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		foreword

		

		Thank you for picking up this book.

		Bombshell is the first part of a longer story about an ordinary marriage that slowly, quietly, begins to change. It’s told from the husband’s point of view, Mike, a regular man who loves his wife deeply, works a normal job, and finds himself drawn into feelings and desires he never expected to have.

		This is an erotic novel. The sex is explicit, the emotions are messy, and the progression is deliberate rather than sudden. If you’re looking for a fast, purely physical hotwife story, this may not be the one for you. If you enjoy slow-burn tension, real suburban life, and watching a couple navigate love, lust, jealousy and curiosity together, then I hope you’ll feel at home here.

		Thank you again for reading, and as always, I hope you enjoy the ride.

		Paul

		

	
		

		1

		an eventful day

		

		I’m Michael, but honestly, everyone just calls me Mike. I’m just a regular guy, you know? I work in IT support. Nothing glamorous, nothing terrible either. It pays the bills… most of the time. Things are still pretty tight money-wise, even with Chloe picking up three days a week at the dental practice as a receptionist.

		Chloe… God, where do I even start with her? Along with our four-year-old, Oliver, and our daft black-and-white cat Marley, she’s my whole world. I’d do pretty much anything for the three of them. She’s the whole reason I’m sitting here telling you this story in the first place.

		We’ve been together since we were kids — each other’s first and only for the longest time. Childhood sweethearts and all that. But things changed. We’re still married, still together, and if I’m completely honest with you, our relationship is actually better now than it ever was. Stronger. Hotter, even.

		The difference is… I’m no longer the only man she’s slept with.

		So I figured I’d tell you the whole story — how my sweet, everyday wife, the girl who mostly lives in hoodies and joggers, turned into a proper pin-up hotwife.

		It started on a normal Thursday afternoon in late August.

		I was still at my desk, trying to finish up a ticket that had been driving me mad all day, when my phone buzzed. Chloe.

		Hey, we’re near yours. Taken Ollie for a milkshake (his favourite) and I’ve been in that vintage place again. Found a couple of new dresses. Fancy meeting us and walking home together?

		I smiled at the screen. Of course I did. Even after all these years, a message from her still does that to me.

		I typed back quickly.

		Give me ten minutes. Just wrapping up.

		Gary, my manager, was hovering near the printers, grumbling about something. He always seemed to be grumbling. I shut down my machine, grabbed my jacket, and headed out before he could rope me into another late job.

		The late-summer air was still warm as I walked the short distance to the café Chloe had mentioned. I spotted them straight away. Oliver was sitting on a high stool, legs swinging, chocolate milkshake half-gone and a proper chocolate moustache across his top lip. Chloe stood beside him, one hand resting on the back of his seat, the other holding a couple of paper shopping bags.

		She looked exactly like she always did on a normal day — blonde hair twisted up in a messy bun, oversized grey hoodie, black leggings, trainers. No makeup to speak of. Just my Chloe. The girl I’d known since we were teenagers.

		She saw me and smiled that soft, easy smile that still got me.

		“Hey you,” she said, leaning in for a quick kiss as I reached them. “You escaped then?”

		“Just about. Gary was circling.” I ruffled Oliver’s hair. “Alright, mate? Good milkshake?”

		He nodded enthusiastically, still sucking on the straw.

		Chloe held up the bags. “Want to see what I found?”

		I took one and peeked inside. Two vintage dresses, the sort she loved for her Instagram photos — bright colours, fitted waists, proper old-school style. She didn’t wear them day-to-day. Most of the time, she lived in the same comfy clothes she had on now. The pin-up look was just for the camera and the occasional event.

		“Nice,” I said. “Are you going to try them on for me later?”

		She nodded, already looking a bit excited. “If Ollie doesn’t take forever to settle tonight. I might get a couple of photos up if we have time. I haven’t posted any content for over a week.”

		We started walking home the long way, the one that took us past the little park. Oliver was between us, still chatting away about his milkshake and how many sleeps were left until Monday when Reception finally started. Chloe was nodding and asking questions in that soft, patient voice she always used with him. I was carrying both shopping bags, the paper handles cutting slightly into my fingers, and for a few minutes everything felt completely ordinary.

		The late-afternoon light was still warm on our faces. Somewhere, a radio played that song from K-Pop Demon Hunters through an open window. Marley would be waiting on the windowsill when we got back, the way he always did.

		Then the shouting started.

		It came from further up the street — sharp, panicked, aggressive, making everyone stop and look. A man was running hard towards us, head down, a dark woman’s handbag clamped under one arm. He was yelling at people to move, voice cracking with effort. Right behind him thundered a much bigger man in a security uniform. Six-foot-four at least, broad across the chest and shoulders, heavy boots slamming the pavement. Even from twenty metres away you could see he was losing ground.

		“Stop him!” the big security guy bellowed. “Somebody stop him!”

		Chloe reacted first, screaming in alarm. She scooped Oliver up against her chest in one smooth movement and stepped back hard against the low wall, curling her body around him. I heard Ollie make a small, frightened sound in her arms.

		I don’t know what went through my head. One second I was frozen like everyone else, the next I was moving. I stepped sideways as if I was going to let the runner pass, then at the last possible moment I dropped my shoulder and drove into him.

		We hit the pavement in a messy tangle of arms and legs. The impact knocked the breath out of me. Something metallic skittered away across the tarmac with a sharp ringing sound — a knife, the blade catching the light for a second before it spun under a parked car. I hadn’t even realised he was carrying one until it was already gone, or I’d never have dared tackle him.

		Then the security guy was on us. He didn’t hesitate. He simply dropped his full weight onto the thief’s back and pinned him like it was nothing, one massive forearm across the man’s shoulders, knee planted firmly in the small of his back. The difference in size and strength was almost ridiculous. The thief struggled once and then went still.

		“You alright, mate?” the security guy asked me in a Northern English accent, a little like Chloe’s, breathing hard but completely in control. His voice was deep, calm. “I’ve got it from here, but that was a crazy brave thing to do.”

		I pushed myself up onto my elbows, chest heaving. My hands were shaking.

		Chloe’s voice cut across everything, tight with leftover fear. “That was a crazy stupid thing to do, Mike,” she disagreed. “Christ. He had a knife.”

		“Get the fuck off me,” the unkempt thief growled from beneath the security guard, but the big man paid him no heed, pushing him harder into the concrete, if anything.

		A police officer arrived less than a minute later, radio already crackling at his shoulder. Two more followed. The security man got up, impressively lifting the thief clear from the ground with one beefy hand, the smaller guy’s feet kicking out, as he yelled for him to let go, until the police got there, ragdolling him to the ground once more to cuff him.

		They bundled him into the back of a car, recovered the knife from under the car, and started taking details. The security guy — Karl, he told the officer — explained how he’d stolen some items from the store where he worked, then snatched a woman’s bag and ran.

		“He was too fast,” he continued, “But this brave guy stopped him by rugby tackling him.” Karl paused and looked me up and down. “Do you play rugby?”

		“No,” I shook my head. My five-foot-eight-inch, slight frame had no business playing a sport as physical as rugby. “Instinct just kicked in, that’s all.”

		Karl shrugged, rolling his shoulders as he’d just finished a light workout despite just picking up a guy with one hand like he weighed nothing.

		Oliver was still clinging to Chloe’s neck, eyes huge.

		“I want to be big and strong like you when I grow up,” he said, pointing at Karl.

		The nearest officer smiled and ruffled Oliver’s hair. “And as brave as your daddy too, eh?”

		“But not as reckless,” Chloe added sourly, still clearly pissed at me.

		I gave the officer my name and number in case they needed a statement later. Karl clapped me once on the shoulder, solid and heavy, and told me again that what I’d done was proper brave.

		Chloe just kept looking at me like she couldn’t decide whether to kiss me or tell me off.

		That was when the woman caught up.

		She pushed through the small crowd, which was just starting to disperse now that the excitement was over, one hand pressed to her modest cleavage, the recovered bag clutched tight against her side. She was maybe in her early thirties, dark hair pulled back, and even in the middle of all the chaos, she was striking — tall, elegant, with a face straight out of a movie and a fashion-magazine figure that made you look twice without meaning to. She was still shaking.

		“Oh my God,” she said, voice unsteady. “Thank you!” She looked straight at Karl, eyes shining with leftover adrenaline and relief, then with admiration as she took in his tall, beefy frame and his handsome, if slightly scruffy-looking stubbled face.

		Karl immediately shook his head and nodded toward me. “You should thank this gentleman. The thief outran me, so I wouldn’t have caught him, so this one did the hard part. Proper brave, dived in and tackled him to the floor even though he had a knife.”

		The gorgeous woman turned to me, but didn’t quite eye me up like she had the security guard. Even so, she reached into the bag, pulled out a purse that was stuffed with banknotes when she opened it, and plucked a bundle of cash out.

		“Please. Let me give you something,” she shoved the money into my hand. “A reward. You could have been hurt.”

		I didn’t take it. I held up both hands, embarrassed. “No, honestly. It’s fine. Anyone would’ve done the same.”

		She tried again, insistent, but I kept refusing until she finally gave up.

		“Well, thank you,” she said, her dark eyes holding mine for a long moment. “I wasn’t bothered about losing the money, but there’s my phone in here, my passport and a necklace my mother gave me. I can’t thank you enough.”

		“Really, it’s fine,” I reassured her, but the woman was still thanking me over and over even as she left.

		“Come on.” Chloe slipped an arm through mine. “Let’s go, before your head gets too big.”

		Karl gave me another solid nod, smiled at Ollie and Chloe, then went back to speaking with the officers.

		We finally started walking the rest of the way home in a strange, charged quiet. The shock of what had happened seemed to hit me suddenly. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the knife spinning away across the road.

		Chloe was the first to speak.

		“You should have taken the money,” she said quietly. “We’re a bit short this week. That would have helped.”

		I didn’t answer. I just kept walking, the shopping bags cutting into my fingers again, Oliver’s small hand in mine.

		“Are you okay?” my wife asked when we finally reached the door.

		“Yeah,” I nodded. “I’m a bit shaken up. I’ll be honest with you. I never even saw the knife. You’re right. It was kind of a stupid thing to do.”

		“But the right thing to do,” Chloe sighed, turning the key in the door and leading us inside. “Just don’t do it again.”

		“My daddy is a hero!” Ollie cried, rushing upstairs, pretending to be a superhero or something, almost tripping over Marley on the middle step. The cat arched his back, meowed, then bolted out of sight. Oliver chased him, gleefully shouting, “Someone stop the thief!”

		That made me smile.

		We shared the cooking duties, and today was usually my evening to cook, but Chloe took over while I sat at the kitchen table with a glass of whisky to calm my nerves. When Oliver came back downstairs in his pyjamas, he wouldn’t leave my side. He kept telling the story back to us in excited bursts — how Daddy had tackled the bad man, how the big security man had sat on him, how the knife had gone flying. By the time we got him into bed he was calling me ‘super-daddy’ and making me promise to tell my best friend, Rico, every single detail at the football game tomorrow night.

		“He’s not going to believe it,” I said once the bedroom door was finally closed.

		“Rico believes everything you tell him,” Chloe reminded me as she took her new dresses upstairs to try on. “He’s a moron. A lovable moron, but still a moron. You could tell him that you’d been to the moon and he'd probably give you the benefit of the doubt.”

		“But he didn’t believe me when I said Arsenal would win the Premier League last season,” I reminded her. “And we did.”

		Chloe came downstairs a little later, wearing the first of the new dresses.

		It was bright and bold, made from eye-catching red fabric that hugged her waist and the curve of her hips before falling in a soft flare around her thighs. Even without the full pin-up makeup and her hair in blonde victory rolls, it showed off her figure beautifully. She did a small turn in the middle of the living room, the skirt swinging. Marley sauntered in from the kitchen, weaving through her legs as she posed for me.

		“Well?” she asked, a little self-conscious but clearly pleased.

		“You look lovely,” I said, and meant it. “What about the other one?”

		She smiled, then headed back upstairs. A couple of minutes later she came down again in the second dress.

		This one was blue with scattered yellow polka dots. The neckline was much lower, dipping far enough that the upper edges of her bra cups and a generous amount of soft cleavage were on clear display. The waist was tightly cinched, making the flare of her hips and the full shape of her breasts even more obvious. She stood there for a moment, hands resting lightly on her stomach, looking down at herself.

		“I like the red dress, but I really love this one,” she said quietly. “I think I might actually wear it to the convention this weekend instead of the green one I got the other week. What do you think?”

		I hesitated. “Isn’t it a bit… revealing for that? You know how busy the August convention is.”

		Chloe shook her head, still studying her reflection in the dark window. “No. I’ll make sure it fits properly. Wear a better bra, adjust the neckline a little if I need to. It’ll be fine.”

		She turned another slow circle, the polka-dot skirt moving around her legs, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

		“You do look kind of hot,” I admitted.

		“Really?” she giggled. “Well, maybe if you don’t stay up late playing your PlayStation games, you might get to see what’s under the dress.”

		Then, with a giggle, she headed back upstairs to get ready for bed.

		I did play a little bit of FC 26 — Arsenal, of course — but Rico wasn’t online, so with Chloe’s promise in mind, I fed Marley, then headed up before midnight, a rarity for me.

		As I walked into the bedroom, the only light came from the streetlamp outside, soft and orange through the curtains. Chloe had changed into a pink silk vest that clung to her and a matching pair of tiny bed shorts. The vest was low enough that the full, heavy shape of her breasts was obvious, the soft upper curves pressed together and spilling slightly over the neckline every time she moved. Her dark pink nipples showed faintly through the thin fabric.

		She reached for me the moment I undressed and slid under the covers.

		“You were so brave today,” she whispered, mouth already close to mine. “Stupid… but brave. My hero.” Her hand slid down my stomach and cupped me through my boxers. “I think you deserve a proper reward.”

		I kissed her, slow at first. She made a soft sound and pushed the covers down, then shifted so she was kneeling between my legs. The silk vest hung loose as she leaned forward, giving me a clear view of her cleavage. She tugged my boxers down and wrapped her fingers around my cock, stroking it once, twice, before lowering her head.

		The first wet heat of her mouth made me groan. She took me in slowly, lips stretching around the head, tongue working along the underside. I watched her — the way her blonde hair fell forward, the soft bounce of her full breasts inside the pink silk, the hint of those nipples. She sucked me deeper, one hand holding my balls, the other resting on my thigh. The wet sounds filled the quiet room.

		After a while, she pulled off with a soft pop, lips shiny, and looked up at me.

		“It kind of turned me on, you know,” she said, voice a little husky. “Watching you just… go for him like that.” She hesitated, then added, almost thoughtfully, “God, that security guy was huge though, wasn’t he? Karl. Did you see the way he just lifted him off the ground like he was a toy or something? The woman whose bag it was couldn’t stop staring at him, and I don’t blame her. I’ve never seen a man quite so physically imposing before.”

		I felt a small, irrational flicker of defensiveness. “Hey. I was the one who actually stopped him.”

		Chloe smiled, soft and apologetic, and climbed up to straddle me. “Yes, you were. My Mike, the hero.” She kissed me deeply, then reached down, sliding her little shorts to the side, and sank onto my cock in one slow, wet slide.

		She was already soaked. I felt every soft, tight inch of her as she took me all the way in. Her head tipped back, and she made that low, shaky sound I loved. The pink vest had ridden up a little; I pushed it higher and cupped her full, pale breasts, thumbs brushing over the dark pink nipples.

		Chloe started to move, rolling her hips, rising and sinking on me with deliberate, sensual strokes. After a minute, she stopped, removing the shorts, and then got back on top. Her trimmed pussy — neat dark hair kept tidy, sometimes shaved completely smooth — gripped me perfectly as she started to fuck me again. I looked down and watched my cock disappear into her again and again, the soft lips stretched around me.

		“Fuck… you feel so good,” she whispered. “You can cum inside me tonight. Hero’s treat.”

		She rode me harder, breasts bouncing heavily with every movement, the silk vest bunched above them. I held her hips and thrust up to meet her. The wet sound of our bodies filled the room. When I got close, she just sank down fully and stayed there, grinding, whispering for me to fill her.

		“Go on, do it,” she moaned, “Cum inside me.”

		I came hard, deep inside her, pulsing while she clenched around me, then she reached down, rubbing her clit with two fingers to find her own release. Her own orgasm followed a few seconds later, forehead pressed to mine, soft broken moans spilling against my mouth.

		Afterwards she stayed on top of me, my cock still inside her, warm cum already starting to leak out around us. She stroked my hair and kissed the side of my face.

		“You might not be as big as the security guy,” she murmured, “But you’ve got it where it counts.” She giggled and I laughed along, even though I wasn’t big, not really. I was average, around five inches, but I was the only man she’d ever had, and my penis was the only one she’d ever seen, so she didn’t know any different.

		She rolled onto the bed and I held her, and tried not to think about Karl. His sheer size, the easy way he’d controlled the thief, the solid authority in his voice. Not that I’m gay, or bisexual. I’m not. I’m very much into women, even if I’ve only ever been all the way with Chloe. I did have one girlfriend before Chloe, a pretty redhead called Rachel, but we never got past fingering and wanking each other off.

		But that part of me — the part of me I didn’t like admitting existed — did think about Karl. About what Chloe would look like having sex with a bigger man like him. I wondered if his cock was bigger than mine, and just for a second, I wondered whether any of that had also been in Chloe’s head while she was moving on top of me.

		I pushed the thought away as hard as I could.

		It didn’t go far.

		

	
		

		2

		pictures at the pub

		

		I was still at my desk when the clock ticked past five. The office had that flat, end-of-day feeling — half empty already, a faint electronic buzz coming from something that no one could ever work out, someone’s forgotten protein-shake bottle dripping condensation two desks over. I finished the last ticket, closed the laptop, and stretched until my shoulders cracked.

		My bald-headed manager, Gary, appeared in the doorway of his little glass office like he’d been waiting for the exact moment I looked free. He had his phone in one hand and a smirk below his moustache that immediately made my stomach tighten.

		“Shelton,” he said, wandering over. “Just seen your missus’s new post.”

		I knew which one he meant. Chloe had uploaded herself in the red dress last night.

		Gary turned his phone around so I could see the screen, even though I’d already looked at the picture a dozen times myself. The bright scarlet dress clung to every curve, the neckline low enough to show the soft upper swell of her breasts, while not being as revealing as the blue and yellow one. She’d taken it in our bedroom mirror, one hand on her hip, that little half-smile she always did for the camera.

		“I’ve got to say,” Gary said, not even trying to lower his voice. “She’s proper sexy, isn’t she? You’re a lucky bastard, mate. Proper lucky.”

		I gave him the usual half-laugh, the one that said yeah, I know, without encouraging him any further. Inside, though, I felt that familiar sense of excitement and gratification at hearing another man talk about my wife like that — even a grumpy middle-aged manager with a beer gut.

		“She likes playing her dress-up hobby,” I said, playing it down the way I always did. “She doesn’t dress like that all the time. Mostly, it’s a hoodie and joggers.”

		Gary just shook his head, still looking at the photo. “Even in a hoodie and joggers, if I had that waiting at home, I wouldn’t be hanging around here. Go on, piss off. Enjoy it. Give her one from me this weekend.”

		I didn’t need telling twice.

		Outside, the early Friday evening air was still warm. I walked toward the station the long way, past the little row of shops, and found myself stopping at the florist without really deciding to when I saw they were selling off loads of stock. The girl behind the counter helped me pick a bunch of something bright and cheerful — pinks and whites — Chloe’s favourite colours. I paid the bargain price but took off the discount sticker, then tucked the paper-wrapped bunch under my arm, and carried on home with the image of her in that red dress still sitting behind my eyes.

		Every few steps, I caught myself replaying Gary’s voice. Proper sexy… lucky bastard.

		My cock gave a slow, heavy twitch against my thigh. Urgh. Gary. She’d never go there. Ever. He could keep dreaming.

		Marley was already waiting behind the front door. The second I turned the key, he wound himself around my ankles in tight, demanding circles, black-and-white fur leaving shedded fur on my work trousers. I bent down, flowers still under one arm, and scratched the exact spot under his chin that made him tip his head back and close his eyes.

		“Alright, you menace,” I murmured.

		Oliver’s voice came from the living room. “Daddy!”

		He appeared at a run, still in his school-uniform polo shirt (even though school hadn’t started yet, he just liked wearing it), and wrapped his arms around my waist. I managed to hug him back without crushing the flowers.

		Chloe came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a tea towel. She was pretty much how I’d described her to my manager earlier, a soft grey sweatshirt and jogging bottoms. Her bleached-blonde hair was down and slightly unkempt, but I liked it. She looked natural and cute and completely different from the pin-up in the red dress. The contrast hit me the way it always did.

		Her face lit up when she saw the flowers.

		“For me?”

		“No. They’re for the cat.” She stared at me, missing the sarcasm. “Obviously, they’re for you.”

		She took them, buried her nose in the petals for a second, then stretched up to kiss me properly. Her soft lips had the faint taste of whatever she’d been tasting while she cooked. When she pulled back, she kept one hand on my chest.

		“They’re lovely. Thank you.”

		I followed her into the kitchen while she found a vase. Oliver had already forgotten Daddy was home and was trying to interest Marley in a piece of string. The cat was having none of it.

		“Gary saw your new post,” I said, leaning against the counter while she arranged the flowers. “The red dress one.”

		Chloe glanced over her shoulder, a small, knowing smile tugging at her mouth. “And?”

		“He said you looked proper sexy. Told me I was a lucky bastard and I’m to give you one from him this weekend.”

		She laughed under her breath, but a faint pink coloured her cheeks. “He’s such a perv.”

		“Yeah.” I watched the way the sweatshirt hung on her, the soft shape of her breasts moving underneath it as she reached for the scissors. “He isn’t wrong about you being sexy, though.”

		She shot me a look that was half amused, half shy, and went back to the flowers. I stayed where I was, openly staring at where the bottoms rode down just a little when she stretched, exposing a hint of her ass cheeks and butt crack. My cock, which had only half settled on the walk home, started stiffening again.

		I didn’t have long. The match was a 7:30 kick-off, and I still needed to get changed and meet Rico.

		Chloe finished with the vase, set it on the windowsill, then turned and caught me staring at her backside. She didn’t tell me off. She just raised an eyebrow and let her eyes drop briefly, knowingly, to the front of my trousers.

		“Go on,” she said, voice lower. “Go and get ready for your boys’ night. I’ll still be here when you get home.”

		The promise in that sentence was what I wanted to hear, and I went upstairs to change, already counting the hours until I could come back and collect on it. Marley trotted after me like a furry escort.

		I left the house just after six, jacket on, Arsenal scarf stuffed in my pocket even though the evening was still mild. Chloe kissed me at the door, one hand resting lightly on the front of my jeans for a second longer than necessary.

		“Have fun,” she said. “Text me when you’re on your way home.”

		Marley tried to follow me out onto the pavement. I had to nudge him back gently with my foot and shut the door on his offended face.

		The Tube was busy with the usual mix of match-goers in red and white. I found a seat, put my headphones in without turning anything on, and let my mind drift back to Chloe’s firm arse, and the soft weight of her breasts under the sweatshirt, the look she’d given me in the kitchen. I was still half-hard when my phone buzzed.

		Chloe.

		Thank you again for the flowers. They’re beautiful.

		I’ve got some treats for you as a thank-you…

		A second later, the first photo arrived.

		She was standing in our bedroom in front of the full-length mirror, phone held up, wearing nothing but a simple pair of pale pink panties. No bra. Her breasts looked heavy and full, the dark pink nipples already tight. She had one arm folded under them, lifting them slightly, the way she knew I liked. Her hair was still loose. The soft curve of her stomach, the flare of her hips, the neat triangle of the panties — everything was on show.

		My cock thickened against my thigh. I angled my phone so no one standing nearby could see and stared at it for a long moment.

		Another photo followed almost immediately.

		One I took last night, read the caption. This one was the red dress again, but only half on. The dress clung to her waist and hips exactly as it had in the Instagram post, but she’d pulled the bodice down under her breasts so they sat completely bare above the scarlet fabric, those dark pink nipples perky and stiff. She was biting her lower lip, looking straight into the mirror with an expression that was half shy, half deliberately filthy.

		I exhaled slowly through my nose and had to shift in my seat. The carriage suddenly felt far too warm.

		I typed back with my thumb.

		Fucking hell, Chlo. Why’d you take that photo last night?

		Her reply was almost instant.

		I was going to send it to you to get you to come up to bed, but I didn’t need to.

		Only because Rico wasn’t online, I thought to myself, but I didn’t tell her that.

		You’re going to give me a hard on before I even get to the ground.

		Her text came through almost immediately again.

		Good. I want you thinking about me while you’re watching the football.

		I laughed softly under my breath.

		Oh, I’ll be thinking about you, alright.

		I spent the rest of the journey with my jacket carefully folded over my lap and those two images safely saved into my gallery.

		My best friend was waiting in our usual spot outside the stadium, last season’s Arsenal shirt stretched tight across his chest. Rico was half-Italian, dark-haired, and he’d been told he was good-looking often enough that he believed it. He’d played a bit when he was younger — Leyton Orient under-21s — and never let anyone forget that a busted knee at eighteen was the only reason he hadn’t made it to the Gunners' first team.

		“There he is,” he grinned when he saw me. “The hero of Farringdon.”

		I groaned. “You’ve heard then.”

		“Mike, you tackled a bloke with a knife. Of course I’ve heard. Tell me everything.”

		So I did. The van, the running man, the knife skittering across the road, Karl turning up like a brick wall and pinning the thief like it was nothing. Rico listened with the appropriate mix of disbelief and delight, interrupting only to call me a mad idiot every thirty seconds.

		By the time we got through the turnstiles and found our seats, I’d almost managed to push the photos of Chloe to the back of my mind.

		Almost.

		The game itself was decent without being spectacular. Arsenal did what they were supposed to do against newly promoted Coventry — controlled the ball, scored two, and nearly let one in late from a corner. The Emirates did that low, satisfied roar every time we went forward. Rico shouted himself hoarse at the referee and at every chance to shoot, the way he always did. I joined in when it felt right, but part of my head never left those two photos sitting on my phone.

		At full time, we spilled out with the rest of the crowd into the mild night air. The usual post-match drift took us toward Hornsey Road and The Tollington Arms. The pub was already packed with red shirts, the windows were steamed up, the sound of voices and clinking glasses spilling onto the pavement. We managed to claim a small corner of the bar and got the first pints in.

		Rico was still buzzing, replaying a tackle from the second half with his feet, nearly tripping a stranger up and then almost knocking someone’s drink over. I was only half listening, eager to get the obligatory post-match beers done and go home to Chloe.

		Two women edged into the space beside us, mid-twenties, dressed up, clearly on a night out rather than match-day regulars. The taller one smiled at Rico first, then at me. Within a couple of minutes, they were chatting, laughing at Rico’s exaggerated stories about his almost-career at Orient. Rico was in his element, shoulders back, his white-toothed grin working overtime. I stayed polite but quiet, making it clear early that I was married. The shorter girl still tried a couple of times — light touches on my arm, questions about whether I “was really spoken for” — but I kept the answers friendly and final. After ten minutes or so, they drifted off toward a bigger group, the taller one glancing back at Rico with a clear invitation.

		Rico watched them go and groaned.

		“I could have pulled there, you dick. You and your fucking moral compass.”

		“You’ll live.”

		He was still complaining when my phone lit up on the bar.

		Chloe.

		Ollie’s finally down. Marley’s on your side of the bed again.

		I typed a reply and hit send:

		I won’t be long. Rico’s just got another round in. Once I’ve drunk this, I’ll head home.

		A reply flashed up.

		I’m waiting for my hero husband… and I’m still kind of horny from that. See if this tempts you to leave that last pint untouched.

		A second later another photo arrived.

		Chloe was lying on our bed, a tight white vest pushed up above her breasts, completely topless. One arm was bent behind her head, the other resting low on her stomach. Her nipples were dark and tight against the pale skin. She was looking straight at the camera with a soft, sleepy, unmistakably inviting expression.

		I locked the phone the second I realised what I was looking at, but it was already too late.

		Rico had been leaning in to say something else and seen the screen clear as day.

		He went very still, then let out a low, impressed whistle.

		“Fucking hell, Mike.”

		I felt heat rush up my neck. “Don’t⁠—”

		“Too late, I saw.” He was still staring at the now-dark phone like he could will the image back. “Are you and Chloe trying for another kid or something?”

		“No,” I replied, then realised he was waiting for another explanation for why she was sending me nudes. “She’s just… horny.”

		“Nice.” Rico’s voice dropped. “How many more have you got?”

		“None. That’s the only one she sent. It’s not like she sends them to me all the time.”

		“Liar. Come on. You’ve already shown me one by accident. Don’t be tight. Best mates share.” He nudged me with his elbow, half joking, half serious. “I haven’t had any pussy for weeks. Come on. Just a look. I won’t say anything to her.”

		I should have put the phone away. I should have told him to piss off.

		Instead, I felt that familiar, shameful warmth grow hotter in my gut. The same heat I’d felt when Gary looked at her Instagram. The same heat I’d felt hearing Chloe talk about how big and strong Karl was.

		My thumb hesitated over the screen for a second, then I slowly unlocked the phone again and let him look at the new picture again, tilting the screen so only Rico could see.

		“Fuck,” he cursed under his breath. “Her tits are bigger than I realised. They look firm, too.”

		“They are,” I managed to say, my throat tight.

		“So there are others?”

		I didn’t say anything. I just nodded and opened the earlier photos, the mirror shot in the pink knickers, and the red dress pulled down under her bare breasts.

		Rico didn’t speak for a few seconds. He just looked. Really looked, taking everything in. I watched his face change, the way his eyes moved over her body, and my cock hardened so fast it almost hurt.

		“She’s incredible,” he said quietly. “You’re getting to bang that every night. Wow.”

		“That? She’s a woman, not an object,” I chastised him, making him hold his hands up in surrender. “And it’s not every night. I wish it were. She’s just been more up for it lately, for whatever reason.”

		I locked the phone and shoved it back in my pocket, heart hammering, face hot. Rico was still staring at the space where the pictures had been.

		“I bet you’re not complaining,” he said, echoing Gary without knowing it. “Lucky bastard.”

		I finished my pint in three long swallows and told him I needed to get home before her horniness wore off. He understood. Of course he did.

		The walk to the station, and then the Tube, and then the final stretch back to Farringdon, felt endless. Every step I took, the images of Chloe topless on the bed, breasts spilling out of the red dress, waiting for me to come home, mixed with the knowledge that Rico had now seen them too.

		But by the time I turned onto our street, the only thing I could think about was how I was going to tell her what I’d just done.

		The house was quiet when I let myself in. The lamp was still on in the front room, but she’d turned everything else off. Marley appeared from the darkness of the kitchen, tail straight up, and wound himself around my ankles like he’d been waiting up for me.

		I scratched his head, toeing off my shoes as quietly as I could. “I’m home, boy. Want some food?”

		Then my phone rang. Chloe. Puzzled as to why she was calling me from upstairs, I answered.

		“Mike?” she purred through the handset, low and careful. “I didn’t want to call out and wake Ollie. I’m in bed… waiting. Just be quiet.”

		My pulse kicked up. I flicked the lamp off, slopped some food into Marley’s dish, then bounded up the stairs two at a time, half-hard again with anticipation. The bedroom door was ajar. The only light came from the streetlamp outside, a thin orange strip through the curtains. It was just enough to see shapes.

		Chloe was under the covers. When she heard me push the door open, she sat up a little and, without a word, kicked the duvet all the way down to her feet.

		She was completely naked.

		For a few seconds, I just stood there and admired my wife. The soft, full curves of her breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, the neat, trimmed patch of fine hair between her thighs, not fully shaved tonight, just tidy. Her legs were slightly apart, one knee bent, and even in the near-dark I could see she was already a little wet. She watched me looking, breathing shallowly.

		“I hope you’re not too drunk,” she whispered. “Because I need you.”

		The guilt hit me like a punch.

		I sat on the edge of the bed, fully clothed, and made myself say it before I lost my nerve.

		“Chlo… something happened. At the pub. With Rico.”

		She frowned, still naked, still exposed. “What do you mean?”

		“He… accidentally saw the topless photo you sent. The one of you on the bed. I didn’t realise he could see the screen.”

		Chloe’s whole body went still. Then she grabbed the duvet and yanked it back up over herself, clutching it under her chin. Even in the dark, I could see her eyes had gone wide.

		“He what?” Her voice was a shocked little stutter. “Rico saw… he saw my…?”

		“I’m sorry.” I reached for her hand, but she kept it under the covers. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. He was looking over my shoulder, and it was just… there.”

		She stared at me, face burning. “What did he say?”

		I swallowed. “He liked it. A lot. He said you were incredible... and then he asked if he could see more.”

		Chloe’s mouth opened, closed, opened again. “Did you… did you show him?”

		I nodded, feeling like the worst person in the world. “I don’t know why. I’m sorry. I showed him the other two. The one in your panties and the red dress with… with your tits out.” I cringed at the word tits. I’d meant to say boobs or breasts, but I’d had a couple of pints.

		“Oh, my God.” She pulled the duvet even tighter, curling in on herself. “Mike… oh my God.” Her voice was tiny, mortified. “He saw everything?”

		“At least you had your panties on.” Small solace to offer, but it was all I could think of.

		Silence stretched between us. I could hear my own heartbeat. Eventually, I started undressing because I didn’t know what else to do. I hoped she was still horny. But when I was down to my boxers, I realised — too late — how hard I still was. Her eyes dropped to the tent at the front of my shorts and stayed there for a second.

		“Why are you…?” She bit her lip. “Why are you hard right now?”

		I was honest. “I… don’t know. Because it was exciting watching him look at you. Knowing another man was seeing your breasts was... I know it’s weird, but hearing him say how beautiful you are, it’s kind of a turn on.”

		Chloe was quiet for a long moment. Then, very softly:

		“Didn’t you feel jealous? Or possessive?”

		I could have told her the full truth, that the jealousy and the excitement were tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them. Instead, I gave her the safer version.

		“Yeah. Sort of. But… also knowing that another man finds you that desirable is kind of an ego boost. I felt proud. Like… I’m with the hottest woman on Earth. It was exciting. I can’t explain it better than that.”

		She stared at the ceiling, thinking, the duvet still clutched tight under her chin. I waited, barely breathing.

		Finally, she let out a long, shaky breath.

		“I don’t want to talk about it any more tonight,” she whispered. “Just… come here. I still want you. Do it to me. I’ve waited all night.”

		She pushed the covers back again. I climbed over her, settled between her thighs, and slid into her in one slow push. Shocked at Rico seeing her pictures or not, she was still soaking wet. The soft wetness of her pussy made me groan under my breath. She wrapped her legs around me, and I fucked her deeply but carefully, trying not to make the bed creak too loudly, one hand cupped over her mouth when she got close so she wouldn’t wake Oliver. She came first, unusual for her because she usually needs to rub her clit, her walls tightening around me, a muffled whimper against my palm. I followed right after, burying myself as deep as I could and spilling inside her with a quiet groan into the crook of her neck.

		Afterwards, we didn’t speak. She curled into my chest, slightly sweaty and warm, and I held her while our breathing slowed together. Marley finally succeeded in pushing the bedroom door open and jumped up, settling into his usual spot behind her knees.

		Chloe’s fingers traced idle circles on my stomach in the dark.

		Something had shifted between us.

		We both felt it.

		But neither of us said another word about Rico or the photos before we fell asleep.
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		gaining attention

		

		Saturday morning started the way most of our weekends did, with Marley sat on my chest like a furry black-and-white paperweight, purring so loudly it felt like the whole bed was vibrating. He had one white paw stretched out across my throat and his eyes half-closed in pure cat satisfaction. I scratched behind his ears, and he immediately started kneading the duvet.

		Chloe was already up. I could hear her moving around in the bathroom, the soft clink of makeup jars and the occasional quiet curse when she couldn’t get her hair’s victory rolls quite right. The blue polka-dot dress was hanging on the wardrobe door, ready and waiting.

		We live in a little terraced house in Farringdon, not far from the station. Nothing fancy — two-up two-down, tiny garden — but it’s ours. We bought it last year on a wages-stretching mortgage, and although we know it’s modest, we’re still slightly stunned every time we unlock the front door. Marley had claimed the sunny, south-facing windowsill in the living room within about ten minutes of moving in and had never given it up since.

		I finally managed to shift him off me and got up. By the time I’d showered and dressed, Chloe was downstairs in the kitchen, hair in pins, and makeup half done — classic blue eyeshadow and deep red lips — and still in her dressing gown. Oliver was at the table eating toast, legs swinging, chatting away to Marley, who was sat hopefully by his chair in case any butter fell.

		“Michelle said we can drop him round at nine,” Chloe told me, checking her phone. “Ben’s going to be there too. Ollie loves it when Ben’s home.”

		Michelle and Raymond lived three doors down. They’d been in the street for years, long before we arrived. I liked Michelle, she reminded me of my mum, seemingly always baking cakes, and never minded having an extra child under her feet. Their son Ben was in his late twenties, moved out, divorced, moved back in. A bit of a Jack-the-lad by all accounts, but brilliant with Oliver. The two of them got on like a house on fire.

		I made myself a latte from the pod machine and watched Marley abandon Oliver’s toast crumbs to wind himself around Chloe’s bare legs instead, purring like a tiny engine. She reached down absently and stroked his head while still trying to fix a pin in her hair.

		“You ready for a full day of vintage madness then?” I asked.

		She smiled at me in the mirror of her compact. “As I’ll ever be.”

		By half past eight, Chloe was transformed.

		The blue dress with the yellow polka dots sat perfectly on her. She’d somehow adjusted the low neckline to make it slightly more demure, but it still showed the soft upper curves of her breasts and the pretty edges of a cream lace bra. The fabric cinched tight at her waist, then flared out over her hips and ass in a way that made it almost impossible not to stare. She’d completed her makeup properly, winged eyeliner, red lips, the full vintage pin-up face, and the pins were all out of her blonde hair, now perfectly set in soft victory rolls. She looked like she’d stepped straight off a 1940s calendar.

		I watched her turn in front of the full-length mirror in our bedroom, smoothing the skirt down over her thighs. Marley sat on the bed watching too, tail twitching, as if even the cat knew she looked exceptional today.

		“Wow,” I said quietly.

		She glanced at me over her shoulder, a little shy and a little pleased. “Too much?”

		She’d been doing this little hobby of hers for over a year now, but I still wasn’t used to the feeling I got when she posted her photos and the thirsty comments started rolling in. Her small but growing following was mostly women, but she got the occasional guy commenting, and it was almost always something sexual.

		That same warm and dirty feeling flickered through me now. The knowledge that other men were going to look at her today the way I was looking at her right now. I felt myself starting to get hard just from the thought and had to turn away to adjust.

		“No. You look… fucking incredible. That’s my favourite outfit yet.”

		She never mentioned Rico seeing the photos last night, which I was glad about. Hopefully, she’d got over the embarrassment of it and consigned it to an unfortunate accident, followed by me getting a bit overexcited due to the game and the drinks.

		We dropped Oliver at Michelle and Raymond’s just after nine. Michelle opened the door in a dressing gown and big slippers, already smiling. Ben was in the hallway behind her, barefoot, in jeans and a faded T-shirt, his deliberately messy hair even messier from sleep. He was a good-looking lad, tall, and never seemed to have trouble finding company. Oliver ran straight past Michelle and wrapped himself around Ben’s legs.

		“Alright, trouble?” Ben laughed, scooping him up. “Are you ready to cause chaos with your Uncle Ben today?”

		“Can we play with your superhero toys again? Invictor versus Blight rematch!”

		“We can do whatever you want, champ.”

		Chloe gave Michelle the usual supplies — snacks and spare clothes — while I watched Ben swing Oliver onto his shoulders like it was the easiest thing in the world. There was something effortless about the way he handled our son. Ben was confident, and although he wasn’t ripped or anything, he had a certain physicality about him.

		Raymond and Michelle had a cat, too. A fat ginger tom called Biscuit followed us out onto the pavement and was now winding around Chloe’s ankles. She laughed and bent down to stroke him, the neckline of the dress falling forward. From where I stood, I could see straight down to the soft, pale swell of her breasts and the lace edge of her bra. Ben’s eyes flicked there for half a second before he politely looked away. But not before I noticed. Of course I noticed.

		We said our goodbyes. Chloe kissed Oliver’s cheek, then, almost as an afterthought, kissed Ben on the cheek too, quick and friendly, the way she did with people she liked. Ben grinned and told us to have a good time, one hand still steadying Oliver on his shoulders.

		As we walked to the car, I kept seeing that little moment on a loop: Chloe bent over, the dress gaping, Ben’s eyes, the easy way she’d kissed his cheek. My cock was half-hard the entire drive to Bedford, and I had to keep my jacket folded over my lap.

		Two Woods Festival was already busy when we arrived. Music drifted across the old airfield, swing, big band, the occasional burst of rock ’n’ roll. People in full 1940s and 1950s clothing were everywhere: men in sharp suits and trilbies, women in tea dresses, land-girl outfits, some in proper pin-up glamour outfits. Chloe fit right in and still somehow stood out.

		We hadn’t gone fifty metres before the first person asked if they could take her photo. She said yes, of course — she always did at these things, everyone took photos of everyone — and posed naturally, one hand on her hip, chin tilted just so. I stood to the side holding her little bag and watched men and women alike lift their phones and cameras. Every time a man looked at her through a lens, I felt that same mix of pride and excitement build in my stomach.

		We’d barely made our way into the convention arena properly when a woman in a beautiful but much more modest sage-green dress stepped into our path with a warm smile.

		“I hope you don’t mind me saying,” she said to Chloe, “but you look absolutely stunning. That dress is perfect on you. And, wow! Your makeup is flawless.”

		Chloe blushed prettily and thanked her, saying she looked fabulous, too. The woman introduced herself as Audrey. Her own hair was set in soft brunette waves, and she wore a single string of pearls. Her outfit was elegant and understated, the complete opposite of the bold, low-cut polka-dot number Chloe had chosen.

		I noticed the massive, sparkling diamond wedding ring on Audrey’s finger at the same time as I noticed the man walking up behind her.

		He was tall. Late forties, or a fifty-year-old who took care of himself, wearing an expensive-looking casual shirt and designer jeans. I could tell immediately that he had money. A lot of it. He had that aura of ‘wealthy’ confidence, and was already looking at Chloe like he was deciding which was his favourite part of her.

		“This is my husband, Dominic,” Audrey said brightly. “He doesn’t do the dressing up thing.”

		“Neither do I,” I smiled.

		Dominic smiled too, slow and easy, but held out his hand to Chloe first.

		“Delighted to meet you,” he said, eyes not leaving her face. “That’s a very brave dress, but it suits you perfectly.”

		His voice was smooth, warm and professional. He could probably make anything he said sound like a private compliment. I felt my stomach drop and my cock twitch at exactly the same time.

		Audrey smiled as if she was used to her husband flirting with other women like this. “He’s right, you know. The colour is wonderful on you. Where did you get it made? I must have your dressmaker’s number.”

		Chloe blushed prettily under the praise, one hand smoothing the polka-dot skirt without thinking. “Thank you. That’s really kind. Actually, I found it in a charity shop.”

		“A charity shop?” Audrey’s perfectly shaped eyebrows knitted together for a moment, but if she was judging us, she gave no other signs away.

		Dominic’s gaze drifted, just for a second, down the low neckline of the dress to the soft upper curves of her breasts and the lace edge of her bra, then back up to her face like he’d done nothing of the sort. “Do you come to these things often?”

		“Whenever I can,” Chloe answered. “We’ve been doing vintage conventions for about a year, I think. I love the atmosphere, and everyone’s so friendly.”

		“This is our first one,” he said, smiling at his wife. “But I can tell you’re more… experienced. You look completely at home here.”

		Audrey slipped her arm lightly through mine, as if we’d known each other for years. “Shall we walk round together for a bit? It’s always more fun in a little group, right?”

		I disagreed but couldn’t think of a polite reason to say no.

		We drifted deeper into the festival. Swing music floated from one of the open-sided marquees. People in all kinds of vintage outfits moved past us in every direction, and every few minutes someone asked if they could take her photo. She always said yes, smiling, posing naturally while I stood to the side holding her little bag and tried not to watch Dominic watching her. Several times, Chloe stopped someone to have her picture taken with them, and then we ran into Karl near one of the main stages.

		He was in a plain black security polo that stretched tight across his broad chest and shoulders, radio clipped to his belt, eyes scanning the crowd. When he recognised us, his face broke into a surprised, genuine smile.

		“No way. The thief-catcher and his wife,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder hard enough to rock me. “Fancy seeing you here. Wait… are you stalking me?”

		“Hi, Karl.” Chloe went a little pink in the cheeks. “No. I’m into vintage aesthetics.” She looked down at her dress, then back up at him.

		“Small world. I’m doing security. Obviously.” He looked down at his own uniform and tapped the ‘Security’ badge pinned to his chest. “Are you both having a good time?”

		We made small talk for a minute or two, chatting about the festival, the weather, how his security team was stretched thin because of the numbers. Karl’s sheer size made everything around him look smaller. When he finally moved off to deal with something on his radio, Chloe watched him go for a second longer than she needed to.

		Dominic noticed as he and Audrey caught up with us. “A friend of yours?” he asked lightly.

		“Sort of,” I said. “Long story.”

		“He’s a big boy, isn’t he?” Audrey murmured, watching the security guard until he disappeared into the crowd.

		“Strong too,” Chloe replied. “I saw him grab this guy the other day. Lifted him clean off his feet.”

		We browsed some of the stalls together, where Chloe bought herself a pretty, hand-crafted leather purse and journal. As we made our way towards the classic car section, Dominic unslung the camera that had been hanging at his side.

		“I’m only an amateur,” he said to Chloe, “but would you mind if I took a few proper shots? That dress deserves better than phone pictures.”

		Chloe glanced at me, then nodded. “Okay… sure.”

		“I thought some of these cars would make a good backdrop,” he replied, turning on the camera and then looking around at the fleet of sports cars, motorbikes and other vehicles from the pre-war era.

		He was good with her. Not pushy, just quietly confident, obviously knowledgeable about photography. He employed a light touch on her waist to turn her into the sunlight, another to tell her to lean gently against the green Bentley behind her.

		“It’s mine,” he reassured her. “Don’t worry.”

		He continued taking snaps, directing her constantly. A gentle suggestion that she put one hand on her hip. Another that she look back over her shoulder. Each time his fingers brushed her, even briefly, I felt it like an electric current under my skin. He was only being friendly. What was wrong with me lately?

		Chloe followed his directions easily, smiling, a little shy, a little flattered. I stood a few feet away and watched another man photograph my wife in a dress that barely contained her breasts, and the whole time, my dick twitched and hardened in my shorts.

		When he finished, Dominic showed her the shots on the back screen of the camera. She made several surprisingly pleased sounds at whatever she saw there.

		“You’ve got a real eye,” she told him. “They look professional.”

		Dominic smiled. “A beautiful subject makes taking photos easy.”

		Audrey looked over their shoulders at the last couple of pictures. “Hey, you should let Dominic do a proper shoot sometime. In his studio, he’s got proper lights and backdrops. I think you’d enjoy it. I love letting him take pictures of me, but my dresses—” she looked down at her sage-green outfit, “—they don’t compare to yours.”

		“I’d be happy to have you over anytime,” her husband nodded. “The studio is in our second apartment, near Canary Wharf.”

		Canary Wharf. So they definitely had money.

		“Please, come over,” Audrey implored Chloe. “It’d be nice to hear how you find your dresses. You could give me some tips on your hair styling and makeup, too.”

		Chloe laughed it off, but I saw the spark of interest in her eyes.

		Later, we found ourselves near the open-air stage where the vintage dress competition was being judged. Audrey had entered. She looked elegant and understated in her sage-green dress as she walked the little runway. When they announced her as the winner, the crowd clapped warmly. Several people around us turned to Chloe and said she should have gone up too.

		“You would have won it easily,” one woman told her.

		Chloe shook her head, embarrassed. “I’m not brave enough for that.”

		Dominic, standing just behind her, spoke quietly enough that only we could hear.

		“I think you would have walked it. I mean, if Audrey won it with her humble dress, she’d have had no chance against you. You’re the most striking woman here.”

		“I don’t think so,” Chloe giggled nervously. Dominic put a friendly hand on her shoulder.

		“Oh, stop being modest,” I added, feeling possessive for the first time and looping my arm through hers to ease her away from him before he could get any more over-friendly.

		Audrey rejoined us holding a small trophy and looking delighted. The four of us stayed together a little longer, enjoying another drink, this time old-fashioned homebrew ginger ale, then we did more wandering, resisting blowing much of our limited money, despite Chloe being tempted by several dresses, boots and wigs.

		Dominic found small moments to speak to Chloe every time Audrey or I left their side. He asked about her Instagram, suggesting again that they should arrange a shoot because she could use the photos on there. Maybe even some behind-the-scenes videos for her Reels. He didn’t say anything crude or push too hard. Nothing you could really call out. Just steady, focused interest that never quite let up.

		By late afternoon, the heat and the crowds were starting to press on me. A dull headache had begun behind my eyes. When we finally said our goodbyes, Dominic shook my hand, then held Chloe’s a second longer than necessary.

		“It was a real pleasure,” he said to her. “I hope we’ll see you both again. You’ve got my details, yes?”

		Chloe nodded, then, after giving Audrey a warm hug, to my surprise, Dominic’s wife hugged me too, close enough that I caught the light scent of her perfume.

		“You’ve made our day,” she said into my ear, a little too breathy for comfort. “I really hope we can meet up again soon.”

		The look she gave me, her eyes holding mine longer than necessary, made me realise she was being flirty again. I smiled and nodded politely, but was relieved when we finally found ourselves alone together for what felt like the first time all day.

		On the journey home, the headache settled in properly, a tight, pulsing band across my forehead. Chloe noticed me going quiet and asked if I was okay. I told her I was just tired and needed water. She didn’t push. She took over driving duties and told me to try to relax and have a nap.

		We collected Oliver from Michelle and Ben. He was full of stories about the day and half-asleep by the time we got him through the front door. Marley greeted us with his usual offended meows for having been left alone so long. We ate, and then, once Oliver was finally down and the house was still, Chloe and I went up to bed.

		The headache was still there, so I took two painkillers and lay down in the dark, the ache in my skull making everything feel slightly distant. Chloe curled against my back for a while, soft and warm, but I was too uncomfortable to respond the way she probably hoped. Eventually her breathing slowed, and I thought she’d fallen asleep. I drifted off myself.

		Some time later, I woke to movement and faint, soft sounds beside me.

		The room was still dark. I turned my head to see Chloe on her back next to me, the duvet pushed down to her hips. One hand was between her thighs, fingers moving in a steady rhythm. Her other hand was cupped over her bare breast, squeezing gently. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, little hitches of breath escaping every few seconds. The wet sound of her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy was unmistakable in the quiet room.

		I stayed perfectly still and watched. Her eyes were closed. She had no idea.

		Her hips lifted slightly to meet her hand. The soft flesh of her breast shifted under her fingers. I could see how slick she was by the way the light from the streetlamp caught her fingers. She was biting her lower lip the way she did when she was close. A tiny, helpless sound escaped her throat.

		I wondered who she was thinking about.

		Was it wealthy, debonair Dominic? Big, strong Karl? Even young, handsome Ben? Or maybe just me, her homely but heroic husband. I had no way of knowing.

		Chloe’s breathing grew sharper. Her fingers moved faster. Then her whole body tightened, thighs pressing together around her hand, and a soft, broken moan escaped her clamped-shut lips as she came.

		When she’d stopped shaking and relaxed, her head turned towards me. I closed my eyes instantly and kept my breathing deep and even, pretending I was still asleep.

		I heard her lay there for a while longer, catching her breath. Then she carefully pulled the duvet back up, turned onto her side facing away from me, and settled again.

		I stared at the back of her head in the dark, the headache still pulsing behind my eyes, and wondered how many more things we were going to leave unsaid.

		

	
		

		4

		coming clean

		

		Monday morning started earlier than usual. Which was going to be the norm from now on.

		I woke to the sound of Chloe moving quietly around the bedroom in the half-dark, trying not to disturb me. Marley was already up and complaining softly about his empty food dish from the doorway. When I opened my eyes, Chloe was standing by the wardrobe in her favourite Metallica T-shirt, holding Oliver’s brand-new school uniform on its hanger like it was something fragile.

		“You don’t have to get up yet,” she whispered when she saw I was awake. “I can do this.”

		I got up anyway. It was my boy’s first day at school. I wasn’t going to miss it for anything.

		Downstairs, the kitchen smelled of toast and Oliver’s favourite, strawberry jam. He sat at the table, stuffing his face, while Chloe knelt in front of him, trying to get his new grey trousers on without creasing them. Her hair was still messy from sleep, face bare, the T-shirt riding up her thighs as she moved. She kept smoothing the little red jumper, adjusting the collar of his white polo shirt, double-checking the name tags she’d sewn in over the weekend.

		“There,” she said softly, sitting back on her heels. “Look at you. Proper schoolboy.”

		Oliver grinned, missing the fact that his mum’s eyes had gone shiny. She cupped his face with both hands and kissed his forehead, lingering a second longer than usual.

		“You’re going to have the best day,” she told him. “I’m so proud of you.”

		I watched her from the doorway, coffee mug in hand, and felt that familiar double-pull in my chest, the usual deep love, and underneath it the newer, darker current that had been getting stronger ever since Rico saw those photos. She looked so beautiful like this. So natural, so lovely, and so completely mine. The idea that anyone else might ever see her in the ways only I was supposed to see her still felt both impossible and strangely electric.

		We got dressed ourselves and walked him to school together. Chloe held his hand the whole way, pointing out other children in the same uniform, telling him which door to go through, and promising she would be waiting in exactly the same spot at half past three. At the gate, she crouched down again, fussed with his collar one last time, and gave him the kind of emotional, teary-eyed smile that made my throat tight.

		When he finally went inside with his teacher, she stood there longer than she needed to, one hand lifted in a little wave even after he’d disappeared.

		“I’m being silly,” she said as we walked away, wiping under her eye with her hand. “It’s only school.”

		“You’re allowed,” I told her, and slipped my arm around her waist. She leaned into me for a moment, warm and familiar, the natural scent of her hair filling my nostrils.

		At work, the day felt slower than usual. Gary made his predictable comment when he passed my desk, something about hoping Chloe had some new outfits for her Instagram soon, but I barely engaged. The new starter, Warren, was being shown around the section. Mid-twenties, friendly, a bit nervous, laughing too quickly at other people’s jokes. We ended up paired on a couple of tickets after lunch, and he seemed relieved to have someone less engaged to work with.

		I caught myself checking my phone more often than I needed to, waiting for Chloe’s messages from the school run later, the image of her teary-eyed face sitting behind my eyelids.

		By the time five o’clock came around, I was more than ready to leave. Warren was still asking careful questions about the ticketing system as I shut down my machine. I gave him a quick, friendly rundown, told him he’d get the hang of it, and headed out before Gary could find another job for me.

		To my surprise, Rico was leaning against his car right outside the building, scrolling on his phone. He looked up when he saw me and lifted his chin in greeting.

		“I was just passing.” He grinned, but it was a bit tighter than usual. “Thought you might fancy a lift.”

		I hadn’t been expecting him. “Saves me getting the tube, sure.”

		“I wanted to talk to you, too,“ he admitted, then walked over to his red Volkswagen Golf. “Get in.”

		The car smelled faintly of his barbershop aftershave and the mint gum he always chewed. We pulled into the early evening traffic before either of us spoke again.

		Rico kept his eyes on the road. “Listen… about the other night. What I said at the Tolly.”

		I waited.

		“I was out of order,” he said. “Asking to see more of those photos. I got carried away. I was lucky to see the first picture, but I should have pretended I didn’t see it. And I sure as hell shouldn’t have pushed it for more. I’m sorry.”

		I looked out of the side window for a second. “It’s fine.”

		“Yeah? I didn’t want you to be pissed at me.”

		“I’m not, promise. I told Chloe, though.”

		Rico’s hands flexed on the steering wheel. “Shit. How did she take it?”

		“She was embarrassed. Properly embarrassed. But she didn’t lose it or anything.” I paused. “She’s not exactly thrilled, but she’s okay.”

		He blew out a long breath. “I feel like a dick.”

		“You are a dick. A lovable dick. But relax, it’s done now. No harm done.”

		We drove in silence for a while after that. The closer we got to Farringdon, the more restless Rico seemed, like he was steeling himself for something.

		When we pulled up outside the house, I hesitated with my hand on the door handle.

		“Come in for a coffee if you want,” I said. “Clear the air with Chloe. But… she might still be a bit awkward about it. Just so you know.”

		Rico nodded. “Yeah. I should say something to her properly anyway. Get it out of the way.”

		Oliver must have been watching from the window. The second we stepped through the front door, he came flying down the hall, giving my legs a quick squeeze, before running to my friend.

		“Uncle Rico!”

		Rico laughed and caught him, swinging him up easily. “Alright, big man? How was your first day of school then?”

		Oliver launched into an excited, slightly jumbled report while Marley wound himself around everyone’s legs in turn. Chloe appeared from the kitchen, still in the same soft she’d been wearing that morning, the oversized Metallica shirt and those grey shorts. Her hair was tied back loosely. When she saw Rico her smile faltered for just a second before she fixed it back in place.

		“Hey,” she said.

		“Hey, Chloe.” Rico set Oliver down carefully. “I gave Mike a lift home. I hope it’s alright if I come in. I won’t stay long.”

		“Of course it’s alright.” She gestured toward the kitchen. “Coffee?”

		We all ended up in there. Oliver stayed glued to Rico’s side, showing him a drawing he’d done at school, while Chloe moved around making drinks. I watched her carefully. She was being polite, even warm, but there was a slight stiffness in her shoulders that wasn’t usually there.

		Once the coffee was poured and Oliver had been gently shooed toward the living room with a biscuit, Rico cleared his throat.

		“Chloe… I wanted to talk to you about the photos.”

		She went still, mug halfway to her mouth.

		“I thought I should apologise,” he continued, looking properly uncomfortable for once. “I shouldn’t have asked Mike to show me more. It was disrespectful. I felt so bad afterwards, and don’t want things to be weird between us.”

		Chloe set the mug down. A faint flush had risen in her cheeks, but she kept her voice light.

		“It’s fine, Rico. Really. It’s just a pair of boobs, right? Not like you haven’t seen plenty before, the way you carry on with your never-ending line of girlfriends.”

		She tilted her head, a small, mischievous edge creeping into her voice.

		“Although… you are right to apologise.” She folded her arms under her breasts, making them look even bigger under the T-shirt. “Imagine how embarrassed I felt. Put yourself in my shoes. You’d probably feel pretty awkward if I accidentally saw a picture of your dick and then asked to see more of them without you knowing, wouldn’t you?”

		Rico opened his mouth, closed it again, then gave a short, embarrassed laugh.

		“Alright, fair point. Maybe I should just send you one then. Make us even. No more awkwardness. I’ve seen yours, you’ve seen mine, sort of thing.”

		“Umm,” Chloe snorted, shaking her head. “You’re being weird now.”

		Rico rubbed the back of his neck, clearly wishing he’d kept his mouth shut. “Yeah… that sounded better in my head.”

		“You’re just digging yourself into a deeper and deeper hole,” she said, but she was smiling properly for the first time since he’d arrived.

		He laughed, relieved. “True. I’ll stop talking.”

		“I think it’s probably for the best.”

		Rico gave a small, relieved huff of laughter. “Still, I do appreciate you being so cool about it.”

		“Don’t mention it.” She managed a proper smile this time. “Seriously. It’s done.”

		He finished his coffee quicker than usual after that, ruffled Oliver’s hair, and said he needed to get going. At the door, he clapped me on the shoulder and gave Chloe a careful, respectful nod.

		When the door closed behind him, the house felt suddenly quieter until Ollie pulled Marley’s tail and the cat screeched at him in protest.

		Chloe leaned back against the kitchen counter, arms loosely folded, and looked at me.

		“Well,” she said softly. “That wasn’t awkward at all.”

		I couldn’t tell from her face how much of the embarrassment was still sitting under the surface.

		“Rico will be Rico,” I shrugged.

		Oliver was still full of the excitement from his first day. He talked all the way through tea, about the coat pegs with little animals on them, the girl who had the same lunchbox as him, the teacher who smelled like his favourite strawberry jam. Chloe listened like every word was important, asking questions, smiling, reaching over now and then to wipe a crumb from his cheek. I watched her more than I watched him. The motherly way she looked at our son did something complicated to my heart.

		By seven-thirty he was finally starting to crash. Chloe took him up for a bath while I cleared the kitchen. I could hear them through the thin ceiling, her voice gentle, his still excited, the occasional splash and giggle. When she brought him back down in fresh pyjamas he was sleepy-eyed and relaxed, thumb hovering near his mouth even though he’d mostly grown out of doing that. We both kissed him goodnight. Marley followed them up the stairs and didn’t come back down, claiming a spot on the end of Oliver’s bed.

		Chloe returned a few minutes later and closed the living-room door quietly behind her. She looked tired, but in a good way. She’d taken her hair out of its loose tie and it fell around her shoulders in soft blonde waves. The grey shorts and rock band shirt still somehow looked better on her than most women looked in expensive lingerie.

		She dropped onto the sofa beside me with a long breath and tucked her feet under herself.

		For a while, we just sat there, watching some TV, content simply with each other’s company.

		Then Chloe spoke, voice low.

		“Can I ask you something?”

		“Of course.”

		She picked at a loose thread on the hem of the shirt. “Why did it turn you on so much? Rico seeing those pictures of me.”

		I felt my pulse pick up. I’d known this was coming, but that didn’t make it easier.

		“I don’t know if I can explain it right,” I said.

		“Try. For me.”

		I picked up the remote, turned the TV off and stared at the blank screen for a few seconds. “It’s… because it’s you. You’re my wife. You’ve only ever been with me. You’re still sort of… innocent, in that way. So the idea of another man looking at you like that, wanting you… it feels taboo. Naughty. Like we’re doing something we shouldn’t.”

		Chloe was quiet for a moment, processing.

		“Is that all it is?” she asked carefully. “Just men looking? Or do you ever think about more than that?”

		My mouth went dry. This was the edge of the thing I still wasn’t sure I should say out loud.

		“What do you mean?”

		“I mean…” She hesitated, her pale cheeks colouring. “Do you ever think about me actually doing something with someone else? Not just them seeing me. Going further.”

		The air in the room felt suddenly hot. I could have told her the truth, that yes, that fantasy had been growing roots in my head for a while now. Instead, I took the safer route, the one that still felt like it might be allowed.

		“Sometimes I get these… what-if thoughts,” I said slowly. “Stupid stuff. Like, what if you’d gone further with that kid you dated back then? What was his name again?”

		“Leyton,” she reminded me.

		“Yeah, that was it. Or what if you’d met someone else before me and actually slept with them? Would he have been bigger than me? Rougher? More physical? Would you have liked it?” I forced a small shrug. “It’s just a daft fantasy that crosses my mind occasionally. Nothing I actually want to happen. Just… hypothetical.”

		Chloe studied my face like she was trying to decide how much of that to believe. She didn’t look convinced, but she didn’t push harder either.

		“Okay,” she said softly.

		I decided to flip it before she could dig any deeper.

		“What about you?”

		She blinked. “What about me?”

		“When you touch yourself… When you masturbate. And don’t say you don’t, I know you do.”

		A deeper flush rose in her cheeks. She looked away, then back, embarrassed but not denying it.

		“Just normal stuff,” she muttered.

		“Like what?”

		“I don’t know… Mostly you. Sometimes celebrities. Nothing weird or kinky.” She gave a small, self-conscious laugh. “I just like normal, vanilla sex, Mike. Is that so bad?”

		“No,” I said, and meant it. “Nothing bad about it at all.”

		She pulled her knees up to her chest, arms wrapped around them, the T-shirt stretching across her breasts. After a moment she asked, almost shyly, “What about that girl you dated. Rachel? Do you ever think about her?”

		I did, but I wasn’t going to be stupidly honest and get myself in trouble. “No, not really. Rachel and I, we only ever messed around.”

		“Messed around?” Chloe smiled and raised her eyebrows. “Meaning…?”

		“I fingered her a few times, she wanked me off,” I admitted, then immediately wished I could take the words back and find a better way of saying it. Too late now. I continued, “It never went further than that. She was nice, but it wasn’t… this.” I gestured vaguely between us.

		Chloe nodded, then offered the version of Leyton she had always given me.

		“I didn’t even get that far with Leyton, really. We went on a couple of dates, kissed a bit. That was all. Nothing more. I liked you more than him.”

		I watched her face as she said it. She met my eyes without looking away. If there was more to the story, she wasn’t ready to tell it tonight.

		The silence that followed felt heavy and charged, as if we’d both stepped a little closer to something neither of us fully understood yet.

		Chloe unfolded herself and shifted closer on the sofa until her thigh pressed against mine. Her voice, when she spoke again, was quieter.

		“I’m tired. Shall we go up to bed?”

		I was tired, too. It had been a big day.

		Chloe headed into the bathroom first and left the door open. I heard the shower start. I lingered in the bedroom for a moment, then wandered closer, phone in hand, and spoke through the doorway.

		“Chlo… do you want me to delete those pictures of you? The ones from the other night.”

		Her voice came back over the sound of the water.

		“No. Just don’t go showing them to people. They’re for your eyes only. Whether they turn you on or not.”

		I leaned against the doorframe.

		“About earlier,” I said. “With Rico. When you said that thing about seeing his dick and making you even.”

		There was a short pause.

		“I was only joking,” she called. “But it was fun making him uncomfortable.”

		I hesitated, then pushed on.

		“This might sound weird… but if you ever actually wanted to know what he’s packing, I’ve seen it a couple of times. In the urinals. Changing rooms after five-a-side. That sort of thing.”

		The water continued for a few seconds.

		“I’m really not interested,” she sighed loudly, “But I can tell you want to tell me, so go ahead.”

		“He’s bigger than me,” I admitted, wondering how she’d take that information. “Not stupidly, but yeah. Thicker too.”

		Chloe was quiet for a moment, then her voice came again, a little clearer this time.

		“This is silly, talking through the door. Come and join me.”

		I stripped off and stepped into the steamy bathroom. She moved over to make room under the spray. Water ran down over her shoulders and the full curves of her breasts, dripping from her nipples. I picked up the soap.

		As I started washing her back, I asked, as casually as I could, “Have you ever been curious? About other men’s dicks? I mean, you’ve only ever seen mine.”

		Chloe glanced over her shoulder and gave a small snort.

		“Not really. If I wanted to see dicks I can just watch porn on the internet. It’s not exactly difficult.”

		I worked the soap over her shoulders and down her arms.

		“Rico would definitely send you a picture if you wanted,” I said. “To make you even, like he said.”

		She was quiet for a moment, then shrugged under my hands.

		“Fine. Whatever, I can tell this is turning you on.” She looked over her shoulder, her wet dyed-blonde hair darker, sticking to her face. “Alright then. Get him to send one. If it makes you horny and makes him feel better about the whole thing… fine. Just don’t expect me to get all turned on by it or anything. Dicks are ugly things at the best of times.”

		I turned her gently so I could soap her front. My cock was already hard and obvious between us. Chloe looked down at it, then up at my face, one eyebrow raised.

		“Here we go again, Mike. You’re properly hard. This stuff really does get you going, doesn’t it?”

		She didn’t wait for an answer. She squeezed more soap into her hand, wrapped her fingers around my cock, and started stroking me with slow, slippery twists. The hot water, the feel of her soapy fist, the fact that we’d just been talking about Rico’s cock, it was all too much. I lasted less than a minute. I came with a low groan, spilling over her fingers and onto her stomach while she kept working me through it.

		When I opened my eyes again she was watching me with a mix of amusement and mild disbelief.

		“Well,” she said lightly, rinsing her hand under the spray. “I suppose I’m probably not getting sex tonight then.”

		I started to apologise but she shook her head, smiling.

		“I’m only joking. I’m actually really tired anyway. It’s been an overwhelming sort of day. I’d rather just sleep.”

		We finished washing off, dried ourselves, and went to bed. Chloe curled up on her side almost immediately, back against my chest. I reached for my phone on the nightstand and, after a moment’s hesitation, typed out a message to Rico.

		Chloe says she wants that dick pic after all. To make you even.

		I stared at the screen for a few seconds after I sent it. No reply came.

		Chloe’s breathing had already started to slow. I put the phone face-down, wrapped an arm around her, and closed my eyes.

		Neither of us said anything else about photos, or Rico, or any of it before we fell asleep.

		

	
		

		5

		reviewing the situation

		

		Tuesday morning began the usual way for one of Chloe’s early shifts at the Dental practice where she worked.

		She was already dressed in her smart work clothes and moving quietly around the bedroom when my alarm went off. By the time I got downstairs, she gave me a quick kiss on the forehead, and then she was gone, the front door clicking shut, the sound of her keys locking it behind her. Marley watched her leave from the windowsill like he always did, tail twitching once in mild disapproval.

		That left Oliver and me. School time.

		I got him up, helped him into his freshly-ironed uniform, and listened to him talk around a mouthful of toast about the boy in his class who could already write his whole name. Marley supervised from a kitchen chair, occasionally attempting to steal a crust. By the time we left the house, the sun was properly up, and the streets were full of other parents doing the same half-awake walk toward school.

		We were halfway to the gates when my phone buzzed.

		Rico.

		Are you joking?

		When I replied, ‘No, that’s what she said,’ he immediately replied.

		Okay, then. Do I send it to her directly or to you?

		I slowed, still holding Oliver’s hand, and typed back with my thumb.

		Send it to her. But not until tonight. She’s at work all day, and I don’t want it popping up while she’s on reception. And I don’t need to see it.

		Rico replied with a single thumbs-up emoji.

		I locked the phone and shoved it back in my pocket.

		At the school gates, the usual cluster of parents was already gathering. Oliver spotted a couple of children he knew and started tugging me forward. That was when a well-dressed, tall man with fierce dark eyebrows and a jawline that could cut glass stepped slightly into our path. Beside him stood a striking mixed-race woman, equally polished, who seemed to know him rather well from the way she stood close and laughed at something he’d just said.

		“Morning,” the man said, friendly. “You’re Oliver’s dad, right? I’m Harry. This is Aisha.”

		Aisha gave me a warm smile. She had huge brown eyes and full lips. “Hi.”

		“Mike,” I said, shaking Harry’s hand briefly.

		Harry glanced down at Oliver with easy familiarity. “My daughter, Lily, was at nursery with Oliver. Chloe and I used to chat at the gates sometimes. Is she not with you today?”

		“She’s at work,” I explained. “Reception at the dental practice a couple of days a week. Tuesdays are her early start day.”

		Harry nodded. “Ah, so it’s a Daddy morning on Tuesday. Do you not work?”

		“Yeah. IT support. In fact, I need to get moving, or I’ll be late.”

		We exchanged a few more polite, first-meeting pleasantries while Oliver hovered impatiently at my side, then told me he wanted to go play with Lily. Aisha asked which class Oliver was in and said her son was in the other Reception class. Harry mentioned something light about how strange it felt being a single dad doing the school run every day. Nothing deep, just friendly surface talk, but I noticed the way Aisha’s hand rested briefly on Harry’s arm when she laughed at one of his comments again.

		When I let go of his hand, Oliver gave me a quick hug and ran in without looking back. I said a final goodbye to Harry and Aisha, then turned toward the station, already a few minutes late.

		The train to work was packed as it always was during rush hour. I found a spot to lean near the doors and let my mind drift between the conversation at the school gates and the knowledge that Rico was somewhere out there, waiting for the right moment to send Chloe a photograph of his cock.

		Harry had seemed decent. A bit too polished, maybe, but friendly enough. Aisha had been harder to read, polite and warm, but with that slight edge of something that made me wonder exactly how well she and Harry knew each other. I filed both of them away under “new school parent curiosity” and tried not to think about the fact that Harry had clearly spoken to Chloe enough times at nursery to remember her name and schedule.

		Work was already buzzing when I arrived. Warren gave me a slightly nervous smile from his desk; he was still learning where everything lived in the system and looked relieved when I told him I’d help with the more complicated tickets later. I made a strong black coffee, logged in, and settled into the usual rhythm of incoming requests.

		Just after eleven, Gary’s head appeared around the door of his office.

		“Shelton. Review time. Come on.”

		I’d completely forgotten about the annual review he’d set for today. Gary’s office always smelled faintly of the cheap air-freshener he used to try and hide the fact that he sometimes sneaked a cigarette out of the fire escape. Papers were stacked in uneven piles. A half-empty mug sat on a coaster that had long since given up, the plastic cover peeling off at the edges. On the shelf behind his chair, among the usual files and a dusty Spurs mug, stood a silver photo frame I hadn’t properly noticed before.

		Gary waved me into the seat opposite him and started clicking through the form on his screen with the air of a man who had done this too many times.

		“Right. Annual review. Let’s get the boring shit out of the way first.”

		He ran through the numbers, my average ticket resolution times, customer satisfaction scores, the usual targets that seemed to change every year to an even more unattainable figure. Every so often, he threw in a dry comment that stopped the whole thing feeling completely corporate.

		“You’re not the fastest,” he said, scrolling, “but you’re not the one the clients complain about either. That’s rarer than you might think. And you don’t cause us any trouble. Most of the staff on this floor can break a printer just by looking at it.”

		I made the expected polite noises. Gary kept going, ticking boxes, asking the standard questions about training and career goals. When he got to the section about “supporting colleagues” he glanced up.

		“How’s the new boy settling in? Warren.”

		“Alright. He’s keen, but still finding his feet.”

		Gary grunted. “Keep an eye on him. I’d rather he learned good habits from you than from some of the others.”

		He leaned back in his chair then, the formal part clearly over, and nodded at the small Arsenal badge clipped to my lanyard.

		“Still supporting that lot, I see.”

		“Some of us prefer a club that’s actually won a trophy in living memory,” I retorted good-naturedly. Spurs — Tottenham Hotspur — and my team, Arsenal — The Gunners—were bitter rivals.

		He grinned, unbothered. “Loyalty’s loyalty. Even when it’s painful.”

		That was when my eyes drifted properly to the photograph on the shelf behind him. A young brunette, mid-twenties at most, long dark hair, sharp cheekbones, a face that belonged in a glossy fashion magazine. And her arms were wrapped around the portly, middle-aged man sat opposite me. I must have looked a second too long because Gary followed my gaze and let out a short laugh.

		“That’s a beautiful girl,” I said, nodding at the frame. “Your daughter?”

		Gary’s grin widened. He looked genuinely amused.

		“Wife,” he corrected. “Second one. Stacey.”

		I couldn’t keep the surprise off my face.

		“Your wife?”

		“I know.” He leaned back in his chair, still smiling. “It still surprises me most mornings when I wake up and she’s there.”

		He hesitated for a moment, glancing at the closed office door, then his voice dropped into something lower and more confidential.

		“Between you and me,” he said, “I might be pushing fifty and going a bit soft around the middle, but can you believe I get to fuck that every single night? It’s not just that she’s fit. The sex is insane, too. She’s filthy when she wants to be, takes it any way I give it, begs for it sometimes. Wakes me up with my cock in her mouth some mornings.” He gave a small, satisfied chuckle. “My first wife, Irene, was a nymphomaniac. I never thought I’d end up with another wife who wants it that much.”

		I sat there, slightly stunned at the sudden shift in tone.

		Gary winked at me, still keeping his voice down.

		“Keep that to yourself, yeah? We don’t need the whole office knowing my business.”

		Then he tilted his head, eyes narrowing with a sly edge.

		“Though you’re not exactly doing bad yourself, are you, Shelton? Chloe’s a proper stunner. Those big tits of hers, that arse…” He let the sentence hang for a second. “I bet she’s a good fuck, right? Bet she loves it.”

		The question landed so bluntly and so out of nowhere that I actually blinked. Gary had always been on the edge of being crude about her Instagram photos, but this was different, more personal, more direct, and completely unprofessional. I opened my mouth and nothing useful came out.

		Gary seemed to realise at the same moment that he’d crossed a line. The sly look vanished. He straightened in his chair, cleared his throat, and turned back to the screen with a sudden return to managerial briskness.

		“Well, anyway. The time is getting on and I have four of these reviews to do today.” He tapped on his keyboard to wake the screen. “Last couple of boxes and you’re free to go.”

		I stared at the photo again. The idea that Gary, balding, permanently slightly rumpled, Spurs-supporting Gary, went home every night to a woman who looked like that felt almost unreal. He cleared his throat again.

		“Try not to look so shocked at my wife, Shelton. Some of us just have what it takes, you know?”

		After that, he finished the review in a purely professional tone, as if the previous two minutes hadn’t happened at all, and I left his office five minutes later with the review signed off and an unwanted image of Gary and Stacey having sex sitting uncomfortably alongside everything else in my head.

		The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of tickets and routine. Every so often I checked my phone, just in case Rico sent the picture to Chloe early, and she sent me a text or voicemail complaining that he’d just embarrassed her at work.

		But there was nothing, and I spent the last hour of the day pretending I was concentrating on my screen while my mind kept drifting to what her face would look like when it did.

		At five-thirty I shut everything down, said a quick goodbye to Warren, and left before Gary could catch me for anything else. The journey home felt longer than usual. Every time my phone buzzed with a work email or a news alert, my stomach flipped a somersault, thinking it might be her.

		Marley was waiting behind the door as always. I gave him a distracted scratch and went straight through to the kitchen. Oliver was at Nanny Pat’s for a couple of hours after school, my mum’s place. Even though she was in her late sixties she still worked, the same industrious woman who’d never quite learned how to stop. She’d been helping us out with various things ever since Dad died ten years ago, and loved having her grandson around. Chloe’s parents were still up in Sheffield, where she’d grown up, so it was Mum who filled the gap on the days Chloe had longer shifts.

		The house was quiet, so I made coffee, turned on the TV and parked myself on the sofa. Chloe came in shortly after, looking tired in the end-of-work way she always did on full days, her hair slightly flattened from the headset. She dropped her bag, kicked off her shoes, and stretched, pulling her top tight across her breasts, stretching the buttons to breaking point.

		“Long day,” she said, coming over to kiss me. She smelled of the dental surgery’s clean, clinical air and her own perfume underneath it. “Missed you. Was work okay?”

		“I had my annual review,” I told her. “It all went well. But I got a shock.”

		“Oh, yeah?” Chloe headed into the kitchen and poured herself a coffee.

		I was about to tell her about Gary’s stunning wife, when Chloe’s phone, still in her coat pocket, gave a single sharp buzz.

		Chloe pulled it out without thinking. I watched her face as she unlocked it. For a second, she just stared.

		Then her eyes widened and a deep flush rose straight up her neck and into her cheeks. She made a small, startled sound, a half laugh, a half disbelief kind of thing, then immediately tilted the screen away from me, though it was already too late. I’d seen enough, the unmistakable shape of an erect penis. Rico had timed it exactly as requested.

		Chloe quickly locked the phone and set it face down on the counter.

		“Well, I was not expecting that,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “Rico actually sent me a dick pic. And without a warning. Thanks, Rico.”

		“I told him to send it after work so you wouldn’t end up opening it in front of your boss.”

		“How thoughtful of you.” She let out a short, embarrassed breath and pushed the phone further away. “I didn’t actually want to see it, you know. I was only doing it because I know this whole weird thing is turning you on. I was just humouring you. And if it makes Rico feel better, whatever.”

		She gave a small, dismissive shrug, as if that settled it, and sat next to me, hot mug in hand.

		“Anyway. Different subject. The girls have invited me out on Friday night.”

		I knew who she meant. The girls always referred to her two best friends. Priya Sharma worked with Chloe on reception at the dental practice, mid-twenties, Indian, sharp-tongued, but stunning and exotic, and recently single after dumping a much older City finance guy she’d only been with for the lifestyle. She was openly promiscuous and had zero filter. Louisa was Chloe’s closest friend outside work. They’d become tight after we moved to Farringdon, Louisa lived a few streets over. She was pretty, blonde, and had been properly wild in her early twenties (including sleeping with a couple of guys from my wider friend group years ago). Now, she was engaged and getting married in six months, which Chloe found sweet but I found slightly suspicious given how fast it had happened.

		“We haven’t been out properly for almost a month,” Chloe continued. “I’m really looking forward to it. Is that okay?”

		“Of course. You should go. You deserve a night out.”

		She nodded, sipping her coffee. The flush in her cheeks was fading, but not completely.

		I decided to give her an easier conversation first.

		“So, yeah… interesting day,” I said, leaning back into the sofa. “My annual review with Gary.”

		Chloe pulled a face. “I bet that was thrilling.”

		“Absolutely. But he was in a weird mood. There’s a photo in his office of this absolutely stunning young brunette. I thought it was his daughter, so I told him she was beautiful.”

		Chloe raised her eyebrows, waiting.

		“It turns out it’s his wife. Second wife, to be precise. Stacey. She’s twenty-odd years younger than him, and looks like she belongs in a magazine.”

		Chloe’s mouth opened. “Gary? As in Gary with the beer belly and thick glasses?”

		“His glasses are better now. He got new ones, but yes, the very same. And then, even though I didn’t ask, he started telling me about his sex life. How she’s a nympho, like his ex-wife, how she fucks him every night, how filthy she is, how she wakes him up with his cock in her mouth. Like, super-explicit details. Then he winked and made me promise not to tell anyone. I didn’t know what to say, so right after that he turned it round and started on about you, said you were a stunner, mentioned your tits, your arse, and asked if you were a good fuck.”

		Chloe stared at me. “He said what?”

		“Yeah. Caught me completely off guard. He’s always been crude about the Instagram stuff, but that was different. Then he seemed to realise he’d gone too far and switched straight back to professional manager mode like nothing had happened. If it wasn’t Gary and I didn’t know he was harmless, I’d report it to HR.”

		Chloe shook her head, half laughing, half disgusted. “His poor wife. I bet she’s only with him for the money. No other explanation.”

		“Probably. Was Ollie okay going to school without me?”

		“Yeah, he couldn’t wait to get in there,” I replied. “Oh , and I met a couple of new parents. Harry, his daughter Lily was at nursery with Oliver. And a woman called Aisha who seemed to know him pretty well.”

		Chloe’s expression shifted into recognition.

		“Harry, yeah. I know him. We used to chat at nursery pickup. Lily’s a sweet little girl.” She paused, then added with a small, knowing look, “And I think he’s screwing Aisha. She’s married, and I bet her husband hasn’t got a clue.”

		I filed that away. Another quiet complication in the growing list of people orbiting our ordinary life. “Well, he is a good-looking guy. Tall, nice guy, single dad. He’s probably got women queueing up.”

		“Probably.” Chloe finished her coffee and set the mug down. The phone still sat face-down on the counter away from us, but was still impossible to ignore completely.

		She glanced at it, then at me.

		“You’re still thinking about the picture Rico sent, aren’t you?”

		“It’s hard not to.”

		“Oh it’s hard, for sure.” She joked, then sighed, but there was less dismissal in it now. “It’s just a dick, Mike. Dicks are dicks. They’re all roughly the same. I don’t know what you want me to say. Please don’t ask me to give him a rating or something.”

		“Not roughly the same as mine.”

		A small, reluctant smile tugged at her mouth. “Fine. He’s bigger. Thicker. You were right. There. Happy?”

		The blunt admission sent a wave of heat straight through me. I didn’t push harder yet. Instead I let the silence sit for a moment.

		“You are kind of even now. Does it really not bother you that he saw your boobs?” I asked.

		Chloe looked at me for a long few seconds. The embarrassment was still there, but underneath it something more complicated was starting to surface.

		“It’s… flattering, I suppose,” she said slowly. “In a weird way. Rico usually goes for those skinny model-type girls. The fact that he liked the photos of me…” She trailed off, then gave a small, self-conscious laugh. “God, listen to me.”

		“Keep going.”

		She bit her lip, glancing toward the hallway even though Oliver wasn’t due back yet. Mom would usually drop him off about seven, after she’d finished feeding and spoiling him.

		“So, I guess it’s flattering,” she repeated, quieter. “And maybe a little bit of a turn-on. Knowing he looked at me like that. The same way Ben tried to look down my top. Or how Dominic looked at me at the festival. Yes, I saw where his eyes kept going, I’m not blind.”

		I hesitated, then pushed a fraction further. “And it’s obvious you found Karl attractive. He’s just so big.”

		Chloe nodded, rolling her eyes, then laughed again. “If I’m honest, I did wonder, just for a second, if the rest of him matches.”

		My cock was fully hard now, and I reached down, adjusting myself in my slightly-too-tight trousers. Chloe’s eyes dropped briefly, noticing, then came back up.

		“You’re getting hard just from me saying this.”

		“Yes.”

		She shook her head slowly, but there was no real disapproval in it.

		“This is mad. A week ago I would never have said any of this out loud.”

		“But you’re saying it now.”

		Chloe held my gaze. A tension was forming between us, something she must be able to sense as well. After a long moment she spoke again, very carefully.

		“Where do you want to take this, Mike?”

		The question landed heavily.

		“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I guess I just like guys looking at you.”

		“So… what?” Chloe shrugged, undoing the top two buttons of her work blouse. “Would you enjoy showing Rico more photos of me?”

		“Yes,” I said, a shiver of excitement running through me. “I think he’d like it, too.”

		She exhaled, rolling her eyes again. “Men. Honestly, you’re all pervs. Okay, you can. But don’t tell him I suggested it. Just say I’m cool with it. He’s already seen it all now, I guess.”

		“Well, he’s seen your boobs.” I swallowed. “He hasn’t seen your pussy.”

		Colour rose in her cheeks again. She didn’t look away.

		“What? My pussy? Would he want to see that?”

		“Yes.” My turn to roll my eyes. “He’s a man. Of course he would.”

		Another silence. Then the smallest nod.

		“Wow. This is crazy that I’m even considering this.” She stood up, shaking her head incredulously. “Let me think about it. Maybe decide what sort of pictures I’d be okay with him seeing.”

		“Okay.” My cock hurt, it was so hard. I felt almost light-headed.

		Chloe picked up the empty coffee mugs and took them into the kitchen. When she came back, she spoke again, a slightly sharper edge in her voice.

		“As for Gary… before you ask, don’t show him anything. But if you want to tease him a bit after all that showing-off he did today, go ahead. Have some fun with him. Let him know he’s not the only one with a sexy wife. Just… don’t give him too much reason to stalk me. He’s already enough of a perv.”

		Relief and fresh arousal hit me at the same time. I walked over, cupped the back of her neck, and kissed her. She made a small sound against my mouth and kissed me back, one hand pressing lightly against the front of my trousers.

		When we finally broke apart, she was breathing faster.

		“Oliver won’t be back for a while yet,” she whispered. “And I don’t think I can wait until bedtime after all that naughty talk.”

		I didn’t need telling twice.

		

	
		

		6

		an eye for photography

		

		Chloe was already in the shower when my alarm went off on Wednesday morning.

		Steam drifted through the half-open bathroom door, carrying the familiar scent of her fruity shower gel. I lay there for a minute listening to the water, replaying the night before in fragments, the way her face had changed when Rico’s picture landed, the careful, almost reluctant admissions she’d made, followed by permission to show him more. Then the way she’d pulled me onto the sofa afterwards, still dressed from work, whispering that she couldn’t wait. I’d pushed up her skirt, pulled her panties to one side, and we’d fucked like rabbits. We’d done it again a second time, this time in bed, quieter and slower once Oliver was back from mum’s and asleep.

		“Tell Gary we did it twice last night,” she giggled. “He’s not the only one with a naughty wife.”

		Marley disrupted my thoughts by walking up my chest and sitting on me until I finally got up.

		The mornings with Oliver were already becoming a routine. Toast, uniform, the usual chatter about which of his new friends he was going to play with. Chloe and I dropped him at school together again. I exchanged a brief nod with Harry at the gates (Aisha wasn’t with him today), and caught the train into work with my head still half in the previous evening.

		The office was its usual midweek self. Warren was already at his desk, frowning at a ticket, making me wonder if he’d even gone home last night. I made coffee, dealt with the overnight backlog, and tried to concentrate. It wasn’t easy. Every so often the memory of Chloe’s voice saying ‘let me think what sort of pictures I’d be okay with him seeing,’ would surface, and I’d have to shift in my chair.

		Just before eleven, Gary wandered over, Spurs mug in hand, and stopped at the edge of my desk the way he often did when he wanted a few minutes of distraction.

		“Going to the Villa game on Monday?” he asked, nodding at the small Arsenal badge on my lanyard. We talked football for a few minutes, the usual back-and-forth, until he finished his coffee, checked his watch, and pushed off the desk to leave.

		That was when I said it.

		“By the way,” I kept my voice low, casual, after checking there was no one within earshot. “What we talked about yesterday. Stacey, Chloe, all that. I didn’t want you to feel awkward.”

		Gary stopped. His eyebrows lifted. I met his eye and gave the smallest shrug.

		“You asked about Chloe, and yeah, you’re right. She’s a naughty girl too, as it happens, and she loves sex. Last night, she was telling me how turned on she got thinking about other men looking at her Instagram pictures. Then we fucked on the sofa before we’d even eaten. She was desperate for it. Then we did it in bed later, too. So you’re not the only one with a hot sex life, Gary.”

		For a second, my boss just stared at me, and I wondered if it was me that was now overstepping the mark. A dull flush crept up from his collar. His mouth opened like he was about to fire back with something crude, then he seemed to think better of it.

		“Good, well, we’ll have to talk more about… this, when we’re somewhere more private. Maybe.”

		He glanced around the open office, then muttered something else, a call he needed to make, and walked off a little too quickly. I watched him go. Just before he turned the corner into the corridor, he adjusted the front of his trousers with the heel of his hand.

		I sat there with a mixture of excitement at teasing him and pure amusement at his hilarious reaction.

		The rest of the morning passed in a haze of tickets and routine. Every so often, I’d catch myself smiling at the screen for no professional reason at all.

		Chloe’s message arrived mid-afternoon.

		I want you to help me with some photos tonight, after work. I ordered something the other day. I never told you because it wasn’t cheap and I thought you might get cross… but I think you’ll like it when I model it for you. Anyway, I want a few pictures in it for social media. I’m going to post all the stories and photos from Two Woods later, too.

		I read it twice, then a third time, imagining the unknown outfit, imagining her putting it on for me in our bedroom, imagining which of the new pictures would eventually end up on Rico’s phone.

		The final couple of hours of the day dragged more than usual, but when five-thirty rolled around, I made a point of stopping at Warren’s desk.

		He was still frowning at his screen, shoulders hunched, the way he always looked when he was convinced he hadn’t finished enough. Warren was in his mid-twenties, slim, sandy-haired, with the slightly permanently worried expression of someone who still thought every ticket might get him fired. His shirt sleeves were rolled up unevenly, and there was a biro mark on the side of his hand.

		“Pack up,” I told him. “You’re done for the day.”

		He blinked. “There’s still a couple of⁠—”

		“They’ll still be there tomorrow. Go home. You’re working too hard, Warren. Gary already likes you, I like you, there’s no need to try so hard.”

		He looked like he might argue, then gave a small, grateful nod and started shutting things down. I waited until he’d properly logged off before moving.

		“Thanks, Mike,” he replied. “I appreciate it. See you tomorrow.”

		“You will.”

		The journey home was pleasantly ordinary. The late August evening air was mild, the usual mix of tired commuters, the short walk from the station to our street. When I opened the front door the smell of cooking met me straight away.

		Oliver was already home. Chloe had collected him from school today, it was one of her non-work days, and the two of them were in the kitchen. Oliver sat at the table with a colouring book, Chloe at the hob in jeans and a soft navy jumper, hair tied back in a loose ponytail, stirring something in a pan. Marley was in his usual hopeful position near the fridge.

		“Daddy!” Oliver scrambled down and hugged my legs. I ruffled his hair, then crossed to Chloe and kissed the side of her neck.

		“Good day?” she asked.

		“I teased Gary like you suggested.” I kept my voice low so Oliver wouldn’t catch the details. “Told him you were a naughty girl too, and that you’d made me take you on the sofa last night. Then I smashed you again in bed.”

		Chloe’s eyes widened, then she let out a proper laugh, quick and bright.

		“Smashed?” She groaned at the word. “You didn’t use that word.”

		“I did. Anyway, he went bright red and walked off, adjusting himself all the way back to his office.”

		She shook her head, still smiling, and turned back to the pan. “Well, that’ll teach him for showing off about his slutty trophy wife.”

		We ate at the table like any other midweek evening. Chloe asked Ollie about school, and he answered excitedly while I made the right interested noises, but the whole time I was wondering what Chloe had lined up for her photo shoot later.

		Then, halfway through washing the dishes, my phone buzzed.

		Rico: How did the cock picture go down then?

		I glanced at Chloe. She was next to me, rinsing and drying plates, and didn’t notice. I typed a short reply saying she’d seen it and left it at that. His reply told me different.

		She replied, said thanks and that we’re even now. So, I guess you’re out of the shit for now.

		I waited until Oliver had wandered away into the living room with a yoghurt, then turned to Chloe.

		“Rico texted. He says you replied to his cock pic. What did you put?” I asked.

		Chloe shrugged, a little self-conscious. “Just that we were even now and he should behave. It would have been rude not to reply at all.”

		I nodded, then looked back at my own phone. After a moment, I typed another message to Rico.

		Yeah, out of the shit. Chloe’s cool with it all. In fact, she says if you want to see more, maybe she’ll let me show you some other photos.

		His reply came almost straight away.

		What kind of photos? Nudes?

		I replied quickly with a thumbs up, then glanced at Chloe, and added:

		Don’t have any more yet, but I’m taking some pictures of her later in her vintage stuff, for her socials. I’ll see what I can do.

		I locked the phone and set it down. Chloe saw me and raised an eyebrow.

		“I just told him you’re okay with him seeing more,” I said carefully. “And that I’m taking photos of you in your pin-up outfits later, so I might have something to show him, if you’re okay with it.”

		Chloe rolled her eyes, but there was no real annoyance in it. It was more the reluctant, half-amused look she got when she was humouring me.

		“Of course you told him that,” she said. “You’re impossible.”

		She turned back to the sink, but I didn’t miss the small flush that had risen in her cheeks again.

		After Oliver had settled in his room, and the house had calmed down, Marley asleep on the windowsill, Chloe looked at me across the coffee table that separated our two sofas, and gave a small, decisive nod.

		“Come on then. Let’s take these pictures. I want to do some outside work during the golden hour.”

		We started in the back garden in the soft light of the dwindling sunshine. She put the blue-and-yellow polka-dot dress back on first, the outfit she’d worn to Two Woods, and did her hair and makeup properly, the dramatic red lipstick and golden victory rolls not quite as pristine as they had been at the weekend, but still glamorous.

		I took a handful of candid shots while she pretended to examine the rose bush, then leaned against the fence, and then a few of her simply standing with one hand on her hip looking away down the garden. The dress suited her ridiculously well, her cleavage looking inviting in the warm light as she bent over to look at the pictures on my phone once we’d finished.

		“Now I want to show you one of the things I bought,” she told me, guiding me back inside and up the stairs to the bedroom. On the chair by the window was a large cardboard box, open, with tissue paper sticking out the top.

		“I got this.” She reached in, and showed me the first outfit, a leopard-print halterneck playsuit, holding it against her front. “I don’t know when I’ll wear it, but it’s gorgeous, right?”

		I nodded, picturing her in it. I could imagine how sexy she would look. “What else?”

		“I’m saving for that later,” she replied with a coy smile. “I want to try this on first, and let you take some shots of it.”

		I watched as she stripped out of the blue polka dot dress, enjoying the sight of her curves, even in her plain black bra and panties. I helped her into the playsuit, which fit her curves perfectly, low enough at the front to show a healthy amount of cleavage, cut beautifully around the middle to show the pale skin of her torso and lower back. When she slipped into a matching pair of heels that she’d owned forever, the look was complete.

		“Close the curtains,” she instructed me. “They’ll make a perfect backdrop. And, oh yeah, I have a prop.”

		From the box, she pulled out a toy microphone, holding it to her lips and posing like an old 1940’s singer.

		“Take the pic,” she told me. I stood back and did as I was told. She looked so glamorous that for a moment, I forgot she was my wife, and not truly a blonde bombshell from the wartime.

		When she was satisfied she had enough photos for her stories she went back downstairs, got a couple of glasses of juice, and she sat on the sofa with her legs tucked under her. Then she spent the next twenty careful minutes posting the Two Woods content, short video clips of the crowd, of her posing with various other hobby models, some of the music, stills of the stalls, a few of herself and Audrey. I watched her from the doorway, half-listening to the soft click of her red-painted nails on the screen. This was Chloe. She was in her element with her vintage dress-up hobby, and I loved seeing her so happy and content.

		I went into Oliver’s room to check he was properly asleep, and when I came back out, Chloe was disappearing into the bedroom again. I decided to give her a couple of minutes to get changed, going downstairs and grabbing a beer from the fridge to settle my nerves, then headed back to the bedroom when she called my name.

		Chloe was standing by the bed in nothing but a pair of black panties, with her back to me and the polka-dot dress folded carefully over the chair. The brief view of the full pale curves of her shoulders, her bare back, the soft indentation of her waist, the side-swell of her breast as she moved, made my mouth go dry. She glanced over her shoulder, caught me looking, and gave a small, self-conscious smile before reaching for the cardboard box on the chair again.

		“Don’t just stare. Come and see what else I bought.”

		I walked over, trying hard not to stare at her tits as she pulled out a bundle of white satin, with straps hanging from it, then placed it on the bed so I could see it properly.

		“You might need to help me if the catches are awkward,” she said softly as I stared at it.

		The wartime lingerie set was beautiful, I had to admit. White satin, slightly pointed cups on the bra designed to lift and shape breasts into that classic 1940s silhouette, matching full briefs, and a suspender belt with neat silver clips.

		“You’re going to try it on? Now?” My voice was tight.

		“Of course I am,” she giggled. “I’ve thought about buying some proper vintage underwear to go under my dresses for a while, but never had the confidence to actually try it.”

		Had the events of the last few days finally given her the confidence?

		Chloe watched me staring at the lingerie, her full breasts covered by her arms as she crossed them in front of her impatiently. “Well, are you going to help me or not?”

		I nodded and watched as she kicked off her black panties and stepped into the white satin ones first. They fit perfectly, sitting high on her hips, and then held the bra out to me, turning her back so I could help her into it. I fastened it for her, my fingers trembling as I did each of the four separate clasps. She turned back around, lifting the satin cups until they settled perfectly around the soft weight of her breasts, the dark pink of her nipples disappearing behind the shiny material. Then she smoothed the sheer period-correct silk stockings up her legs and snapped them into the suspenders, before standing up in front of me, and doing a slow twirl to show me the completed look.

		“Well?” she asked quietly.

		The effect was startling. Somehow, the modesty of the outfit, the cups covering her breasts fully, the thick satin hiding any sign of her nipples or bush, made it even sexier than something more sheer or revealing.

		“You look incredible.”

		She flushed, pleased and shy at the same time. “Get your phone out, then. Let’s start with some nice photos first. Some I can consider sharing when I’m feeling daring enough.”

		I did as asked, taking some pictures of her standing by the bed, sitting on the edge, one knee bent, looking back over her shoulder. The white satin against her pale skin and the dark stockings made every photo look stunning, even with my lack of knowledge of angles or composition. Chloe checked the screen after every few shots, occasionally adjusting a strap or the angle of her hips.

		After a while I lowered the phone.

		“Maybe I could take some just for… me?”

		She knew exactly what I was really thinking. “You mean for you and Rico?”

		I nodded. Her cheeks coloured deeper, but she nodded, too.

		I talked her through it slowly, carefully. First the bra straps slipped off her shoulders. Then I got her to peel the bra cups down so her nipples sat bare above the white satin, already tight with nervousness, or perhaps arousal.

		“Now without the bra altogether?” I suggested.

		I helped her unclasp it when she nodded, then took some shots of her sitting cross-legged on the bed, leaning back, her tits hanging down beautifully, her dark pink nipples catching the low light of the bedroom.

		“These are incredible,” I murmured, as she walked over to look with me.

		“God, they look so big,” she said. “Too big.”

		“There’s no such thing,” I chuckled.

		Chloe walked back to the bed, then turned, looking over her shoulder at me, her long, blonde hair hanging down her back. In that moment, I realised how lucky I was, being married to such a beautiful woman.

		“Are you going to show them to Rico?” she asked, her voice low, breathless.

		“Only if it’s okay with you,” I replied.

		Then, to my surprise, after a long moment of hesitation, she unclipped the suspender belt and slid the full white panties down. She stepped out of them, keeping the stockings on, but kept her thighs pressed together, one hand hovering uncertainly in front of pussy.

		“Do you want to…?”

		“Fuck, yes,” I said gently. “Move your hand. And open your legs a little.”

		Chloe shot me a mortified look, but after a second she moved her hand away and parted her thighs just enough. The neat dark triangle of her pussy mound was clear in the soft lamp light. She wouldn’t open any further than that. I took the pictures anyway, my heart thudding in my chest.

		“One more,” I said. “Turn around. Bend over a little for me.”

		She closed her eyes briefly, as if gathering herself, then put her hands on the edge of the bed and bent over at ninety degrees, her back slightly arched, the full pale curves of her ass presented. In the gap between her thighs the soft slit of her pussy was just visible, an incredibly sexy tiny hint at her most private parts. I took the shot, then another, before she straightened up quickly and crossed one arm over her breasts, the other hand going back to hiding her pussy. Her face was burning pink.

		“I can’t believe I’m letting you do this,” she whispered. “The thought of Rico seeing those…”

		Her voice was tight with embarrassment, but when I stepped in close and slid my hand between her legs I found her soaking wet.

		“You’re turned on,” I murmured against her ear. “By the thought of Rico seeing you completely naked. Aren’t you?

		Chloe made a small, helpless sound. I eased her back onto the bed, knelt between her thighs, and kissed along the inside of her thigh. She moaned again, her head falling back against the pillow.

		“You’re turned on knowing how his big cock is going to get really hard when he sees your tits and pussy. Aren’t you?”

		“Ah, oh, fuck,” she murmured as my tongue found her clit, circling it lightly. “Mike, be quiet. Don’t wake — oh, fuck. Yes.”

		I licked her properly, slow, deliberate strokes through her tiny wet folds, flicking over her clit, pushing my tongue inside her while she tried to keep quiet for Oliver’s sake. Within just a couple of minutes, she came with both hands in my hair and her thighs trembling against my ears, a broken, muffled moan trapped behind her teeth.

		“Oh, my…” she murmured softly, once she’d got her breath back. “That was good.”

		Then she sat up, catching me slightly off-guard and pulled me onto the bed, shoving me onto my back, her hand working quickly at my belt and zipper, before I could question it.

		“My turn to tease you,” she whispered, pulling my shorts down and grabbing my rock-hard cock. “You know if you send those pictures to your best friend, he’s going to wank himself silly looking at them, don’t you?”

		I nodded, then groaned in pleasure as took me into her mouth. Chloe sucked me with the same hungry eagerness she always had when she wanted to finish me quickly, one hand stroking my balls, the other holding the base of my shaft.

		“Is that what you really want?” she teased, pausing for breath, her eyes meeting mine over the length of my body. “Does it really turn you on to think of Rico looking at my body?”

		I couldn’t answer because I was so turned on, and she knew it. I lasted almost no time at all after that. When I warned her I was going to cum, she only took me deeper, eyes closed, throat working, swallowing it all.

		Afterwards we lay in the dark, her head on my chest, both of us still catching our breath. Chloe reached for her phone after a few minutes, scrolling absently through the new Instagram story views. Suddenly she went still.

		“What?”

		“I’m just looking at the comments on my Two Woods convention clips.” She turned the screen so I could see. Underneath a short video of her laughing at one of the stalls, one particular comment read ‘It was a pleasure to meet you. Hope to see you again soon.’

		“I just looked at his profile,” Chloe explained, clicking on the commenter. “It’s Dominic.”

		She went quiet, scrolling through his profile as we looked at it together. His Instagram was impressive, with shots of the interiors of some of his high-end properties, a couple of him and Audrey on foreign holidays in various exotic locations, a couple of classic cars including the green Bentley he’d brought to the show, and then a string of genuinely excellent portrait shots. There were lots of Audrey in various elegant vintage looks, but other women too, not in vintage dress, but in all kinds of outfits, and all photographed in what looked like professional locations or an interior studio. The quality of the shots told me that he was more than just an amateur photographer. Dominic was good.

		“These are amazing,” Chloe murmured. “He’s definitely got a good eye for photography.”

		“And a good set up. He offered you a shoot,” I said carefully. “Maybe you should take him up on it. Nothing like what we just did, obviously. Just your vintage pin-up stuff.”

		Chloe kept staring at the screen, scrolling through his profile for a few more seconds. Then she nodded slowly.

		“Yeah. I think I will.”

		She typed a short, polite message.

		Hi Dominic, it’s Chloe. Thanks for the comment. We had a good time meeting you and Audrey, too. I just saw your profile and some of the modelling shots are really nice. If the offer for a shoot still stands, I’d love to talk to you about it.

		She read it over once, showed it to me, waiting for me to nod before sending it, then she locked the phone, set it on the bedside table, and curled back into me with a long breath.

		“What a mad week it’s been so far,” she whispered. “And it’s only Wednesday.”

		“Yeah.”

		I stroked her hair and stared at the ceiling. My mind was already racing ahead, to the new photos sitting on my phone, to the message I was going to send Rico tomorrow, to the idea of Dominic photographing her again, properly this time.

		Chloe’s breathing eventually slowed into sleep.

		Mine didn’t, not for a long while.
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		a quiet night out

		

		Thursday passed in a blur of ordinary things.

		Chloe had a half-day at the dental practice. She messaged me at lunch to tell me she’d spent most of her morning listening to Priya sort out the details for Friday night, where they were meeting, what time, and whether Louisa was coming straight from work or catching up with them later.

		My own day at work was uneventful. Warren seemed a little less tightly wound today, which made the tickets easier. Gary was out for a full day of corporate meetings in the city, and the office felt quieter for it. In the afternoon, I decided to finally message Rico.

		Got some new pictures of Chloe from last night. Fancy a couple of beers tomorrow evening? She’s out with the girls, so if I can get a babysitter, we can go out for a catch-up.

		His reply came back within a couple of minutes.

		Sounds good.

		I told him I’d sort it, and then the rest of Thursday evaporated into the usual mix of dinner, Ollie’s bath and bedtime stories, before Chloe and I ended up in bed, tired and asleep before even a suggestion of anything sexual.

		Friday was worse. Work dragged. Every time I looked at the clock, the hands seemed to have barely moved. Warren asked me a couple of perfectly reasonable questions about a recurring ticket, and I had to ask him to repeat himself. My mind kept jumping to the evening ahead, to sitting across from Rico with a pint, to the moment I would unlock my phone and watch his face while he scrolled through the new set of pictures, to the first time his eyes would take in my wife’s pussy. By the time five-thirty arrived, I was more than ready to leave.

		It was payday. The bonus that landed in my account was so small it would barely cover a couple of pints and a taxi home. I’d checked it twice on the train, hoping the numbers might improve if I stared at them long enough. They didn’t.

		The house smelled of perfume and hairspray when I got in. Music was playing softly upstairs. Oliver was already at Michelle and Raymond’s for the night; she’d offered as soon as she heard Chloe was having a proper night out. Ben wasn’t there tonight; he was out with some friends, but that was okay. Michelle and Raymond were great with Ollie on their own. Marley sat on the bottom step like a small, disapproving security guard.

		I could hear the shower running, and Chloe’s voice floated down when I called up.

		“I’m in the shower. Won’t be long.”

		I went up. The bathroom door was half open, steam drifting out into the bedroom. Through the glass, I could see the blurred shape of her rinsing her hair, arms raised, the water running down over her breasts and stomach. When she turned, I noticed the lighter colour of her hair straight away, almost platinum blonde now, glowing bright under the bathroom light. She’d mentioned her roots were showing last week, but I hadn’t realised she’d booked the salon for this afternoon.

		She caught me looking as she turned the water off and reached for her towel.

		“My roots were getting bad,” she said, wrapping the towel under her arms. “So, I thought I’d get it done before I go out tonight. Do you like it?”

		“It looks great.” I meant it. The near-platinum made her blue eyes stand out and gave the whole pin-up thing she loved even more impact. “Not sure we can really afford it this month, but too late now, I guess.”

		Chloe gave a small, apologetic grimace. “Oh, sorry. Bad timing. I’ll make it up somewhere else.”

		“We’ll manage. I’ll just have to pray for a better bonus next month.” I leaned against the doorframe. “This month’s bonus wouldn’t even cover a proper fish and chips supper.”

		She stepped out of the shower, blotting her hair with a second towel. The new colour looked even better in the less harsh light of the bedroom, the kind of blonde that turned heads.

		“Stick to the local pubs tonight then,” she suggested. “There’s no point going into town and spending a fortune on drinks. You and Rico can still have a good time without needing a mortgage for it, unlike bloody Priya.”

		“Yeah. That’s probably the sensible idea. You should go steady, too. Let Priya and Louisa pay if they offer.”

		“I will. Oh, by the way, Dominic replied. He invited us to his studio on Sunday.”

		“Really?”

		“It’s not too far away, Canary Wharf. I said we’d go, but we’ll talk about it tomorrow. I need to finish getting ready.”

		She kissed me quickly on the way past, leaving a damp handprint on my shirt, and disappeared into the bedroom to start the serious business of getting ready. The near-platinum hair swung behind her as she went.

		I stayed in the bathroom doorway for a moment longer, already hard from the simple knowledge of what I was going to do later, and from the way the new hair colour made her look even more like the version of herself that other men stared at. Then I went into the bedroom to decide what I was going to wear tonight.

		Chloe took her time getting ready. I was already ready to go out, keeping it simple with a clean white T-shirt, dark jeans, and my usual black Harrington jacket, in the kitchen, making a quick sandwich when she finally came downstairs.

		Her glossy hair was swept up into an elegant twist that left the back of her neck bare. She sometimes liked to extend her vintage look to going out, and tonight was no exception. She was wearing a simple 1960s-style little black dress, a straight, sleeveless tube with thin white piping along the hem and neckline, the kind of clean, mod silhouette Sandie Shaw might have worn. The dress stopped just above the knee, making her legs look endless in a pair of open-toed black heels that showed off her red-painted toenails. Around her neck sat the single string of pearls her grandmother had given her, with the matching bracelet on her wrist. Her makeup was perfect, smouldering dark eyes and a classic red lip colour that matched the toenails.

		She did a small pirouette in the hallway, wobbling slightly on the tall heels.

		“How do I look?”

		“I love that dress,” I said, and meant it. I deliberately pushed away the thought of how many men were going to look at her the same way tonight, before it could settle too deeply and leave me walking to meet Rico with a hard-on.

		Priya arrived five minutes later. She looked every bit as provocative as she always did on nights out. Her short, tight green dress clung to every curve, her heels were even higher than Chloe’s, and her long dark hair was left loose, tumbling down her back in black waves. Her makeup had those mascara flicks that made her big, dark eyes look even bigger and darker. The hem of the dress rode high enough on her thighs that I had to make a conscious effort not to let my gaze drop while we stood on the front step waiting for their taxi.

		“Don’t let her go completely crazy tonight,” I told Priya, only half-joking. “We’re counting the pennies a bit at the moment. School uniform, all the extra bits for Reception through the summer, it all adds up.”

		Priya gave me a wicked little smile and glanced at Chloe, who was locking the door behind us.

		“We’ll be fine,” she said lightly. “Looking like this,” she waved up and down her body, then towards Chloe, “neither of us should have to pay for a single drink. Trust me.”

		The casual certainty in her voice sent an unwanted twinge to my groin as the taxi pulled up. Chloe kissed me quickly, promised she’d text when they were heading home, and climbed in after Priya. I watched the car disappear around the corner, the platinum twist of her hair bright even through the rear window.

		Then I locked up, shoved my hands in my jacket pockets, and started walking toward The Fox & Anchor on Charterhouse Street. It was only ten minutes away, quiet enough on a Friday early evening, and exactly the sort of place for a couple of pints and the conversation I was about to have with Rico.

		He was already there when I pushed open the door and stepped inside. The pub had that classic late-Victorian feel, dark wood, etched glass, a long bar that still looked like it belonged to another century. It wasn’t packed yet, just the early-evening mix of locals and a few office stragglers who hadn’t gone straight home. A television above the bar was showing Crystal Palace versus Manchester City, the volume low enough that the commentary was barely audible under the general murmur of conversation. Someone scored as I looked around for Rico, and a small cheer went up from the far end of the room.

		My best friend had claimed a small table near the back. He looked good in the way he always did without trying: light-blue ripped jeans, a fitted black shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows. His hair was a bit longer than last week, pushed back from his face. He stood up when he saw me and clapped me on the shoulder.

		“About time. I already got the first round in.”

		Two pints of lager sat on the table, condensation already running down the glasses. I dropped into the opposite chair, shrugged off my jacket, and took a long drink. The cold beer helped steady the nerves that had been buzzing through my body since I left the house.

		We talked about football for a few minutes. City looked comfortable; Palace were defending deep, then we talked work for a bit like we always did.

		“Your boss is clearly either rich or well-hung,” Rico commented when I told him about the picture of Stacey and how I’d assumed she was his daughter.

		“I hope it’s the rich part,” I laughed. “I don’t want to think about my boss’s dick.”

		“Hey, I met someone,” Rico said shortly after I returned from the bar with a second round of drinks. “She’s called Victoria. She works in the florist’s shop down the road from me. I was standing in the queue for the bank machine, and she dropped her purse. Of course, I picked it up like the gentleman I am, and we got talking.”

		Rico was no gentleman. I nodded, smiled, and let him continue.

		“She’s a redhead. Proper cute. We had a drink last night. Hasn’t gone further than a kiss yet, but she seems keen.”

		He pulled out his phone, scrolled for a second, and turned it toward me. The woman on the screen was slim, fine-boned, with copper-red hair that fell past her shoulders, and cupid’s bow lips curved into a pretty smile. She was definitely attractive, but in a delicate way, rather than Chloe’s full, soft curves.

		“She’s nice,” I said. “When are you seeing her again?”

		“Tomorrow, all being well. I said I’d take her to the cinema, but I’m not sure what to see.” Rico locked the phone and set it face-down. Then his expression shifted into something more knowing. “Talking about pictures, you said you had some new ones of Chloe. What did she send you this time?”

		I took another slow mouthful of beer, set the glass down carefully, and unlocked my phone. My pulse was already climbing. I opened the album and turned the screen toward him, but I didn’t hand it over straight away.

		“She didn’t send me anything. I took these,” I said, sliding the phone towards him. “Start from the first picture in my camera roll. There are two different sets.”

		Rico took the phone, looking up at me for approval. I nodded, and he slid around to be closer to me, making sure no one could see over his shoulder. The first images were the ones from the back garden, Chloe in the blue-and-yellow polka-dot dress. The photos looked even better than I remembered. Her skin glowing in the soft evening light, the dress hugging her waist and the full shape of her breasts, the neckline low enough to show a generous amount of creamy cleavage. Rico scrolled through them with clear appreciation, lingering on a couple where she had turned slightly, and the dress had pulled tighter across her chest.

		“That dress is very daring,” he muttered. “Looks like her tits could fall out with one wrong move.”

		I agreed, and he kept going, scrolling through the shots of her dressed like a singer in that sexy leopard print playsuit.

		“Oh, fuck,” Rico mumbled, staring at the best shot, one where she was leaning back, singing into the microphone, clearly having a great time acting and having fun. The flash from my phone camera lit the scene perfectly, almost like a spotlight against the curtains behind her. “She’s so fucking hot.”

		“Keep going,” I told him. “You’re not at the good ones, yet.”

		The next photo was of her in the bedroom, and I watched his face change as he took in the retro white satin underwear, the slightly pointed cups of the bra lifting and shaping Chloe’s full breasts into that classic silhouette, the matching full panties sitting high on her hips, the suspender belt and sheer period stockings.

		“Holy shit,” was all he could say as he scrolled through the pictures slowly. The white satin looked almost luminous against her pale skin. Rico’s scrolling slowed right down. He studied each image properly, the way a man does when he knows he is being allowed something private.

		Then he reached the ones where the bra cups were pulled down.

		Chloe’s breasts sat bare and heavy above the white satin, dark pink nipples tight, the soft weight of them pushing the cups flat beneath them. Rico went very still. He didn’t speak for several seconds. He just looked, eyes moving over every detail, the shape of her tits, the colour of her nipples, the faint freckle on the upper slope of one breast.

		“Fucking hell,” he said quietly. “Those tits are perfect. Look at the way they sit…”

		He lingered there, scrolling back and forth between two or three of the clearer shots, before moving on.

		When he reached the pictures where the white panties had come off, the atmosphere at the table tightened again. My heart was beating so loud I wondered if he could hear it.

		Chloe stood with her thighs pressed together at first, the neat dark triangle of her pussy mound clear but still modest. Then the next image, the one where she had parted her legs just enough, stopped Rich’s thumb dead.

		He stared at the clear view of her pussy. Her soft pussy cheeks, the hint of pink between them, the slight sheen that showed she was already wet when the photo was taken.

		“Hell yeah, that’s one nice pussy.” His voice had dropped into something rough. “Look at it. Neat, tight. Beautiful. I forgot she dyes her hair blonde. She’s brunette, naturally, right?”

		I nodded, and he continued, never taking his eyes from the image on the phone.

		“You should get her to shave completely. I don’t mind a bit of hair, but prefer them shaved.”

		He didn’t rush to the next picture. He stayed on the image, zooming in with his fingers, studying the intimate detail of my wife like he was committing every line of her to memory. My cock was rigid in my jeans, straining against the denim so hard it almost hurt. At the same time, a hot, complicated twist of shame and jealousy and raw excitement coiled tight in my gut. This was the furthest I had ever gone with anything like this. Rico wasn’t looking at implied photos or carefully angled shots anymore. He was looking straight at Chloe’s bare pussy. And I was the one showing it to him, with Chloe’s permission.

		He scrolled once more and found the bent-over shot. The full pale curves of her arse, thighs slightly parted, and in the gap, another glimpse of her pussy lips from behind.

		Rico exhaled hard through his nose.

		“You’re a lucky fucker,” he said, still staring. “Chloe’s big tits, that round arse, that little pussy… she’s hot as hell.”

		Rico kept his eyes on the screen for a few more seconds, then glanced up.

		“What did she actually say about the dick pic then?”

		I was already half-hard, and the second pint was sitting warm in my blood. The combination made me bolder than usual.

		“She said it looked big and thick. Bigger and thicker than mine.”

		Rico let out a low chuckle. He’d seen me in the changing rooms and the urinals enough times to know exactly what I was working with.

		“Don’t feel inadequate, Mikey-boy. You obviously keep her happy and satisfied. And it works, too. You knocked her up.”

		He looked back down at the photos, thumb moving slowly between the clearer shots of Chloe’s bare breasts.

		“Hope you don’t mind me saying this,” he said, voice quieter, “but I’d love to get my hands on a pair of tits like that. I’ve never played with anything more than a handful.”

		I wasn’t sure I believed that, but I didn’t object. The silence seemed to encourage him.

		“I bet they feel incredible.” He scrolled again to the bent-over shot and lingered on that one next. “And that pussy… fuck. It looks nice and tight. Too tight to have pushed a baby out, if I’m honest. I’d enjoy shoving my bigger, thicker cock straight into that.”

		He said it so matter-of-factly, still staring at the picture of my wife’s most private place, that my jaw dropped. I closed it with a soft clack, while the rest of the pub carried on around us like nothing had changed.

		I sat there with my heart hammering, cock aching, the reality of what I’d just done electric between us. My wife’s most intimate pictures were now in Rico’s head. He’d seen everything. Knew what she looked like naked. And the worst — or the best — part was that I already knew I was going to let him look at them again.

		“Shame you don’t have any nudes of your girlfriend to show me,” I said, finally finding my voice.

		“I know,” he grinned, then looked around the pub. “We’ll just have to find some entertainment for you in here.”

		We got another round in. The Palace–City game had just ended in a win for City, and the pub’s clientele had changed, football fans leaving, late-night revellers taking their places. Two women ended up near our table, both young and pretty, and dressed for a Friday night out rather than a quiet drink. Rico did most of the talking, confident and charming the way he always was when he switched it on. I kept everything friendly and made it clear early that I was married. One of the girls in particular, dark-skinned and elegantly dressed, seemed to like Rico; she laughed at everything he said and kept finding reasons to touch his arm. After ten minutes or so, the conversation was flowing well enough that they didn’t look like they were planning to move on.

		My phone buzzed with a text from Chloe.

		I’m having a good time. Are you? I’m a bit drunk already. Louisa’s stupid idea to start with a round of shots.

		I glanced at Rico, who was now properly focused on the woman beside him, then typed back.

		Yeah, all good. I showed Rico the pictures, just so you know.

		The reply came quickly.

		I thought you might. Did he like them?

		You don’t want to know! I replied.

		Tell me, she texted back. I want to know. I’m drunk enough to take it if he wasn’t nice.

		He was more than nice, I replied, then decided to just come out with it. He said he’d love to get his hands on your tits and fuck your tight pussy with his big cock.

		There was a longer pause this time. Then:

		He really said that?

		Yeah.

		Well, tell him I’m married. To you. The dirty fucker. Some best friend he is!

		I actually laughed out loud at the screen, but before I could reply, another message arrived.

		Where are you anyway? You should come meet us. We’re in Soho. Lots of pretty women here for Rico if he’s getting bored.

		I looked up. Rico was still deep in conversation with the black girl, her hand resting openly on his thigh now.

		He’s currently occupied with a very nice young lady that’s way out of his league, I typed. And I can’t afford Soho tonight. Crap bonus, remember. We’re staying local.

		I remembered something else, too, and added it to the last message.

		Plus, Rico slept with Louisa years ago, and it didn’t end well, remember?

		Who cares? I know Louisa doesn’t. Come on. It’ll be fun.

		I locked the phone and waited for a break in Rico’s conversation.

		“Chloe says we should go and meet them in Soho,” I told him. “I said no. I can’t really stretch to it this month. My wages this month were tragic.”

		Rico waved the objection away like it was nothing.

		“Don’t let money get in the way of a good time. I’ll pay. I had an awesome payday this month, Michael. Come on. We’ve done the quiet pints. Let’s go and find them and have some real fun.”

		He was already half out of his chair, the decision made as far as he was concerned. The black girl looked disappointed but not devastated; Rico gave her a charming apology and his number “for another time.” Within a couple of minutes, we were outside in the mild Friday night air, and he was already on his phone ordering an Uber.

		I messaged Chloe.

		On our way. Rico’s paying.

		Her only reply was a string of party-popper emojis and a pin drop for the bar they were in.
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		The Uber dropped us on the edge of Soho just after nine. The streets were already busy, groups spilling between bars, music thumping out of open doorways, the usual Friday mix of office workers who’d started early and people dressed for a long night. Rico had identified the place from Chloe’s pin: The Blue Posts on Berwick Street. It was loud, warm, and packed, but not too much. A good middle ground between a pub and a nightclub.

		As we pushed inside, I told him the rest.

		“Oh, by the way, Chloe’s out with Louisa tonight as well.”

		Rico pulled a face, then shrugged it off.

		“That’s all years ago, water under the bridge. She was a crazy good fuck, mind you.” He glanced over. “Is she with anyone now?”

		“So happens she just got engaged.”

		“Good,” he said, genuinely pleased. “That should stop any funny ideas if we bump into each other. Last thing I need is old drama trying to latch on to me and cramping my style.”

		I nodded toward the toilets. “I’m going to empty my bladder. See if you can find the girls. I’ll get us both a drink and find you in a minute.”

		When I came back out, Rico had already spotted them, waving over for me to join him in the main room. I got us both a bottle of Bud, wincing at the hit to my bank balance, then headed over through the dim and crowded room, weaving between bodies moving between the bar and the small dance-floor area at the back. When I reached Rico, I passed him one of the bottles and looked where he was pointing.

		Priya was easy to find. She was dancing very close to a handsome older guy in a dreadful Hawaiian shirt, one of his hands resting low on her hip, progress clearly already made. A few feet away, Louisa was passionately kissing a man I assumed was her fiancé; they looked settled in for the night, drunk and completely wrapped up in each other.

		That left Chloe. I felt a small spike of worry, third-wheeling while her two friends were occupied was exactly the sort of situation that could go sideways, but when I finally located her near the side of the room, the worry turned into something sharper.

		She was talking to Ben.

		Our neighbour Ben. Michelle and Raymond’s son. The good-looking, Jack-the-lad who was so good with Oliver. They were standing closer than they needed to, Chloe’s platinum hair bright under the coloured disco lights, the little black dress showing off her curves. Ben was angled in, smiling that too-easy grin of his, one hand resting on the wall beside her head. It looked comfortable. Too comfortable.

		However, I didn’t go straight over, holding back and tugging on Rico’s arm when he started heading over. He squinted across the crowded room and gave a short laugh, as if just noticing Ben.

		“Isn’t that your neighbour’s kid?”

		Ben was only a couple of years younger than us, but he had one of those faces that still looked boyish under the lights. I nodded.

		“Yeah. And I’m pretty sure he’s always had a bit of a thing for Chloe.”

		We stayed where we were for a minute and watched. They were standing close — closer than they needed to — laughing about something, the conversation flowing easily. Chloe’s hand brushed Ben’s arm once. He leaned in to speak directly into her ear because of the music, and she didn’t pull away. A moment later, his fingers rested lightly on her waist for a second before dropping again. Nothing dramatic, but definitely touchy-feely.

		I felt the familiar uncomfortable twist in my gut… and the twitch in my pants that always came with it.

		Rico took a slow mouthful of his Bud, his eyes still on them.

		“She looks fucking hot tonight,” he said casually. “I’d be chatting her up too if I were him.” He glanced at me sideways. “What’s she wearing underneath that 60s dress? More of that vintage underwear?”

		I laughed. “Probably just a normal bra and thong. She doesn’t wear retro lingerie on a daily basis, you know?”

		Rico grinned. “Shame.” He nodded toward the pair of them. “Come on. We should go and save her from the kid before he gets any braver.”

		We pushed through the crowd, and just as we got there, Ben saw us coming. The easy smile he had been giving Chloe flickered first with surprise, then into a clear flash of irritation and mild panic. He recovered fast, said a quick, slightly forced “Alright?” to both of us, and immediately found a reason to disappear back into the mass of people near the bar.

		Chloe turned to us, cheeks flushed from the alcohol and whatever had been happening with Ben. Her eyes were a little brighter than usual, the platinum hair and red lipstick making her look even more striking under the coloured lights.

		“Finally,” she said, leaning in to kiss me. She smelled of gin and her usual going-out perfume. “You got here just in time. He was properly chatting me up… then he tried to kiss me. Said it would make his night, just a little kiss, the cheeky so-and-so.”

		She laughed, but there was a flustered edge underneath it, and the words left my mouth before I could stop them.

		“Maybe you should have let him.”

		When I was greeted with silence, I tried to laugh it off. “Just to get rid of him, I mean.”

		Chloe’s eyes widened. She looked slightly stunned, mouth opening to reply, but Rico stepped in smoothly before the silence could stretch too far.

		“Nah,” he said, grinning. “That would’ve encouraged him, not got rid of him.” He glanced at Chloe, still playful. “Besides, if anyone’s getting a kiss from sexy Chloe tonight, it’s me, not some kid from down the road.”

		He said it lightly enough that the tension broke. Chloe laughed, I laughed, and the awkward moment passed. But there was still a low current underneath it. She’d seen Rico’s dick. He’d seen her completely naked. The knowledge sat between the three of us even while we pretended it didn’t.

		Chloe shook her head, still smiling, and deliberately changed the subject.

		“It looks like Louisa’s engagement is off, by the way.”

		I followed her gaze. Louisa was still dancing with her boyfriend, near the edge of the dance floor, light brown hair a little messy, big eyes and full lips giving her that slightly elven look I’d always liked, petite, cute more than overtly sexy, but still sexy in her own way.

		“That’s not the fiancé?” I asked.

		“Nope. Just some guy she fancied the look of. Engaged for barely two minutes and already about to blow it by kissing strangers. Classic Louisa.”

		Before I could answer, Priya appeared, slightly breathless, her dancing partner nowhere to be seen. She looked Rico up and down with open appreciation and gave him a bright smile.

		“Hello stranger. I haven’t seen you in a while.”

		“Likewise,” my best friend replied, his eyes roaming up and down her body right back. “You look great, Priya. How have you been?”

		“I’ll tell you on the dance floor,” she purred, grabbing his hand and pulling him towards the disco lights.

		Rico finished the last of his pint in one swallow and set the glass down.

		“Okay, but no funny business,” he said, pointing a finger at her in mock warning.

		Priya laughed, and Chloe and I watched them go, finding a space where they could dance. We stayed where we were for another drink, talking under the music.

		“I can’t believe you showed him my naked body,” she murmured into my ear. “But do you know what? We’re all friends, right? It doesn’t mean anything.”

		“That’s right,” I nodded. “We’re all friends. It’s just a bit of fun.”

		After a while, Louisa reappeared, the stranger discarded, her big green eyes bright and a little glassy.

		“Hi, Mike. Chloe, shall we go?” she asked, already half-turned toward the door. “Drink up, and we’ll hit the next bar. Come on. And where’s Priya?”

		Chloe pointed, and when she saw Rico dancing with their friend, Louisa sneered, looking my way.

		“Urgh. What did you have to bring him for?”

		“He’s paying for my drinks,” I informed her, hoping that was true because my bank balance would not go far buying bottles of Budweiser in trendy London bars.

		“Fair enough,” she sighed. When our two friends rejoined us, we all agreed to move on, and as we headed toward the exit, I noticed the small, careful distance Rico kept from Louisa. Nothing dramatic, just enough to show that the old history hadn’t been completely forgotten by either of them. It wasn’t enough to spoil the mood, but it was there.

		Outside, the Soho air felt cooler after the warmth of the bar. Chloe slipped her hand into mine as we followed the others up the street, the platinum hair and little black dress drawing more than a few glances that she either didn’t notice or chose to ignore.

		The next place was SOMA on Denman Street, a late-night cocktail bar tucked underground behind an unmarked door. By the time we got there, it was well past midnight. The room was low-lit, thankfully cooler than the last bar, and busy without being chaotic. The seats were deep, a long stainless-steel bar ran down one side of the room, and music was loud enough to make conversation lean-in close by necessity. The air smelled of expensive spirits, but everyone in our group was past the point of careful drinking.

		We found a corner and kept the rounds coming. At some point, after another round of something coloured bright green, unnecessary and unpleasantly strong, Priya leaned across the table with a wicked little smile and said it loud enough for all of us to hear.

		“You know… what Louisa always used to say about Rico is true. He really does have a big dick.”

		Rico nearly choked on his drink. I felt my jaw drop, not for the first time. Priya just laughed, completely unbothered, and explained.

		“Chloe showed me the picture he sent her. After we had a dance earlier, she thought I should know.” Her eyes found mine over the table, then Rico’s. “Don’t look so shocked.”

		My best friend recovered first, raising his glass in a mock toast. “Well, there you go. Now everyone here has seen my penis.”

		Chloe, cheeks pink but clearly enjoying the chaos, decided to explain herself.

		“He only sent it so we’d be even,” she said. “Mike, umm… accidentally let him see some of my nudes the other week. So, we thought it would… balance things out.”

		Louisa, who had been listening with increasing amusement, pointed a finger at Rico.

		“Rico, you’re still an arsehole for how things ended back then,” she said, then turned to the rest of us, “but yeah, it’s true. He does have a big one. And if I remember rightly, he knows how to use it. Unlike some men.”

		Chloe made a playful, exaggerated ooooh sound and nudged Rico’s arm. He stood up and took a bow theatrically, and we all laughed. The whole exchange stayed light, flirty, good-natured, the kind of drunk conversation that would have been impossible sober and would probably be laughed about in the morning. No one pushed it further than the table found funny.

		Later, I pulled Chloe onto the small dance floor. She danced loosely, her body pressed against me, her platinum hair long since fallen out of its neat twist, the little black dress shifting with every movement. We stayed there through a couple of songs, her arms around my neck, both of us pleasantly drunk and still riding the strange, charged atmosphere of the night.

		Then, when we came back to the table, Louisa and Rico were gone. Priya noticed at the same time I did. She didn’t look especially surprised.

		By the time the remaining three of us decided to leave, it was really late. Outside, the Soho streets were still busy but thinning. Priya stopped at the door and spoke to the large bouncer who was checking IDs and keeping an eye on the pavement.

		“Excuse me. Did you see my friend leave? She’s short, light brown hair, petite, little black skirt?”

		The bouncer, broad and so tall, well over six feet, that his head was lost in the shadows of the doorway, nodded.

		“Yeah. I know who you mean. I saw her come in with you lot earlier. She left about fifteen minutes ago with a man, in fact, it was the one you came in with…”

		He paused, frowned slightly as he looked past Priya, then raised his voice.

		“Hey, it’s the hero of the hour.”

		I turned, finally looking up properly at him. It was Karl, standing there in a plain black security polo, radio on his belt, the same massive frame I remembered from the street and from Two Woods. He gave me a slow nod as I recognised him, then he looked past me, at Chloe.

		“And the blonde bombshell,” he said, a low note of amusement in his voice. “Looks like you’ve had a good night.”

		I followed his gaze and realised two of the buttons on the front of Chloe’s little black dress had come undone. The soft upper curves of her breasts were close to spilling out. I nudged her quickly. She glanced down, let out a small embarrassed squeak, and fastened them again with clumsy fingers.

		Karl spoke briefly to the other bouncer at the door, then stepped to one side with us, out of the main flow of people leaving.

		Chloe, still giggly and flushed, tilted her head at him. “You get around, don’t you?”

		Karl gave a small shrug, the muscles in his shoulders shifting under the tight polo. “I go where the work is. Money’s money, right?”

		I suddenly realised how badly I needed to piss. I muttered an excuse and slipped down a narrow side alley a few doors along. Another bloke was already there, one hand braced on the wall. I joined him, staring at the brickwork while the relief hit. When I glanced back over my shoulder toward the pavement, I could see Chloe and Priya still standing with Karl. Both of them were openly feeling his chest and one thick bicep, laughing, while Karl stood there taking it with an easy, tolerant grin.

		I finished, zipped up, and walked back. Karl looked at me over the top of Chloe’s head, still faintly smiling.

		“You should get your wife home, hero. She’s getting a little bit too excited.”

		Chloe burst out laughing, the sound bright and drunk, and then, without any warning, looked straight up at him.

		“I’ve been wondering,” she said, still giggling, “is your cock as big as everything else?”

		Karl raised an eyebrow at me, the smile turning into something closer to a smirk.

		“See what I mean?”

		I flagged down a black cab that was already slowing for the rank. Chloe protested half-heartedly as I steered her toward it. Priya waved us off, already standing closer to Karl again. “Are you coming with us?” I asked her.

		“Karl is going to make sure I get home okay,” she replied softly.

		“Whatever.” I climbed in after Chloe, closed the door, and gave the driver our address. I caught Karl’s eye through the window, and he gave me a slow, knowing wink as the cab pulled away into the late-night Soho traffic. Chloe leaned heavily against my shoulder, her blonde bombshell hair flowing loose over her shoulders, the scent of gin and her perfume thick in the small space. Outside, the lights of the West End slid past the windows.

		“What a night, huh?” I chuckled as we made our way towards home. Chloe’s hand slid down my chest to my lap, finding my cock through my jeans and giving it a firm squeeze.

		“And it’s not done yet,” she purred softly. “Just wait until I get you home.”

		Then Chloe turned into me, mouth finding mine in a messy, gin-flavoured kiss. Her hand stayed on my cock, squeezing through the denim, while my own hand slid up to the front of her dress. Her buttons had come undone again. I undid the rest and pushed the fabric open, tugging at her bra, and her breasts spilled into my hands, warm and full, nipples already tight. I cupped them, thumbs brushing the dark pink tips, and she made a soft, needy sound against my mouth.

		In the rear-view mirror, the driver’s eyes flicked back more than once.

		“Oi,” he said, half-amused, half-exasperated. “Wait until you get home, yeah? Some of us are trying to work, and it’s hard driving with a fucking hard-on.”

		Chloe giggled into my neck but didn’t pull away. I kept my hands on her until the cab finally stopped outside our house. I paid quickly, over-tipping because I couldn’t be bothered to wait for change, and we stumbled up the path. The second the front door shut behind us, she was on me again.

		We didn’t make it upstairs.

		I pushed her back against the hallway wall, then down onto the narrow runner. The little black dress was already open to the waist. I yanked it up around her hips, hooked my fingers in the thin thong she was wearing and dragged it down her legs, apologising when I heard it rip. Chloe lifted her hips to help, breathing hard, eyes dark in the dim light.

		I freed my cock, pushed her thighs apart and sank into her dripping-wet pussy in one long thrust. She was hot and tight. The wet sound of my cock pulling out, then sliding back in, filled the quiet hallway.

		I fucked her raw, urgently and hard, right there on the floor, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her bare breast. Chloe wrapped her legs around me and met every thrust, whispering filthy, drunken encouragement against my ear.

		“That’s it,” she moaned, “Fuck me.”

		When I came, it was sudden and intense, my cock buried to the hilt, pulsing inside her while she clenched around me and followed a few seconds later with a broken little cry.

		We stayed like that afterwards, still joined, breathing hard in the dark hallway. Marley appeared from somewhere and sat at a safe distance, tail twitching, clearly judging us.

		Chloe’s fingers found my cheek, stroking my face.

		“It turned you on, didn’t it?” she murmured. “Seeing me with Ben earlier.”

		“Yeah.”

		“And Karl.”

		“Yeah. That too.”

		She was quiet for a moment. When she spoke again, her voice was smaller.

		“I’m jealous that Priya’s probably going to fuck him tonight. I heard what she said when we left… I was just too drunk to do anything about it.” Another pause. “And Louisa. She’s probably fucking Rico right now. Or already has.”

		I lifted my head so I could see her face in the half-dark.

		“Chloe?” I asked so softly I could barely hear myself. “Do you want to sleep with someone else?”

		My wife’s eyes searched mine. “I’ve only ever been with you. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious sometimes… if I didn’t fantasise about it. But we’re married. I can’t. I don’t want to. It’s just a fantasy.”

		I brushed a strand of platinum hair away from her cheek.

		“I might be drunk and horny right now,” I said carefully, “but if you ever wanted to try someone else… I’d let you.”

		“We said our vows in church, in front of our family and friends.” She stared at me. “I’m a mum. A married mum.”

		“Rico said your pussy didn’t look like it had given birth,” I told her with a wry grin, trying to lighten the mood. “He said it looked tight.”

		“OMG,” she giggled, then took a breath. “I’ve never told you this before… but with Leyton… I did more than just kiss him. One night I played with his dick, it was only about the same size as yours. I sucked it. He got me naked, played with my tits and my pussy… then we nearly did it. He got the tip in, maybe. And then I stopped him. I don’t even know why. I just decided the time wasn’t right. After that, I realised I liked you more. So I broke it off and came back to you.”

		The confession hit me like a fresh wave of heat.

		“That turns me on,” I said, almost to myself. “Christ. What’s wrong with me?”

		Chloe stroked my hair.

		“Nothing’s wrong with you. You’re just… kinky like that.” She yawned, the alcohol and the sex catching up with her all at once. “I’m really tired. Aren’t you? We should go to bed. We have to pick Ollie up early tomorrow. Michelle and Raymond are going shopping, so I said we’d get him first thing.”

		We untangled ourselves and climbed the stairs in the dark. Chloe didn’t bother with pyjamas. She curled into me under the duvet, my cum still sticky on her thighs, and was asleep within minutes.

		I lay awake a little longer, staring at the ceiling.

		Ben. Karl. Rico. The photos. The things Chloe had just told me about Leyton. All of it looping round and round. What did any of it mean for us? For our marriage?

		Of course, I know now, sitting here telling you this, but back then, I had no idea.

		All I knew that night was that something had shifted and there was no putting it back where it had been. The dreams that finally pulled me under were ones I’d never dared let myself have before.

		And the funny thing is… They weren’t simply dreams for much longer after that.

		They became reality.

		

	
		

		afterword

		

		If you’ve made it this far, thank you. Bombshell ends with more questions than answers, and that’s deliberate.

		What happens when a husband realises he gets hard watching other men want his wife?

		What happens when that wife starts admitting she’s curious too?

		How far is too far, and who gets to decide?

		Book Two, “Miss September”, picks up where this one leaves off. The aftermath of that night out, and the photography session with Dominic is only the beginning. New boundaries will be tested, new people will enter the picture, and Chloe will take steps she once swore she never would.

		Miss September will be released in late September (also deliberate), until then, thank you once again for reading, and stay horny!

		Paul
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