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Description:


Spencer
struggles with deeply conflicted feelings about his bosses’ attraction to his
wife. He knows it's not right and could surely ultimately endanger his job. And
yet the thought of Grace as a hotwife does something dark and inexplicable to
him too. 


But
Spencer’s devious boss has helpful friends in low places. He's determined to
seek out and enjoy more time with his employee's wife. And to make matters
worse, Grace herself admits she finds the older man strangely charismatic. 


Does
Spencer have the strength to fend off Huey’s advances and his own increasing
arousal, but still hold on to a job that took him so long to find?


Elsewhere,
in Richmond's current harem, Evie tries to come to terms with her latest night
of passion and shame with the man himself. But the plan she works out will come
as a major shock to husband Kevin. So will he stand by and let her put it into
action?


Meanwhile
one of Richmond's most experienced young hotwives Rachel learns there’s far
more to the seedy, voyeuristic Mr.Talbot than meets the eye. 


But
surely if she finds out the whole truth about the old man who’s lusted after
her for years, she'd go nowhere near him again?


This is a c. 30k+ word ebook novella
of hotwife sharing erotica. An adventure, written mostly from the husband’s
point of view, it contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other
activity including wife sharing, voyeurism, submission, cuckold humiliation,
spanking and rough sex. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should
read this.









Chapter One


Spencer


Grace’s low
heels click over the wood-effect vinyl flooring in our hallway. She’s in her
two-piece, black, work uniform and she frowns into the white-framed wall mirror
near the front door. Forest green eyes watch herself pull and then twist her
glossy, chestnut-brown ponytail. She secures it in a bun on top of her head. 


Not every girl looks equally as good without their
hair to frame their face. My wife does. 


I pull my overcoat on and admire the freshly exposed
olive skin of her slender neck. One silver, stud earring on either side. My
eyes drift lower. You can’t see her legs
in pants, but even that uniform can’t
disguise a butt like hers.


Your boss saw her stripped to her underwear on that
bed. Maybe even saw her strip.



My pulse quickens. Can’t think about all that today. I need to keep my head in the game. Stay focused on
the presentation I have to give when I get to the office. Today’s a big day. I want my Game concept to be the one
Huey chooses to take forward for development. I need to make my mark with the
firm. But I’ll need another coffee when I get to the subway station. I didn’t
sleep well last night. Thinking about what happened at his caravan. 


Grace grabs the car keys from the draw in the bureau
below the mirror. There’s no question she
made an impression on my boss over the weekend. She still doesn’t know I left
her alone stripped down for those few minutes with him. I should never have done it. I don’t know what came over me. I still don’t
know for sure what happened when I wasn’t there. The more I’ve thought about
it, the wilder my imagination has become. 


And what must Huey think of me for leaving him with
her like that? Even if it was only a
few minutes. He and I didn’t get any real
time alone together yesterday before we left when he could have discretely
brought it up with me. Am I going to
have to bring it up at some point today? Get the elephant out of the room? Or say nothing. Hope it was no big deal to him. Create
the impression it meant nothing to me either. 


“Good luck at the meeting,” Grace gives me a wide
smile and hugs me.


The warmth and the softness of her pert boobs beneath
the polyester and rayon top stir something below the belt of my work pants. “I still think your uniform looks like a sexy medical
scrubs outfit,” I say and kiss her forehead.


Grace rolls her eyes. But then she peers down to the
front of my pants. “Mr. Sleepy really has
come back with a vengeance lately, hasn’t he?” one of her fingers taps the
outline of my semi-erect cock. 


“Are you complaining?”


“Hardly,” she smiles, “I’m glad everything’s back to
normal. I was starting to think you didn’t find me attractive anymore,” she
purses her lips like she’s fishing for compliments, then she pecks me on the
cheek and reaches for her jacket. 


“I guess I’m just feeling more settled about my job,”
I say but it’s not the truth. Crazily, it’s seeing and hearing my bosses’
obvious attraction to my wife. While knowing he could never be a threat. And
maybe even worse, it’s the fact that some of those women at that adult club we
went to a couple of weeks back were married. It makes zero sense. 


You swore you wouldn’t obsess over all this again today. You don’t like
what it does to you. 


“Let’s
hope your meeting goes well anyway and you come home feeling even more settled
about the job,” Grace gives me a dirty smile.


I arrive at Donald Street subway station a few minutes
before eight a.m. I smile at the old lady who runs the flower stall near the
ticket office. She waves back then takes money from a woman who’s bought a huge pink and yellow bouquet. 


Once I’m on the
train, and it pulls away from the station, I prop my tablet up on my lap. I
twist my body slightly to reduce the chance of my work being read by a guy next
to me in a hoodie. I’m probably being paranoid. I doubt he gives a crap. He’s
nodding along to whatever’s in his headphones. 


I tap my screen and peer at my presentation about the
three ‘Game World’ options I've narrowed
my initial shortlist down to. I browse the bullet points that explain and
justify my choices. Mentally run through the potential objections to them as
well. Then, three stations before I’m due to get off, a pretty brunette takes a
seat almost opposite me. She crosses shapely, nylon-clad legs, and my thoughts
return from work to Grace. 


I replay my wife’s
words in our hallway before I left, and then, with the train in a tunnel, I
smile at my reflection in the window alongside and behind the reading brunette.
Grace was right about the surge in my sex drive. We did it at the
caravan when we woke yesterday. Then again when we got back home. And I woke
with a hard-on this morning. If we’d had
more time I’d have suggested a quickie before we left for work.


It’s amazing the
effect another man’s clumsy, desire for Grace has had on me. There’s no way I’d
feel the same if Huey was the kind of guy she typically finds attractive. I’d
be more pissed-off than turned-on. He’s older yeah, but you couldn’t call Huey
classically good-looking. And he’s not smarmy or smooth like her ex. 


Daylight emerges and the train rocks gently from the
tunnel. I peer out at the building work and scaffolding on the far side of the
track. I used to chat about Grace to guys online a while back. Even showed one
or two of them faceless images of her. Fully dressed, of course. But they were photos
that gave a good idea of her figure. Showed plenty of leg. Once, I almost let
myself get persuaded into meeting one of the more local guys. Showing him even
more of her. But not letting him keep the images. Less risk that way. IN the
end though, I chickened out. It felt wrong. She’s my wife.


I chew on a fingernail. Maybe me completely ignoring
the impulse to ‘share’ Grace on some
level is ‘wrong’ too though. Nothing
else turns me on like this. And look
at how much happier Grace is with our sex life since I’ve acknowledged these feelings more. Kind of accepted
them.


You just need to make doubly sure Huey knows that last weekend was all
only a bit of harmless fun.
Double-check he hasn’t filed you under
‘weirdo’ after any of it. You’re going to have to at least bring up the subject
with him.


“Boss wants us in his office right away,” Adam tells
me before I've even got my coat off.


Straight to it. Doesn’t sound like Huey’s preoccupied thinking about Grace
after all. I’m not sure how I feel about that. 


“How did your weekend go as special guests of the
Captain?” Frankie grins at me and collects his laptop from his desk. 


I feign a laugh but check his face for any signs of
obvious jealousy or bitterness about us being invited. Don’t see any. Maybe the guys are more than happy not to
spend their time with the boss outside of office hours. Maybe they’re just
relieved it was me and Grace that got invited, and not one of them. “Yeah, it
was OK,” I shrug, downplay it. 


In Huey’s
office, with the three of us opposite him and me nearest the window with the
view to the street below, Frankie starts.


Huey listens with his fingers forming steeples in
front of his face. I go second and across the desk, Huey’s position and impassive facial expression remain
unchanged. I’m not sure if that’s a good sign, but I do manage to get through
my three ideas without significant errors or stutters and I think, handle his
couple of questions for clarification pretty well.


Adam concludes with his three concepts and I might be
mistaken but Huey’s mood seems to
brighten as he listens. Particularly to one of the ideas about Antarctica as a
setting. I don’t get it. I can’t see how a screen full of the color white would
make for a good visual location in any action-adventure game. 


“OK guys,” once Adam has finished Huey sighs and
checks his watch, “email me copies of your presentations. I’ll spend some time
on them over the rest of today and tonight. Update you tomorrow. Spens, can you
hang on for a couple of minutes now, Bud? Quick word,” his eyes dismiss my
coworkers. 


When they’ve
gone, he closes his office door and sits across from me again. He winces and
rubs his lower back, “I’m impressed with what you’ve come up with as the newbie
Bud,” he says, “good job.”


“Cheers Huey,” I mumble, but I’m pleased.


“You still enjoying it here?” He adjusts the glasses
on his nose. 


“Yeah, I love it.”


“Good,” he nods. Smiles.


I need to bring up the weekend. And Grace. Gage
his reaction. “Oh; and Grace said to say
thanks again for inviting us on Saturday,” I say.


“No problem. It was good to have the company,” he
lowers his eyes, picks up a pen, and plays with it; turns it over several times
in his hand, “So how was she yesterday on the way home…and when you got back?”


Are they odd questions?


“Yeah OK. A bit hungover maybe,” I laugh, “me too, to
be honest.” 


“At least she remembered enough of the weekend to
remind you to thank me,” he says and glances right at me. Then he looks away
again, toys some more with the pen.


Is he testing me to find out if Grace remembered
anything later about him being in the room with her? If she remembered
something that happened when they were alone? Something he feels guilty about
now? Or maybe to test my motivation for letting him into the room?


Or is this you being paranoid again, Spencer? 


He’s looking at
me like I’m supposed to speak. 


“She didn’t remember getting into bed at all that
night,” I say and feign a laugh, watch his reaction. My heart thumps.


“One sight I won’t forget in a hurry,” he says with a
grin and brown eyes look right at me, “best not  tell your wife I said so
though.”


I smile but my mouth twitches. My face burns. 









Chapter Two


Kevin


Monday evening I’m
late getting away from the office. Finally, back home, I swing the car off the
rain-soaked road into the grounds of our three-story apartment block. Up in the
block on my left, our kitchen light is on. Evie is probably making tea. But I
need sex before we eat. 


All day I've been thinking about her and Richmond in
that suite last night. How could I not? I had to talk myself out of
jerking off in the office washrooms today. And last night she and I had sex as
soon as we got home from the hotel. I was still horny later after she’d fallen asleep. 


I slide my Kia in alongside a neighbor’s red Toyota and get out. I’ve already got the makings
of a hard-on. My head has swum all day with relentless images of Evie dropping
to her knees in front of Richmond last night. Sucking him off like she’d been
deprived of sex for months. And
without him even asking for the blow job. I cross the parking lot with my belly quivering. 


She took him the whole way with her mouth then he
carried her to the bed. ‘Suggested’ I go
down on her while he ‘recovered’. I licked and kissed her there until Richmond
moved me aside. Ready a second time for my wife. 


Why does that simple act of his excite me so much?


I reach the stairs and climb fast. Replay Richmond’s big, hard cock close to my face before I had to get
out of the way and let him enjoy Evie again. 


Chilli aroma reaches me before I’m fully in through the front door. 


“Hey Evie,” I call across the dining room to the
kitchen.


“Hiya,” she yells back. 


I hang my coat and backpack up, ignore the morning
mail that Evie laid out on the dining table for me, and head for the kitchen. 


She’s barefoot at the stove. Got her blonde hair tied back, changed out of her work
skirt and blouse into navy leggings and a loose-fitting sky-blue sweatshirt.
Her butt cheeks wobble ever so slightly but deliciously as she stirs the
chilli.


“The food smells as good as you look,” I move close up
behind her, caress her lycra-covered hips.


She twists her neck, kisses me over her shoulder. 


“How long will the chilli be?” I peer over her
shoulder and down at the chocolate and red-pepper-colored contents of the pan;
inhale the spicy aromas.


“Ten minutes?” her shoulders rise and fall against me.


“I’ve been mad horny all day,” I squeeze her waist,
“what about a quick blow job before we eat?” I kiss the back of her neck.


“I’m trying to make tea,” she says and laughs, wooden
spoon in hand.


“So we’ll do it here where we can keep an eye on the
food.”


“You can wait until we’ve eaten, surely?”


“Come on Evie,” I take the spoon off her and pull her
hard to me, let her feel my stiffness against her, “you didn’t need any
persuasion to do it for him last night, did you?” I kiss her lips, rub
myself against her.


“After you coerced me to go to his room, you mean?”
she says and despite her light-hearted accusation, her cheeks are flushed.


“I did. I know,” I nod, humor her, “you did it because
I wanted you to. But you kind of looked like you quite enjoyed it too,” I
fumble with my zipper, wrest out my hard-on. 


“I wasn’t cooking at the time,” she says and peers
back at the pan.


Weirdly, something about her reluctance compared with
her keenness last night only excites me more. 


“You’ll have to go get a towel from the bathroom so
the floor doesn’t hurt my knees,” she sighs and wipes her hands on a dishcloth.


I hurry out of our little kitchen with my cock poking
out of my zipper. Back out past the dining table and across the hall into the
bathroom. Grab the towel from the hook behind the door then return to Evie. 


“Not quite the same as the plush carpet in his hotel
suite,” I mumble and fold the towel, lay it out like a mat at my feet.


“You keep your eye on the pan,” Evie sighs.


“I will,” I nod and slick my cock through my hand. 


Evie smiles and kneels. Makes herself comfortable at
my feet on the towel and then takes my dick in both hands. 


“Ooh yes,” I groan with relief, gaze down at the top
of her fair head; hold her gently there. 


Her lips draw me into her warm mouth.


“Oh, yes.”


Her head and shoulders sink right forward, press
against my groin and thighs, then back up. Do it again. 


“Are you imagining it’s his cock?” I ask, “like last
night.”


“Mmm,” she murmurs around my balls, her bare feet
under her butt.


“You are, aren’t you Evie? Imagining you’re sucking
Richmond’s big cock. On your knees again in front of Richmond.”


“Mmm,” her mouth hums around my cock and her eyes
close. She sucks. Sucks hard.


But I’ve waited
for this all day. Fantasized almost incessantly. I won’t last. I hold her head.
Softly though. Don’t grip it hard like he does. Try to keep my orgasm at bay.
Slide my cock with her, into and out of her willing mouth. Breathe fast.
Shallow and I’m gonna cum. Cumming. Take it in your mouth like you do for him. 


Evie gags and recoils. She clambers to her feet with
the towel in one hand. Her cheeks bulge. Her other hand is on her sweatshirt,
fingers spread over her chest. She hurries out of the room. 


Took it in her mouth but didn’t swallow. 


I zip up and wash my hands. Then stir the
thickening chilli. Brood and hear the toilet flush. 


Later, after we’ve
eaten and cleared all the plates away I change into jeans and we sit on the
sofa together catching up on The Walking Dead. 


“How come you went and spat everything out before?” I
ask eventually. I’m probably hyper-sensitive and angsty after cumming, but I’ve
convinced myself she isn’t being the usual attentive Evie. Now, my memories of
last night and Richmond are negative. They give me heartburn. That way she let Richmond slap her butt, and those
things he said to her about Phil.
Even they didn’t quell her
excitement at the time.


“I didn’t want it in my mouth right before eating,”
her nose crinkles up and she snuggles right into me. 


Maybe her explanation should be enough, but fear and
uncertainty dominate me now and I rub the back of my neck, bite the inside of
my cheek. I need to know how she’s
feeling about Richmond. But have to
be careful what I ask. It took a lot of effort to even get her to consider
meeting up with him again last night. 


I wait until the credits after the first episode of
the zombie series are running and then ask. “So has he been in touch at all since last night?” I stroke her bare
foot, run my fingers over the cool flesh.


She shakes her head, doesn’t take her eyes from the TV screen. 


“Have you wanted him to?”


Evie sighs and looks at me, “Kev, don’t go on about it all the time.”


The rest of the evening with her on the sofa I only pretend
to focus on the series. In reality, I silently try to make sense of why she
closed me down when I brought up the subject of Richmond again. The last thing
I want if I’m honest, is to push her too hard and turn her off doing anything
again. It felt like forever to get her back on track this time.


I steal glances at her while she watches the TV and
reclines against me. She hides her face from the goriest action. Does she
really believe I ‘coerced’ her
into going to his room? 


In some ways, if she still feels a little
guilty about what she did with him, then as long as that doesn’t prevent her from carrying on, I should be grateful.
Guilt shows she cares about our relationship. But I still need to tread
carefully.


Later, in the bedroom, I watch her undress. I can’t help but look at the hips and fleshy buttocks that
Richmond slapped on that big round bed. No trace now of the pink paw prints
that still hadn’t fully faded by the time we got home last night.


She gets into bed in a little silky night gown and
reads a little, but I’m horny again next
to her in my shorts. And when she turns out the light and goes to kiss me
goodnight I hold her, extend the kiss. 


Her mouth responds to mine and the kiss quickly
deepens. Under the covers, I tease the short nightgown away from her waist and
up. Move a palm over the smooth skin of her left breast. Her nipple turns
rigid. I twist it ever so slightly and Evie moans in my neck. I want to talk
about Richmond but know not to. I’d love
to mention what he said to her about Phil but that’s way out of bounds. 


I move my right hand down her body. Stroke her inner
thighs and her legs ease apart. I touch her moistness and she murmurs. Feed two
fingers into her heat and she kisses me again. I work the fingers in as deep as
my knuckles. Coax her there. Her eyes are closed, mouth hungry on mine. 


Her hand reaches for the bulge in my shorts, fumbles
my cock free. But I kneel right up, work my shorts down. 


“Do it to me from behind Kev,” she whispers, kisses
me. 


I pull the nightgown right off her.


She smiles at me with excited, cocoa-brown eyes then
turns her body away from me and over. Her boobs hang under her and she presents
her glorious butt. She lowers her head and shoulders to the bed. 


The butt Richmond slapped. I kneel right up, grab my rock-hard cock in my fist.


Evie’s head
twists to one side on the bed, trails of her honey-blonde hair over her face. I
spread the backs of her thighs further apart, work my cock up to the opening of
her pussy. And push. 


She gasps and eases back against me. 


“God, I love this ass,” I murmur and thrust hard into
her. Run my palms over her hips. Nerve endings on my skin tingle. Something hot
about kneeling right up behind her like this while she’s prone; almost
‘submitting’ herself.


“Slap me Kev,” she says into the bed and eases back
against me.


Oh, God. Like
he did. “You want me to
Evie?” I grind my hips, dig into her. 


“Yes,” she exhales and the bed creaks beneath us.


Crack a hand over her right buttock.


“Mmm,” she sways her buttocks, pushes back.


I crack her again.


Evie gasps.


“Is this like he does it to you?” I say before I can
stop myself. Slap her again. Finger marks on her flesh.


“Ooh,” she groans but doesn’t confirm.


“He does, doesn’t he? Richmond likes to do this to
you?” I slap her again but then worry that it might be too much.


“You promise me you’re happy about what I did last
night?” She asks into the bed. 


“God yes, Evie. More than happy,” I’m lightheaded about it and I grip both her hips,
pound into her. 


“Ooh, ooh Kev,”


That’s why she didn’t
want to talk about it when we were watching TV. She’s insecure about what I
think. Still needs reassurance. Like the very first time. Obviously more
reassurance than I’ve given her. 


“Ohh, ooh,” she moans and eases her buttocks against
me. 


I fondle the shuddering, rounded flesh of her there. “I loved it,” I say, “it was fantastic to see you with
him again. You looked so beautiful. And so hot. Hotter than ever.” I‘ll reassure her as much as it takes. I don’t care.
As long she’ll keep doing it. “When he was doing this to you,” I slap her cheeks again. Left then right. 


“Do it hard Kev, do it to me hard.”


She might do it with Phil again at the same time too.
The pair of them with my young wife.
I pound into her. Still want to mention what Richmond said about Phil too but
better not. Not too soon. 


And faster than I expect she grinds back
against me. “Oh shit, oh shit,” she cries,
and her whole body tenses. Tremors. She’s cumming.


Afterward, in the dark and the silence of each other's
arms, Evie eventually speaks about it. “I
think I might talk to Rachel again.”


“Rachel?” I peer at her face, even though I can’t
fully make it out in this light.


“For a girlie chat about coping with feelings and
everything,” she says in a soft voice.









Chapter Three


Spencer


On Tuesday at the office, Huey announces he’s taking me, Adam, and Frank to Shanghai Noon’s Chinese
restaurant for lunch. I could do without it. I’m trying to limit myself to one
proper meal a day to get fit. Meals at home with Grace. But my co-workers are
both going with Huey and I don’t want to be the odd man out. Not while I’m
still fairly new in the job.


It’s raining, so
even though the walk to the restaurant would at least be a little exercise,
Huey takes us in his plush 2021 Lincoln Navigator. It’s still so new that you
can smell the freshness of the leather inside. Though I’m not keen on the
combination of black and tan upholstery. The ride is certainly spacious and
seriously comfortable though and I sit in the back with Adam. 


Up front, Huey moans to Frank that even the heated
seats with their ‘lumbar support’ haven’t totally solved the flare-up with his
back ache. 


I keep glancing through at him, chewing over what he’s said about Grace. How he’ll never forget the way
she looked getting into bed in his caravan. Maybe he was just trying to make me feel good. But again that question of ‘Exactly how much did he see’? And can I
find out? 


He’s said other things about Grace too though. When
she was sleeping in front of us. About her ‘shape’. About how he’d been admiring it all day when he was alone with
her. 


My breathing accelerates. But it’s ridiculous that the interest of someone as unlikely
as him can excite me so much. I glance at him again. Grace told me once she thought he has ‘Charisma’. 


“You get things sorted with your girlfriend in the
end?” Frank asks him, “Not heard you mention her in a while.” 


Huey shakes his head, “Fact is we called it a day. She got kind of needy.”


At the restaurant with its overhead mandarin-colored lampshades shaped like
open paper fans, it’s not overly busy. Huey is greeted by a dapper little
Chinese guy in a white suit with who he’s on first-name terms. I haven’t been
here before and Frank introduces me to our host who’s called Jian. I don’t like
to ask him in front of the others what’s got the lowest calories. So I make a
guess and then go for boiled, not fried rice with it.


“So I spent some time last night on the concepts you
all showed me,” Huey says when we’ve ordered and he takes a big mouthful of
Pepsi. “Nothing stood out totally on its own.”


“Nothing?” Frank frowns.


Shit. I gave it everything I could. 


“Hear me out,” Huey raises a hand, “we got to fuse
more than one of your proposals. Then I think we’re onto something.”


One of my ideas better be on his list. If he likes two, but none of mine, then what would
that say about my creativity? Huey told me that brainstorming, ‘blue sky thinking’ is what he expects me to excel at
as the ‘new kid on the block’.


Huey apologizes and excuses himself for the washroom,
so we make small talk about sport for several minutes and when he returns, the
waitress arrives with sizzling hot dishes. She smiles at me while she serves
the rice up.


“This guy with his very own Scarlett Johansson at
home,” Frank shakes his head, “and he’s the one
who gets looks from the waitress.” 


“Scarlett Johansson?” Huey laughs, “she’s blonde.”


“Saw her with dark hair in some movie on Netflix the
other night,” Frank shrugs and ladles beef into his round bowl, “my Mrs.
pointed out she looks like Spens’s good lady, so who am I to argue?” 


Huey laughs again and I try to visualize the actress. 


“Anyway my thinking is,” Huey clears his throat and
continues above the clatter of  cutlery and light chatter in the restaurant,
“Adam, we take your idea for a generational spaceship that’s set up like a city
and so vast and traveling for so long that the inhabitants don’t know they’re
on a ship,” Huey doles steaming chicken and some kind of sauce into his bowl,
“I love that overarching setting.”


Adam beams a smile at the boss and I try the prawns. 


“But great idea though it is,” Huey says and swallows
a mouthful, “we make it even better if we take the character and location
switcher from one of Frank’s ideas. Inspired by GTA V?”


Frank shrugs and forks food into his mouth.


“But instead of letting the player progress to
switching characters in different parts of the city like the Rockstar game,”
Huey says, “with the switcher in our game we use one of Spens’s ideas. Time
periods.”


“We make the player on the spaceship a time traveler?”
Frank asks between mouthfuls.


Huey nods.


Tension drains from me and I give Huey a slow smile. Brilliant.
This could be brilliant.


“Fact is gonna take a lot more working up the detail
before we present anything to potential investors,” he shrugs, “such as how to
feasibly construct separate mini-worlds for each time period. How do it all
within a sensible budget.”


Frank nods.


I swap a glance with Adam. I wanted the chosen idea to
be all mine, but maybe this is better. Clever on Huey’s part too. This way we all feel ownership. We’ll all
be fully committed to getting it to the next stage. Getting it sold. It’ll be
such a buzz. A game with my name on
the credits!


“Got heavy few months ahead guys,” Huey
raises his glass, “got to plot this out, work this sucker up.”


Back within the stark white walls of our office early in
the afternoon and when the other guys aren’t
around I call Grace. I tell her one of my concepts will form part of the
companies’ next project.


She squeals down the phone. Sounds more thrilled than
me. Her delight makes me feel even more positive and elated about the
achievement. She’s right, going forward
this could make a big difference to my resume in the industry. 


Then later, a little before 4 pm, Huey appears from
his office rubbing his lower back with his knuckles, “Have you got a second, Spens?” 


“Yeah sure,” I say and get up from my workspace. 


In his office, he closes the door and invites me to
sit. I do so directly opposite him. From this angle, his black and green
Minecraft hoodie looks tight around his thick stomach. Makes my gut appear trim
in comparison. 


“Excited about the possibilities for new project Bud?”



“Yeah definitely. I’m just pleased I contributed
something to the concept stage.”


“You’re an important part of the team now,” Huey opens
his arms and hands, “like I knew you’d be when I hired you.”


I smile but blush too. 


“But like I said at lunch, the hard part still gonna
come. Take a lot of inputs from the three of you to move things on to the next
stage.”


“Yeah sure, of course. I’m ready for it.”


Huey grins but then winces. Arches his back. 


“Everything OK?” I ask.


“My fucking back,” he shakes his head, “paining me
lately if I don’t watch my posture. Must’ve sat awkwardly going through your
presentations at home last night. Been to the Doc last time it flared up. Waste
of time. Tell you the truth Bud, I thought about trying one of those wellbeing
centers. Holistic stuff.”


Like where Grace works?


“Your wife’s boss - Kay, wasn’t it?” he says, “at your
party, she was telling me about her business. Thought I might give them a ring.
Book an appointment. What do you think?” 


What do I ‘think’?
Why ask that? I glance at his bearded
face. I’m not sure what he expects me to
say.


“I mean,” he continues, “can you recommend them?”


“Oh er, I don’t know. Seem to get good reviews online.
So yeah, I guess so.” I’m hardly likely to criticize where my wife works, am
I? But why go to Grace’s place? There must be plenty of others. There’s a knot
in my belly. 


“You be OK with me going there, right?” he asks.


“Me?” I peer back at him with my face burning and a
laugh bubbles out of me from somewhere, “yeah, course.”


“Just wanted to make sure you wouldn’t object to me
rocking up at your wife’s workplace. Some guys with a wife like Grace might get
uptight.”


‘Like Grace’?


“Accuse their boss of stalking or whatever,” he says
and laughs, but it’s weird noise.


“Course not no.”


“I’m glad you’re cool about it. I thought you would
be. Didn’t have you down as the possessive type. Not after you let me take her
snorkeling at the weekend. Nor after…after Saturday night,” Huey picks up his
pen and turns it over and over in his hand, “in the bedroom,” he says and his
cheeks have reddened.


“Right,” I manage to dig the word out of my throat,
but my voice is thin, reedy. He means
when you let him watch you take her clothes off. When you left her with him. 


“Never been married myself, but I guess for every
possessive husband with a pretty wife there’s another who likes to show her
off, right?” he says and behind his glasses, dark eyes stare at me. He breaks
out a smile again. 


For seconds I can’t
respond. Is this kind of conversation
normal? Is he testing me out? Or is he just desperate? My heart rate accelerates. My guts swirl, but
something else surges through me too. And Huey’s apparent embarrassment, along with his overt appreciation of Grace
dredge the foolhardy sentence up from somewhere deep inside me.


“I’m happy you saw her on the bed,” I say. Shit, what have you done? Why did you say that? Tell
him it was a joke!


“Not half as happy as I was at the time,” Huey says
and his chest too is rising and falling fast. “You ever want to share anything
like that again Bud...,” he says but his phone rings.


My palms are damp, heart thudding.


“I better take the call,” he nods toward the phone,
“let’s catch up later.”









Chapter Four


Spencer


The train journey home from the office is a blur. I’m
not aware of any of the stops along the
route, nor the comings and goings of passengers who must surely get on and off.
Only notice that at one point there’s a black guy in a neon green beanie hat
right opposite me where the last time I looked there was woman with a little kid.



Mentally I’m
somewhere else entirely. I’m still in Huey’s office in that conversation we had
this afternoon. What are you supposed
to do about it when your boss says stuff like that about your wife? When he
asks if it’s OK that he visits her
workplace? Even if it is only as a ‘client’? My chest is tight and my guts churn. Probably not fucking tell him you’re happy he saw her half-naked on Saturday night! How could you do that? What the fuck were you
thinking? The guy’s your boss!


My face flushes and I lower my eyes from the
reflection in the dark window across the carriage. Tomorrow, can I laugh
it off with him? Tell him I fool around and say that kind of thing to my
buddies all the time because Grace always gets attention? 


Or was it obvious when I said it that I got a kick out
of what happened Saturday night? Surely he could tell from the way I said
it. 


I pick over the words I used in his office and the
things he said to me. Replay them over and over. He started that line of
conversation. And we were only talking about guys being proud to ‘show off’ their wives, as opposed to those who are so
insecure that they get possessive or jealous, weren’t we? ‘Jealous’ like I’ve
always ended up before when any guy Grace liked the look of came on strong to
her.  


How much stronger do you want than a guy who blatantly
says he’d be pleased to see more
of my wife if I wanted to show her off to him again?


Something shivers between my legs. But then my stomach
rolls and I pick at a fingernail with my teeth. He’s your boss. This whole situation can’t be right.
Surely it’s bound to harm your job?


But how? Huey
has some sort of mild infatuation with Grace, that's all. It could be a hell of
a lot worse. What if she had a male boss who had a thing for her? I’d have no idea what went on between the pair of them
all day, would I? This is Huey, and if
anything, maybe his desperation to get another ‘cheap show’ of my wife should make me feel sorry for him. He’s on the
outside of our relationship looking in. Like a kid at the window of my candy
store. 


Maybe I did provoke him though. Give him the wrong
impression. I’ll straighten it out with
him tomorrow. Tell him I hope he didn’t misinterpret my comment. That I was
only joking around because I’m proud of Grace. Nothing more. 


What about him getting treatment at Grace’s work? Potentially spending some more alone time
with her? Again, that shiver around
my balls, and the train doors yawn open. 


Shit, my stop!


Under the streetlights I walk through a gentle breeze
and autumn leaves swirl down from the trees like giant mustard-colored
snowflakes. The garish, yellow facade of our apartment block is muted and far
easier on the eye in this light. Up above our little terrace on my right, the
light is on inside. Grace is already home.


How much am I going to tell her?


She’ll have to
hear that Huey’s thinking about making a reservation at the wellbeing center. If
he calls to book it and speaks to her, he might mention that he and I had a
conversation about him going there. I’ll tell her first. But what about the
rest of that conversation in his office?


He called her ‘Pretty, to my face, as well as
admitting how happy he was to see her in her g-string and bra. There goes that
fluttering in my gut again. But
shouldn’t I fess up to Grace about
letting Huey see her in her underwear? Even if I don’t mention leaving them
alone together? What I did was wrong.


I take the concrete stairs rather than the lift so
that I get a little more exercise. No way I can tell Grace what he said
about being keen to see her in a similar situation to Saturday night. And if
the guy has admitted how hot he finds her, shouldn’t I do what I can to stop him going anywhere near her
workplace? Boss or not.


“Hey,” Grace greets me at the door with a kiss and a
can of Coors. She’s still in her black work uniform “saw you through the
window,” she nods toward the terrace.


I take the tin and a mouthful, still not certain
exactly what to say to her. Nor what to do about Huey wanting treatment at the
center. I could ask her to tell him they’re
not taking on new clients, or at least ones with health issues like his at the
moment. Could that sound credible? Or just try to make sure that if he does go there,
she keeps out of his way. I’ll give it
all a little more thought. Wait until we’ve eaten, then bring the subject up.


“So you’ll never guess who we had a call off this
afternoon,” Grace says.


Surely not already?


“Your boss,” she heads into the kitchen area and tops
up a long-stemmed glass of white wine. 


Huey didn’t
waste any fucking time. 


“Oh yeah, he mentioned something at work,” I say and
follow her into the kitchen with my beer, “what did he say?”


“Wanted to ask about treatments for his back,” she
leans against the worktop and sips her wine. 


“Did you speak to him?”


“He asked for me,” she wiggles her eyebrows then
laughs. 


Her answer and actions make my cock twitch but I smile
and pull a face like it’s no big deal.
“Did he book something?”


“I only sold him the most expensive treatment we
offer,” she says.


Typical Huey, flashing the cash around. My gut churns.


“We hardly ever do an Infinity massage,” she says,
“they’re nearly five hundred dollars.”


‘Massage?’ Of course. Obviously, that’s what he’d
want. Crystal Healing or acupuncture wouldn’t be hands-on enough. 


Anger punches the inside of my chest. It rises and
fills my throat. He better not expect my wife to fucking massage him. “Infinity?” the word half lodges under my Adam’s
apple, “What’s one of those?”


“No actual time limit but it’s at least a three-hour
session.”


“Three fucking hours? What the hell can you spend
three hours doing?”


“I had to read all the details to him out of the
brochure but Kay says it starts off with the hot stones to work all the
muscles. Like a deep tissue massage. And with the infinity there’s no limit on
tools or techniques we use,” Grace says around her glass. 


“What ‘techniques’? When’s he booked it?” 


“This Friday.”


“I hope he’s not expecting you to massage him,” I gaze
right at her. 


“I haven’t finished my training,” she shrugs, “I’ve
never used the hot stones. I wouldn’t know where to start. I guess I might
assist Kay a bit. It depends what else goes into the diary before Friday.”


I need to slow my breathing.


She smiles and puts her drink down on the worktop.
Comes over to me, “I guess I could ask
Kay to show me the deep tissue and hot stones treatment before Friday. If you
like the idea of me massaging your boss.”


I gawk at her face.


“Duh, I’m kidding. Obviously,” she kisses me and
grins. 


Her admission makes me sigh with relief, but despite
that, my cock stiffens up against her. 


“Oh,” she says with raised eyebrows and moves back
from me with a slow smile. She peers downward, “I think someone does quite like
the idea of me massaging your boss.”


I don’t reply,
but my face is hot.


“So are you horny again right now?” She asks and her
green eyes sparkle.


“I guess,” I say.


Grace laughs and takes both my hands, “Are you going to take me to bed?”


I pull her across the hall and then, in our bedroom,
even before we’ve closed the door, I tug
at the fastener at the front of her uniform. 


“I cant believe how horny you get from something as
mad as the thought of me and Huey,” her fingers are at the belt of my pants.


“I don’t know what it is,” I say and the confusion is
real. I kiss the top of her tits, yank them fully out of her black bra. Not a white bra like Huey saw her in. I suck her nipples.


“Do you ever wish I had bigger boobs?” she murmurs and
my cock is in her hand. 


“Ooh. Never. And neither should you.”


“So if it’s not the thought of me with Huey that
excites you,” she says and strokes my erection, “what exactly is it?” 


My whole body throbs with excitement but my head
swirls with confusion and uncertainty. “Maybe
the thought of him wanting you. Not being able to have you.”


“He doesn’t want me,” she says
and slicks my cock through her hand. 


“You should hear how he talks about you, Grace,” I say
and it’s more than I should, but I’m rock hard in her hand. 


“What does he say?” she squeezes my cock.


“He told me again today he thinks you’re beautiful,” I
kiss her; burrow a hand into the front of her pants. My fingertips touch her
moist lips there. 


“Oooh, no he didn’t,” she whispers and closes her
eyes, “why would he come out and say those things at the office?”


Is she hot at the thought of Huey? It hardly makes
sense. 


“It came out in conversation,” I say and kiss her
again. Still standing, I inch two fingers into her. Is she aroused because he likes her, or because she
knows it excites me? 


“Ooh,” she moans and kisses me right back, “and it
turned you on when he said it?”


“I like some guys admiring my gorgeous wife.” Guys like Huey.


Grace moans and her fist tightens around my cock. 


“I’m surprised he hasn’t tried to follow you on
Instagram, or Facebook,” I say in case there’s anything she hasn’t told me for
fear of upsetting me. I work my fingers inside her, my other hand on her boobs.


“Ooh,” she moans and kisses me, “don’t worry. You’ll
be the first to hear if he does,” she smiles and her eyes flicker open before
closing again. 


“Come on Grace, let’s get on the bed. I need to do it.”


She giggles and releases my cock. She pushes down her
pants and climbs onto our bed.


I follow her with my cock out. Then pin her to her
back and we kiss. 


Her legs wrap around my sides. Hand back on my cock.
Her hips rise and she helps me target her pussy.


I push down into her. 


“Ooh,” she exhales hard, one hand on the side of my
face. 


“Fuck,” I groan and bury myself to my balls. Work my
hips and imagine how Huey must want her. 


“I’ll have to make sure Kay lets me get involved on
Friday,” Grace moans, “if this is what it does to you,” her arms pull me to
her. Her thighs lock tight around my torso. 









Chapter Five


Joe


“I brought you some soup,” Rachel’s voice says and I
open my eyes. If I did finally manage to drop off and drowse a little I don’t feel a whole lot better for it. My head still
pounds. Feel like shit. I peer from the bed across the room to the doorway.


She’s got a
little tray in her hands and she closes the bedroom door with the back of her
heel.


“I don’t think I could manage anything,” I say without
sitting up.


“You’ve got to eat,” she says, “and it’s chicken and
sweetcorn. Your favorite.” She ignores my protests and makes space on my
nightstand for the tray and steaming bowl. 


The smell of meat knocks me sick and I groan.


“Come on,” she leans over me, “let me help you sit up
and get your pillows straight.”


Even a glimpse of her boobs in the tight t-shirt doesn’t stir anything under the bed-covers. But I do as she
asks, work with her to haul my head and shoulders up and let her plumpen the
pillows. Then I sag back down on them. “I feel bad about you taking time off
work to look after me Rach, there’s no need.”


“There’s every need,” she frowns and plonks her butt
down alongside me, “you’re not well and I want you to get better,” she kisses
my cheek and reaches for the tray. There’s a tea towel folded on it too and she
lays it out on my damp, bare chest and the base of my throat. “And if I wasn’t
here to make you eat you’d be wasting away.”


“Rach, I don’t think I can eat anything…,” I  shake my
head.


“Shh,” says and smiles, lifts the bowl and spoon,
“I’ll feed you.”


I gaze at her serious expression as she fills the
spoon and readies it for my mouth. I can’t
help cracking a smile. I’ve imagined her in a lot of situations before and
since we got together, but nursing and feeding me weren’t two of them. I
don’t know what I’d do without her. 


She purses her lips and blows on the thick creamy
liquid to cool it, then lifts then holds out the spoon and smiles. 


I sigh, but open my mouth. I bet one day she’s going to make a great Mom. Shit, that was a weird thing to think. 


“There. I knew you could do it,” she beams a smile
after my first mouthful.


“I can’t taste anything,” I say.


“Doesn’t matter. At least you’re getting something
down you.”


Five or six spoonfuls in and her phone rings. I think
she was right though. Getting something inside has perked me up a bit. But I
still can’t shake the suspicion that
whatever I’ve come down with is psychosomatic. Somehow tied-in to that asshole
Talbot finally getting what he’s always wanted from my wife at the weekend. 


I shunt the thought of him from my head and feed
myself another half-spoonful of the bland broth.


“Oh, Zaria, hi,” Rachel says to the phone and she’s on
her feet now. She rolls her eyes at me. 


I lower the spoon and listen, try to get an idea of
the tone of her conversation. 


“No, I can’t unfortunately,” Rachel’s cheeks flush.
“Yes. I’m looking after Joe. No. He can’t.” She says and the last three words
sound indignant. “He’s been off work too the last few days. I’ve had to take
today and tomorrow off my day job to stay with him. So he’ll be OK for work
next week. No. I’m sorry. Well there’s nothing I can do about it. No. Joe’s my
first priority, Zaria. I’ll be back as soon as I can. Yeah. OK. Yeah, I will.
Bye.” She hangs up and rolls her eyes again. 


“Was she pissed?” I ask and gaze at her pinched face.


“Well, she wasn’t happy,” Rachel sighs and sits at my
side on the bed again, “I knew she’d be like that as soon as she got the
message.”


“You don’t have to take tomorrow night at Trader’s off
Rachel,” I say and hand her the bowl, slide back down the bed. “Or from the
nursery tomorrow. I’ll be OK on my own. “


“I’ve
never seen you before when you’re not well Joe,” she says and those big, gray-blue
eyes look at me with love and concern. “I don’t like it. I want to get you
better. And you’ve got those big customer meetings coming up at work next week,
haven’t you?”


I groan at the reminder of the two major customer
visits to our factory on Monday and Tuesday next week. When I feel like this.
But as the Sales Manager, I have to be there. “You should go into the nursery tomorrow though,
Rachel, even if you don’t do Trader’s tomorrow night. I’ll be fine on my own
for one day.”


“You were on your own Tuesday and yesterday and look
how that went,” she kisses me and gets up off the bed. 


I can still admire the round outline of her ass in
tight leggings even if I’m in no condition
to do anything about it. 


“I’ll have a bit of company this evening for an hour
or so anyway,” Rachel says and picks up the tray.


“What company?”


“Kev’s bringing Evie round for an hour.”


“Rachel, I’m not in the mood to see visitors,” I groan
pull the covers right up and shudder at the thought of entertaining Kevin or
anyone. 


“You’re not getting a visitor,” she says, “I told Evie
you weren’t well so Kev’s just dropping her off then picking her up after he’s
finished his football or something.” 


An image of my new buddie’s hottie with the gold hair and brown eyes leaks into
my pounding head. If Rachel can’t fire anything up between my legs at the
moment then seeing Kev’s young Britney look-a-like won’t either.


Rachel’s sashays out of the room with the tray and my eyes fall closed. 


But later, by the time I hear two voices in the
apartment I feel a little better. Maybe the soup did me some good after all. I
need to pee though. I sit up, and then in stages, slide myself off the bed.
Glance at the state of my wild hair in the mirror opposite. 


I could probably get across to the bathroom without
being seen if the two of them are in the living room on the sofa, but I don’t want to chance Evie seeing me in only my shorts. Not when I look this rough. 


I shuffle across the room and over the warm mat, pick
my fluffy blue dressing gown from the hook behind the door. The softness around
my shoulders is comforting. I push my slippers on too and then open the door,
head out slowly into the hallway where their voices are louder now over my
right shoulder. Evie’s is higher than
Rachel’s and she’s saying something about a hotel.


“Hi Evie,” I call out and clear my throat.


“Hey, Joe. Sorry to hear you’re not well.”


“I’m on the mend now. Got Nurse Barlow tending me
round the clock.”


Evie laughs and Rachel shouts something back. I peer
over my right shoulder and catch a glimpse of Kev’s wife on the sofa in her jeans. Just her legs and trainers. Couldn’t
see Rachel. 


In the bathroom, I pee and splash water on
my face. Try to straighten my hair a bit. I still look pale. Dark rings under
my eyes. Last time I saw Kev’s wife she
was straddling him with her tits out in the next car. Good-sized tits.


“He gets under your skin though,” Evie says to Rachel
in hushed tones and I’m back in the hallway. “But the sex with him is so
good,” she says and they both laugh. 


Who’s she
talking about? Richmond? I feel a
little shitty but it might be interesting to listen to some of this if I can. So
I linger a moment out of sight. 


“You can’t stop thinking about it, can you?” Evie asks
and Rachel laughs, says something that includes the word ‘Phil’. My wife’s
voice is harder to hear properly because of its deeper tone.


“I’ve got a good mind to do something to really annoy
Richmond so he leaves me alone,” Evie says.


Rachel says something else in reply and they both
laugh. I don’t want to be
discovered lurking here in the hall. I
step into the bedroom, leave the door open two or three feet and loiter by it. I
peer over at the bed. I feel weak. Need to get back into the warmth.


“Oh, I don’t know what I want,” Evie sighs, “it’s so hard to deal with sometimes.” 


I leave the door ajar then peel my dressing gown off,
shiver with cold shuffle back over to the bed. Sink under the covers.


“I’m scared about hurting him if it carries on,” I
think I hear Evie say.


Kev messaged me to say she’d seen Richmond again last weekend. Maybe she’s
regretting it and concerned about hurting Richmond by ending it for good? 


Or is she talking about hurting Kev? 


Rachel’s voice murmurs away inaudibly and I
haul myself up into a sitting position again, lean forward as much as I can to
try and hear anything she says. On the
far side of the nightstand my phone flashes. I’ve had it on silent so no idea
when the message came through. Surely
the office have got the fucking message that I’m out of action? I reach for the phone, tap and swipe the screen then see the Whatsapp
notification. 


Talbot. That’s all I need. I should delete
without even reading it. But I tap his name. 


‘Been loving the vid of her soaping and fingering
herself in my shower J.’


My heart is in my mouth. I peer guiltily at the
bedroom door. Then back at the phone in my hand. 


‘So good is almost unfair not to share on Pornhub.
Need the real thing again tho. And soon. Sophie playing hard to get with me.
When you next round hers with R?’


My already unsettled guts churn. Is this bastard
threatening to blackmail me? And then I remember. He’s got form for it. 









Chapter Six


Huey


I get to Phil’s
club before dark. I’m a couple of minutes early to meet him but that’ll have to
be OK. I’m hungry. Need to grab something to eat as soon as we’ve finished,
then get showered and out fast to meet the guys. Pity none of them has the
experience I need to tap into. Let’s hope Phil doesn’t mistake me for a dork
for asking him. 


I check for messages on my phone then get out and lock
the car, cross the pretty much deserted lot toward the door. Phil’s BM tucked away beyond a silver ford away to my
left. No bouncer on the door tonight so Phil told me to buzz him when I’m here.



“Hey, is Phil Hastings around?” My thumb presses the
cold chrome button above a small speaker near the door.


“Who wants him?” a female says.


“Huey Mather. Got a meeting with him.”


“OK. If want to come in a wait in the foyer?” the
voice rises in pitch at the end of the sentence, “Mr. Hastings will come and
collect you.”


‘Collect me?’ What am I? An Amazon parcel?


The door buzzes and clicks, so I pull the heavy, glass
open by its long chrome handle. I step
into the warmth, but it’s bright too and no music like last time I was here.
But that was Trader’s in trading hours. Smells more of bleach than perfumes
like I remember it. 


“Here he is,” Phil grins and extends an arm.


I pump his hand, “Appreciate
you making a few minutes for me, Bro. I know how busy this time of year is.”


“No worries,” he gestures me through the stark, empty
club. 


“Looks a lot tackier and less glamorous without the
subdued lighting and girls, doesn’t it?” he asks.


“Welcome to reality, eh?” I say and we both laugh.


Up on the Mezz a young guy stacks bottles on the
shelves behind the bar and he nods at us when we pass. Then Phil buzzes us
through a steel door. To a room that looks like a snooker club manager’s office. 


“You seen the Sopranos?” he asks me.


I shake my head.


“No worries. Take a seat.”


“Interesting layout,” I say but that’s not the right
word. More like his word ‘Tacky’. 


“The other guys are still trying to coerce me into
playing golf with them,” he shrugs and sits at the smaller of two desks in the
room. There’s a black and white photo of some old movie star or singer on the
wall on my left. “I’m doing my best to resist an old man’s game,” he says, “but
the club they play at isn’t too far from your office so maybe we can hook up there
if we do this again.”


“Sure. Yeah whatever,” I say, “but hopefully you can
set me straight in one sitting.”


“No worries,” he leans back in his chair, “so what is
it I can do for you?”


“It’s a weird situation for me really Bro,” I sigh,
“there’s this girl..”


“Isn’t there always?” 


“Yeah, well this time it's different. Which is why I’m
asking you. Fact is I cant get her out of my head. Hot as fuck. But she’s
married. And young.”


“Right…,” he says slowly and smirks. 


“Hell, I feel bad just thinking about it. She’s the
wife of an employee. One of the guys I brought here the other weekend.”


“OK,” now he laughs.


“I’ve got no experience with married women,” I say, don’t
care if he thinks that’s lame. 


“So what’s the problem? You banging her?”


“No.”


“Right, so that's the problem.”


I nod.


He shrugs and opens his palms then shrugs again, like
he needs to hear more. 


“I only met her a couple of weeks back. A party at
their apartment. But Bro, as soon as I saw her….”


“OK…,” Phil nods.


“Then last weekend I invited her and him to my
caravan. I’m into water sports,” I say and Phil’s forehead creases.


“No that sort of water-sports,” I shake my head and laugh, “his wife, Grace, she wanted to go
snorkeling and he wouldn’t take her, so I said I would. He hung around in a bar
on the site while me and her went off together in the water.”


“Interesting,” Phil purses his lips and his head
tilts. The door buzzes and a smooth-looking guy in sports jacket steps inside.


“Hey Richmond, this is Huey. Bought some office space
from us a while back. Here for some hotwife advice. Huey, this is Richmond
Coyle. Trader’s founder.”


I reach forward in the seat and shake Richmond’s soft hand. Looks a few years older than Phil. 


The other man sighs and takes a seat at the larger
desk. He loosens his tie, runs a tanned hand through short hair with a
smattering of gray. “I won’t interrupt
for long,” he smiles at me, then looks at Phil, “Any update on Sophie?”


“Did the dirty deed with her last night,” Phil grins,
“got her down at an exhibition this weekend too so I’ll be spending some more
time on it then.”


“How was she?”


“Eager.”


Richmond smiles at Phil, “Softly, softly, then,” he says and opens a drawer at
the desk.


“Don’t worry about Richmond listening to me and you,” Phil
says to me, “the boss has heard it all.”


I shrug and continue. “OK, where was I?”


“You were taking the guy’s wife snorkeling.”


“Benna, can we get some drinks in here?” Richmond
tells the intercom. Ask the newbies to step in with them.” Then he looks at me.
“What’ ll you have Huey?”


“Bud be good,” I say and he repeats that to the
intercom along with two whiskeys and ginger. 


“Yeah, so we went out into the sea,” I say, “we’re
gone for a few hours and she looks hot as hell the whole time. In rubber. She’s
flirtatious, or at least that’s the way I read her. And the whole time my head
is full of how much I’d like to fuck her and everything. I don’t know if I’m
more drawn to her because she’s the guy’s wife and she should be out of bounds,
or what.” 


“Welcome to our world,” Richmond says and taps at his
phone. 


He is listening.


“Maybe I got inspired when I saw you’ve got married
women in here,” I say to them both. “Whatever, but I’m thinking now that a girl
in a relationship with another guy is the kind I should be with. No commitment
expected from me.”


Phil shrugs.


“Anyway, later that day when they’re staying with me,”
I say, “after a few drinks and something to eat, all three of us, she gets up
for the bathroom and doesn’t come back.”


“She leaves?” Phil asks.


“No. Her husband goes to look for her. He finds her
passed out on their bed.”


Phil’s brow
knots and I swear if he didn’t think I’d be pissed about it, he’d check his
watch and wonder where this conversation is headed. 


Something buzzes and Richmond presses a button,
beckons in a petite blonde in a red leotard. She’s got a tray and looks maybe late 20’s. A guy follows her. 


“Ah, excellent Sara,” Richmond smiles at her, “see
you’ve already changed for your shift?”


“Yes, Mr. Coyle.”


She’s pretty. A
little too slim and lacking a serious booty for me, but a nice face and good
legs. She looks nervous, hot-faced. I take my drink and smile at her, wait for
her to leave before I continue.


“So Len, as I’m sure Walden told you,” Richmond
addresses the guy who’s with her, “from time to time, the management might make
their own requests of your wife.”


His wife?


“Carry on guys,” Richmond waves dismissively at me and
Phil and then makes another gesture to the girl. 


I start to speak but am half-watching her. Trying to
monitor what’s happening. 


Richmond slides his seat back away from the desk and
the girl’s face is crimson now. She hands
the tray to her equally red-faced husband who nods at her. Then she goes to the
club owner; disappears down behind his side of the desk. 


Fuck me. 


“Don’t mind us,” Richmond says to us without looking
up. “Len, I’d like you to stand in the far corner of the room with your back to
proceedings. Take the tray with you.”


What the fuck? This guys getting a blow job and he’s
told her husband told not to watch? With me and Phil in the room at the same
time? I check her stricken-looking
partner. Grin at Phil. This place is mental.


Phil grins back. Like he enjoys my reaction. “Go on, Huey. Don’t mind the others. They’re busy.
What were you saying?”


“Shit. Right,” I try to clear my head. The husband is
in the far corner of the room facing the wall. I try to ignore what’s going a
few feet away. Despite the fucking sound of it. “Yeah, so after he’s been gone
a few minutes trying to find her, I go to check everything is OK. He invites me
into their room while he takes her clothes off.”


“Nice,” Phil purrs above the sound of rhythmic
slurping and sucking from the other desk. Richmond too makes a little noise,
but I don’t look his way to check the reason.


“Long story short,” I say, aware that I might be
getting in their way now the sex has already started, “but then, when he’s got
his wife down to her underwear, he leaves me alone with her. Goes off to find
water for her. He’s gone a while and she looks so good.”


“And what do you do?”


“Well nothing,” I open my palms, “I mean the girl’s
passed out.”


“But you wanted to?”


“Yeah I fucking wanted to,” I shrug, but don’t give
him the whole story of what happened before Spens came back. Some things are better left unsaid. 


A hell of choking noise pulls my attention away from
what I’m saying. I cant see anything of
her, but that woman on her knees must really be going to town on that Richmond dude’s
cock right now. His head is down. I check the woman’s husband in the far corner
of the room. What the fuck is going
through his head?


“So what’s the problem?” Phil looks at me like he’s
confused. 


“Eh? Oh, yeah, right. So then this week when we get
back to the office and I talk to the guy about his wife, sound him out some
more, he says he liked me seeing her stripped off the way she was. ”


Phil nods.


“Wanting you to see her isn’t necessarily the same thing as wanting you to fuck her,” Richmond says then gasps, “not always.”


“I get that,” I say and look at the grimace on his
face, “I told the guy I’d be up for more, but maybe that went too far. I don’t
know. But I’ve been getting signs off the wife – Grace, as well. I’m pretty
sure of it. So anyway, I checked he wouldn’t mind, then I booked a session at
the wellbeing center where she works. Tomorrow. A massage.”


“The wife works at a message parlor?” Richmond exhales
hard, both arms below the desk.


“I wish,” I laugh. “No, a wellbeing therapy kind of
place.” Like I said in the fucking
first place. “They do massage as well. But I’m not sure how to play
it. What to do next.”


“You’ll want to fuck it, won't you?” Richmond grunts. 


How do you hold a fucking conversation when you’re getting your dick sucked? “You make it
sounds so easy,” I laugh but stop looking at him. Who wants to see another guy when he’s surely close to cumming? 


“Sounds like the husband wants it to carry on anyway,”
Phil shrugs.


“That’s what I’m hoping. But how far does he want it
to go? And how do I tell? The guy’s an employee. A new one yeah, but he’s gonna
be good. I don’t want to disrupt the business.”


Richmond groans. His eyes roll in his head. A
God-awful choking noise under the desk. Then the top of the blonde’s head appears from between his legs.


“You got to talk to the guy,” Phil says and drags my
attention back to him, “Get him to spell out what he wants.”


The blonde gets to her feet and straightens her hair.
Looks shaky. A stain down the front of her leotard. She twists her wedding band
around on her finger, looks at her husband. 


“You think she and the husband have ever done anything
with other guys before?” Phil asks me.


“I doubt it.”


“You should find out for sure,” Richmond says and
slides his chair forward,  “You need to know all about them. You’re in the
fairly fortunate position of having the husband work for you. If you make sure
he feels a valued employee then he won’t be going anywhere anytime soon. You
can play the long game. Take your time. And he won’t want to endanger his
position with your firm any more than you want to disrupt your business.
Especially as a new employee. He’ll want to keep the boss happy, which is
always extra motivation for any husband who’s our way inclined.”


“Er, excuse me, Mr. Coyle,” the blonde coughs and her
husband is at her side again, “shall we leave now?”


“Ask Zaria to get you something fresh to wear,” he
says and gestures them out with his head. Then he sounds the buzzer. 


“You’ve got the control,” Richmond says to me and he
still isn’t finished, “you can find out all about their relationship from the
husband’s side. Then if you’ve booked your massage or whatever with the wife
you’ll be able to find out more about their relationship from that angle too.
Look for chinks to exploit.”


“Right,” I say. These guys are fucking crazy.
But I like their style. 


“You could do a lot worse than listen to this man,”
Phil says and grins at Richmond.


“I’d talk to the husband after you’ve had the massage
or whatever it is,” Richmond says and he’s on his feet, “happy ending or not.
Make a joke about how good she is with her hands or such like. Even if it's not
true. See how he responds. I wouldn’t go in too heavy too early. In your
position, you’ve got all the time in the world. Ease the pair of them along. An
obvious point perhaps, but make sure he knows his job’s never going to come
under threat because of your interest in his wife. If anything, his career
prospects could be enhanced if they play ball. Or so to speak.”


The guy is full of it.


“So you have any images of the lady in question?”
Richmond asks. 


“I can show you a couple I downloaded from Facebook,”
I reach for my phone and swipe, “her Insta is private.”


Richmond has come over to me and smells musky. I hold
up my phone with an image of Grace in the wetsuit. One from last weekend.


“Great legs,” Phil says.


“Extremely attractive,” Richmond murmurs, “how old?”


“24.”


“Perfect age,” Richmond takes my phone from my hand,
stares at the screen, pinches it to zoom in, “I’m sure Zaria would happily look
at putting a girl like her to work here in the future if you get that far with
her. And if that’s something that interests you,” he nods. 


‘Work’ here?



He hands me my phone. Checks his watch. "I have a
meeting to attend now Philip. I’ll be
back later. Huey, if you’re going to the car. I’ll walk out with you.”


“Sounds like school’s over,” I say.


“You make sure you pick Richmond’s brains some more on
the way out, while you’ve got the chance,” Phil says and shakes my hand. 









Chapter Seven


Kevin


So what if it was only a practice match? I played
shit. I drum my fingers on the steering wheel. Look out the windscreen at the
night. I was piss poor, even aside from the three goals I let in. Two of which
I definitely should have saved. Any more performances like that and I’ll lose my place in the team. Again. I check the
light still hasn’t changed from red then re-tune the radio; find ‘Tears for
fears’ on an 80’s station. Let’s hope Evie’s in a good mood when I get to Joe
and Rachel’s to pick her up. And she tells me exactly what they talked about. 


I quickly check my phone and WhatsApp again. Joe still
hasn’t read the message asking if he
listened in to the girls at all. He really must be feeling crappy.


But maybe I won't need Joe’s observations. Hopefully, Evie will be less vague
about the ‘girl talk’ she needed and her ‘complicated feelings’ than she was before
she went there. 


My stomach gurgles a little with anxiety and then
finally I pull away from the lights. Evie promised me the need to see Rachel
was nothing for me to worry about. She said she just needed the ‘female perspective’ again after meeting Richmond
another time. She needs plenty of reassurance. That much I do know. Like how
she keeps double-checking I’m OK with everything she does. 


That’s no bad thing. 


A block from Joe’s
apartment and an old man with a little dog steps onto a pedestrian crossing in
front of me. I stand on the breaks. He ambles across the road with a walking
stick and the reluctant-looking terrier in his wake. My phone rings on the dash


Richmond. 


My heart leaps and my chest pulls tight. Ignore it.
But it’s him. And
somehow, I can’t. 


“Hi Richmond,” I say into the hands-free.


“Evening Kevin. How are you both?”


“Good yeah. Good thanks. I’m just on my way to pick
Evie up. From Joe and Rachel’s actually.” 


Why did I have to tell him that? He didn’t need to know.


“I see,” he says and drags the second word out, “we’d heard
Joe was sick and Rachel looking after him.”


“Oh, yeah he is. That's why I had to drop Evie off
there and didn’t stay. I haven’t even seen Joe. He was laid up.” 


“Well, it won’t do that wife of yours any harm to spend
a little more time in young Rachel’s company. Keep Evie on the right path, as
it were.”


“Yeah,” I say and my palms are sticky on the wheel. I
pull away from the crossing and head for the parking lot at Joe’s apartment.


“Your sexy little wife’s progress and development are
the reasons I’ve called, Kevin.


I can hardly breathe.


“But let me reiterate how much I enjoyed last Sunday
night Kevin. The oral she so freely gave was beyond gratifying. She’s developing
into a little superstar with her mouth. Only a pity we didn’t seize the
opportunity to have yours prep me a little too.” 


I cant reply. Can’t
think. Parking space? 


Richmond chuckles through the hands-free speaker. “OK, so look; I’m thinking about next steps. I’m not
available this coming weekend unfortunately, but how about a week on Saturday?”


“I don’t know Richmond,” I pull the car over, try to
control my breathing and heart, “I’d have to check with Evie.”


“Of course. But I’m thinking it would be timely to
reintroduce Philip to the mix as well. I think she’s ready. Don’t you?”


Oh my God. I’m dizzy. He
wants to share my wife with his friend again. My whole body is weak with fear and I’m close to jabbing out a finger to end the call. But
my mouth has dried up with excitement too. I’ve fantasized about Evie with the
two of them a thousand times since that night in Crete. “I don’t know Richmond.
It might be a bit soon.” My cock is iron in my pants. 


“It would be good to have it as the next goal. Don’t
you think?”


What do I say?


“I’d like you to work on her a little. Don’t overdo
it. Perhaps some gentle coaxing. How much you’d like to see it again, how
wonderful she looked the last time. The signs were good when I was fucking her
again at the weekend, Kevin. When I mentioned Philip to her.”


When you were spanking my wife. Teasing her. Making
her scream with pleasure.


“I’ll
put in another call to her as well,” he says, “float what I have in mind. But
don’t worry. I’ll back up a little if she’s overly hesitant. We must keep
watering the seeds of her development though Kevin.”


I still haven’t
fully recovered from Richmond’s call when I’m at Joe’s door. 


“Hiya,” Evie answers with her coat already on and her
bag slung over her shoulder. 


Crap. I was hoping Joe might have been about for a
quiet word. See if he heard anything. 


I kiss Evie’s
cheek but peer beyond her to Rachel. She’s the same kind of girl as Evie. Can’t help but look
hot even in a baggy jumper. “Joe any
better?” I ask her.


“He’s asleep at the moment,” she says, “needs to catch
up on it. He hasn’t had much over the last couple of days. He’s on the mend
though,” she smiles.


She and Evie hug, and side-on Rachel’s lower body in leggings is even better. She almost
looks as hot as when she was riding Joe in the car that night. 


The thought makes my face burn. “Give him my regards will you, Rachel?” I look up and clear
my throat, “ask him to text me when he’s up to it?”


“Will do,” she smiles and wiggles her
fingers to wave us off. 


“So how did it go?” I say when Evie and I are in the
car.


“Good. I think she was as glad to see me as I was her.
She’s been stuck in the house taking care of Joe since Wednesday night.”


“Is he honestly so sick he needs a nursemaid?”


“Don’t be like that Kev,” Evie looks across at me in
the light from the dashboard. “She adores Joe. He’s been working too hard and
she likes looking after him. She was happy to have some female company for a
bit. I’d look after you the same if you weren’t well. Touch wood.”


“I know you would,” I say and on the freeway now, I
overtake a wagon. “So what did you talk about?”


“You know why I wanted to see her. She’s been through
the same things as me. We just talked about what goes through a girl’s head
when she’s in a relationship with someone else as well as her husband.”


A ‘relationship’?


“I hadn’t seen Richmond in so long that I’d forgotten
what it was like.”


To be fucked by him? To suck his cock? “So what does go
through a girl’s head when she’s seeing
another guy too?


“Lots of stuff. But Rachel put my mind at ease.”


“You’re not going to tell me exactly what?”


“Just insecurities,” she sighs, “you know how I get.”


“We agreed we wouldn’t have secrets,” I say and glance
across at her again.


“It’s nothing Kev. Girl talk,” she reaches for my
thigh, “are we going to stop somewhere on the way home?”


I peer back at her and it sure isn’t food she wants me to stop off for. I’m certain her
libido shoots off the chart every time she’s spent time with Rachel. Joe’s wife
is the best - and the worst, influence ever on her.


I head for the same rest area where we had sex
alongside the other couple’s car a few
weeks back. Whatever details I eventually get from Evie about her chat with
Rachel I’m going to message Joe again from work tomorrow. See what he heard. 


At the dark woodland parking lot, I pull the car over
in the far and darkest corner. I switch off the engine. Leave the ignition on
for some light from the dash.


Evie pulls off her jacket and she’s on me right away. Kissing me, feeling for my cock. 


She is horny. She pulls her jumper up and
exposes her bra.


I lift that up too. Nuzzle on her crinkling nipples.
Her fingers push through my hair. 


“Remember last time we came here, Kev?” she murmurs.


“Mmm,” I say with a mouthful of boob. 


She gets my cock out of my jogging pants. Then lets it
go and drops back to her seat, slides that back. 


I push down my pants and shorts and my cock stands to
attention up my belly. My balls are tight.


“What if that guy is watching us again like last
time?” Evie peers around outside at the dark; grabs my cock again. 


She’s
turned on at the thought.


“Come on, let’s get your things off too,” I tug at the
button on her jeans, unzip her and get them down with her panties. She kicks
off her trainers and she’s bare from the waist down. She grabs at my cock again
and I’m right over her side of the car, fingers inside her. 


She widens her thighs, pulls me down to her. 


“Ooh,” I push hard. As deep inside her tight heat as I
can. Hold my cock still there and savor the sensations. “Fu-uck Evie. “


“So me and Rachel were talking about something you
mentioned early-on about Richmond,” she nibbles at my earlobe.


“What did I mention?” I ask, confused, but I slide
half-out, then back and deep into her. Grip the sides of her hips.


“About not getting emotionally involved with one guy,”
she says and her top teeth slide across her bottom lip. Her eyes are on me.


“Right,” I almost stop thrusting. 


Holy crap. She’s not going to talk about Lucas again? No way. Not her stepsisters ex. Phil? Then my
excitement surges. Dizziness. Grip the sides of bare hips and pound her. Has
Richmond called her already? Suggested we involve Phil? I kiss around her
throat, “You don’t mean…someone else?”


Evie rubs herself into me, “I was thinking next time you want me to do something
we should try a nightclub.”


“Nightclub?” now I do I stop fucking her and back
away a bit. Stare down at her.


Evie’s eyes open, “Don’t stop Kev,” she says and her pussy clenches. 


“We tried nightclubs before,” I say. What’s
she talking about? “Before Richmond. It was a disaster.”


“Only because we were new to all this,” her arms pull
me back down to her, “we didn’t know what we were doing back then, did we?
You’re more relaxed about me around other guys now. I’m just saying if you
wanted me to do something else, we could find someone we don’t know. As long as
I get to choose who of course,” she says and her eyes burn, her tongue pushes
into my mouth.









Chapter Eight


Spencer


In our bedroom, a pony-tailed Grace fastens then
straightens her black work tunic over her pert bust. I pretend to be busy
dressing myself. I don’t want her to
think I’m staring. I’ve vowed to myself I’d keep calm about Huey going to where
she works today. But calm is the last thing I feel. Especially after her teases
in bed about asking Kay to let her ‘get involved’ with his treatment. His massage.
She might not have meant what she said – when I ask she laughs and won’t confirm it either way - but my emotions are all
over the place. They have been since Tuesday. 


On the one hand, my body buzzes with that sick
excitement. And on the other, I’m fraught
with irritation at Huey.


Try to get some perspective, Spens. Is it such a big deal? Grace works at a health
center that has clients at least five days a week. So what if one of them
happens to be someone you work with? Even if you know for a fact that he
thinks she’s hot. There must be other
clients who go there and see your Grace and then would love to date her. If she
wasn’t married.


But how many have spent time alone with her? Seen her
half-undressed? Told me they want more of it?


“You be back normal time tonight?” I ask her and hope
the question sounds innocent. I check myself in the bedroom mirror to add to
the impression that it’s not a loaded question. 


“Of course. Why?” Grace shrugs and leans over our bed,
checks for something in her shoulder bag. 


“I just thought with an ‘Infinity’ customer you might
end up working late,” I say unable to resist it. 


Grace laughs. She closes her bag, slips it over her
shoulder, and comes to me. “You are funny,” she says and kisses me. “One minute you’re all hot
and bothered about Huey supposedly liking me, and the  next you’re making
sarcastic comments about him.” 


“I’m only kidding,” I lie to her beautiful, pale green
eyes and I smile. She smells good. Fresh out of the shower and fragrant. I kiss
her full on the lips. “I trust you.”


“Hmm, I should think so,” she says and straightens the
collar on my shirt, “anyway Kay’s still buzzing that we’ve sold him the full
package.”


I pull her tight against me and the warmth of her body
stiffens my cock. 


“Mr. Lowell,” she pushes an arm down between us,
squeezes my hard-on. 


I shrug like it can’t be helped. 


“All because your boss is coming to my work?”


“I guess.”


Grace laughs then her arms wrap around my neck, “well I did promise to let you know if Huey tried to
follow me on Social Media…”


My blood chills. “Has
he?”


“He followed Kay’s business and asked to follow me. “


“Did you let him?” Did he think I wouldn’t find
out? The prospect of Huey having full
access to every photo, video, and story Grace posts online makes quickens my
pulse. But my chest aches too.


“Of
course not,” Grace rolls her eyes shakes her head and ponytail. “I ignored the
request. I knew you wouldn’t like it.”


Grace leaves for work before me and takes the car. So
with a few minutes to spare I head straight down the hall to the bathroom. Any
misgivings about Huey pestering Grace online or at work today vanish in a haze
of diseased excitement about the same things. 


I shove my pants down, stroke my cock fast to vivid, imagined
scenes of him stripped to the waist and Grace relaxing him. Relieving
him. Pleasuring him. My Grace having to ‘serve’ my boss. Kneading his shoulders and lower back. Huey moaning with
the pleasure I know those hands and fingers can give. It’s not
right. Maybe he flips over and she
works on his chest. Eye contact while she massages him. 


I cum hard at the prospect. 


I clean up and dress again, leave the
house with resentment building and I have to calm myself with reminders that
Grace, like me, is only a junior at her job. As she said, she’s not even fully trained. Kay will be the one doing
any massaging. She’ll hardly want to risk a ‘newbie’ on a client who booked the
most expensive service they offer. 


But on the walk to the subway, I worry that Huey could
specifically ask for Grace’s input. And
then becoming so relaxed that he somehow lets slip about seeing her in her
underwear at the caravan. Maybe even telling her that I left them alone for a
few minutes. And that I’m ‘happy’ he saw her. 


Shit. 


My face reddens on the stairs down to the
cool of the station platform. Check the arrival time on the overhead board. But
surely Huey would want to be careful not to tell her too much? 


On an unusually packed train with standing room only I
grip a handrail and I tell myself to stay logical. Calm. Whatever he
says to Grace she and I will have a rational discussion about it tonight when
she gets home. 


I try too to dismiss the lingering concern about my
boss asking to follow my wife on Instagram. She ignored him, didn’t she? But
the fact is he tried. 


So exactly what is that you hope happens at the
Wellbeing center today? I mean, how
would you feel if Grace came home and said Kay handled the whole visit? That your
wife never even crossed paths with your boss? Hand on heart that would be a
disappointment right? You like the guy being attracted to your wife.


I can’t deny it.
And as much as the online ‘stalking’ kind of pisses me off, let’s face it, it
makes the hairs on my arms and neck stand on end too. 


But I don’t like him thinking I don’t know about it. I could tell him she
mentioned his ‘follow’ request to me. Just so he’s aware I know. I could do that
without it being confrontational, couldn’t I?


Later, at my desk, and dealing with emails I stew
about the best time to tackle Huey before he leaves the office. 


“Boss isn’t in this afternoon,” Frank announces around
10-30 with a whisper across the open-plan office. Adam gives him, then me the
thumbs-up.


My face burns. What if Huey has told them where
he’s going? How’s
that going to make me look?


“Where’s he off?” Adam asks and let’s hope Frank
doesn’t know. 


“Something to do with his back,” Frank shrugs and taps
at his keyboard. 


I breathe a sigh of relief. But then I wonder why Huey
hasn’t told them exactly where he’s going. Is
there something concerning about that? Like if he didn’t have an ulterior motive, why not tell the guys? 


My head is in bits. You’re not staying calm like you promised you would. You need to be logical. I get up from my desk
and head for the washroom. To splash my face with water and get my thoughts
together. Then I’m going to talk to Huey.
Tell him casually that I heard he tried to follow Grace online. Jokingly remind
him not to mention anything to her about that night at his caravan. 


But when I’ve
composed myself and get back to my desk, Huey’s door is already open. His
office empty.


“He hasn’t gone already, has he?” there’s a crushing
weight in my chest.


“Yeah just took off. Said to tell you he’d see us
bright and early Monday. Must be a foxy back specialist he’s going to. Stunk of
cologne when he left.”


He sprayed himself before he went to Grace’s work? Left without the decency to even say anything
to me? 


I grind my teeth but take a seat at my desk. Anger
surges up through me. I pretend to give a shit about what’s on the screen in front of me. Take deep breaths, Spens. Think about it. He’s not stupid. Why would he say anything about that night at his ‘van and risk pissing Grace off? In fact, him not taking the time to speak to me again
about where’s was going probably shows
his motive is honest. He gets problems with his back. Grace works somewhere
that could help. She just happens to be a pretty face too. 


That makes him a sad older guy. Same as does wanting to check her photos out online. 


I try to refocus on work, try to flesh out the areas
of the team ‘World’ concept I’m
responsible for, but my mind keeps wandering. 


Eventually, a little before twelve, the
time Huey is supposedly due at Grace’s
work, I can’t hold out anymore. I head for the washroom again. This time for a
different reason. If I jerk off, at
least I might get some work done this afternoon.


After another bout of stomach-churning angst that I
have to battle off, the afternoon is indeed eventually a little easier. The
three of us have a team meeting to discuss progress with the current project.
Then later, at 4 pm, when Huey’s minimum
session length should have long expired, I text Grace. I don’t inquire directly
about Huey. Don’t want to look too concerned. And if on the off chance he’s
still there, I don’t want him to somehow hear I messaged and asked about him.


‘Hey G, How’s ur day going?’ Is all I send.


The question remains unanswered at 5-15 pm when a few
minutes later than usual for Friday, I’m
saying goodnight to the guys leaving the office for the subway. 


‘Long day. Glad it’s Friday. Xx’ comes through on the journey home. But later, when I
near our apartment block on foot in the rain and peer up at our little terrace,
it and the window above are in total darkness. 


Still not home? My blood turns
cold. She’s always back by this
time.









Chapter Nine


Spencer


I reach our apartment and I’m right. Grace still isn’t home. It’s
almost six-thirty. I check the
radiator in the hallway. The heating’s still
off. Doesn’t look like she’s been back and then nipped out again for something.
I check my phone again. 


No more messages. Huey’s ‘Infinity’ crap can’t still be going on. I type a text to her, any excitement about her day now
fully dampened by a leak, then a flood of insecurity.


‘Where are you?’ 


Then the doorbell rings and I yank it open.


“Oh. Hi. Er, sorry, Spens,” Tony from upstairs, and he
looks surprised. 


“Oh sorry,” I apologize too. My face must have looked
like thunder. “I just got home. You OK? Want to come in?”


“No, it’s only a quick one. Mia and me wondered if
you’re not doing anything later whether you want to come round for a few drinks
and takeout?”


“Oh right yeah. She’s not back yet. Let me
have a word with her and I’ll let you know in a bit OK?” I doubt I’ll
be in the mood for company tonight. Not now. 


I’m getting
changed in our bedroom with my stomach frothy about how late Grace is and I’m certain
it’s Huey who delayed her, when I hear her.


“I’m home,” she calls from the hallway, “at last.”


I don’t reply. 


“Spens?”


I ignore her a second time. I want to piss her off. 


“Spens?” she calls, louder now and then she’s at the
bedroom door, looks gorgeous in her black uniform, “why didn’t you answer me?”


“I was thinking,” I lie, “I was miles away.” 


“What a day,” she groans and extends the last word. She slumps
onto her butt on the bed and kicks off her work shoes. She extends her arms
back behind her on the bed and exhales, wiggles her toes. 


“Because of Huey?” What did he do?


“Mrs. Clarke, the last client of the day, she was late
getting there for her acupuncture session,” Grace groans, “but she’s a regular
so we had to wait until she arrived. And then on my way home the car was making
funny noises so I didn’t want to go too fast and there’d been bus crash or
something, so the traffic was awful.”


My heart and anger melt and I give her a slow smile. I
should never have gotten pissed with her. Shouldn’t have let insecurity get the better of me again. Could do without car trouble though. I’ll take a look at that tomorrow. I sit
alongside her on the bed, kiss her. “So
how was Huey, anyhow?”


“I didn’t see that much of him. But he was OK,” she shrugs and laughs. Weirdly her cheeks flush. “He
certainly can talk,” she shakes her head and looks away, “he’s funny though.
Kay thinks he’s an awful flirt.”


My stomach flutters. “So Kay did all his treatment?” A kind of heaviness sinks through me.
Like I’m disappointed as well as relieved that she didn’t see much of him. 


“Most of it. I was on reception a lot of the time when
he was there. I put the aromatherapy oils out for them and helped with the
stones. Then Kay did the deep tissue massage. She just got me to help a little
with that near the end.”


“The massage?” my throat dries up.


Grace nods, “She
had to take a call. She told Huey I was still being trained, but he said he
didn’t mind being a ‘guinea pig’ for a few minutes.”


I bet he didn’t. “For how long?” I swallow
hard.


“Not long,” Grace laughs and kisses my cheek again.
But she doesn’t hold eye contact. Then she stands and unzips her uniform over
her bust. “You knew when I started the job that I’d be giving massages
sometimes, Spens.”


“I know,” I say. I always assumed they’d be
with your more typical clients. Older Women. “So it was just you and him for a
while?”


“Don’t worry,” she says, now in only her black bra and
black work pants, “he was as good as gold with me. I think he could tell I was
nervous.”


A little more disappointment, but now my groin
twitches too. Grace alone in a massage room with my boss. Touching his bare
skin. Did that really happen? “What
was he saying to you? While you were....”


“How well you’re doing at your job,” she slides her
pants down over her hips, uncovers little black panties and her round butt,
“and how good I am with my hands,” she looks at me and giggles.


Is she making this up to tease me? I peer back up at her from the bed. 


“He told Kay I’m a natural masseuse.”


Something sickly slithers through my gut. Huey now
knows what it feels like to have my wife’s hands on his body. I stand
and grab her. “So what part of his body
were these on?” I hold her hands down by her sides, kiss her neck. 


“His shoulders,” she whispers in my ear, “his
back….his legs.” 


“Legs?” my throat constricts.


“Are you jealous?”


She is teasing me. I move one of her arms,
place her palm on my hard-on. 


“Mmm,” she murmurs and squeezes me, her voice soft in
my ear, “Huey must have enjoyed himself because he booked Infinities for the
next two Fridays as well. Kay was ecstatic.”


Two more sessions? I gaze into Grace’s eyes, expect
them to crinkle and her to laugh, to admit she’s making this up. “He’s booked
to go there again?” 


“Twice more,” she gives my cock a double pat with her
palm.


Fuck. But is this all to goad me? Because she knows it
will make me want sex? 


“What were you thinking while you were massaging him?”
my voice cracks twice in the sentence. 


“That his body is better than it looks in a wet suit,”
she says and she’s rubbing me through my pants. 


Fuck. I grin
at her and expect the same in return. An acknowledgment that she’s pranking me. Don’t get it. I tug up her bra, draw
the end of one tit into my mouth. “He’s more out of shape than I am at the
moment,” I say. Part of me wants her to mock his appearance, part of me craves
that she won’t. She’s already told me she thinks he’s charismatic. I know
she likes the idea of older guys. 


“He’s well built,” she says while I suck one tit then
the other. Her fingers move through my hair, “chunky. But he’s got more muscles
than you’d think.”


I peer up from her stiff nipples, check her facial
expression. 


Her eyes are closed and I still can’t be sure she’s genuine. I’m not certain I want her
to be.


“What else did you talk about?” I ease a hand down
into the front of her panties. 


“He mentioned messaging me on Instagram.”


Cheeky twat. My
stomach is as hard as my cock. Doesn’t he give a shit that she’s my wife? I slide two fingers into her burning, moistened pussy. 


“Ooh, he said he hoped I didn’t mind him messaging
me,” her fingers unzip me, 


Is he for real? “What did you say?” I wriggle my
fingers deeper inside her. 


“Mmm,” she exhales hard in my face, strokes my
hard-on, “pretended I hadn’t seen the message. Didn’t want your boss to know I’d
ignored him. Ooh, I told him I don’t use Insta much.”


Fucking hell.
I check her face. Could still be a joke. “I bet he’ll want you to do more of his treatment than Kay next week,” I
stroke her hard clit. 


“It might have to,” Grace says and her hand grips my
shaft, works it. Her teeth pull at her bottom lip. 


“What do you mean?” I quicken my fingers in her pussy.



“Kay finishes early next Friday. Her husband’s taking
her away for the weekend. It’s their anniversary. She’s hasn’t booked any other
clients.”


“So you’d be on your own the whole time with Huey?” My
blood chills but my cock throbs in her hand.


“Huey didn’t want to re-schedule,” the fingers of her
other hand stroke my balls.


Because he wants to be on his own with you Grace. On
his own with my wife. “Even though you’re not fully trained?” I kiss her
throat, coax and cajole her pussy with my soaked fingers. 


“Mmm,” she moans.


“Fucking hell Grace. How do you feel about that?” heat
flashes through my whole body. 


“Ooh, depends if my husband’s horny about it.” 


I pull her down onto the bed with me. Shove my shorts
and pants down. Then pull her panties right off her. Bury my head between her
thighs. I kiss her there. Lap at her fragrant, tangy folds. Grip my cock with
one hand.


“Mmm, Spens,” she groans from higher up our bed, moves
a smooth inner thigh against my head, “Kay said he couldn’t take his eyes off
me.”


Oh, Grace. He wants you so bad. “Yeah, but he’s
wasting his time, isn’t he?” I ask around her pussy, but the words are more to
test her reaction. I lick her there again.


She murmurs and bucks her hips.


“Do you like him wanting you Grace?” I stop licking.
Stop jerking, peer up her body to her face. Her eyes are closed, mouth a little
open. “Do you?” I touch her clit with a fingertip.


“Ooh.”


“You do, don’t you?” I climb up the bed, kiss her
mouth.


“Because I know it turns you on,” she reaches for me
with both arms, “come on Spens. Fuck me, please.”


I grip my cock and plunge down into her. Lock myself
inside her heat. 


“Oh,” she gasps; pulls me tight to her. Arms and legs
envelop me, “he turned over on the bed in his towel Spens. Ooh, after I’d
massaged his back, I could see he was all excited under the towel.” 


Shit. “He had a hard-on?” 


Her teeth pull her bottom lip and she nods. 


“Because you’re so good with your hands,” I clutch
both her hips, slam hard into her. Fucking
hell, fucking hell. “How did you feel
when you saw that? Huey had a hard-on for you?”


No reply.


“Tell me Grace,” Kiss her throat, grind myself into
her, claw at her hips, “tell me how you felt when you saw Huey had a hard-on
for you.”


“I didn’t know where to look,” her eyes flicker open,
her nipples are hard, tits shuddering beneath me, “didn’t know what to say. He
was as embarrassed as me.”


Yeah, sure he was. “I bet he was hoping you might help
him out with it, jack him off with those hands.”


“Mmm, or do even more,” Grace’s mouth devours mine and
her body stiffens, shakes. Even her legs. She cries out in my face. She’s
cumming.  


‘Do even more’? That even crossed her mind?









Chapter Ten


Kevin


“Tomorrow night?” Evie stops pouring her sparkling red
wine and frowns at me from the worktop in our kitchen.


“Why not?” I eye her in the beige leggings and tight,
caramel brown V-necked t-shirt that shows off her prominent boobs. My cock throbs
in my jeans, “You said in the car last night you’d come onto a guy you liked
the look of if we went to a club and found someone.” And the fact you suggested it has been driving me mad
the whole last 24 hours. Not to
mention knowing exactly ‘why’ you’ve suggested
it.


“I didn’t necessarily mean this weekend,” she sips her wine, looks at me with those big brown
eyes.


“We’ve got nothing else planned, have we? I haven’t
got a match on Sunday so no need to worry about recovering from a late night,”
I swallow a mouthful of Coors.


“We’d have to go out of town to do it Kev,” she clicks
a thumbnail off a fingernail. Repeatedly. “I wouldn’t want to bump into anyone
we know.”


She was serious about doing it. “I know,” I croak. My cock stiffens right up. Sleeping with Richmond is ‘turning’ her. ‘Changing’ her. I know this isn’t
Rachel’s doing. Joe messaged me back. Told me Evie wants to piss Richmond off.
That she doesn’t want to get too close to him. 


“But if we did go out of town,” Evie gazes at me over
her raised wine glass, “we’d have to stay away for the night and we cant really
afford a hotel at the moment can we?”


“A hotel?”


“I don’t mean to take someone back to,” her eyes open
wide and she shakes her head, “I hope you’re not expecting me to go that far.”


I shake my head too. I’m not sure what I’m expecting, but maybe I need to lower all expectations.



“I meant a hotel so you don’t have to drive back,” she
says and blows a stray lock of golden-blonde hair out of her eyes, “so you
could have a drink too.”


“I’m not bothered about drinking,” I say and I mean
it. I want to be clear-headed to watch
Evie if she’s going to be making eyes at
guys in a nightclub. She’s right about one thing though. She’s not the same
girl she was when we tried this kind of thing before Richmond. 


I put my beer down on the worktop and smile at her. I
reach for her and wrap my arms around her slender waist,  “I’ll be high enough just from watching whatever you
get up to.”


“It might not be that much,” she shrugs, looks
thoughtful. 


“You can do anything
you want to,” I say and kiss her neck,
“no-one’s going to know.”


“Richmond would be fuming if he knew what we’re
planning,” she says. 


“I know. The man who bought you a chastity belt when
he heard you went with Lucas that time,” I push my stiffy against her. Who the hell did he think he was, doing that? “You might
enjoy provoking his anger. Get your butt slapped by him again?”


“I’m not sure I’ll tell him,” she says and her cheeks
have flushed.


I don’t know if
tomorrow night might wreck Richmond’s plans for reintroducing Phil and Evie to
each other again, but I’m too worked up to let that be my main focus now. I
kiss her neck again, work my body against hers. 


“So if we are going out tomorrow night,” she says, “I need
to look for a new dress at the mall in the afternoon. And don’t worry. I won’t
spend money we haven’t got.”


“I hope not,” I smile and kiss her, “just make sure
it’s revealing.”


Evie rolls her eyes.


Saturday evening, after a light tea of a toastie each
and Evie having so far refused to show me what she bought from her trip to the
mall with Bridget, she lets me back into our bedroom at quarter to nine.
Fifteen minutes before we said we’d set
off out. 


“Well?” She smiles and moves her long, fair hair
around. She adjusts a gold chain on the right shoulder of a sleeveless, bright
red dress. A clingy, wonderfully short stretch dress. 


My heart races out of control.


The gold chain crosses Evie’s body and links down to her left hip where it’s
attached to a cream clutch bag no bigger than a purse. The dress shows most of
her bare thighs. Makes her tits look
incredible. It takes me several
seconds to react. 


“Shit, Evie,” I stare and drink in more detail. 


The intense red dress that sheaths her petite,
magnetic shape doesn’t have a low
cleavage. It’s got a round neck at the base of her throat, but also a kind of
gash below the neckline. Shows a large oval patch of flesh just above her
cleavage. Another split in the dress on the right side of her waist. Displays a
further tantalizing strip of flesh. Lower down, black, patent leather heels
make legs statuesque. She’s fake-tanned too. 


“I don’t look trashy, do I?” she turns to the mirror.


I stare at the succulent, twin swollen mounds of her
behind and the backs of her thighs. “Amazing.
You’ll get loads of attention,” I say and my dick has swollen. I’d never tell
her, but she does look a little ‘slutty’. And hell, that’s hot. ‘Easy’, like a girl
who’s keen to attract male attention. My
wife.


“But not trashy?”


I shake my head. It’s almost a lie. For a second and she twists as turns in the mirror, I brood
about whether I’ll be able to deal with what might come her way looking like
she does. But my pulsing groin overcomes any fear and I move up close behind
her; push my hard-on into her fleshy butt. I inhale her freshly washed hair,
lime fragrance mixed with something even fresher in her French perfume. “You
smell so good too,” I murmur into her hair.


“Come on,” she says and twists to me,
kisses me, “if we’re going.”


In the car, with the destination nightclub selected
yesterday because it’s known in the town
in question (if not to Evie) as something of a ‘Singles bar’, I silently tell
myself I’m not being deceitful by not letting her know of the club’s
reputation. There’ll be more opportunities for her somewhere like that. She’ll
get more attention which will help her confidence. Hopefully, encourage her to
be braver hitting on guys. 


I expect us to plan our approach for when we get
there, but when I broach the subject while I drive through the dark she just
shrugs and says “Let’s see what happens.”
She fiddles with the radio station and I return to my own thoughts, ponder
which way the night might go. What happens if it’s the kind of disaster we used
to have on these types of outings before we ever met Richmond. And if so, whether
I’ll be able to motivate her to meet with Richmond - and hopefully, with a bit
of luck, maybe even that Phil guy too- next weekend. 


My cock throbs. 


Much of the failure of those earlier outings with Evie
was due to old-fashioned jealousy rearing
its head and getting the better of me. You can’t help but learn to swallow your
pride though once you’ve watched your wife ravished by another man. ‘Traditional’
jealousy won’t be an issue tonight. 


I glance across at her. Shit, she looks hot. My
wife dressed to pull other men. I reach across for her bare thigh. Squeeze
the cool flesh and Evie smiles at me. 


Has Richmond has spoken to her about next weekend? That
might be part of what’s driving her to
want to do this tonight.
I don’t want to ask in case it ruins the mood. Ruins whatever her motivation
is. 


“So are we going into the club together?” Evie asks
when we’re in the town and she breaks my concentration. It’s her hand on my
thigh now.


She’s
thought about not even going into the place with me? I indicate right for a parking lot that seems close
enough for us to use. I can remember when we used to do this kind of thing
and she’d hardly let me out of her
sight. “I don’t know,” I say, body tense and I glance over to her. 


She’s peering at
her face in her phone. 


“Whatever you feel most comfortable doing,” I say and
the car crunches over gravel and the uneven ground of an unsurfaced, but packed
parking lot. Cars gleam under floodlights and couples, groups of excited, loud
party-goers head from their cars, wind their way through the lot toward the bright
lights. 


Maybe it’s
not just being fucked by Richmond that’s brought about this apparent change in
her since we used to come out like this. Maybe Rachel filled her head with ideas.
With a different outlook. My cock
stiffens yet again in my pants. Joe says his wife has had more men than she
can count. 


I bring the car to a halt. Peer out at the light above
the signage with details of how to pay to park. My breathing is audible above a
Shania Twain track on the radio. To me at least. My hands tremble with
anticipation of my wife with a stranger. And dark fear. 


How would I feel if Evie one day ended
up as promiscuous and slutty as Rachel? Willing to go with so many different
men? I don’t want to answer that.


“It looks like girls get to walk right in,” Evie says
when we’ve rounded the corner on foot. I look across the street at the
roped-off queue that winds down the sidewalk opposite for what must be a
hundred yards or so. At the front of the line are the electric blue lights of ‘Quaintways’
nightclub entrance. And it looks like Evie was right about girls going straight
in. There’s a lot of guys waiting in line. But then again, this is supposedly a
‘singles’ venue. My stomach quivers. 


“So should I go ahead? Meet you later?” she moves her
chain and bag around her body. “I need a drink to calm my nerves,” she says and
she’s already getting looks from across the street.


“OK,” I say and my throat is tight, “but check your
phone for messages from me. Just in case security decide not to let me in. And
if you can’t get service on your phone, give me around half an hour and if I
haven’t found you, I’ll be lurking outside near the entrance for the same
reason. Come out and we’ll go find another club.” I go to kiss her.


“Hey,” she eases me away before we make contact,
“you’ll spoil the illusion,” she says and laughs, “wish me luck.”


“Wait Evie,” I call after her, my eyes drawn to the
round thrust of her butt in her tight red dress. She’s got
the tiniest crimson g-string underneath that. I catch her up at the kerb and look into her heavily
made-up brown eyes. “You know that if you
do find someone you like, you can do as much as you want with them, don’t you?” My cock
swells in my chinos at the ‘free pass’ I’ve
reiterated.


“Let's see how it goes,” she says and glances across
the street at the queue. “I’ll look out for you.”


I let her cross the street toward the head of the line.
High heels clicking on the paving. Long, shapely legs. She holds her head high
as if to defy her nerves. Her thick blonde hair swings around her shoulders and
the proud outline of her buttocks, firm under the skimpy stretch fabric. 


My stomach does somersaults and a frosty chill blows
through me that has little to do with the weather.


Evie gets waved straight in by one of the doormen who
says something to her that makes her laugh. My body tenses further and I cross
the street. Head for the back of the line. 


It inches forward so slowly while I wait that it feels
like it's hardly moving. I begin to worry that the club might have a ‘one in, one out’ policy with male customers. Voices
around me are raised. Excited. I guess most people are a few drinks in. I’m
stone-cold sober. Waves of heated arousal rush through me about Evie being in
there on her own. Dressed like that. Prey for any guy who wants to try his luck. 


But there’s an
ongoing feeling of self-consciousness too. One that makes me keep my hands in
my pockets and my eyes down much of the time. I probably look a little like
some sad loner here on my own. I try to stay reasonably close to a mixed group;
guys with girls directly in front of me. Create the impression (if anyone else
should look), that I could be part of the group. 


High on my right on the club’s exterior wall runs a horizontal strip of thin electric
blue lighting. The same color as around the entrance further up the street.
Every few feet or so that the line moves forward there’s another spotlighted ad
on the wall for forthcoming events featuring DJs I’ve never heard of. The ads
are printed in the style of old newspapers and mounted in glass frames. I read
them to kill time. Check my phone for some word from Evie. Text her to let her
know I’m still waiting.


It’s almost
forty minutes in increasingly chilly night air before I’ve finally paid and am
inside. Warm at last.


‘Made it,’ I type and hit send to my wife. I keep my
eyes scanning all around me but head through the throng and the thump of house
music straight to the nearest bar. I
don’t want to look doubly weird on
my own by wandering around without a drink. So I queue again. This time for a double red bull with ice. Keep
checking all around me for Evie. 


Once I have my drink, I concentrate on finding my
wife.


There’s a weight
in my chest as I tour the whole venue. Can’t see her.
A packed ground floor level that's bathed in purple and brilliant white lights.
A dance floor that’s so heaving with
bodies and raised arms that I wouldn’t see Evie even if she was out there on
it. Above it, a huge, rotating five-pointed mirror star on the ceiling. Like a
photo I saw once of a club in Miami. 


But no sign of Evie. And no replies. 


I find her when I’ve
been all around the place three times and have almost given up.


“There you are,” she
yells above the music and grins at me. She scoops her honey-blonde hair around
her shoulders.


“It took ages to get in,” I yell back and kiss her. 


“You still OK with me doing you know what?” she says
into my ear and squeezes my arm. Then she glances around us.


She’s
keen. It thrills me but my heart
aches too. I nod my head. 


“Think I found someone,” she says.


Already?


“He hit on me almost as soon as I got in here,” she
yells and laughs. Then she moves her hair around again and checks over her
shoulder, “I haven’t even had to buy a drink.” 


God, she looks so hot in that dress. “How many drinks
have you had?”


“I’m only on my second,” she shrugs but she doesn’t
have a drink in her hands.


“Sounds like he’s trying to get you drunk,” I say with
a racing heart and I swallow a mouthful of red bull. 


Evie’s smile
fades and she takes a half-step back from me.


“Who’s this?” a tall guy with a part-shaved head and a
top-knot ponytail frowns at me. Tattoo sleeve on one arm. He hands my wife a
cocktail then takes her other arm. He’s like a bigger, rougher version of that prick Lucas.
Her stepsister’s ex.


My stomach knots. 


“The friend I came here with,” Evie says to him, “the
one I told you about. I’ll catch you again later Kevin, OK?”


The man nods at me and sweeps her away. 


I stare after them. Crap. Precum weeps from my
cock. 


He walks my wife with her butt and her legs off into
the crowd. Holds her hand now.


Oh my God, Evie. Holding hands? Holy crap. How long
did it take her to pair up with another man? To find a ‘mate’ for the night? And he does look like Lucas.


I consider trying to follow them but decide it would
look pathetic. Besides. I need to beat off. 


Breathless, I glance around for a washroom symbol. Can’t
see any so I ask a guy near the bar. Evie’s gone off with another guy. I told her she could. She looked so excited about
it. Not nervous or awkward like she was once.


Has the girl I married changed forever?


I find the nearest washroom. It’s quite something. I focus on the detail to stay
sane. Tiled wall to floor in black and decorated with the weirdest
tangerine-colored urinals. Each is separated into a kind of stall by a framed,
vintage black and white poster of a female movie star that sticks out from the
wall at a right angle. Opposite them, even the oval basins below the mirrors
are tangerine too. There’s a small group of loud guys with drinks near one of
the basins, but the booths further down the room look quieter so I head quickly
into one. Lock it, and still standing I push down my pants. 


Evie’s
with some other guy somewhere out there! I tug my cock. A compete stranger. Shit. She got pulled so fast. Small
wonder in that dress. She went off with him as soon as she got here. I
slick my cock quick through my fist. Was she so keen for the company of
another guy? Or keen to put some emotional ‘distance’ between herself and Richmond. Anxious about her feelings for
him growing. The way that tall guy
pulled Evie by the hand though. Like he ‘owned her’. He looked rough. What’s she going to do with him? How much
could she do in a club? I pause from
jacking. Crouch down shaking to my pants which are crumpled around my ankles. I
dig my phone from my pocket to message her. To give her permission again.


She’s messaged
me.


‘You sure this is OK? He’s pushy but hot. Xx’ 


‘Hot’. Oh, God Evie. I type frantically, pause to stroke myself some more
halfway through. 


‘Yes. Looked good with him. Nothing is off-limits. But
don’t leave club without me.’ I hit send and put the phone away. Thrash my cock
through my fist. 


I cum with images of her grinding herself
into the big guy on the dance floor. Feeling his hard-on against her. His
hands on her ass. Other people watching and thinking my wife looks ‘easy’. Maybe
he’s a player? Seen here with a
different woman every week. 


Outside the booth again, with the same group of guys still
loitering around near the basins and laughing with each other, I splash water
on my face then rub my hands in the air dryer. I check my phone again for a
follow-up from Evie. 


Nothing.


At the mirror, I adjust then re-adjust the collar of
my navy-blue shirt and uncertainty swirls through me about what Evie and I are
doing. I better go find her again. Keep an eye on her. One last check of myself in a mirror and the main washroom door swings
open, music pours in. And a familiar laugh.


“You can’t take me in here,” Evie squeals. 


Holy crap.


“Course I can,” he laughs too and I stand back,
open-mouthed, let the tall guy with tattoos lead my wife in with him. He
doesn’t acknowledge me, but Evie’s eyes widen. 


“Wahey,” someone in the group of other guys behind
yells out.


“Save it, boys, she’s mine,” the tall guy pulls Evie
down toward the booths.


She glances over her shoulder in my direction but then
squeals again and giggles as she’s pulled
out of sight inside one. She wants it.
Shit Evie. She fucking wants it in here? A public washroom with a guy she
hardly knows? And all these other guys around? 


My knees almost give in. 


“He’s gonna fuck it in there,” a guy in a lemon-colored
shirt yells and laughs; hands his drink to someone else.


No way she’ll
let him fuck her in there. I clench
my fists, stare over at the laughing, baying crowd now gathered at the closed
booth door.


The guy in the lemon shirt slips into an adjacent
booth and quickly appears clambering up at the top of it. He peers down into
where Evie is. “Woah!” he yells, bangs
his fist on the booth wall. Everyone’s laughing.


I stagger closer, a whirlpool inside me. 


“You go girl! Suck that fat cock!” the guy in mid-air
shouts then slides down and out of sight. 


Sucking him? No way. Not someone she just met. 


But I told her to. I said nothing was off-limits. Yes,
but this is Evie… 


The main washroom door opens behind me and someone
else comes in. 


“Dudes opened up,” one of the guys near Evie’s booth
shouts and the door there wafts open too. 


I freeze in my tracks. Hold my breath for Evie to come
out. Did she bring him off with her mouth? Already? That was so fast.
She obviously excited him. No way she let him cum in her mouth though. 


But Evie doesn’t
appear. 


I hold my breath again and creep closer to the gang
clustered outside the booth. They’re
quiet now. Staring inside. And once I join them I understand why. 


The tattooed guy stands astride the can with his back
to us. Holds the door ajar with one hand for his audience. 


Shit, Evie.
Only her limbs on show. A bare leg and black heel either side of the guy. One
arm wrapped around his waist. I jostle for position a little and she’s perched on the toilet seat. 


“You move to the side a bit dude?” Someone murmurs and
the tall guy does as he’s asked. 


Evie’s heels scrape on the floortiles in response. Oh,
crap Evie. My Evie. 


One of her hands holds her own blonde hair away from
her closed eyes and lunging face. A face full of cock. Fuck. 


“Slut,” someone mutters softly. 


The tall guy keeps my Evie’s head down in place with one hand. His chin is raised,
mouth open with pleasure. The pleasure of the pressure from inside my Evie’s
mouth. Her noisy, slavering lips and tongue. 


I want to talk to her like we do when Richmond has
her. When she pleasures him. Encourage her, and ask her how good it is.
But I can’t let these guys know she’s my
wife. Can’t tell them the washroom ‘slut’ is married to me. 


“See right up its dress from this angle,” someone says
and there’s a guy crouched down amongst our legs now, “almost see it’s cunt.”


“Shh, you fucking idiot,” another guy hisses and slaps
at him, “you’ll put her off.”


“Ooh, here comes my load girl,” the guy in the booth
grunts and no-one speaks. But Evie sucks faster. Hard. 


She won’t do that. She
won’t let him. Clench both fists so hard that my fingernails hurt my
palms. 


“Uck-urgh uck-urgh,uck-urgh,” and she doesn’t stop,
and she doesn’t recoil, and she doesn’t try to break free. 


“Uhhh,” the tall guy exhales and lets go of the door,
Shoulders slumped he holds Evie down there in both hands. 


Someone saves the door from swinging closed. 


I shout, or I think I do. But then he’s zipped up and pushes out of the booth. Grinning,
slapped on the back by his buddies.


“No!” Evie yells from inside and pushes a second guy in
a black shirt away from her. 


I shove through the crowd and drag him away from her. “She’s with me! She’s my wife!” I pull her up and away.
Need to get her out of here. Out of
the whole club. We can’t hang
around here when people have seen what she’s just done.


Ignore the snickering behind us and the cat calls.
Keep my head and eyes low with shame but pull her by the hand to the washroom
exit. Adrenalin and excitement pump through me too. My wife just sucked off
someone she’d never met before in
a nightclub washroom. Her little hand
in mine. Shit, Evie.


She doesn’t
resist my insistence that we leave and we’re soon back into the now-cold night.
I think she’s glad to get out too. 


But in the street on the way back to the car her
nipples stand to attention and she gets looks and calls from drunken guys. 


All shame and horror have fully melted and mutated by
the time we’re back in the car. I don’t
start the engine. Don’t put my seat belt on. I peer around outside. Check
there’s no-one outside amongst the sea of cars. Then undo my zipper.


“Kev, what are you doing?”


“What do you think? I need the same as you gave that
guy.”


“Now?” she looks from my eyes down to the erection in
hand.


I nod.


Evie peers around through the windows too. Now, she
cares who sees. But then she grins at me and leans right across to me. 


“Mmm,” her hand takes over from mine and she licks my
shaft. “I’m glad you saw Kev,” she moans around my dick, “I don’t like us
having secrets,” she kisses the head, “you don’t think I’m awful, do you?”


I’m not sure
what the hell I think. I still can’t process most of it. But I don’t say that.
“No way,” I gasp and I’m sucked, “it was so hot,” I push my hips forward.


“Mmm,” she groans and pulls me from her mouth, holds
me in her little hand, “it’s not like I had sex with him,” she says and jerks
it, kisses it, “only a blow job. And only him. No way was I going to do it to
that other guy too.”


“Oh shit, Evie,” I pull her head back down.


“Mmm, Richmond won’t be happy if I do decide to tell
him,” she whispers and then takes me back in her mouth. Sucks hard.









Chapter Eleven


Joe


Monday afternoon at my desk and considering how shit I
felt last week, my first day back at work has gone OK. The customer visit went
well. Looking back I’m pretty sure I got
sick because everything piled up and got on top of me. Work. Talbot, Rachel at
Trader’s. The whole thing. We haven’t had a break from any of it in a long
time. But I feel back to my old self. My boss said the same when she saw me
this morning. In fact, I might take Rachel out for a meal tonight to celebrate.
She was so good to me last week. 


I tap my keyboard, peer up at the screen and the
presentation I’m putting together for the
next sales meeting. I reach for my wireless mouse and alongside it my phone
flashes. WhatsApp.


Fuck. Talbot.
Why can’t he leave us alone?
Just be grateful for what he’s already had from Rachel? That last time was way more than someone like him should ever get from a
girl like her. 


My gut heaves. I have to read his message. He’s already threatened to post videos of her on a porn
site. 


I peer out through the glass wall of my office, check no
one is likely to come in. I click his name. 


No image and no gifs of my wife. Thank Fuck. Just
three words.


‘Call me. Today.’


My gut balls. Who does he think he is? I should
let him wait another fucking week. Stew. Ignore his fucking message. But who
knows what he’d do? 


I dismiss a demented but insistent little voice that
urges me there’s something darkly
exciting too though about this man’s ‘leverage’ over my wife with that video.


I take a deep breath and press his name. Call.


He answers on the second ring.


“What?” I hiss into the phone. Blot out the memory of
the old man grunting and cumming up Rachel’s bare back. In her hair.


“Joe, that’s not a very nice way to greet a friend.”


“You’re no friend Talbot.”


“Why are you being like that?” He asks and sounds
almost hurt, “I thought we had a good thing going on?”


“No. You thought you were onto a good
thing.”


“I don’t know what you and that young whore wife of
yours have said to her mother, but Sophie doesn’t want anything to do with me
lately,” he says.


What did he fucking call Rachel?


“Seems Sophie got some fancy new job for that guy with
the big blue car. The one who used to take Rachel for rides? Your Mom-in-law doesn’t
have time for me anymore. After everything I did for her.”


“It’s about time she finally came to her senses,” I
hiss again


“Why you whispering Joe? Not ashamed of our little
arrangement, are you?”


“There is no little arrangement Talbot.”


“Oh, I think there is. And one you enjoyed every bit
as much as me last time out. Playing with that little dicklet of yours while I
was balls deep in your pretty wife.”


“Go fuck yourself,” I say and end the call.


I sit with my chest swelling and falling. Rapid. Hard.
My face burns and my palms are damp.


“Joe, can you come through to my office?” My boss
smiles from my doorway. I didn’t hear her knock. “Just want a quick word about the
customer visit tomorrow.”


I nod and get to my feet. 


Back home later on the sofa with Rachel and after
another WhatsApp message from Talbot insisting that I call him again, I know I
have to tell her about the video. About what he threatened. What else I can
do? He’s fucking
blackmailing us both. 


I fondle Rachel’s
bare feet on my lap and glance over at her. This probably means I have to
confess everything I’ve ever done for Talbot. In case it comes out when we finally
fuck him off. But I can’t bear any more of this constant hassle from him. I’ll
have to tell her I gave him her underwear. Her stockings. Photos. God knows
what she’ll think of me, but I can’t let her hear it from him first. Then we’ll
call his bluff about the video. You can’t see her face that clearly on it
anyhow. And if I’ve got to come clean about it then after her soft, caring side
came out last week now could be as good a time as any. 


Silently I count to 10. 


“Rachel, there’s something I need to tell you,” I
reach for the remote from her hands; reduce the volume to next to nothing.


“Hey, I thought we were watching that?” her eyebrows
rise and she tries to grab the remote back.


“That’ll keep,” I say about the reality show and hit
‘pause’, “this won’t.”


“What? What is it? You haven’t lost your job because you
were off last week, have you?” She straightens her back on the sofa.


“No,” I shake my head, almost laugh. 


“That’s a relief,” she blows her cheeks out, “my
earnings will be way down this month with no Trader’s last weekend.”


“It’s Talbot,” I say.


“What about him?” Rachel slides her bare feet off my
lap and brings her knees up to her chest. She hugs them there. 


“When we went to his house the other weekend…,” Do I just come right out with it and tell her about
the video? About everything? 


Rachel gazes at me, eyebrows high.


“When you went to the shower before we left…,” I’m not
sure I can tell her, “it was obvious he couldn’t believe what had happened, couldn’t believe
his luck.”


“And?” Rachel still hugs onto her knees.


I scramble inside my head for the right next sentence
then change tack. “He says your Mom isn’t
having anything to do with him now.”


“That’s one good thing,” Rachel shrugs but then her
mouth tightens, “she’s probably too busy working for Phil.” 


Shit, I don’t want her starting up on about all that Phil stuff again. “I think
Talbot’s missing the female company.”


“The sex, you mean,” Rachel rolls her eyes.


This is getting us nowhere. I stroke the cool flesh of her bare ankles and feet,
caress the leggings that cover her shin, “You
know how your Mom said he took video sometimes when him and her were…?”


“Uh-huh,” she says slowly and frowns at me.


“Well, he seems to have had a camera in his shower.”


“His shower?” Rachel’s brow knots tight and she leans
away from me like she doesn’t understand. 


“A waterproof one. It was there that day I just
mentioned. When we went to his.”


Her mouth opens but no words come out.


“I know,” I say, “I told you what he was like. He’s
sent me a video of you in his shower that time. Said he’s desperate to see you
again. And if he can’t, then he’s going to share the video.”


“Share it?” Rachel’s hand goes to her mouth. “Who
with?” she asks from behind her fingers. 


“It’s only a short video. You can’t see your face too
well. But he said he’d put it up on one of the porn sites.”


“He’s trying to blackmail us,” Rachel says as if to
herself and her face seems to relax.


“But the thing is Rach,” I say and my mouth has dried
up, “he’s done this kind of thing before, made me give him photos of you…some
of your clothes. I always said we should stay away from him. We’ve got to call
his bluff. Get him off our backs once and for all.”


“Clothes?” she says and her cheeks redden.


“Lingerie,” I shrug and look down, sure my face is
redder than hers. 


“I read something on my kindle once about erotic
blackmail,” she says.


‘Erotic’ blackmail? I lift my head and gaze into her wide gray-blue eyes. She used to read
all that fifty shades type stuff when we were dating. 


Rachel slides over the sofa toward me. Her eyes burn
but she chews her bottom lip. “Is it
wrong to think it’s a bit horny that Mr. Talbot might be
trying to blackmail us for sex, Joe?”



I stop breathing and gawk at her. But my balls bristle
at the perversion.


“We didn’t do anything exciting over the weekend, did
we?” she nuzzles my neck, “you weren’t well, were you? We could put on another
show for him if he wants it. Just to make sure.”


A ‘show’?
Rachel you let that creep fuck you the last time! And one more session won’t
‘make sure’ of anything. 


“Where does he want to see us though?” she murmurs and
squeezes my cock through my jeans, in the car, or at his house like last time?”


Fucking hell Rachel. My cock stiffens at her touch. 


“Text him now,” she says and she’s on her feet in her
dark leggings and sweatshirt, “tell him we’ll go to his. It’ll totally piss my
Mom off too if she knows we’re over there and we don’t even call in at hers.”


“Rachel we cant do that. It’ll only make things a
whole lot worse between you and her.” Not
to mention play right into Talbot’s
hands. 


“I don’t care,” she shrugs and jiggles her tits, “she
ignored me when I asked her not to work with Phil so I can ignore her now. And
it’ll annoy the hell out of her when Mr. Talbot doesn’t bother contacting her
again. I’m going to make him promise not to even call her again. He won’t need
to if he’s got us when he wants sex.”


Fucking Rachel. What are saying? But I can’t stop
her. I’m too turned on by her attitude to even try to object. I watch her
buttocks in her leggings as heads out of the living room. This is absolute fucking madness.


“I’m going to get changed,” she calls. 


 Once again the terrible thought fills my
head that the beautiful girl I married is ‘anyone’s’.
It sickens me. Thrills me with a shocking excitement all over again. I love her for what she does to me.


A little before eight p.m. we reach the street where
Rachel grew up and her Mom and Dad still live. The lights are on in Sophie’s living room but the curtains closed. Rachel asks me
to drive right past. Park up the street a little. At least she doesn’t want to totally throw this in her Mom’s face. So I park on the street beyond Talbot’s house. 


She’s
turned on being blackmailed by him. Do
I even know about this girl I married? 


I gaze over at her on the passenger seat. She’s showered and wears an almost weird combination of a
very short denim mini skirt, white trainers on her feet but a sexy, black net
top that shows her equally black bra underneath. Hot. But
tacky too. And if I’m honest, this whole
suicidal situation has me shaking uncontrollably. 


But still, some part of me hopes the sight of Rachel
dressed that way might have Talbot cumming in his grubby pants before he lays a
hand on her. 


I climb out of the car, follow Rachel and my head
swims with the knowledge that Talbot is almost certain to get his awful old
hands on my wife again in the coming minutes. 


How did my life, ‘our’ lives ever get this bent out of shape?


Talbot swings the door open before we reach it. His
face beams with delight. 


“Wow, don’t you look wonderful young lady?” he stands
aside to let Rachel in, “Joe,” he nods as I pass, a queer smile on his lips. He
closes the door and ushers us deeper into a home that smells of oily fish.
Presumably, a rushed and failed cleanup when he heard she was on the way over. 


He called her a ‘whore’ on the phone before. 


“Joe says you’ve filmed me in your shower, Mr.
Talbot,” Rachel says in his hallway and clears her throat.


Talbot glances at me then back at her. “Oh, er, I, I, er just forgot it was in there before
you used the shower,” he stammers. Caught out. 


I try not to smirk. It’s difficult. He didn’t expect me to tell her.


“But what was a camera doing in the shower in the
first place Mr. Talbot?” Rachel asks in a childlike voice that sounds
contrived.


Talbot looks at me again, as if he expects me to bail
him out. Not a fucking chance. He looks all around the room, as if for
inspiration. He wrings his hands together over the front of his baggy cord
pants. 


“You don’t have other videos of me here do you Mr.
Talbot?” she makes wide eyes at him. 


“OK, OK I confess. I couldn’t resist when you came to
the house. When you let me…Sweet thing, you’re so beautiful. I’ve always said
it. I was desperate for a memento. I can’t help it. I’m an old man. I get
lonely on my own. And you…you’re so, you’re so completely….”


“You’d never show the videos to anyone else would you
Mr. Talbot? Please. Promise you’ll never post them anywhere online.”


Talbot gives her a puzzled look.


Fucking hell Rachel. Are you actually enjoying this? 


Talbot’s face
firms up slowly. As if he’s growing more sure of himself. He looks Rachel up and
down, licks his thin lips. “Don’t worry my angel.”


‘Angel?’ 


“They’re for my old eyes only. Please come into the
living room. The both of you.” He waves us through, “but they’re certainly for
you two to see whenever you’d like as well. I could show you now?”


He’s
acting like he hasn’t even threatened me with the videos.


“Yuk no,” Rachel crinkles her nose up, shakes her
head, “I bet I look awful in them.”


“You couldn’t look awful if you tried young lady,” he takes
both her hands. 


She reddens but lets him. Lets him. “But you won’t show the film of me to anyone?” she
looks right into his eyes. Pouts. Lets him continue to hold her hands in front
of me.


My cock stiffens right up.


Talbot smiles at her, shakes his head, “Not as long we have our little arrangement here.”


“What do you want me to do, Mr. Talbot?”


“Oh my word,” he smiles down at her, “you have no idea
how hearing you asking that question makes an old man feel.”


I bet she does. And it makes my cock throb too. 


“Wine Rachel? Beer for you Joe?,” he asks, “this time
young lady, I want to watch while you take your clothes off,” Talbot hurries
from the living room. 


“Joe, I better do what Mr. Talbot says,” Rachel
whispers, and even her throat is flushed. She feels for my cock in my pants. 


I nod. My head spins in the middle of her crazy role
play - or whatever this is. This awful room. This awful house. My, vision
blurs, “Let him.”


Rachel kisses me.


“Young love,” Talbot announces himself with blue tins
of cheap beer for me and him and a slender glass of sparkling white wine for Rachel.


“I’ll set yours down on the fireplace for later, shall
?” he smiles at Rachel and doesn’t wait for her to answer. He leaves her drink
across the room and hands me a tin. Pops the other open and gazes at my wife.
Nods his head. 


“Now Mr.Talbot?” Rachel
looks up at him, “I have to take my clothes off now?”


She is. She’s getting off on the ‘blackmail. What the hell would have happened if I’d told her months ago about Talbot’s early attempts
to blackmail me? 


“Please,” Talbot nods again, sips from his tin which
is as unsteady in his hands as mine in my fist.


“Do you want help Rachel?” the words click in my dry
mouth and I’m rock hard. 


“No,” Talbot holds up a hand, “let her do it herself.”


He’s telling me.
Thinks he’s got all the
power now.  Dictating the terms of how my wife should should strip for him. 


Part of me wants to yell at him to ‘Go fuck yourself!’  Wants to drag Rachel from this
hellish house. But I couldn’t if I 100% wanted to. I can’t do anything but let
Rachel shame herself. Shame us. 


She pushes and kicks her trainers and little white socks
off. Stands beautiful and barefoot in her tiny denim skirt on his manky carpet.
She sways her hips and smiles at him shyly but pulls the black net top up her belly.


Talbot murmurs with approval, sips his drink. 


How can she do this? 


“I like a black bra Rachel,” he sounds almost
asthmatic. 


“Thanks, Mr. Talbot,” she unzips the skirt. Lets it
fall. 


“Oh, those legs
young lady,” Talbot wheezes and steps towards her. 


Rachel’s teeth
tug her bottom lip in.


He’s close
against her with his beer and his free hand strokes down her almost bare left
side. Touching her skin again. 


“Here Joe,” he says and startles me.


I look up at him.


“Hold this for a minute,” he shows me his tin.


Incapable of rational thought I take his beer. Clutch
both beers. One in each hand. 


“Would you like me to help you with that lovely bra,
sweet thing?”


“If that’s what you want Mr. Talbot.”


“It is.” He says, voice firmer. 


I glance around for somewhere to put down the drinks. Anywhere.
Put them next to hers on the fireplace. 


Talbot moves behind Rachel. Those sagging cord pants
close to her panties and buttocks. He Fumbles with her bra.


“Can you manage Mr. Talbot?” she asks over her
shoulder. Throat still flushed.


Fuck, Rachel. 


“Smell so good you’re putting me off what I’m trying
to do,” he mumbles; lets out an anxious-sounding laugh. “There we go,” he says
into the back of her neck and kisses her shoulder.


Talbot fucking kissed her. 


Still up close behind her, he sweeps the bra off and
away from her. “Ooh, let's see those
lovely firm titties,” he reaches both arms under hers from behind and gropes
Rachel’s bare tits. 


Fuck. 


He squeezes her nipples with fingers and thumbs. 


“Oh, Mr. Talbot,” she purses her lips and her brow
furrows, “you’re being rough with me today.”


“Too rough?” Talbot looks concerned, releases her
nipples.


Rachel shakes her golden-brown hair in his face.


“Knickers, then now,” Talbot tells her shoulder and
kisses her there again.


I unzip.


He gropes her tits, strokes her nipples to stalks
again and she wriggles her black panties down over her hips. Lowers them past
her thighs. 


“Ooh, yess, your sweet little cunny,” he murmurs and
releases her left tit.


‘Cunny’? I
pull out my hard-on. 


She’s
naked in Talbot’s arms. 


Both his old hands roam her bare buttocks, then one
arm snakes right around her waist. And down below her belly button. 


Higher up her body Rachel’s tits rise and fall fast.


Talbot’s gnarled
hand and thick fingers move down between her thighs.


I jack-off Fast. 


“Oh, Mr. Talbot,” Rachel’s on her tip-toes. 


He’s
touching her pussy. 


She closes her eyes. Her waxed vagina squelches from
Talbot’s intrusion.


Fuck.


His face pushes into the back of her hair. Lips plant
awful loud kisses on her neck there.


“Where do you want me, Mr. Talbot?”


Oh, fucking hell Rachel. 


“In my bed. God, please, in my bed.” 


“Joe?” Rachel looks at me but then gasps from his fingering.
His nipples jut out. 


“Yeah,” I nod, jack, and Talbot bundles my nude wife
from the room with him .


Rachel. Rachel! She’s going to Talbot’s stinking bed. 


And out in the hallway, the stairs creak.


The sight and the sounds and the circumstances are too
much. Too much. My balls spasm. Dick bloats. Dig frantically for tissue
from my pocket. Shit, shit, can’t
find one. Slump forward. Catch the
gloopy mess in my hands. 


Waddle my way into the hall with both hands clutching
my spent cock. No downstairs toilet. Kitchen towel. Hurry as fast as
someone in this state can. Down his hallway to the kitchen. Grab his kitchen roll
and to hell if I make a mess on his cheesy lino. That creep has Rachel in his fucking bedroom. 


Wipe myself down as well as I can then race to the
stairs and up.


But halfway up there the squealing bedsprings, and
Rachel’s voice, freeze me. What the
hell am I about to see? 


“Ugh....ugh...ugh,” she moans slowly from somewhere up
there. Like all the air is emptied over and over from her lungs. Nightmarish
creaks of his bed. He’s fucking her. Rachel’s letting Talbot fuck her
again. Slow and steady. No quick premature ejaculation from him this time. Viagra?



Clench both fists and climb. Steel myself.
Horror in my heart and gut. Pain in my soul. Follow the call of their most
primitive noise. Right to his open door.


His body pins her across the unmade bed on her
stomach. Her long hair hangs over the far side of the bed.


“Ugh...ugh...ugh,” she moans with her eyes closed. Her
legs spread, but her arms brought tight together under her chest. Fingers clenched
together there. 


Musty, earthy smell from inside his room. Almost
Dirty. His trousers around his skinny ankles. His bare ass tightens as
he takes his pleasure from on top of Rachel. Drills her. 


Oh God. Is he in her ass, or pussy? Not her ass. Not
Talbot. 


He leans right over her back, face half-buried in her
hair, his hands beyond her head, gripping the edge of the mattress. His bony
hips force him repeatedly into and up my wife. 


I move around to check the angles. Gasp. Thank God he’s not in her ass.


“Uh, oh, oh,” Rachel moans.


Talbot moves his right hand, holds Rachel’s head down to the bed, his fingers spread like pincers
over her skull. Takes his relief, uses my wife with deep, slow digs of his
hips. As if this time, he determined to savor her body around his. Slaps his
groin down against her. His upper body rising each time he draws back


“You’re an angel,” he wheezes and she whimpers. He
kisses her shoulders. Mumbles into her hair. 


Oh my Rachel. 


“Urgh, urgh, Oh Joe,” she pants and her head is
contorted under his big hand, her eyes now on me. “Oh Joe, Mr. Talbot’s going
so deep in me.”


Talbot snarls.


“Right to the hilt Joe, he’s making me take it right
to the hilt.”


Talbot thumps slow and heavy up my wife. Belly
slapping her big buttocks. No rushed or gentle ‘love-making’ this time.


“You won’t show anyone the video of me, Mr. Talbot
will you?” she says into the bed, and pushes her hips back, “Promise me Mr.
Talbot?”


He’s
already told her that. She’s getting off on the submission.


Talbot pushes my wife’s head back down.









Chapter Twelve


Spencer


On Friday I take the car to work. Take a detour so I
can drop Grace off on the way. The car had to go into the mechanic’s close to my office so they can check out that weird
noise it’s been making. I’ll pick it up this afternoon. Collect Grace on the
way home. I look away from my desktop monitor and focus on the image in my
head. Collect Grace after she’s been ‘treating’ Huey again.


All week intense feelings have crashed back and forth
in me. In line with the sex talk me and Grace have done about him and my solo
jacking-off. Twice between times, I’ve
told her that Kay needs to have Huey re-schedule for when my wife won’t be
there alone with him. Twice I’ve then had to tell Grace I changed my mind. That
I was over-reacting. 


But am I? 


She thinks I am. 


I gaze at the blank white wall over the other side of
the office. Grace thinks it’s ‘laughable’
that there’s any risk from being on her own with Huey. Even though she’s teased
me again about his ‘Charisma’ and ‘sense of humor.’ She says he’s ‘hardly
likely to try anything on with her’. That the walls in the wellbeing unit are
thin and the owner of the retail candles store next door would hear any ‘cries
for help’. She laughed when she said that too. She thinks I’m letting my
imagination run away with me.


But I’m doing a
lot of imagining.


I peer over at Huey’s closed office door. I still half-feel I should say something to him
like: ‘So, my wife still not letting you follow her on Instagram?’ Smile at him
as if I feel sorry for him. Just to let him know I’m aware of what he’s tried
behind my back. 


But another part of me thinks I’d look childish if I did that. And it might make
things awkward in the office. 


This morning, when I dropped Grace off, I told her she
should ‘flirt’ a little with Huey. I said
she shouldn’t make it ‘too obvious’ though. She laughed and said it would be
ridiculous. I said “Why? You know he’d like it?”


“Well, you won't even be there to see it will you?”
she shook her head.


“No, but you can tell me all about it when I get
home,” I told her. 


But then I worried about it all the way
here. I’m still worried now. But that sick excitement is nested in me too.


Shortly before 11:30 a.m. with him surely due to leave
any minute for his noon appointment, Huey comes into our open-plan office. He
already has jacket on over that Japanese Playstation sweatshirt. “Got a quick second, Bud?” he asks me.


I get up and follow him into his office. My stomach is
queasy. Chest drawn right in. I close his door behind me. 


He smiles and gestures me to any of the seats that
face his. 


“Look, I know the weekend’s almost here Bud, but can
you make sure you stay and get that plan finished before you leave tonight?”


He’s kidding. I thought that would wait until Monday. I’ve still got
a shitload of other work to do on that presentation he wants by tonight before
I can even get onto that plan. And the car to pick up before they close. Then
Grace. 


“Thing is Huey, I’ve got to pick my car up from the
garage by five and then Grace on the way home tonight. I could finish the plan off
tomorrow morning? Email it to you by lunchtime?”


“Yeah I heard you mention something about your car to
the guys this morning,” he grimaces, “thing is Bud, I’m going to need it
tonight. One of the investors is after an update and their timezone…,” he
shrugs and doesn’t finish the sentence. 


Maybe I could get the garage to drop the car off here
for me. Then if I work right through lunch and don’t stop for anything else… 


“I guess I could tell Grace to get a cab home,” I say
without really meaning to speak out loud. A cab won’t be cheap with
the distance involved.


“Don’t do that,” he waves a hand, “Fact is, I’ve got a
buddy over your way I need a quick word with at some point over the weekend. I
could bring your wife home after she’s finished with me today, if that helps?
Call in to see my buddy en route.”


Why has he gone pink?


“Oh, right. Well, I don’t know.” What do I say to that? “I’m not sure,
Huey.”


“Tell
you what, I’ll make the offer to her when I’m there,” he shrugs, “let her
decide for herself. She might prefer a cab. I think I’m pretty safe behind the
wheel but she wouldn’t be the first woman to not trust my driving,” he grins at
me.


With Huey gone to enjoy my wife’s hands on him, and the garage agreeing to drop the
car off here for me, I still spend the afternoon in turmoil. I come close to
texting Grace, asking her not to accept his offer of a ride. Yet at other
times, I want to message her to make sure she accepts. I’ve got a semi-erection
under my desk and am desperate to deal with it in the washroom. But my
workmates are around me all day. I don’t want to jack-off with them in the office. 


“Alright for his Lordship working half days every
Friday eh?” Adam sighs and I glance over at him, check he’s not looking at me
with anything that appears significant. 


He isn’t. 


“Bad backs can be nasty,” Frank shrugs and doesn’t
even look away from his monitor, “Can’t do fuck all with one of them. Can't
even sit and do nothing without it hurting.” 


“And the boss is normally always so good
at doing nothing,” Adam laughs, “his forte.” 


When lunchtime comes I tell the guys I’m working through it. So I’m not too late finishing.
Drop in the fact that Huey asked me to finish a plan before I go home. Just in
case there’s any lingering suspicion about me being favored after that trip to
his van. 


But when they’ve
slipped out to pick up sandwiches for us all, I head straight to the washroom.
If I don’t get rid of this hard-on and calm down I’ll get nothing done. 


I push my trousers and shorts to the ground, rub
myself. Picture Grace in the plush leather interior of Huey’s car. My pretty wife primed to flirt with an older
guy. Huey. A guy who thinks she’s ‘beautiful’. He’s seen
her in her g-string and bra. Felt her ‘great hands’ massage his body.


With no fear of being heard I cum with an
audible groan. Stand stride the pan with my knees shaking. 


But back at my desk feelings of panic rise from my gut
to my chest. They linger and ache in both areas and my head thumps. Did he
decide to make me finish that plan today on purpose? To give him the
opportunity of even more time with my wife? Impress her with his swanky ride
while our old motor is under repair. Get to know her even more on the journey
home. Make sure I’m out of the
way? 


My stomach hardens. I feel sick. Literally. I might
throw up. 


What if she accepts his offer? And when they get back
to our apartment before me, she invites him in?


Grace wouldn’t. Why not though? She’s been asked by her own husband
to flirt with the guy. She loves how excited all this makes me. Loves my
new-found sex drive since she and Huey met.


I push it all out of my head. Or at least try to.
Focus on this fucking plan he wants. Can’t
shake the feeling he wanted me here so he could take her home. Huey. He couldn’t be that devious, surely?


Conflicted, I hold off texting Grace completely. Let
her decide what to do. But I get a message from her at 4-00 p.m. She says she’s heard I had to work late but not to ‘stress’ about
picking her up. Huey will bring her back. 


My guts roll over but there goes that sicko feeling
again. She puts a little kissy face after her message. Is that some sort of ‘coded’ message about her flirting, or just her being
sweet? 


Whatever it is, after five when the other
guys have gone, I have to visit the washroom and jack-off again.


This time the panic afterward is worse. But I’ve still not finished the plan. I can’t
leave yet. 


Eventually, frantic and breathless, I get away at 6-30.



This is ridiculous. It’s Friday fucking
night. Who works til this time on
a Friday? 


But on the positive side, the car sounds fine now, it
cost under a hundred and the traffic is a lot quieter at this time of night. I
pick at the steering wheel though, imagine all sorts of scenes in my head. I
motor it home as fast as I can without risking a ticket. 


Later, when I reach our apartment block and look up,
all the lights are out. For a split second, I think the unthinkable and my
blood seeps cold. But out of the car then hurriedly upstairs and the apartment
is cold inside. Still, like a fool, I check the bedroom too. No-one’s been home.


I change into jeans and a t-shirt then back in the
hall with anger mounting about the time and no Grace, a key scrapes the front
door lock 


“You made it then?” I can’t resist the sarcasm. Where
the fuck has she been with him until now?


“Huey insisted on walking me right to the door,” she
rolls her eyes, shakes her ponytail. “I don’t know who he thought was going to
accost me between the parking lot and here.”


“Can’t be too careful,” he shrugs from the doorstep
behind her. “Called in to see my Buddy at his bar on the way across, Bud.
Sheesh, forgot how the guy can talk.”


Grace laughs and kisses my cheek.


He’s
taken my wife to a bar? Did it make it clear to his ‘buddy’ that Grace and him
aren’t together? 


But now that she’s home, that sick arousal throbs
again, and even where she’s been with
Huey does something strange to me. 


“OK guys, you have a great weekend,” he says and turns
from the door.


“Won’t you stop and have a quick drink before you go
back, Huey?” I say from somewhere manic inside me.


Grace glances at me and blinks. “Yeah, come on,” she pulls his arm, “it’s the least we
can do after the ride home. Most clients wouldn’t do that for me.”


She grabbed his arm. “We wouldn’t trust most of her
other clients,” I say but God knows why. The sentence chokes itself off in any
case. I beckon Huey in. My hearts pounds like a fool. What are you playing at Spencer?


“I bet all your clients would do anything you asked, Grace,”
he smiles at her. 


She smiles back. 


My whole body burns. Trembles.


“You’ve probably got somewhere exciting to go later
tonight haven’t, you Huey?” Grace says and slips her work shoes off, “Spens and
me know what you single guys are like.”


Huey glances down at her bare feet. Or did I
imagine that? “Nowhere special
tonight,” he says in our hallway, “Sad microwave meal for one waiting back
home.”


“Why doesn’t he stay and eat with us too?” Grace looks
at me. 


Is she being overly keen, or trying to pander to what
I asked her to do? Be flirtatious?
Either way, her invite has me dizzy. And unable to resist. “Yeah. Come on,” I shrug, “we‘ve got plenty in. Or we
could order a takeout.”


“If you guys are sure I won’t cramp your style,” he
shrugs, “beer would be great. Been a tough week. Apart from the last couple of
hours in your wife’s hands, of course.”


Grace laughs but reddens and I just do the latter.
Something fizzles in my groin. 


I try to keep calm. Tell myself I could be flattered
my boss wants to spend time here on a Friday evening. Tell myself it’s not just because of Grace. He could be anywhere. I’ve seen for myself he’s a popular guy. At the caravan
site where he knows everyone, and here at our party when he knew none of the
other guests but got on well with them all. He’d rather be right here now than
out with friends. Surely that has to be good for my career? 


But you know he’s got a thing for Grace. He’s told you to your face. Said how much he
enjoyed seeing her in her underwear for fuck sake. 


And you told him you liked showing her.


“I’m going to get changed,” Grace says and sashays
down the hall.


I take a couple of deep breaths, fix Huey
a Coors from the fridge and invite him to sit on the sofa, hand him the remote.
Then I go after Grace. 


She’s in the
bedroom in black bra and panties. She’s let her chocolate brown hair down to
her shoulders. 


“How did it go with him?” I whisper.


“Fine,” she says, “he’s always good company.”


“Did you flirt with him?” 


“I think so,” she sighs and shrugs, looks at me with
her beautiful big green eyes, “hard to tell if he knew, though.”


“Of course he knew. He’s a guy.”


“I’m not much of a flirt.”


“You’re don’t know your own strength in that
department.”


Grace smiles and clicks through the hangers in her
wardrobe. She’s half-naked;
just like he’s seen her before. 


“I want you to flirt some more with him now.”


“Here?” her eyebrows arch.


“Why not? Make him feel real welcome. You’ve seen what
that kind of thing does to me.”


“Kev, I had two glasses of wine in that bar with him,
I don’t want to overdo it when I’ve had nothing to eat yet,” she pulls a loose,
patterned cream dress on over her underwear. Stays barefoot. 


I pull her to me and kiss her, madness courses through
me. 


“You better go sit with him,” she says,
“he’ll be wondering where we are. I’ll be through in a minute.”


I return to the living room and Huey who’s still on the sofa. I feel way more confident with
him in my own home than I did in his van. Or than I do at the office. Besides,
he owes me one. I sat at that desk until late on a Friday night to get that
plan finished for him.


“I emailed the report over,” I say and sit in the
armchair.


“Yeah. Just saw. Appreciate it, Bud.”


Still that suspicion that he wanted me out of the way
this afternoon. But at the moment,
even that somehow turns me on, stirs my nerve endings more than it pisses me
off.


Grace joins us in her loose-dress a few minutes later
and I catch Huey check her legs. Me here on the armchair means Grace has to sit
on the sofa with him. Maybe I planned that without even consciously meaning to.



I watch them alongside each other while we chat. Huey
tells us about parents who moved around a lot with him when he was a kid. An
only child. About how one day, when he was thirteen, his Dad just didn’t come home. They divorced a while later and his Mom
still spends her days slagging the shit out of Huey’s Dad. Huey tell us he thinks
all that’s colored his ability to commit to a woman.


Grace listens with a serious face. “My Mom and Dad weren’t too different,” she says after
he’s finished. She crosses her legs toward him. 


I collect her glass to top it up and go to get more
beers for me and him. I don’t have a
‘broken home’ tale of my own to tell. But madly, the thought of Grace alone
with my boss again, even only in the other room, quickens my pulse. It does
something to my stomach. So much so, that a short while later, with Huey having
announced he’d ‘better go soon,’ I catch Grace in the hallway when she’s on her
way to the bathroom. 


“Are you going to flirt with him some more before he
leaves?” I whisper and kiss her neck. 


“I don’t want to tease him,” she whispers back, “he’s
a lovely guy.”


Her phrase inflames me. “Don’t you trust yourself?” I
say into her ear and hold my lower body against her, let her feel my
semi-erection. I’m in that crazy mental space again now. I hold either side of
her waist,  “I know you like him. You won’t need to take the flirting too far.
Unless you want to, of course. And he’ll enjoy it as much as I will.”


“I need the bathroom,” she rolls her eyes.



Back in the living room with the pair of them and I’ve given up on Grace doing anything to provoke my
boss. I focus on enjoying the looks he gives my wife when she talks. The easy
way he makes her laugh. That part upsets me as much as it excites me. And I focus
on what she and I will do in bed when he’s gone. What I’ll say to her. I
can hardly wait to hear all about their time alone.


“So you keep looking at my feet, Huey,” Grace says and
laughs. She crosses her legs toward him again, “do you want to see my toe ring
one more time before you go home?” She extends her top leg toward him. 


Shit. I
lower my drink from my face. 


One of Grace’s
little feet is almost on Huey’s lap


“Don’t you know how cruel it is to torment a guy with
a foot fetish?” Huey exhales and shakes his head, “especially with feet like
yours.”


“Foot fetish?” Grace laughs and wiggles her toes,
“that’s just weird.”


“I’m allowed one vice, aren’t I? Huey smiles at her
and strokes his beard.


“I bet you’ve got way more than one vice Huey,” she
eyes him over her wine glass, leg still extended toward him. 


Holy shit.
My balls tightened. 


“Why? Have you, Mrs. Lowell?” Huey laughs and tweaks
one of her toes.


Grace laughs too and pulls her legs away. Her face
flushes.


Huey grins at me and adjusts his glasses on his nose. 


I shift in the armchair. My face burns too. My cock is
rock hard.


“So tell me the truth,” Grace says and her legs and
bare feet are back where they were before. Close to Huey. “Is that why you keep
splitting up from your girlfriends? Because of all your vices?”


“What a question, Bud,” Huey looks at me with wide
eyes and an open mouth. Mock horror. But then he laughs and his dark eyes
settle back on Grace. “It must either be that Grace, or none of my girlfriends
ever had beautiful feet like yours.”


Fucking hell. He’s telling her she’s beautiful right in front of me. I swallow a mouthful of beer. 


“How can feet be beautiful?” Grace swings her foot and
peers down at it over her wine glass.


“In your case, high arches for a start,” his fingertip
touches the underside of Grace’s foot.


Fuck. 


“Tickles,” she grimaces at him. Then me. But she
doesn’t withdraw her foot.


“Most are flatter,” Huey shrugs, “size is important to
someone with a fetish too. Small like yours are prized in a lot of Eastern cultures.”


Grace smiles over at me and raises her chin like some
kind of smug Princess. 


“Pretty, symmetrical and uniform little toes like
yours too,” he says, “and softness to the touch. Wow..,” he murmurs and her
foot is in his hand. 


Shit. I’m going to explode. 


“But feet?” Grace says eventually
and makes no attempt to get her bare foot away from his hand. 


I hide my erection with a forearm.


“What can anyone do with feet?” She asks him and her throat is pink. 


“Caress them. Like this. Kiss them. Suck the toes.”


“Urgh,” Grace says and crinkles her nose. She finishes
her wine and withdraws her foot from Huey’s grasp. “Anyway,” she says, throat
still flushed, “if you can feel my foot I want to feel your beard.”


His Beard?


“You’ve got a beard fetish?” Huey’s eyebrows rise and
he laughs.


“I don’t think so,” Grace says and kneels up on the
sofa, giggles. She feels around Huey’s chin. 


What the fuck? Is this all her idea of flirting?


“Maybe you better grow one too Bud,” Huey says around
my wife. 


“Spens isn’t that hairy really, are you Spens?” she
says and my heads spins. 


“I’ve been told that kissing a man with a beard is an
acquired taste though,” Huey says and looks right at Grace.


“I wouldn’t know,” she says and pulls back her hand.


“Well, I’d be happy to be a guinea pig for you again
if you ever wanted a quick sample peck. What do you think Bud?”


Me. He’s
talking to me. 


Grace looks at me wide-eyed. 


“Go on Grace,” I gasp, “why don’t you see what you
think?”


“You want me to?” She stares at me.


I nod.


“OK. You asked for it.” 


Oh, God. Really?



She leans forward, presses her face to his beard. 


Wow. Pre-cum
ooozes from me. 


“Tickles,” she says and rubs her mouth with
fingerstips, giggles.


Huey kissed her. He kissed my wife. Fuck. “That was hardly a kiss Grace,” my voice is like a
chain smoker’s, “you can’t tell anything from a short one like that.”


“I agree with your husband,” Huey says, touches her
knee.


“Are you daring me, Spens?” Grace gazes over at me.


“Yes,” I’m burning up. On fire. 


And Grace turns away. She smiles at Huey. She pushes
her chocolate brown hair around her shoulders and moves right over to him. 


Huey pulls her against him.


Oh, Grace. No!



A real kiss. A long, a slow, a sloppy, noisy kiss. Grace!
A treacherous, two-timing wicked kiss with murmurs and then moans. Lips and
mouths and surely tongues. Eyes closed and his hand in her hair.


I can’t react. 


“Wow,” Huey gasps when Grace finally breaks free.


“I can’t believe I did that,” she says clearly flustered.
but she’s almost on his lap. 


“Do it again,” the words almost choke me. Did that
actually happen? “If you want to,” I add and my dick throbs so much I could
cum in my pants. My heart-rate must be insane.


“I’m sure Huey’s got better things to do…,” Grace
starts to say but he’s on her. He’s kissing her, kissing her. And she’s on her back. My
boss in that same gaming sweatshirt I see in our office, he’s on top of her.
Kissing my wife. And she’s moaning and his hand pushes up her dress. “I never
wanted a woman so much,” he says around her mouth. Kisses her.


Gracie. My
Gracie.


Their bodies writhe together. Legs half on the floor. 


“Do it with him Grace,” a strange voice urges, “do it
with him.”


Grace’s dress is
up her body. Showing her off. She had
too much to drink. And the insides of
her bare legs and her ‘beautiful’ little
feet rub his thick torso.


“Do it to her Huey, I know you want to.”


Grace moans and squirms and he’s got her black panties down. Fucking hell. This is gonna happen. 


Huey tugs at his pants with a frantic hand and then
pushes his body down on her. They groan together.  


He’s in
her. My boss. Mesmerized I
squeeze my hard cock.


Huey stabs her with his hips. Violent. Her legs
wrapped around his broad body. He reaches for her foot while he fucks her. Can’t see much of her beneath him. Her dress is up over her bra. He pounds, pounds,
pounds her. Rubs her foot. Makes her exhale hard. Gasp. Cry out. 


And then he gasps, head right back. Mouth wide. 


Already? She’s on the pill. She’s on the pill. Thank God, she’s on the pill. I sit and stare, unable to move. 


He kisses her full on the lips again and rolls off
her; gets to his feet. “I guess I should
go,” he says, face flushed from sex with my wife.


He offers Grace his hand to help her up but she doesn’t take it. She pulls her dress down, scoops her
panties up from the floor, and hurries red-face into the hall. The bathroom
door closes. Locks.


“I better get off now Grace,” he yells after her.


No reply. 


“Tell your wife I said ‘goodbye’ will you, Bud?” Huey says
but I can’t look at him. Can’t get up. 


He’s had
sex with Grace. 


“Thanks for tonight,” he says and he’s
leaning over me, shaking my hand. 


A little while later, Grace finally lets me into the
bathroom with her. The shower’s running.
She’s got nothing on and although her body is dry, her eyeliner’s run. She’s
been crying. 


“Don’t cry,” I take her soiled bare body in my arms,
somehow relieved she’s upset. “It was my fault. All my fault.” I feel
sick. Weepy like her and shaky.
Her head rests on my chest. I move her hair from her eyes. Caress the small of
her back. I’m pretty sure she
didn’t enjoy it with him. There’s a
thickness in my throat. Guilt about encouraging her, maybe putting pressure on
her, and anxiety just in case my guess is wrong. Her bare flesh re-awakens my
cock in my pants. “It was hot Grace,” I whisper. 


Grace sighs and lets out a groan. Not one of pleasure.









Epilogue


Kevin


Evie fell asleep on the journey home from the club. As
she slept, I kept stealing glances at her lovely mouth. Brooding about how she
could put it to the hard penis of a man she’d known only minutes. 


But even then the question hardened me. Maybe deep
down she’d always been ‘that kind of a girl’ but because me and her got
together so young, she never had the chance to discover her true self. Sexually
that is. And she’d never had a man who would go along with it.


She was awake enough when we reached home that night
and we had sex again. I knew I should have been ecstatic about what she’d done in that nightclub. Sex with a stranger. I guess I’d secretly wanted her to
be more like Joe’s wife. And now she was showing it a little. But I kept
thinking back to what she said when I got my blow job in the car after we’d
left the club. About how Richmond wouldn’t be happy if he found out. And that
made me ponder her true motivation. 


Does Richmond have such a hold on my wife? He’s talked about her hotwife ‘development’ to me,
hasn’t he? 


I replayed the way she dropped to her knees and sucked
Richmond so thirstily in that suite when she hadn’t seen him in a while. And of course, that reminder gave me a hard-on
too. 


So what about next weekend? Richmond expects Evie to
take Phil on again. Maybe Phil and Richmond at the same time. Would she?
After everything she said last time? 


The prospect that he could talk my wife into it
thrills me. If anyone can he can. 


But debilitating fear of the very same possibility
rips into my stomach like so many fishhooks. I could have left this all alone when
she wanted to give up the lifestyle.


No, I couldn’t. So will I ever?


Spencer


With Huey gone I stayed with Grace while she showered.
I watched her lovely shape through the frosted glass and tried to process the
fact that Huey had enjoyed her. I’d never
known feelings like it. I wanted to cry for what was lost and yet my cock
throbbed in my hand. Hadn’t I brought together two people who otherwise might
never have discovered their attraction to each other? And one of those people
was my wife. 


It wasn’t until
after we’d had sex that night and we’d both cum while talking a little about
what she’d done, that the full horror finally sank in. 


If you thought it was hard going back to the office after that weekend at
Huey’s caravan, how the hell can
you go back there now? Don’t have to leave the firm? Where would you find
another job like yours? But how could
anyone continue to work for a boss who’d had sex with his wife? 


I
don’t know the answers but I do know I’m the one to blame for encouraging what
my wife has done.









A Final Thank You


Thanks for downloading this eBook and reading all the way to
the end. If you’d like to be first to hear about new Tinto Selvaggio ebook
releases and audiobooks plus get my free 11,000 hotwife cuckolding ebook–then
sign up for my newsletter
here. 


I’ll only ever contact you when there’s a new release and I
won’t share your email address with anyone else.


Finally, please always feel free to stop by and say hello
via Twitter@tintoselvaggio
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