not scheduled at the store today, but I’ll get rid of the old bird there and tell her I’m closing up tonight. If Lucretia gets to hear then I’ll say I was feeling bad about the argument me and her had. I’ll say I wanted to do something to make it up to her.

	 

	I drive toward the sanctuary of the store, but my thoughts are pulled back to Richmond, to Philip bastard Hastings and smarmy Anton. The way they all laughed together, so cozy in their new roles.

	 

	Well, Hastings for one won’t have everything his own way. I’ll fucking see to that.

	 

	I arrive at the small parking lot behind the most local of my wife’s vintage stores some thirty-five minutes later. Their car is already here and its engine running. I switch mine off and head outside over toward them.

	 

	Pantyboy is out before I reach them and Carol with her wild reddish hair, not far behind. She’s in a loose-fitting, flowery dress. One that I’ll have that off her soon enough.

	 

	“Good evening Mr. Barrett Sir,” he says and she nods.

	 

	“Give me five minutes to dismiss the day shift then follow me inside,” I tell them and don’t wait for a response.

	 

	Inside the store, I tell the old woman who Lucretia recruited in place of Amanda that she can leave early and that I’ll close and clean up.

	 

	She’s just buttoning her coat up her throat when the couple arrive.

	 

	“I’ll be fine with them,” I tell the woman and gesture again for her to leave. The poor old trout has no idea that these two are the ones who close close and clean the store whenever I’m here at the end of a day.

	 

	They, not me.

	 

	“Thanks, Mr. Barrett,” she says and departs.

	 

	I motion Pantyboy to lock the door once she’s gone.

	 

	“Right, Carol, into the back office. I’ve had a cunt of a day. Let’s have that dress off in there right away. Tits out too and on your knees waiting for me. Pantyboy, you know the drill. Put the kettle on first, then coffee for me and your Mrs. Cash Register Reconciliation, Inventory Management, and shelf re-stocking. Pay particular attention tonight Pantyboy. to the promotional displays.”

	 

	“Yes, Mr. Barrett Sir,” he nods his head.

	 

	“Carol will probably be done making me feel better about my day and sucking my cock in plenty of time to help with your cleaning duties if needed. Before I get to the closing report.”

	 

	“Yes, Mr Barrett Sir.”

	 

	“Carol? Why are you still here?” I slap at the back of her dress and her big ass, “Go get stripped.”

	 

	She hurries down the store holding onto the sides of her dress.

	 

	I head over the the till for a quick look at the takings and then follow the path the pair of them took, down the aisle toward the back office.

	 

	Carol is down on her knees with her dress scrunched around her waist but struggling to get her bra off when I reach her there. “Where shall I do it for you, Mr. Barrett?” she gazes up at me in a matching pale pink two set.

	 

	“I’m too shot to sit on the edge of the desk tonight,” I blow out my cheeks and shake my head. “Come round the other side of it. I can relax more in my seat there. Crawl.”

	 

	Her face reddens but she finally gets the bra off and drops it on the floor. And then as I take my seat, she crawls around to me, twists swaying and swinging like udders full of creamy milk.

	 

	“Look at those big titties go,” I smile at her reddened face and my mood now is better than it’s been for hours.

	 

	She reaches me and I let her unzip me. “Mmm, so have you had a really bad day, Walden?”

	 

	I know what she’s doing. She’s using my first name just to goad me. I know well enough what she wants, too.

	 

	She slides my zipper down and fumbles for my thickening cock.

	 

	I’ll let her wait a few more minutes before I react to what she said. Before I give her what she’s asking for.

	 

	“Mmm,” she moans and grips my tool tight in her left hand, wedding band and all.

	 

	“Uhh, yeah,” I exhale.

	 

	She kisses the head.

	 

	“Yeah, I’ve had a bad day,” I settle back into the seat as I’m sucked. “The fucking people who run that club.”

	 

	“I don’t known why you work with them if they stress you so much,” she murmurs and licks up the length of my shaft.

	 

	“For one thing” I lean forward and over her. I draw my cock from her mouth and hold it, jacking it in her face, “I like all the young pussy it gives me access to.”

	 

	She frowns and her lips pucker.

	 

	I let go of my dick go but grip her throat.

	 

	“Urgh,” she gasps and her blue eyes look right up into mine, her pupils dilate, her face flushed.

	 

	“And for another, you don’t use my first name unless you’re told to. Do you?” I wallop her bare tits with my free hand.

	 

	They shudder like water balloons and her throat muscles spasm in my grip.

	 

	“Do you?” I glare at her.

	 

	Her head and red hair moves left to right.

	 

	“I can’t hear you,” I snarl and release my grip on her throat a little, enough for her to speak. Her fucking big nipples are crinkled and rock-hard.

	 

	“Urgh, No Mr. Barrett Sir.”

	 

	“Better,” I nod, but slap her face.

	 

	Her head rocks and crimson now she pouts at me, almost like she’s angry.

	 

	“Get sucking,” I let go of her.

	 

	“Yes, Mr. Barrett Sir,” she shivers - maybe with excitement, but her head lowers to my groin again. She sucks hard.

	 

	“Uhhm yeah, take it deep down,” I moan and grab handfuls of her thick light-red hair. I thrust upward from the seat.

	 

	“Uck-urgh, uck-urgh,” her head plunges down, her arms raised and massaging my chest as she does, then massaging my thighs, and then my chest again.

	 

	The woman can’t make up her mind.

	 

	She squeezes down so low against my cock and balls that I can’t get a decent grip or hit at her tits. But I don’t care now. I’m way too close to cumming.

	 

	“Pantyboy?” I yell at the door, “Pantyboy, get in here right now! I hold her tight and push up to meet each suck.

	 

	The door is knocked.

	 

	“Get in here,” I groan and the door opens.

	 

	He stands wide-eyed but doesn’t move.

	 

	“She’s got a load cumming to her, oh yeah,” I gasp and smirk at him for a second before groaning.

	 

	“Yes, Mr Barrett Sir,” he mumbles.

	 

	“This woman can suck cock good, Pantyboy”

	 

	“Thank you, Mr. Barrett, Sir.”

	 

	“Uhh, get, get ready,” I screw my eyes shut, “Get ready Pantyboy,” I explode and clutch her face close to my spewing balls, barfing up the frustration of the day, deep into her married mouth and throat.

	 

	But there’s a lot of it. More than even Carol’s mouth can catch or contain, and it squirts and leaks onto the floor too.

	 

	“Uhh, come on Pantyboy,” I gasp and lean over her head as the eruption starts to subside, “Get down here too. Clean this floor.”

	 

	 


Chapter 25 - Reality Rears its Head
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	Trevor

	 

	“Hey Mr. Sleepy,” the soft voice murmurs and it takes me a second to come to. And then, to remember that I’m not alone.

	 

	For the third morning in a row.

	 

	Lanie snuggles right into me and I might not be properly awake yet, but no one told my dick that. She lays the side of her golden head on my bare chest but it’s the heat of her body in one of my t-shirts and the softness of one of her creamy thighs moving against me that hardens my cock right up.

	 

	“Hey,” I clear my throat but try to shield my mouth from her face again so she doesn’t get a dose of my morning breath. Hers is like nectar. But if she objects to mine, it hasn’t affected her ‘appetite’ any other morning since she’s been here.

	 

	I peer down at her head. I can’t see much of her face from this angle, but how anyone looks as beautiful as this girl so early in the day is beyond me. Then again though, this whole situation still feels like some kind of a dream that I’m waiting to wake from.

	 

	“What time is it?” I mumble, still bleary-eyed after the blissful enthusiasm she showed in here last night. My muscles ache. I didn’t think my body could keep up with her level of eagerness. But somehow it did. I peer over her head to the clock on the nightstand.

	 

	9.36 a.m.

	 

	“Woah, I never sleep in this late,” I say. And the weird thing is, if anyone had told me I’d be in this situation - I’d have told them that it would be impossible to sleep. My daughter’s best friend. A girl with Lanie’s looks.

	 

	“Well, you just did sleep this late,” she peers up at me with her blinding smile, and then the inside of her bare right thigh teases mine - a slow, deliberate brush that sends a shiver through me.

	 

	“I must have been super satisfied,” I say and kiss her head.

	 

	“Mmm,” she purrs and squeezes against me, “Well, Mr. Twist, I’ve been waiting for you to wake up.”

	 

	“Have you now?” I gaze down at her and can’t help but grin.

	 

	“Oh yes,” she says and her fingers wrap around my hard cock.

	 

	“Uhh,” I groan and smell her hair. The still-fresh, vaguely fruity scent of shampoo or maybe her vanilla body lotion, mixed with that gorgeous natural scent that’s pure her.

	 

	She works me slowly with her hand, but then abruptly stops and the bedcovers are whipped away from around us.

	 

	Lanie jumps on top of me and straddles my lower belly.

	 

	Fuck.

	 

	She grins down at me then tugs my t-shirt up her spectacular young body, up over her perfect full tits and her head and then she shakes her mane of hair free.

	 

	“Fucking hell Lanie,” I gaze up at her in wonder and run my hands up the sides of her body, her slender waist, her fleshy hips.

	 

	“What?” she smiles down at me.

	 

	“You know what,” I shake my head and smile back at her. Surely she has to understand just how fucking hot she is.

	 

	Even if her journal suggested otherwise.

	 

	She doesn’t respond to my statement. Her focus is elsewhere. Her eyes are down as she reaches back and grips my hard cock again. Then she lifts her warm body a little off my belly to guide my hardness to where she wants it.

	 

	“Oh, yeah,” I groan and ease forward and up. Right into her.

	 

	Fuck. I gasp. Hot, slick, and real tight. I hold onto her hips.

	 

	“Uhhh,” Lanie moans and closes her slate-blue eyes. She rocks on me.

	 

	I hold those hips and work myself deep. Real deep.

	 

	Fuck me. This girl.

	 

	“Mmm,” she purrs as she rides me, tits and hair swaying and she bites her bottom lip, “I bet you wish there wasn’t someone disturbing your sleep every morning, like this, don’t you?”

	 

	“No way,” I pull her down to me and kiss her. But she doesn’t stop grinding herself on me, and I don’t stop pushing into her. “This is how every day should start,” I gasp.

	 

	“Uhhmm,” she murmurs, “I’ve never been so horny,” she straightens up again, towering above me, her lovely mouth gaping.

	 

	“Really?” I ask and for a second stop thrusting into her.

	 

	What about her ex?

	 

	I wouldn’t mind knowing more, but it could kill the mood. And I want to savor every second of her. For as long as this all lasts.

	 

	I thrust again to meet hers. I reach up for both her tits and her stiff, peach-colored nipples, and squeeze them, I work myself deeper as she rides faster.

	 

	“Uhh, uhh,” she groans above me with her tits in my hands and she arches her back.

	 

	Fuck, Lanie.

	 

	I try not to focus on how good she looks. Nor on how good she feels. I let go of her tits. I try to keep my mind on my technique, on letting her take me as deep as she wants and in whatever direction, let her guide me exactly how to bring her off.

	 

	“Uhh, uhh, uhh,” her tits sway back and forth over me and I reach up to pull her shoulders down to me again, but this time draw a hard nipple between my lips and suck it.

	 

	“Uhhnn,” she moans she grins herself over my cock, faster now. And I don’t think she’ll take long. But she never seems to.

	 

	I stab upward into her, kiss and maul her breasts, her thick hair falls over my head and face, her fingernails claw at my shoulders.

	 

	“Uh, uh, uh, uh,” she trembles and then she’s crying out like she’s in sudden pain - but she’s not in pain - and then she’s sobbing and kissing me and so, so beautiful.

	 

	My turn. I squeeze her hard to me, wrap my arms right around her, and accelerate. Kiss her and crush her tight to me as her orgasm continues and I rush toward mine.

	 

	“Oh yeah,” I erupt inside her tight young body and gasp into her neck and hair.

	 

	“Mmm, I never came before with a boy,” she murmurs a few moments later and she kisses me full on the lips.

	 

	“You never climaxed?”

	 

	“Not with anyone else,” she says and shakes her hair, “You know, not inside me.” Then she rolls off me and lays back down with her head on my heaving chest.

	 

	“What about…?” I don’t feel like I should say his name. And not just because I can’t remember if it was Ray or Roy.

	 

	“But then I’ve only had one other lover.”

	 

	I’m her ‘lover’.

	 

	Holy shit though, only one other guy? I did wonder after reading her journal. But a girl like her? It’s hard to believe.

	 

	“Well, I feel flattered,” I say and smile at her, but then immediately wonder whether my words sound lame to her.

	 

	“You should be,” she smiles and kisses my chest, but then looks thoughtful. “I wish I’d thought to bring my stud earrings from home for today,” she says and for a second the statement throws me.

	 

	“Oh right yeah,” I say eventually. “Have they said how long your interview is likely to take today?” I’ve told her I’ll take her to the Coyle HQ, but I want to pick her up afterward too, if I can fit that in around my shift with the cab.

	 

	“About four hours,” she shrugs alongside me.

	 

	“That’s some interview,” I say and try to imagine what the hell you talk about for that length of time with any potential employer.

	 

	“There’s ten of us being interviewed,” she says.

	 

	“So you have to wait while they speak to all the others?”

	 

	“There are group sessions as well as one-on-ones,” her head moves on my chest.

	 

	I’ve got a cheek to even think this, but somewhere inside I’m already sad about inevitably ‘losing’ the girl when the big outside world of work comes to claim her. Especially a world and opportunity that a global outfit like the Coyle firm could give her.

	 

	“How are you feeling about the interview?” I peer down at her again

	 

	“A bit nervous,” she shrugs, “I never had an interview before. Not a serious one. Only the one to get into college. And part-time jobs.”

	 

	“Yeah, but you meet new people all the time and you talk to them don’t you?” I say to try and reassure her.

	 

	“Not to try to sell myself,” she murmurs.

	 

	“You sold yourself to me,” I say but then grimace above the top of her head.

	 

	Why did I fucking say that?

	 

	“No, I bought you,” she says and laughs.

	 

	“Let me make you some breakfast before you have to get ready,” I say and lift her head to kiss her lips. I try not to look at her body. Otherwise, I’ll never get out of this bed.

	 

	“Those style of earrings you need,” I say when I’m out and I pull on my shorts, “Kenzie might have some in her room. Why don’t you borrow them?”

	 

	“She only wears hoops, drops, and climbers,” Lanie yawns from the bed.

	 

	“So I’ll take you to your Mom’s on our way to the interview,” I shrug and peer back at her, “We leave a few minutes earlier. You can pick yours up.”

	 

	“I can’t ask you to do that, Trevor,” she says with her head on the pillow and the covers back over her. She looks pretty snug there in my bed. “I know you’ve got work to go to,” she says.

	 

	“I’ve got loads of time before I start today,” I smile at her, “And I want to do it for you. You get showered or whatever and I’ll make you something to eat.”

	 

	“You’re too good to me,” she says with a big smile and she closes her eyes, “I’ll have five more minutes here first.”

	 

	Later, I’m behind the wheel, the engine’s soft purr filling the silence as we roll towards her Mom’s house. Lanie sits beside me in a navy blue business skirt and matching jacket. She looks pretty calm for someone who never had an interview. Expressionless. But gorgeous. And with so little makeup on.

	 

	“You think you’ll get the third degree off your Mom again about where you’ve been staying?” I ask but keep my tone light. I want her prepped for any questions from Sophie, but don’t want to stress her on her big day.

	 

	She shifts slightly in her seat, and a flicker of what looks like uncertainty crosses her face. “She knows I’m staying at a friends,” she shrugs, “Why should I tell her anything else?”

	 

	“Fair enough,” I shrug, and I guess as long as Sophie can see that her daughter looks OK then she may not be worried.

	 

	The truth though will likely have to come out at some point. But I don’t want to even think about McKenzie finding out.

	 

	I slow up at her mother’s driveway, “Take your time finding the ones you need,” I smile at her. “We’ve still got plenty of time to get you across town.”

	 

	Lanie smiles back and slides out of the car, every inch now a sophisticated young woman in her pencil skirt and jacket.

	 

	I’m sure she can’t help the provocative sway of her hips as she strides down her driveway in the outfit, her figure framed against the house beyond her. But for a moment I can’t help watching her go either. Can’t help admiring the backs of her lovely legs.

	 

	But I need to snap out of this.

	 

	Three nights with her. Thoughts and memories of it all swirl through my head.

	 

	Enjoy her while it lasts, Trevor. And while you’re at it, you might want to work out how to make sure you keep it from your daughter.

	 

	I lean back against the seat, letting out a deep breath. I glance back at the house. No sign of anyone in there but I wonder whether her Mom is cross-examining her.

	 

	Imagine if I didn’t drive a cab. If I was sat out here in a ‘plain’ car, a middle-aged guy waiting for Sophie’s daughter.

	 

	Suddenly, a sharp knock on my other window jolts me from my thoughts.

	 

	I look across at an old man with glasses and a frown etched deep into his face.

	 

	That’s the guy from next door to theirs. The neighbor Lanie despises.

	 

	He gestures at me to roll my window down.

	 

	I do it but don’t smile at him, “Hey,” I nod.

	 

	“Where have you brought that girl home from?” he asks, voice dripping with suspicion. “And where are you waiting to take her?”

	 

	I keep my voice steady, despite the tension his tone stirs in me. No wonder Lanie doesn’t like this guy. “I guess that’s her business,” I say and now I do smile at him. I still keep it casual.

	 

	“And her mother’s too,” he says, “Where’s she staying?” He leans right in, his breath sour and heavy.

	 

	“Like I said,” I sigh, conscious that he might only be trying to help her mom out, “That’s Lanie’s business.”

	 

	“So you know her name?” His frown deepens as he studies me, looking unsatisfied with my answer.

	 

	“Well yeah, she’s a regular. Now if you don’t mind…”

	 

	He narrows his eyes at me, but then looks away and up to the house.

	 

	Lanie is back outside. And unless the earrings are so big that she needs a holdall to carry them, then she’s bringing more stuff with her too.

	 

	Her Mom stands at the door watching her come to me, and as Lanie’s long hair catches the light it shimmers like gold.

	 

	“Lanie! Are you happy now, girl?” The old man yells and he’s headed around the car towards her. “You’re the reason your mom split with me!”

	 

	“Hey!” I shout after him and without stopping to think, I jump out of the car, adrenaline surging through me. “Leave her alone,” I step between her and him before he reaches her. “Back off, friend.”

	 

	“Don’t you ‘friend’ me,” he jabs a shaky finger at me.

	 

	“Dennis, stop that!” Sophie shouts from her front door.

	 

	“Real defensive for her cab driver, aren’t you?” he looks right at me.

	 

	“Everything’s OK, Mrs. Machin,” I wave at her Mom but then lower my voice to him. “I told you. She’s a regular. And I don’t like my customers being intimidated. So cut it out.”

	 

	“Come on Trevor, forget him,” Lanie says and squeezes past me toward the car, “He’s just a sad old pervert who’s all on his own again now. Exactly where he deserves to be.”

	 

	Talbot glares at her, and then at me.

	 

	“I see what you mean about that guy,” I say as we pull away from the curb and he’s still staring after us. “Nice earrings by the way.”

	 

	“Thanks. He’s a total asshole. But at least Mom claims she’s got rid of him now.”

	 

	“Good news,” I say but I’m not sure I mean it. If it wasn’t for Lanie’s holdall, I might be certain that the old man getting dumped could mean her returning home to her Mom. “What’s in the holdall?” I ask and make eyes at the back seat where she threw it.

	 

	“A few more clothes to take to yours,” she says and glances across at me, “Unless you don’t want me to…”

	 

	I shouldn’t want her to. And that’s the truth. But the girl’s words and actions thrill me. “Fine by me,” I smile at her. I wouldn’t mind knowing how long she figures on staying, but I’ll take whatever time she wants to give, so I leave the question unasked.

	 

	“Did your Mom ask you again about where you’re staying?” The adult in me knows Sophie Machin should probably be told the truth.

	 

	“Yeah, but I didn’t tell her,” Lanie shrugs and gazes out of her window.

	 

	Twenty-five minutes or so later I merge into traffic on the main road that leads toward the Coyle HQ. And then soon after, the imposing curved buildings loom ahead. Glossy cream stone and reflective glass. All ten floors of them. “That’s the place,” I point them out to her.

	 

	“Woah,” she peers out and up.

	 

	“You’re going to knock them dead in there,” I smile as I pull in at a drop-off space, close to the swanky entrance. Smartly-dressed businesspeople stream in and out like they’re all on real serious missions. Or just anxious. “You be yourself in there and you’ll walk it.”

	 

	Her face lights up into a smile and she leans across and presses her lips to mine.

	 

	Something in my pants rouses.

	 

	“Call me as soon as you know what time you need picking up, right?” I gaze into her misty blue eyes.

	 

	“I can get an Uber, you know,” she says and grabs the door handle, “You need to earn a living.”

	 

	“Don’t worry about that,” I reply firmly, “I told you. I want to pick you up.”

	 

	She gives me that smile again then she nods and she’s gone.

	 

	For a moment, I watch her walk away - her figure subtly accentuated by the fitted jacket, skirt, and low heels. Who knows? She might be terrified inside, but she always moves with that same confidence and grace. I’d love to see how the interviewer reacts to the sight of her.

	 

	Assuming he’s a guy, of course.

	 

	Just as she disappears into the building’s entrance, my phone buzzes on the dash. I peer down at the screen.

	 

	McKenzie. With a weird one.

	 

	‘Dad, I heard something about you. Got anything you want to tell me?’

	 

	My heart sinks. For a moment something close to panic seeps through me.

	 

	Does she know about me and Lanie? How?

	 

	I stare at the screen and try to think.

	 

	What do I say?
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