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Description:


Spencer’s
boss Huey is emboldened by Grace’s willingness in bed and the older man makes an
outrageous suggestion for a special night with Grace. And Spencer’s employer
begins to display his darker side. 


How
far will this still-raw young hotwife couple be prepared to go for their wife
watching kicks?


Meanwhile,
Richmond has high expectations and demands of both Evie and her husband Kevin
on the hotwife couple’s first visit to Trader's Adult Club. 


But
surely there are limits to even Richmond’s influence and persuasive skills with
his harem?


While
elsewhere, Joe is forced to confront more than one shocking spectacle. Neither
of which he’s ever likely to forget. And seedy, voyeuristic Mr.Talbot expects
to take another giant step with Joe’s wife Rachel.


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









Chapter One


Spencer


“I think I’ll give going out a miss,” I glance across
at my wife on the sofa. 


Grace sprawls there with her chocolate brown hair all
over the cushions. She’s in a
loose-fitting, cream jumper and navy blue leggings. Her feet are bare. And no
matter how I try, the sight of those high arches and two delicate rows of little
toes makes me think of Huey. How much he likes my wife’s feet. That perverse
way he caressed them while she was….while they were… in his bed at the caravan
last weekend. The truth is, I can hardly look at her at all now without being
mentally bombarded by the sights and sounds of their ‘love-making’. Crushed by
the reminders of that last time and their greed for each other’s bodies. 


“But you’ve been looking forward to the game all
week,” Grace lowers the TV volume and forest green eyes peer back at me. 


“I can stay in and get a stream. Watch it here,” I
shrug my shoulders, “wrap some Christmas presents afterward.” 


“When have you ever wrapped anything before Christmas
eve?” She laughs.


“Yeah, but I thought I’d make an early start this
year. No last-minute rushing around.”


“I thought you’d told Tony and Andrew you’re meeting
them at the bar to watch it,” she flicks at the channels.


“You sound like you want me out of the house,” I try
to sound lighthearted like my comment was a joke, but I study her reaction. 


“Don’t say that,” she shakes her head and pauses her
channel-hopping then returns to the travel documentary, “you’re the one who
said we need to make more effort with the neighbors.” 


She’s right of
course. I did. We need to build a network of friends here. We’re still new to
the area after all those years back home. But right now, the thought of
football, and of spending the next two hours in the company of the guy from
upstairs and the new tenant next door, are the last things on my mind. Tomorrow
night Huey and I are due out for that drink. A supposed chat about our ‘three-way’ situation. I need to get totally clear on
what I should say to him. 


“What will you do while I’m out?” I glance at
her shape. Her face. Intense green eyes. She’s so gorgeous.



You must be insane to have ever invited your boss to have
sex with her.


My stomach clenches and I feel sick. 


“Watch the end of this program,” Grace says, “then do
my wrapping and have a long hot soap in the bath. With candles and a glass of
wine.”


Will you think about him while you’re naked in the bath? Touch yourself, and imagine your fingertips are
his? 


I look away from her legs and feet.


“Go on. Get a shower and get ready,” Grace
smiles over at me, “you’ll feel more like going once you’ve freshened up.”


So I do as Grace suggests and again she’s right. Kind of. G-Mac’s bar with its countless TV
screens, high wooden stools, and framed, signed, player’s shirts all around the
butterscotch-yellow walls, is heaving. Frequently, and for several minutes at a
time, I forget about my beautiful wife back home. Forget about the fact that I’ve
given my boss my blessing to take her to bed. On three occasions.


Periodically though, my thoughts stray to her and what
she might be doing right now at home. Whether she might even have wanted me out
of the house because she and he had arranged to speak on the phone. 


My blood turns cold. 


“For fuck sake!” Andrew from next door screams at the
TV. He shakes his head and frowns at me, “how could he could he miss that?” 


“Because he’s a moron,” I reply although I didn’t even
see the shot concerned. I was miles away.


The fact is though, as far as Grace speaking with Huey
on the phone goes, his name isn’t in her
contacts. I’ve checked. But the more I’ve thought about that lately, the more I've
wondered whether she could have his details stored under another name. A
fictitious female one maybe? In case I went snooping. I mean, I don’t know all
her friends. And certainly not many of her clients from the Wellbeing Center.


“Your shout at the bar. Spens?” Tony waves
his empty beer glass at me.


Back home later and the TV isn’t on.


“Grace? I’m back.”


No reply. But over to my right in the living area, her
phone’s on the coffee table in front of
the sofa. So she’s here somewhere.


“Grace?” I hang my jacket on a hook on the wall, then
head down past the kitchen on my left toward the bathroom. “Grace? You in the
bath?”


“Hey,” she calls back from in there and water
splashes, “be out in a few minutes.”


I hurry back to the living room and coffee table. Grab
her phone. I key in the digits of our wedding anniversary that she uses as her
password and I swipe. Tap into her contacts. 


Doesn’t feel
great to do this, but it's been on my mind most of the night. Would she
have chats with him behind my back? 


I scroll the list but where to start? What am I
looking for? 


Double-check under ‘H’ but there’s still only ‘Hattie’ and ‘Hillard’s’ and a couple of
hairdressers. Mostly from before we moved out here. 


This will take forever. Besides, I know Huey tried to ‘friend’ Grace on Facebook early on. If she’s let him
now, then maybe they message each other on there? I need to check her Facebook
friends.


The water begins to drain from the bath and I put
Grace’s phone down. 


She’d
tell you if she was ever having conversations with Huey when you weren’t
around. She’d ask you about it first. She’s your wife.


Yeah. But she’s having sex with the guy. 


I wait until we’re
in bed with the lights out before I bring up the subject of my boss.


“I’ve got that other night out tomorrow night,” I sigh in the dark; wait for her to react.


One of Grace’s
bare legs moves against me as she turns. She’s in her short, pale purple night
dress. 


“What do you think he’s going to say?” she asks and
rests one side of her face against my chest.


My balls prickle. 


“Probably how much he wants you for
Christmas,” my mouth has dried up.


“No he won’t,” she pretends to slap my chest. 


Of course, he will. He’s not insane. 


“It’s not his decision what happens next anyway, is
it?” Grace kisses my chest. “That's up to you. And me.”


She’s not
saying she wouldn’t do it again with him. This close to Christmas? My stomach churns but now, with her warm body against
mine, lower down than my stomach I’m hard. 


Her fingers tighten around my shaft. 


Is she horny because I mentioned him and that reminded
her of what they did together? 


I ease her off her side and onto her back. Kneel up
and pull her nightdress up her firm body. Kiss both her tits. 


Grace murmurs.


Are you thinking of Huey, Grace?
Imagining these lips on your hard nipples are his? I suck her there and she moans. Does she want my
boss again?


In the office on Thursday, I’m thankful for the heavy workload involved in moving
the early parts of the new game development forward. It means I only really dwell
on Huey on those rare occasions when he emerges from his office. 


Once he shows out a chiseled-looking guy in a suit who
seems vaguely familiar to me. I want to ask Adam or Frank if they recognize
him, but their heads are down working and I don’t think they notice the guy leave. 


I’m grateful
too, that since last weekend at his caravan, Huey has been so preoccupied with
finalizing investment for the new project, that he didn’t ask to meet up any
earlier than tonight. That, at least gave me a few more days to mull everything
over. To talk things through more with Grace. Basically, she and I agreed that
I should hear him out. Then tell her what was said. Beyond that, we’re not
certain.


I glance away from my desktop monitor towards Huey’s closed door then back. 


What one part of me wanted was for Grace to tell me
she couldn’t do anything again with my boss. That she was ‘sorry’ and she knew I might be ‘disappointed’ about
her decision. But that she’d come to realize that she ‘loved me too much’ and
that what she’d done with Huey just ‘wasn’t right’. I longed to hear something
like that from her. On one level I still do.


But the darker side of me dreaded hearing it. That
same dark side that ignited me last night when we were in bed.


“You got a minute Bro?” Huey says and he’s stood at
his door.


“Yeah, course,” I clear my throat and rise. 


“Got a bit of a problem now with meeting tonight,” he
grimaces in his office and gestures for me to close his door. 


Elation and relief soar through me. 


But then a thought hits me. He’s had enough of my wife. He doesn’t even feel the
need for a meeting to discuss his former ‘relationship’ with her.


“It’s the only night the guy from the bank is
available,” he opens his big palms on the other side of the desk from me, “and
I need to get everything signed and sorted out.”


“Yeah sure. No worries,” I say and weirdly, my face
flushes hot. Feels like I’m embarrassed about his ‘rejection’ on Grace’s
behalf. 


Has something else happened to make him change his
mind about her? Maybe he just ‘woke
up’ and realized that having an ‘affair’
with an employees’ wife isn’t necessarily good for business. Maybe it’s something
he wouldn’t want his important new investors to get wind of. 


“I’m not going to suggest meeting tomorrow night
instead because I wouldn’t want to eat into your weekend,” Huey says.


He’s
never been bothered before about spending time with us on a weekend. He doesn't
want any more to do with Grace.


“You know how frantic it all is at the moment,” he
rubs his beard then waves an arm around, “getting everything in place for the
next stage of the new game. And now Christmas…”


I nod my head. Wonder what to say to my wife about his
new lack of interest. How she’ll feel
about it deep down. Regardless of what
she tells me.


“You and me will have that drink next week if it’s OK
with you?” he says and then lowers his voice, “but in the meantime, rest
assured, I loved every second of last weekend. It was incredible. She was
incredible.”


My chest pulls tight. My groin prickles.


“Look Bro, I didn’t want to pull you to one side about
her any sooner this week,” his brown eyes look right at me, “I don’t want you
worrying that your wife is the only factor in the relationship you and I have.
You’re a key part of my team. You know that don’t you?”


I nod.


“You can go the whole way with Flamehead Games,” Huey
sits right back and smiles.


What does he mean by ‘whole way’?


“I’ll repeat what I said to you before she came to my
bed in the caravan, Bro.”


My face burns. 


“I’ll follow your lead on how fast I go with her. How
far we all take it.”


I can’t
speak. 


“So look Bro, ahead of you and me having a little more
privacy to talk in detail,” Huey glances at the frosted glass door, “I’ve been
thinking. I’m concerned Grace might get the wrong impression about the
relationship too.”


Doesn’t
sound like he’s communicating with her behind my back. 


“I don’t want her thinking it’s only about the sex,”
he says.


“No,” the word sticks in my throat and I glance over
my shoulder, make doubly sure the door is still closed. My bowels have
slackened. 


“So I’m wondering what you think of the idea of me
taking her out somewhere nice. A meal maybe? Just me and her. Show her I’m not
just using her for sex?”









Chapter Two


Kevin


I slow up on the sixth floor of the multistory car
park. Looks like there’s a parking space
the other side of that white Mustang. Thank God for that. I was getting close
to giving up. I inch my car forward. 


Crap. There’s one of those little Minis in the ‘space’. I couldn’t even
see it from the other side of the Mustang. I groan and accelerate away.
Continue up a concrete ramp to the seventh floor. I should have been more
organized with my shopping. Or not even bothered coming here. Bought all
Evie’s Xmas presents online. But the eternity
ring she liked is in that store here at the mall. So here I am. 


I finally find somewhere to park on the ninth floor.
Ease my motor in and switch off the engine. I check the time to see how long
before the store closes but then my phone rings.


Richmond. Crap. 


I could ignore him. But as always, when it’s him, something stops me.


“Hi Richmond,” I say and my throat closes up. 


This is the man who shared my wife with his buddy for
the second time last weekend. The man who said she needed ‘punishment’ for that other guy in that club washroom.
Who teased us both about putting her to work in his adult club. The man who
turns my wife on so much. 


“You OK to talk for a few moments Kevin?” his smooth
tones ask. 


“Yes. Just got to the mall. Last-minute Christmas
shopping,” I say and wonder why the hell I told him what I’m doing. 


“Anything nice for that sexy little wife?”


Resentment tries to rise against his words but a shaky
excitement pushes it down. My heart races.


“A ring,” I say and somehow, crazily, this confession
to the man who spreads my Evie’s legs somehow almost ‘soothes’ me. “I wanted to
buy her an eternity ring too.,” I say, “she spotted one at the mall the other
week. I’ve just come to pick it up.”


“That’s a nice gesture for any husband to make,”
Richmond says and I can almost see that slow smile spread over his daunting
features, “romantic.” 


“Yes,” I clear my throat again, try to loosen the
muscles in it. 


“That young lady was on fire last time around, wasn’t
she?”


“Yes Richmond,” I squeeze my cock.


“Couldn’t get enough of Phillip and myself,” he says
slowly, thicky.


“No Richmond.”


“Couldn’t get enough cock.” 


Oh, shit. “No.”


A shout of laughter from outside draws my attention. I
move my hand off my pants and up from under the steering wheel.


A group of teenagers passes my car; vaping, shoving at
one another. 


“So I’ve been contemplating our next steps,” Richmond says.


‘Our’ next steps? Does he mean him and that Phil guy.
Or him and me?


“As I told you both, her behavior when you took her to
that nightclub the other weekend disappointed me. It’s not what I expect of
you. It can’t go unpenalized.”


Who does this guy think he is? But I’m shaking.



“The misdemeanor though does give us all an
opportunity. So I’ll formalize my invitation for you both to pay a visit to my
Gentlemen’s establishment. Traders. I’m thinking we do it one night between
Christmas and the new year. I’d like you to talk to your wife. Tell her you’re keen
to visit the club and then, when you’ve talked, have her come back to me with
your preferred night.”


He’s
giving me orders again. 


“We’ll have her friend Rachel and perhaps one or two
other selected employees show her around. Let your wife appreciate the
opportunity there under my patronage. And perhaps let her demonstrate her contrition.”


‘Contrition’? What does he think she’ll do there?


“Richmond, I honestly don’t think she’d go somewhere
like that. Even to just and look around.”


“Nonsense,” Richmond says, “you underestimate that
girl’s tendencies. Misunderstand her deepest, most primal needs. And besides,
Rachel will help normalize the surroundings and activities, sew the seeds and
help her relax. Two slutwives together Kevin.”


My cock stiffens. Rock hard.


“Tell me young man, does Evie by any chance have a
suction cup dildo?”


“A what?”


“A dildo or vibrator with a base which adheres to hard
surfaces.”


“Does what?”


“Useful to facilitate the roleplay of sex with
multiple men. Have her suck while you fuck. Or vice versa. Does she have one?”


“No.”


“Then you could do far worse than purchase one for
her. Make a nice Christmas stocking filler. As well as something to fill either
of those tight little holes. Train her mouth with it too. Use it in the bedroom
to refuel the fantasies of her antics with Philip and myself. Keep her primed
for more.”


Is he for real?


“And who knows, perhaps you might like to
practice your own oral skills with it too? See if we can’t develop you further
in that area?”


I get to the jewelers and find the ring but even when I’m paying for the gift I’m still shaky and in a daze from Richmond’s phone call.


He seriously expects me to take my wife to some seedy
club that’s probably filled with
dirty old men? Rachel’s told her she gets groped while she’s serving drinks
there!


If Richmond thinks he’s got any chance of convincing my Evie to work for him in a place like
that then he needs to think again. 


And does he really expect me to buy a sex aid for my wife just on his say so?


But I obsess about it. About everything he said on the
phone. Until my chest hurts and I find myself back on the ground floor of the
mall for a coffee. The quieter end of the mall. Near the back entrance.
Specifically, at a table in the independent coffee shop next to the book store.
I sit on a high stool and face the store called ‘Funhouse.” An ‘adult’ shop Evie and I have looked around together a
couple of times in the past. We bought her rabbit vibrator from there a year or
two back.


Am I contemplating doing what this man wants? Buying
my wife a sex toy to help ‘train’
her for more sex with multiple guys? 


My cock shifts in my pants. 


An image of Evie impaled on those two big cocks last
weekend flashes in front of me. Like it has so many times since. 


The famished way she sucked Richmond. Her legs spread
wide to accommodate Phil as well. So Richmond’s friend could pound my wife’s body and use her for
his relief too. Evie and I have replayed
the session verbally in bed more than once since. And I've lost count of how
many I’ve jacked off about it too.


I peer at shoppers milling by then drain my cup and
head out to join them.


I’m going
to do what Richmond wants, aren’t I?


But even if I was to find one of
those dildos and buy it for Evie, I’d
never do anything with it myself. What
does he take me for? 


Then I’m in the
store with its ‘80’s music, and my breath is quick. Self-conscious because I’m
alone. Looking around like a pervert. Want to spot what I need fast. Don’t want to have to ask for help. But I want to do this.


The vibrators and dildos are on display stands the
other side of some rubber stuff and black lace underwear. 


“Are you looking for anything in particular?” a voice
says. A pretty redhead with a tiny waist and boobs but long legs. 


“Something with a suction cup?” I shrug, try to make
it sound vague; like it’s a request from my wife that I can’t quite remember. Did I get away with that?


“Any special color?”


Crap. Didn’t
think about that. “Oh, I don’t know.”


“We have purple like these,” varnished nails touch the
tip of an upright phallus, “transparent or black are very popular.” 


I tense, fear she’ll
ask ‘Is it for you?’ “Is there a ‘natural’ colored one?” I ask. I want it to
look and feel like a real cock for Evie. 


“Of course,” the girl gestures with elegantly-tended
fingers and points at a wall-mounted display case a few feet away. 


I follow her to it. 


“Now what about size?” She asks over her shoulder.


What if someone sees me shopping for it? “I’m not sure,”
I feel my face flush. 


“They start at 8 inches and go all the way to 16.9.”


Sixteen inches? Nearly seven-fucking-teen? That’s way more
than twice my size. 


I hesitate a moment. How big is Richmond’s likely to be? Or Phil’s? At least ten inches surely? My stomach
clenches. Balls quiver. “I don’t know,” I
say, wonder now if I should have come in here at all, “whats the most popular?”


“Ten would be the best seller,” the shop assistant
says but smiles at someone over my shoulder.


Do I want to get something a similar size to Richmond’s and his friend’s but so much bigger than
mine?


My whole body tingles with terrible, twisted
excitement.


“I’ll take the ten.”


“I hope you’re hungry,” Evie calls from the kitchen
when I get back to her, “Got a spag bol on the go.” She’s got her honey-blonde
hair up in a ponytail and she’s changed out of her work skirt and blouse into a
loose brown dress and her slippers.


“How long will it be?” I kiss the side of her face but
before she even answers, head straight for the bathroom with my shopping bags. I cant wait until the 25th of the month to give her
this. 


“About fifteen minutes?” Evie calls after
me.


In the bathroom, I lock the door and with a thumping
heart, I unbox the dildo. 


Something awful ripples through me when I handle its thick rubbery, but hard shape. I run it under the
hot water tap to wash it down. Then I dry it off, a bit like I’m jerking it,
and plant it heavily on the tiled floor. Test that it’s stuck there until
peeled back up.


It judders around, erect and upright like some fleshy
growth on our bathroom floor. In my pants my own cock bristles.


“Evie? Come and see this,” I call from the bathroom
door. 


“I’m making the meal,” she yells back.


“It’ll only take a minute. Promise.” I might be taking
a chance with her reaction while she’s in the middle of cooking, but this can’t wait. I need to cum.


She groans from the kitchen but then I hear her
slippers on the hallway floor.


“I bought you something,” I smile at her.


Cocoa brown eyes look right at me and her brow
furrows. 


She hasn’t
even noticed it yet. 


Maybe this was a stupid idea after all. One I’d never have made a reality if I hadn’t been thinking
with my dick.


Then Evie gapes at the floor. And back at me. Her eyes
are wide and she has a hand over her mouth. 


“It was Richmond’s idea.” I blurt out the truth
without properly considering the impact of telling her.


“Richmond?” her cheeks redden.


I nod. Cant think of what further explanation to give.



“Did he buy it?”


“No, me. He just suggested it.”


“It’s enormous,
Kev.”


“Is it bigger than.. than his?”


Evie shrugs and now it’s me who must be blushing.


“Let’s try it,” I say.


“Try it?” she looks
up again from the super-sized, artificial penis.


“A quick ride and blow job before food?”


“You’re crazy!” she shakes her head and ponytail but
she’s trying not to laugh.


I pull her to me. “Just for a minute,” I grind my hips against her, let her know I’m hard.
I push a hand up her dress and fondle the flesh of her right hip. I want her to ride that massive thing for Richmond. ‘Train’ my wife some more for him. 


“Let me turn the heat down,” she sighs but her
footsteps out of the bathroom and into the hallway are fast.


I yank my cock from my pants, work it through my fist.



Evie returns and rolls her eyes at the sight of me.
But then she smiles and goes down to the floor and her knees. She grips the
cock in her fist and looks up at me, “I
better lubricate it,” she says and she leans right over the tool, draws it into
her mouth. 


“Fuck, Evie, that looks hot,” I slick my cock through
my fist.


She pulls it from her mouth and moves back. 


“Don’t get up yet. Sit on it for a minute while you
give me a blow job.”


“Who said I was giving you a blow job?”


“Come on Evie,” I slick my cock, look at her alongside
the huge dick, “please.”


“I’m not sitting all the way down on it,” she shakes
her head but pulls her skirt to her waist, shows me her red panties. Then she
squats above the pretend dick.


Surreal with slippers on her feet. 


“Just put it in a little.”


Evie pulls her gusset to one side and peers down to
her thighs, feeds the tip of the sex toy to her hole. 


“Big?” I work my cock fast.


She nods, wriggles her hips. Takes the head of it in a
little.


Fuck.


“Bigger than Richmond?”


“Probably not,” she gives me a playful smile but
reaches for my cock. 


I move closer to her, let her take my hard-on from my
hand.


Evie wiggles her hips and masturbates me with her
right hand.


“Shit Evie,” Should
I be surprised she agreed to try this so easily? Now, when I’ve only just come in through the door and she’s in
the middle of cooking? Is this how quickly Richmond has changed her? My wife
and first love. How willing she’s become after sex with two other men at once? How else will he change her if I don’t stop him?


She moves her attention to my balls, rakes them with
her fingernails and I work my cock in her face. Then she moves my hand away
again. Sucks me. 


What did Richmond call her? Evie and Joe’s wife Rachel? ‘Slutwives’? 


My beautiful Evie trained as a ‘slutwife’ for two
older men. For them to both use at the same time. I stroke one side of her face while she sucks. Then run
her lush ponytail through my fingers and close my eyes.









Chapter Three


Spencer


“You’re
back early. How did it go?” Grace asks me from the sofa, almost before I’m in
through the door from work on Thursday. 


Is she so desperate to hear what my boss said about
her? Desperate because of what
they did together in his bed at that sleazy little caravan. 


My chest draws right in. 


“Do you ever speak to Huey when you’re on your own?”


“Speak to him?” She sits up in her black t-shirt and
yoga pants. Her dark hair is let down around her shoulders again after work and
she looks at me with those intense green eyes. Frowns. “What do you mean?”


“Do you ever phone each other?”


“No,” she shakes her head, keeps looking right at me.


“What about messaging each other on Facebook, or
whatever?”


“No,” she says, but more slowly and looks away for a
moment. 


“You don’t sound very sure about that.”


“He just ‘liked’ some of my posts on there.” 


My chest pulls again. “So you let him ‘friend’ you?”


“I told you he asked. Ages ago.”


“But you let him?”


I thought you wanted me to. He’s your boss,” she shrugs, “I thought it would be rude
if I didn’t.”


I turn to leave the room. 


“Hey come on,” she says and she’s on her feet catching
my hand then hugging me to her warm body, “there’s absolutely nothing going on
between me and him that you don’t know about. There never would be.”


I let her kiss me and my cock stiffens. 


“So what did he say? I didn’t expect you back so
soon.”


“He had to have a meeting with the bank tonight so we
didn’t go for that drink. But he told me how much he enjoyed last weekend.” 


Grace rolls her eyes but her arms are still around me.


“He wants to take you out on his own,” I say and watch
her face.


“On my own?” she frowns again.


“He said he doesn’t want you to think it’s only about
the sex.”


Grace reddens. “I’d
never go out with him on my own, Spens.”


“I know,” I kiss her and relief pours through me. But
that very relief rouses slumbering, sicker emotions from the dark, “I guess he
doesn’t want you to feel used.”


“He’s not the only one doing the ‘using’
though, is he?” She smiles and works her body against me.


On the subway Friday morning I replay Grace’s reaction last night when I told her what Huey had
suggested. 


She says I’m using Huey too. To get what
she calls my ‘Pervy’ kicks. But deep down, is she using my boss as well,
so she gets better sex? She was horny when we got to bed last night. And again
this morning before work. She woke me early. 


I glance around the carriage. Nod ‘morning’ to the guy under the red, cuffed beanie hat,
then return my thoughts to Grace. 


Aren’t
you scared by the way your wife is behaving? Even if she’s said more than once
that she’d never go out on her own with Huey. But was his invite on her mind when we had sex? Did it wake her this morning, and would she go
with him if I told her I wanted her to?


I reach the office with my mind made up to inform Huey
that Grace has no intention of going anywhere with him on her own. And that I
wouldn’t let her anyway. That the after-hours‘
relationship’ he has with us is an occasional three-way one, or it’s nothing at
all. 


But as the day drags on and those sick feelings rouse
my libido and continue to grow stronger, I have to creep out to the washrooms.
Beat the awful arousal into submission. Blot out and calm the mental concept of
Grace ‘dating’ my boss. Of tortured
waiting for her before their return and breathless sex together as I watch. 


A little after 3 pm, with angst clouding my heart,
Adam on a call, and Frank in a meeting off-site, Huey asks me into his office. 


“Take a seat Bro,” he gestures me to sit opposite him.
He’s in that black, ‘Choose your weapon’ hoodie; the one with the monochrome
images of different console controllers on the front.


You’re
not taking Grace anywhere. In fact, if you get to see her again at all, it
won’t be until after Christmas. When
she and I have had time to let things settle down. Think and talk together
some more over the holiday about the whole situation. 


“So did you have any thoughts about what I said
yesterday?” he says quietly, and dark eyes rest on me, “me taking Grace
somewhere. You speak to her about it?”


“I mentioned it,” I shrug and try to act like we had
more important things to talk about than him. 


“OK..,” he says slowly, nods.


I shrug again.


“You think it would be better if I spoke to her about
it directly? Explained where I’m coming from? I was wondering about it last
night.”


“No, I don’t think so.” 


Doesn’t
sound like there’s any communication going on behind my back.


So what if there isn’t Spencer? You should still tell
him to ‘fuck right off’. And you
know it. Look how insecure you’ve been since the last time she was with him.


I do know it. But his awkwardness and uncertainty, his
desire for my wife, all stir my groin. 


“She asked me what you had in mind,” I say and bend
the truth, “where?” 


“So she’ll let me take her out? Say ‘thank you’ and
treat her? You both would?”


“She didn’t say that Huey,” I frown, but I’ve got the
makings of a hard-on because of his excitement. “I think she just wanted to
know what you had in mind.”


“I was ruminating that some more too Bro,” he says and
rubs his beard.


‘Ruminating’?


“I was thinking maybe in between Christmas and the new
year. Wondering if she might like to go down to the Capital.”


“A hell of a distance to go for a meal isn’t it?” I
say and try to process the suggestion. 


“We could take in a show too,” he says and above his
beard, his cheeks have colored up a little, “go round the boxing day sales
before that.”


He thinks you’d let her go off with him all day. Get back late at night.


“Probably mean an overnight stay though
Bro.”


I arrive home from the office with my head still
swirling. The same as it was when I left Huey’s office. How much do I tell
Grace about what he’s proposed
now?


Never mind what you tell her. What you
should have told ‘him’, is that he
can go and fuck himself. That silent
voice sounds like my old man. Who does your fucking boss think he is? 


I find Grace in the bedroom. She’s drying herself off after a shower. She comes to me
and kisses me. There’s a water droplet right on the end of her perfectly
straight nose and her damp, brown hair looks even darker than usual. It’s cold
against my cheek and neck.


You don’t
even have to tell her about his pushy ‘overnight’ suggestion. Just go back to
him tomorrow and say it's not going to happen. None of it. Like you should have
done the first time he brought up taking her out on his own. 


But the softness of her in my arms and up against me,
the shape of her prominent behind in the fluffy towel, and the knowledge of
Huey’s desire for her, all of these
overpower me. I kiss her neck. Undo the towel and let it fall to the floor.


“I haven’t dried off yet, Spens.”


“I want you to be wet,” I reach down between her legs.



She moans and closes her eyes. 


I can’t
stop myself. “Huey wants to take you down south. To the city,” my
blood runs cold even as my cock throbs.


Her eyes open.


“Overnight, Grace.”


“I’d never do that.”


“That’s what I told him,” I lie but her reaction
heartens me and I kiss her. 


She moves my hand back between her legs.


She’s
horny. 


“He wants to take you to the sales, and a show,” I stroke
her stiffened clit. Is she turned on
because this older guy obviously still wants her so much? 


“I’d never go without you,” she murmurs and feels my
cock through my pants.


Her words further reassure me, but also somehow leave
me disappointed. 


“Maybe he’d put the thee of us up in a swanky hotel in
the city?” I whisper in her ear, all previous good intentions abandoned. I work
my fingers in her slippery pussy, run my other hand over her tits. 


Her nipples stiffen, mouth hungry on me. She’s got my cock out. She runs long, slow strokes up its
hard length. 


“Mmm,” she moans, “and if it was a swanky hotel with a
swimming pool and everything, I guess you could have your own fun there until
we got back,” her hand pulls my dick faster, “like that first time at the
caravan. When you waited for me at the bar.”


She’d do
it, wouldn’t she? Regardless of what she said yesterday. Has she been thinking
about it since then? Imagining it? Wanting to spend ‘alone’ time with my boss?


But Grace masturbates me and the physical sensations
around my groin swamp me. I finger her, coax her clit and kiss under her ear,
her throat.


“Oh, God Spens,” her whole body stiffens, begins to
tremble. She’s cumming.


I hold her as she climaxes. I want to know if the
thought of being alone with him again has tipped her over the edge. Can’t bring myself to ask. Don’t
know if I could handle hearing that truth. 


And then I’m
cumming too, all over her hand and flat stomach. 









Chapter Four


Joe


“How much do you know about Evie’s sister?” I say to
Rachel at a red light. 


“Only that she’s her stepsister called ‘Celine’ and
Evie says she a pain in the ass,” Rachel shrugs and peers out of her window.
It’s only 5-30 in the evening but dark already. 


I gaze across at my wife with her golden-brown hair
tied back. Fresh-faced in her flamingo-pink work tunic. What parent seeing
her at the nursery dressed so respectably and almost mundanely with barely any
face makeup on would suspect how Rachel spends much of her weekends?


“Oh, and that Evie had a thing going with Celine’s
boyfriend for a while,” Rachel says.


Yeah. I think I remember Evie’s husband Kevin saying something about that. 


“Evie’s step-dad is loaded and he’s the one paying for
the engagement party,” Rachel says, “so don’t worry. You won’t get stiffed on
your gig fee. You can check Celine and the boyfriend out for yourself when they
come to you see you and Eddie play next week anyway, can’t you?”


I nod and indicate left. Get ready to turn into my
mother and father-in-law’s estate. 


At least Rachel finally seems to have accepted her Mom
doing a little promo work for Phil too. And that ‘promo work’ is all she does for him. The atmosphere between her
and Sophie was getting unbearable. Rachel’s probably had too much going on in
her own life lately to dwell on what her Mom’s doing. 


I glance over at her again and visualize my beautiful
wife taken in the ass by those two swarthy guys last time Phil put her to work.


My stomach lurches at the sight of Talbot’s car. It gleams on his drive under a street lamp. That
jerk has been on at me incessantly about an outing to the shops with us to
choose lingerie for Rachel. 


Fleeting anger is no match for twisted lust and my
cock stirs at the thought. 


But no way are we doing that. No matter how hot the perverted thought sometimes gets
me and Rachel.


“Wait..,” she says  and points further up the street,
“that’s not…?”


I follow her gaze. An 8 Series BMW.


Phil?


Rachel peers out at her Mom’s house. 


No car on the drive there. Looks like Harry’s out. But surely Sophie wouldn’t be…


Curtains closed upstairs and down. Lights on in the
living room but none upstairs. 


“If she’s..,” Rachel
chews on a fingernail 


“Look Rach, you know she’s doing some work for Phil
too. But he’s probably not even at her house now. He could know other people
around here. He doesn’t live that far away, does he?” I say, but what are the
odds? I don’t want a scene between her and her Mom again tonight. “Your
Mom and Dad’s cars not there. They’re probably both out with the girls. Why
don’t we just go home? We should have called ahead to say we were coming here.
You’ll see her Christmas day anyway won’t you?” I start the engine again. Need to get her away from here.


“I want to know if Phil’s in there with my Mom while Dad’s out. And if he
is, what they’re doing.” 


“Probably talking business if he is there,” I
shrug and hope I’m right. 


“Yeah course he is,” she laughs without humor, “his
car is exactly where I used to tell him to leave it when he…,” her words trail
away.


When you were my girlfriend and he came here to fuck
you?


“Go inside and check for me Joe,” smoldering blue-gray
eyes bore into mine, “I couldn’t face seeing that.” 


“I can’t just barge into her house.”


“The back door’s always open. You know that. She never
minds us going straight in.” Rachel peers at the house again.


She might not be too fucking happy about it if a man
like Phil is all over her. 


“How weird is it going to look if I just rock up
inside her house when she’s not expecting it?” I grimace. 


“Tell her the truth, say we slipped round to confirm
what time they want us here on Saturday. Say I’m in the car on the phone or
something.”


“But what if she is…?”


“Then she’ll know
that we know.”


“Rachel; all that’ll do is ruin Christmas day.”


“It won’t ruin ours. Go on Joe. For me.
Please,” Rachel leans across and pops my
seat belt open. 


I peer over at Talbot’s again. At least he’s not
outside too. Pestering us in person, as well via his incessant texts.


“Please Joe,” Rachel’s irresistible blue eyes fix on
me, “I need to know."


“You’re sure?”


She nods.


Fuck. I
groan and push open the door. With a bit of luck, the back door of the house door
will be locked and there’ll be no-one
home. She and Harry will have just gone out together and left the lights on.


I wish I could believe that.


I should have slammed the car door to disturb whatever
might be going on in the house. Given
them a warning. Let them make themselves decent so I don’t have to face anything inside. Then I could have
come back out to Rachel and confirmed nothing nasty was happening in her Mom’s
house. 


But halfway up Sophie’s drive, a different possibility
begins to form in my head.


Sophie’s a
good-looking woman, there’s no denying it. Like an older, heavier version of my
wife. I shouldn’t have this feeling. But wouldn’t there be something kind of erotic
about catching my mother-in-law with her panties around her ankles for another
man. Cheating on her husband again? 


And with a well-built alpha male who’s also been
screwing Rachel since before we got married?


My cock pulses at the prospect. How hot was it when
Talbot took Sophie dogging that time, and I saw some of it?


I peer back down the drive to our car. Rachel waves me
onward down the path. 


I get why my wife wouldn’t want to do this herself, but what the hell do I say to Sophie I come
face to face with her being fucked by Phil?


Is that really a likely scenario though? This early in
the evening? And with Harry presumably liable to come home any minute. And
what about Rachel’s sisters. Where are they?


But I guess Harry could’ve taken them out. Seems to do that a lot. And would this be such an
unusual time for Sophie and Phil to be ‘at it’? Doesn’t he call Rachel to
his at all times of the day or night and expect her to drop her panties or blow
him?


My cock twitches. Semi-erect. 


At the bottom of the drive, I push the iron gate.
Still squeaks. Harry never did get round to oiling it. 


I check the back of the building. Grateful for the
cover of darkness. No light in the kitchen window. But higher up, in what was
Rachel’s room when she lived here, the
light burns bright. 


Sophie wouldn’t? Not in there. 


But maybe one of Rachel’s younger sisters has taken over my wife’s old room.


This could all be completely innocent. Couldn’t Phil be at Talbot’s for some reason? Talbot told me
they’ve spoken at least once. Discussed
my wife. My gut churns. Cock hard in
my pants though. Maybe they’re in
his gloomy house now, discussing Rachel. 


At the back door of Sophie’s, I grip the handle. Part
of me prays it's locked. Wait. I could just say that to Rachel, couldn’t I? ‘Back door was locked’. She’d have to
believe me. Then if she still wanted to know if Phil was here, we’d have to
knock on the front door. Give them
time inside to get decent. 


Something compels me to at least try the handle. 


It turns freely and a covert excitement consumes me. I
barely hesitate. Ease the door inward then inside. Keep it quiet. Dark
and still, but warm too. Smells of spicy cooking. 


Hold my breath in the pitch black and listen to the
house. 


No TV from the other side of the kitchen door.
Nothing. Do I creep back out? Tell Rachel her Mom was napping in front of
the TV? Wouldn’t be so unusual if Sophie was, would it?


Press my ear to the cool wood of the kitchen door and
listen hard. Try to hear something above the thump of my heart. Hold my breath
again then gently, ever so gently, turn the handle downward. Have to be
careful I don’t scare Sophie if
she is alone. And don’t want to look like I’m sneaking around her house.


But I could tell her I was trying to keep quiet in
case she was taking a nap in front of the TV. Because the curtains were drawn.



I ease open the door to the hallway. A carpet half-lit
by a slender shaft of living room light. 


“Ooh,” a female groans. Throaty.


TV? Or Sophie in the living room? Sex?


My heartbeats runs away from me. Palms sweat. 


Sophie with Harry? So where’s his car? I should get out of here.


But I’m in the
hallway. Sneaking steps toward the living room light and a part-open door.


Fuck me.


“What are you?” Phil Kneels bare-assed tensed on
Harry’s sofa. Dark shirt rides up his toned back. Lower body grinds into Sophie’s
upturned buttocks. 


Fucking hell.


Her big bare, white ass and thighs. She’s leant over the far end and arm of the sofa. Like he threw her there.


“Slut,” Sophie gasps, “a slut,” chubby lower legs,
painted toes curled.


I gawk at her and him.


“A what?” Phil slaps into her, pulls her dyed, tangled
hair. Drags her head back.


“A slut,” her words shiver from her.


Fuck, Sophie.


“Whose?” he slaps into her hard. Makes her ass and
whole body shudder.


“Uh,” she pants, head raised and right back now,
Phil’s fist in her hair.


“I asked you whose slut?”


“Yours. Your slut.”


“Good,” Phil grips one of her quivering hips. Slaps
it.


“Don’t mark me, Phil.”


He smacks his body into her.


“Promise me I don’t look fat to you?” she asks, tries
to twist her head around to him.


“You look great. Now get your head back down,” he lets
her hair go and pushes Sophie’s shoulders forward. Almost right over the arm of the sofa.


“That’s it,” he pulls at her hips, “get this juicy ass
right up for me.”


The woman is my mother-in-law.


“Is it as good as with Rachel?” she pushes back at
him.


What the fuck?


“You’re nearly as big a slut.”


Fuck me, Sophie. But now my cock is out. Can’t help myself. I slick my
hard-on through my fist. Crumpled tissue in my other hand.


Those two are far too preoccupied to turn around and
look into the hallway.


Sophie used by one of the men who regularly ‘does’ Rachel.
The man who pimps my wife out to his clients. Now screwing her Mom too. 


“Ugh,” Phil’s head rocks back. Spine arched. He stabs
at her, his buttocks taut, “ugh, ugh ugh.”


“Your slut, your slut, Phil. Mr. Hastings.”


‘Mr. Hastings’? Has Sophie got a similar submissive
streak to Rachel? 


And ‘in heat’,
even Sophie’s voice sounds like my wife’s. 


Phil slumps over Sophie’s back. Spent.


I stand and jack hard. Mesmerized by Sophie’s coupling with the first man who took Rachel from
me. Phil, breathes hard, recovers on top of the heavier, less firm version of a
round butt that I know so well. 


Sophie murmurs and slowly sways her wide hips
under him. Phil’s need relieved
now inside Harry’s wife. I tense. Cum
into the tissues. Then zip up and slip away.


Outside again unseen and a terrible shame descends on
me. What kind of man sees his father-in-law’s wife in a scene like that and
gets off on it? Masturbates himself as he watches? 


But Rachel insisted I go in there.


And if that’s how Sophie behaved with Talbot too, then no wonder a creep like him
enjoyed himself so much with her. No wonder he’s pissed she lost interest. 


I walk back down the path trying to decide what to say
to Rachel. How much do I tell her? If I let her know ‘everything’ (apart
from me jacking-off of course), then God knows what happens when we all get
together on Saturday. And God knows what permanent damage gets done to my wife’s already fractious relationship with her mother. 


I can’t tell her
what I saw. At least not yet. Not until I’ve
worked out exactly how and what I say. 


But halfway down the drive, it’s clear there are more pressing concerns than Sophie
and Phil. 


Talbot himself is outside and leaning to our car,
chatting to Rachel through her window.


For fuck sake. My chest pulls tight. 


He straightens up and looks across the roof at me.


“Anything going on in Sophie’s that I need to know
about?”


“None of your business.”


“That’s a ‘yes’ then,” he shakes his head and peers at
Sophie’s house. “Just been arranging our little shopping trip with your
sweetheart of a wife.”


“I don’t have time for this now Talbot,” I say and
open my car door.


“Rachel can fill you in on the arrangements,” he bangs
the roof with his palm and peers back in at my wife, “bye, bye for now sweet
cheeks.”


Rachel gives him a tight smile and I start the engine.


Then, with Talbot, Phil and my wife’s fornicating
mother left behind, Rachel peers across at me, “So did you see them in there?”









Chapter Five


Spencer


“At last,” Grace murmurs next to me in bed. She’s in
her new red nightie and her buttery foot rubs my leg, “I didn’t think you were
going to wake up and have enough time for us before getting ready for the
office.”


“There’s only me in today remember,” I yawn then kiss
her forehead, “no-one to see exactly when I get to my desk.” The other guys
each have their turns manning the office later in the week. It’s a drag having
to go in between Christmas and new year, even for this one day, but maybe the
solitude will be good ‘thinking time’. And good for creativity.


“What about Huey?” Grace murmurs against my chest and
one of her hands plays with my balls, “won’t he be there today?”


She’s
thinking about him again. Even the
last couple of days we’ve just spent at
her Mom’s hasn’t changed that. 


“He didn’t say,” I shrug, “but I doubt he’ll bother
coming in too.” 


“What are you going to say to him if he does?” now she
works my cock. Real slow. “You know, about what he suggested?”


She wants to spend more alone time with my
boss, doesn’t she? Is she keen for sex with him again? She’s all but admitted she ‘uses’ him for it. 


Aren’t you concerned that your wife ‘needs’ another
man for her complete sexual satisfaction?


“What do you want me to say?” I’m breathing hard and
my cock is like iron in her little hand. 


“I guess I could go out with him if you wanted me to,”
she says, “but only if you weren’t too far away.”


‘Too far away’? What does that mean? Shit, Grace. Tell
her Spencer. Tell her and tell him that it’s out of the question. 


“I could say something like that,” I slip one of the
thin straps of her new red nightie off her shoulder, “tell him I’d need to stay
close by?” I kiss her warm flesh then lean right up over her, work her nightie
up her torso , over her tits.


“Mmm,” she reaches for my cock with both hands now,
“but only if it’s what you want me to do.”


Shit, Gracie.
“He’d expect sex with you again Grace.
Even though he says he wants to prove he’s not using you.”


“Put it in right away Spens,” she guides my cock
between her thighs.


No foreplay. 


I do as she asks. Push down hard into her.


“Ooh,” her lips purse, and her knees rise. 


Feels good. I won’t last long. 


“Do it to me hard,” she whispers in my ear and her thighs
squeeze my sides. 


“Do you want sex with him again Grace?” I kiss her
mouth, her throat. Smell her lush, brown hair.


“Mmm.”


Didn’t
answer. “Do you?” I push hard into
her, grip both her hips, “tell me.”


“Mmm, yes.”


“Feel his heaviness on you?”


“Ooh.”


“Pinning you down again?”


“Mmm, trapping me with his hairy body. No escape.”


Shit, Grace. 


“Doing this to you?”


“Ooh yes,” she reaches for me with both arms, pulls me
to her. Tongue in my mouth.


I break my face free, “Doing this to you with his big cock.”


“Mmm filling me, stretching me.”


“Fuck Grace,” I groan and I’m gonna cum,
gonna cum. Too late, too late, can’t stop.


Grace doesn’t
have to go to her work today so I take the car, not the subway. The streets are
quiet. If it wasn’t for a little snow turned dirty and gray and pushed back to
the sidewalks it might feel like just like another lock-down. 


I use one of my ‘creativity’
playlists as the soundtrack to my thoughts. Driving is always good ‘thinking
time’ too. But I try not to spend the whole journey with Huey as the silent
subject matter.


 


That’s not easy though. Grace’s libido has exploded since
she got involved with my boss.


Mine too.


I replay some of the things she said in bed this
morning before I left. The insights they must surely give to her feelings and
desires.


But were they insights? Or was she just saying them to
excite me? Because she knew they were what I wanted to hear. She’s indulged me all
along because she knows how horny the situation with her and Huey makes me. Remember how she used to get frustrated before it all
started, because my sex drive had dwindled away?


Spencer, you’re fooling yourself. You know very well how wet she was when you slid
inside her this morning. 


And I also know she was lying there in
that state waiting for me to wake up. 


I pause at a red light. A rare interruption on the
traffic-free streets today. So would I dare let my boss take my wife on a night
out? Wait in some hotel down south for them to return? 


For a moment I visualize Grace out on the town with
Huey. Perhaps on his arm. 


The image is an abomination, but my cock stirs in response.
Me waiting in a hotel room for him to come back and fuck Grace in front of
me. I peer out of the side window to double-check there’s no car or wagon alongside me. Then I reach down,
adjust my erection.


Huey knows Grace and I are back from her
Mom’s now and that today’s my day
alone in the office. There’s a good chance he’ll call me there to ask about our
decision.


“Morning Bro,” Huey says from in front of the coffee
machine.


Shit. That gave me a fright. “Oh, hey. I
didn’t think you’d be in today.”


“I got one or two things to sort out so thought I’d
pop in for an hour while it’s quiet. Coffee?”


I nod my head, feel my heart thunder. 


“How was your holiday?” he peers down at his filling
cup then looks up and smiles at me.


“Yeah good,” I nod, “went to Grace’s folks.”


“She mentioned you were going there,” he nods, “or you
did.”


“How was your break?”


“Busy,” he shrugs broad shoulders, rubs his beard,
“been spending a lot of time with the new investors. Guys like them don’t stop
working - even for religion,” he laughs.


“Doesn’t sound much of a way to live,” I say.


“Tell me about it,” he laughs and hands me my cup,
gestures me to lead the way to the workspaces.


I do so but each step pressures me further to bring up
the subject of him with Grace. 


“Did you two have any thoughts about our discussion
last week?” he beats me to it. Before I’ve reached my desk.  


What do I say? 


“Kind of,” I say and put my backpack on my desk then
face him. 


“So what do you think? The pair of you?” he sits on
the edge of Frank’s desk and looks at me. 


“She wouldn’t go anywhere overnight without me.”


“Right,” he grimaces. 


“And I wouldn’t want her to.”


“No. OK,” he says and crosses his arms. 


“So I’d have to be there too.”


Huey sighs and rubs his beard. 


“I don’t mean on the date,” I say and redden. Curse my
use of that last word. “But maybe if I could wait in the hotel…until you’d
finished…,” Shit, I wish I’d never started this.


“Not sure how practical that would be Bro. I guess we
forget the road trip. How about I just pick her up from yours and take her for
a meal somewhere nice? Come back for a nightcap later.”


Why doesn’t
he want the three of us to go down south? Was he looking forward to hours of
alone time on the journey there and back with her too? 


Whatever his reasons, I don’t want her leaving our apartment with him. Being
brought home by him late at night. Even though on some reckless even that unthinkable
concept partly excites me too. 


Your neighbors might see. 


“I don’t think picking Grace up at ours is a good idea,
Huey. I wouldn’t want chance anyone we know seeing...”


You’ve
gone from ‘should you even let Grace know about his brazen suggestion’, to
‘Where’s the safest place for him and your wife to start their date’?


“So come to mine,” Huey uncrosses his arms and opens
his palms at me, “you two don’t know anyone on my side of town, do you? You can
get on the VR set there while you wait for us. Then when I bring her back
we’ll…”


His words prickle my groin. “I don’t know Huey,” I say and clench a fist. Stay in my bosses’ apartment while he takes my wife out? How awkward could that be?


“We can all have a few drinks,” he says, “I’ll make
the guest bedroom up. It’s still the season to be jolly after all, isn’t it?”


I stare at his grin. 


He wants Grace’s body so much. In his bed. 


“This Wednesday would be good for me, Bro,” he says,
“and give all of us the Thursday night to recover ahead of New year. You know,
in case it’s a late one at mine, or whatever.” 


He means in case he keeps my wife up all night while
he’s fucking her. 


Huey’s cell
rings and saves me from any immediate response. Just as well. I can’t think
straight. 


“Richmond hey,” he says into his phone and pushes up
off Frank’s desk, “tonight yeah. Looking forward to it. I think,” he
says and laughs. “Give me two seconds,” he digs in his pocket and hands me a
ticket, covers the mouthpiece of his phone, “I need to take this call. Can you
do me a favor? I got to get away to a meeting in a few minutes. Can you nip
over the road to the dry cleaning store while I’m on the phone? Pick up my
jacket for me. Otherwise, I’ll have nothing smart enough for the restaurant
I’ve got in mind for later in the week with Grace. Cheers Bro,” he winks at me
and heads for his office.









Chapter Six


Huey


“Good evening Sir,” a dimpled female with no clothes
on nor hair says. 


What the fuck? I almost drop the bottle of Bollinger. Gape through the open front door
of Anton’s house at the girl in her insanely
high, silver heels.


“Please do come in, Sir,” she says and keeps her blue
eyes low. She half turns, shows me the shape of her pert, bare ass, “I will
inform the Masters of Sir’s arrival. Who may I say is here?”


‘Masters’? 


“My name’s Huey. Huey Mather,” I take-in the dog
collar around her neck. Thick. That’s hot. Pale blue eyes with heavy
eyeliner. She’s a slim shape. Almost
emaciated. Long, slender legs. But any legs would look long in those crazy
shoes. No eyebrows, never mind hair on her head, “Mr. Mather,” I repeat, “for
Anton. And Richmond.”


“May I take the bottle for Sir?” 


I nod. Hand it over to her.


I follow her inside, study the movement of her
exposed, supple muscles. Firm shape of her booty and calves. Feel my dick
twitch in my pants. These fucking people are something else. 


And now I’m in business
with them. 


“Huey! My boy!” Richmond emerges from a group of
people in the kitchen - including a stunning blonde in stockings and black
corset. Shit. He grips my hand. “So pleased you could make it to our little soiree. Anton is otherwise
engaged in the basement at the moment,” he winks at me, “let this one get you a
drink, and then I’ll introduce you to the rest of our group,” his eyes dismiss
the shaven nude.


Then, clutching a glass, I’m taken on my second tour of Anton’s home. 


Considering this is supposed to be a ‘party’ of some sorts, I’m surprised how few other
guests there are milling around.


“Before I opened Traders, these get-togethers were all
we had,” Richmond says, “in terms of group activities with our trained couples.”
We’re standing now in front of another two men and a busty woman in a red net
bodystocking.


“Before we began pooling resources,” one of the other
men says and grins. He runs a paw over the woman’s ass. 


She’s got more
tit than Grace but not as pretty. I glance at the second man alongside her and
he lowers his eyes. 


“Now, we tend to use this venue more as a staging post
for those wives who have the potential to go the whole way,” Richmond says and
the ‘groper’ laughs.


Richmond frowns at him then leads me away from all
three of them and up the stairs. 


“Our events are relaxed,” he says, “we cater for
couples across the whole spectrum of ‘wife-sharing’ activities. From basic
hotwifing, to the more extreme aspects of cuckolding. As indeed we do at
Traders. But on a more formal manner here.”


“Good evening Sirs,” a surprisingly plain woman on the
landing curtsies. I glance down at her large bodice and equally large feet in
heels. Weird. I assumed Richmond and his clan only got involved with high-quality
women. 


“This for example,” Richmond pauses and points at the
woman, “is Vaughn.”


She’s a
dude? For the second time already
tonight I try to fathom the sight in front of me. 


“Cross-dressing, or ‘forced’ cross-dressing as they
prefer to think of it, is off towards the extreme end of the cuck spectrum.”


I should fucking say so.


“Vaughn here was at one point married to my current
wife Lily. You may have noticed her in the kitchen earlier? You’ll meet her
properly later.”


That blonde?
Was married to this sissy? “Right,”
I nod, but can’t make head nor fucking tail of this.


“And when he’s not dressed to please this way,”
Richmond says, “Vaughn here works in one of my businesses and is also married
to Zaria. Who you will have met at Traders.”


Zaria? An
image of the deadly hot but sulky-looking brunette who led us into Richmond’s nightclub flashes through my head. 


“He’s married
to her?”


Richmond looks at my face and laughs.


“Surely she’d eat him alive?”


“In his dreams. Isn’t that right Vaughn?” Richmond
slaps the cross-dresser between his legs.


“Yes, Richmond.”


Richmond moves me on from ‘Vaughn’. And if wasn’t for the caliber of women the
dude in the bodice has apparently been through, I might feel sorry for him. 


We cross the landing with its highly polished wood floors, thick, oriental rugs,
and numerous paintings on the walls. We pass more than one closed bedroom door
where I’m sure I hear sex ring out from the other sides of the doors. And at
one, what sounds like some sort of a beating taking place. 


Shit, man. But maybe this is why there weren’t that many people downstairs. They’re all up here
screwing or whatever. 


And maybe in the basement with my other whacky investor,
Anton. 


“So this,” Richmond sweeps a door on our right open,
“is what we term ‘Selection’.”


I peer inside at a glow of red lamps. Silence. A
scattering of seated, barely dressed girls. Hotties. In their twenties
or maybe early thirties. Guys sat with them. High-backed chairs in a semi-circle.
One couple holding hands. Two women look up at Richmond with expectant, heavily
made-up eyes. A guy gives him a tight smile then looks away. 


“Our owned couples are brought by their original bull
or Master and start their evening here,” Richmond’s voice is quieter now.


‘Owned couples’. Something hot about the phrase.


“The wives wait to be selected to give pleasure to one
of our group. One of the ‘Masters’. And the husbands wait to witness the
selection process.”


All sounds so perfectly reasonable too. I can’t help smiling at the maniac. “So they have no choice who the wife goes off with?”


“They agree before they come here that she’ll submit
to whoever wants her. Part of the eroticism for all concerned.”


“Wow.”


“Indeed. Subject to agreement with the Master in
question, the husband may view, or simply have to wait here after selection.
Although of course, the bathrooms are available too for them to masturbate.”


Is he shitting me?


“So this is where you might one day bring that young
lady of yours.”


Grace? I
gaze again at the girls, the couples. Try to picture her sat there in
her lingerie alongside Spens. Can’t.


Some thought
though.


“I know what you’re thinking,” Richmond puts an arm on
my shoulder, “seems an impossible dream?”


I look at him for a moment then back to the girls. One
in particular. A little brunette in minuscule white panties and bra. Her hair’s a similar color to Grace’s. Something hot about the fact she’s holding hands with her partner too. 


“Small steps Huey. Tiny, incremental steps in the
direction of marital depravity. That’s what we’re all about. And what we can
help guide any new member like you with.”


“Ah there you are,” someone behind us says and a big,
podgy guy with a goatee holds a leggy blonde by the hand. She’s in high heels
and an ultra-short, black chemise with a split up one side. 


“I think you were looking for this?” the man gestures
for the blonde to twirl around on her heels in front of Richmond. 


“Where’s the husband?” Richmond asks; eyes on the
woman.


“With Anton.”


“In a cage?” I can’t help asking.


Both men look at me.


“Just wondered. After seeing it the other week.”


“Probably,” the man with the goatee says.


“Forgive me, gentlemen,” Richmond says, “I’m not
certain whether you’ve met. Walden this is Huey. Huey: Walden. Anton and I have
made a little investment in Huey’s thriving gaming business.”


More than a ‘little investment’.


Richmond takes the blonde’s hand from the other man. “Walden also has a stake
in Traders. He’s one of our group’s key members. Like I hope you might one day
become, Huey.” 


“For my sins,” Walden sighs.


“Of which there are certainly many,” Richmond says and
both men laugh. “Walden, would you see to it that Huey gets whoever he wants
from here? I have pressing needs that only this delightful creature here can
satisfy.”


Walden performs a mock-bow at Richmond and then when
the other man’s back is turned, he rolls
his eyes at me and gestures me across the room to the couples. 


“Are you the guy who had cameras installed in some
couple’s bedroom?” I grin at him. I’m sure it was him I heard about. 


“Amanda and husband,” he says.


I visualize the shackled girl I groped in the basement
last time I came here. The one who served me and the guys from the office with
drinks at Traders. 


“Cameras are still installed there now. Hours of
riveting viewing. Fun to direct too.”


“You’ll have to tell me how the hell you managed
that,” I shake my head. Try to imagine how any couple could allow such an
intrusion. Try to script a conversation with Grace and Spencer, suggesting I
want CCTV in their bedroom to film whatever they do there. 


My imagination fails again on both counts.


“Takes the right submissive couple,” Walden says, “if
you’re not sure about them, then you start small and test. A light spanking for
her will give you first clues. See how she and he both react. But yeah, I’ll
let you have all the details. Best cameras, positioning and everything else before
you leave. Now though; who’ve you got your eye on here?”


“Brunette,” I cough and glance across at her. If she’s
up for it, I’ll either face-fuck her or maybe get her face down across a bed. 


“Snap your fingers to attract their attention then
beckon her,” Walden says, “let them know if he can view or not.”


Not a fucking chance. I want her on her own. It’s bad enough
having Spens breathing down my neck every single time I’m with the real thing. 


I snap my fingers, bend my index finger to summon the
brunette.


To my amazement, she rises like a puppet. Fucking
sweet, man. 


She looks at me with big brown eyes. 


“On your own,” I say. 


The husband slumps back into his seat. Lowers his
gaze.


She joins me, nipples already visibly stiff beneath
the little white bra. Shit. Grace’s
tits aren’t the biggest, but this girl’s are even smaller. Real pretty though,
and tasty overall figure. Ankles are slim too, so should be an indication her
feet are cute. 


I take her hand. Follow Walden’s directions and lead her
to what I’m told is a vacant bedroom. Hot to know her
husband will be waiting back in that other room for me to finish with his wife.
Just annoying that I can’t get Grace away for the night on her own this week.
Let’s hope they’ll come to mine instead though. Don’t want to have to wait
until January to see her again. 


“How may I please you Sir?” in the empty, lamp-lit
bedroom the brunette holds both her hands together in front of her pierced
belly-button.


“I want my cock sucking.”


“Yes Sir. Where would you like me to do it?”


“Here. Get on your knees,” I unzip and gesture with my
head.


“Yes, Sir.”


Fucking hell, I could get used to this. “Get your tits out too.”


“Yes Sir.”


“And your heels off.”


“My heels?” 


“I want to see your feet too.”


Her face reddens a little.


I pull out my cock, work it gently through my hand.


She shakes her white bra right off. 


Pert, perfectly-shaped tits jiggle. Stiff, pink
nipples contrast with her pale flesh. She kicks the white heels off. 


Sexy small feet, but arches not as pronounced as I
like them. Not like Grace’s. Some
of the toes may be a little too long for me too. 


She kneels. Sits on her heels. Hands on the tops of
her thighs. Wedding ring. Looks up at me from her knees. Big, expectant brown
eyes. 


“OK, off you go,” I shake my dick at her, hold her
head. Gaze down at the curve of her ass in the little panties. Try to study the
soles of her feet.


Grace floats into my head. Grace at a party
like this one. All because I say so. Because I made her. Grace
on her knees after ‘selection’. Like this girl. 


Wrong though. She’s Spens’s wife. 


The girl below my waist murmurs and sucks hard. 


Got to be wrong to even think things like that
about Grace. But here I go again. Probably part of the reason why my own
relationships never fucking last.









Chapter Seven


Kevin


“Did
we sound OK?” Joe asks. He’s joined me at the bar and his band has just
finished their first set. 


“Brilliant.
Even better now you’ve got a real drummer too.”


“Yeah,
we prefer it as a three-piece,” he says above a noise by the DJ that seems to
have a chorus of ‘Run, Run Rudolph’. Joe’s two bandmates tell us their drinks
orders then announce they’re going outside for smokes.


“No
sign of your wife’s sister here yet to check us out?” Joe’s eyes scour the
drinkers and dancers.


“Stepsister.
But no. Not seen her here yet. Evie says she’s definitely coming though. You’ll
know it when she's here,” I shake my head. “They’ve confirmed the booking with you
for their party though, right?”


“Yeah.
But she sounded a little flaky on the phone.”


“Flaky
is one word for Celine.”


“How
you feeling about tomorrow night? Trader’s?” Joe asks me then peers back out at
our wives on the dance floor.


I
follow his gaze. Check out Evie’s petite
but curvy shape in her tight t-shirt and denim, Rachel’s darker hair, smaller
boobs but amazing ass too in black, wet-look pants.


‘Two slutwives together’
Richmond called them. My chest pulls. “I’m not sure what to expect of the place
to be honest,” I say and look right at him, “I’m still pretty surprised Evie
even agreed to visit it.”


“Richmond
is persuasive. The guy could sell ice to Eskimos.”


“Tell
me about it,” I mumble. I could never admit to Joe just how shamefully persuasive
Richmond has been with me. “We’re only going to look around the club. Because
he keeps asking us to. Evie wouldn’t ever have the self-confidence to do…”


I don’t even know if I
believe that anymore. My wife’s changing so fast. She’s been had by two guys at
the same time for God’s sake. On two different occasions.


“Yeah
right,” Joe grins at me, “that’s what me and Rachel said first time around.” He
moves his mouth close to my ear, “tell you though dude, once your Evie sees how
much Rachel and the others girls enjoy what they’re doing - never mind the
money - your wife might not be able to say ‘No’. either.”


“Evie
doesn’t find it easy to say ‘no’ to Richmond,” I shake my head. 


The truth is, my wife gets off on being told what to do by him. 


I’d tell Joe that Richmond has talked about ‘contrition’
and ‘reparations’ tomorrow for what Evie did in that club washroom the other
week. But the confession would sound as mad to say as my excitement about the
whole concept is to comprehend.


“Rachel’s
the same with him,” Joe shrugs, looks sheepish for a second, “can’t do enough
for him. Tell you something else though Kev, it’s hard to describe the buzz of
your wife as the center of attention in a club full of horny businessmen,” he
glances around, as if checking no-one is listening, “all waving wads of cash at
her pussy. There’s nothing like it. You’ve got to at least give it a try.
You’ll thank me. It’s taken my relationship with Rachel to a whole new level. It’s
like a drug. But so’s this whole lifestyle, eh? Be a hell of a buzz for the
both of you. No matter how far Evie takes it tomorrow.”


I glance back out at the wives. Focus on the gyrations
of Joe’s gorgeous ‘other half’. He told
me that one night at Trader’s she ended up taking more cocks than she could
count. 


Why would a girl who looks that good stoop so low?
Fuck. Would I ever want to risk Evie going that far? I change my focus to my pretty wife. My balls
shiver but there’s no way. No chance I
could never let my wife do what Rachel has. 


“He’ll probably keep you downstairs when you’re
there,” Joe says and we stand back to let a guy with long hair carry a tray of
drinks out from the bar.


“Band’s great man,” he says to Joe as he passes.


“Cheers dude,” Joe smiles.


“How do you mean keep us downstairs?”


“Downstairs at Trader’s is mainly scantily clad girls
and wives working the floor. Bit of pole and private dancing. Upstairs these
days is where most of the action takes place. Might to keep Evie from seeing some
of that too soon. Freak her out if she’s not ready. But no doubt Richmond has everything
worked out,” Joe gives our order to a girl behind the bar who has wild blue
hair.


Not for the first time, I wonder exactly what
might be worked out ahead of our visit there tomorrow. And I wonder again about
the wisdom of exposing my wife to somewhere so seedy. 


What would my folks say if they knew? Or Evie’s Mom and step dad? My chest pulls tight.


“Evie looks happy enough now anyway dude,” Joe
indicates my wife dancing with her arms raised, laughing with Rachel. “Calm
before the storm,” he laughs too and clinks his bottle against mine. 


I scan either side of my wife and his. Check whether
they’re being watched. Nothing overt. 


“So she enjoyed her second time with Richmond and Phil
as much as her first?” Joe asks and we both move so a couple of guys in leather
jackets can leave the bar with their beers.


I gesture him closer with my head. So no-one
overhears. Giving Joe graphic details online is one thing, but face to face is
something else. I do want his opinion on one thing though. “Yeah she did. And then Richmond suggested I buy her
one of those dildos that sticks to doors, floors. Use it to encourage her to
think about two guys at once. In between times.”


“Suction cup? We got one early on. Can’t even remember
whose idea it was. Mine or Phil’s. But it worked for Rachel.”


The place has filled up some more since I last looked,
but I glance back through a group of couples to our wives again. 


Should I be using a ‘proven’ method of encouraging my wife to enjoy
multiple partners at once? Isn’t what she’s already done with Richmond and that
Phil guy more than enough? 


For a second I dredge up the second
suggestion Richmond made about the benefits of us owning a suction cup dildo.
Me using it for ‘practice’. My stomach
turns over. 


We finally collect our drinks and a few minutes later
the girls appear for theirs. There’s a
drunk old guy swaying behind them and checking out their butts. 


“Here they are,” Rachel says and peers over my
shoulder and across the room.


Celine is at the door into the bar with Lucas. 


“Oh wow,” Rachel’s eyebrows arch, “is that the
boyfriend?”


“Lucas,” Evie laughs and sucks on her straw as her
stepsister and brother-in-law-to-be approach. 


“He’s a hunk,” Rachel eyes them over her cocktail.


“Hands off,” Evie giggles.


“What did Lucas say to you?” I ask in the car on the
way home. I glance across at Evie’s legs in her tight jeans. The outline of her
boobs under her jacket. 


“Nothing really,” she shrugs and plays with an earring,
“he was on his best behavior. Celine was watching him like a hawk.”


“I bet he’d have been all over you if she wasn’t with
him,” I reach across and stroke her thigh. My cock has hardened. Little shit though Lucas is.


“I doubt it. He’s getting married to my stepsister.”


“Rachel seemed to like him too,” I say and something
about that fact weirdly excites me as well.


“I think he was more interested in her than me,” Evie
sniffs and peers out at the night.


Is she jealous of the attention Rachel got from Lucas?



“Not from where I was standing,” I squeeze her thigh.
An insane image forms in my head of both hot wives pleasuring Celine’s smarmy
boyfriend at the same time. 


My cock pulses. I wonder whether the fantasy occurred to Lucas when he saw them both
there tonight.


Or whether Richmond has considered anything like it. If
that kind of a threesome is on his ‘development’
plan for my Evie. 


“What did you and Rachel talk about?” My mouth has
dried right up. I check my rearview, overtake a truck.


“Besides Lucas?”


“Yeah,” I laugh, and feel the precum, “before he and
Celine arrived.”


“She was asking about the other weekend with
Richmond.”


“With him and Phil?” my voice croaks.


“Uh-huh. She’s wild,” Evie shakes her head and laughs,
“she said the only difference between what she does for Richmond and what I’ve
done is the paycheck.”


“Paycheck?” my balls tighten.


“She makes so
much money. I mean, obviously I could
never do what she does to earn it,” she
takes my hand from her thigh and holds it, “but she says it’s not like
prostitution or anything. She doesn’t even really do it for the money. None of
the girls at Trader’s do. Rachel says the money’s just a bonus.”


Evie hasn’t
actually considered working at Richmond’s club? My inside quiver What the hell has Rachel said to
her? And did Richmond put her up to it? Get Rachel to encourage my wife?


“Are we stopping on the way home Kev?” she squeezes my
hand, gives me a look I know well.


She’s
horny. But all this talk is driving
me crazy too.


“Let’s wait ‘til we get back. I want you to use that
dildo again.”


Evie rolls her eyes but then reaches
across and squeezes my cock. 


“The kitchen?” back home and Evie’s brown eyes widen
at me.


“Why not? I bet it will stick to one of the glossy
cupboard doors. I’ll get it.”


“Better bring a blanket or something to kneel on too
then,” she opens the fridge, pulls out a half-empty bottle of wine.


I glance at her butt and the backs of her thighs in
her jeans as she stretches to reach a glass from the cupboard. Then I head for
the hallway. 


When I return, her jeans are in a ball on the floor. She’s stripped down to her bra and panties and she’s
barefoot. Sipping her wine. 


“Shall I do the honors? I hold the huge phallus up in
my fist, “stick it to one of the doors?”


“Well, I’m not doing it,” she says. 


I crouch near her legs. Kiss the nearest thigh and
then slide the suction part of the synthetic penis across the white door of a
lower cupboard. Affix it close to her knees. 


It nods but awaits her patiently. 


I spread a bath towel out along the floor. In the
shadow of the headless, near foot-long beast that’s about to fuck my wife. “I guess you better get on it fist,” I say and stand
back, begin to unzip.


Evie rolls her eyes but peels her panties down and
off.


“Take your bra off too,” I kiss her, run my hands over
her hips. I want to see my wife
looking the same way she did when those two men used her in front of me. 


Evie unclips her bra, lets her heavy boobs sway free.


“Mmm,” I kiss both nipples then pull out my cock.
Watch her get down onto the floor. 


I stroke.


Evie wriggles her butt back and lowers her shoulders.
She pushes her butt up and then reaches below herself. Positions the fake tool
at the opening of her pussy.


“God, that looks so hot Evie,” I murmur and
work my cock through my fist. Richmond’s done this to my wife. He’s made her like this. 


“You come down here too,” she says hair hanging as she
eases the full head of the dildo into her hole, “so I don’t have to reach right
up.”


I kneel, grip my cock in one fist, close to her bowed
head. 


“Ugh,” Evie exhales heavily and pushes her hips and
butt right back. Skewers herself. Her tits swing beneath her. 


“Is it in all the way?” I inch forward on my knees,
get ready to feed her my hard-on. 


“As far as I can,” she grunts and exhales. 


“Is it good?”


“Yeah,” she pants; reaches for my cock.


“Like Richmond in his hotel room?”


“No. Like Phil. Richmond was in my mouth. Like this,”
she holds my cock to her face. Kisses the tip of my erection. 


“Shit, Evie.” 


Her hips and butt grind back toward the cupboard door.
My wife impaled on the prosthetic erection. 


“Does it fill you?”


“Ugh, yeah,” she gasps and takes my cock into her
mouth.


“What if they try to get you to do something while
we’re there tomorrow night?” I hold her head, push my hard-on deep into her
mouth. Feel her suck.


“Mmm,” Evie’s eyes close.


“You know what guys like Richmond are like Evie,” I
grip her hair, reach over her back and slap each butt cheek once in turn. 


“Mmm, God yes,” she mumbles, sucks harder


“Imagine charging other men to have sex with you
Evie,” I work my hips, hold her head. My
wife treated like a hooker. Richmond’s hooker. So hot, but it’s sick. 


“I could never do that for real,” she holds my cock in
her hand now, kisses my balls. 


“No, no of course not,” I reach under her for her
tits. Nipples hard. I’m as disappointed by her response as I am relieved. I
stay silent while she sucks again. But can’t keep that up for long. “You look
so good with two cocks inside you.” I’m getting close. 


“Mmm,” she hums around my throbbing cock, shoves back
hard against the cupboard. 


Won’t be long until I cum. And I’m too worked up. Not thinking straight. “Richmond said I should try that thing myself.”


“What thing?” Evie gasps around my groin. 


For a second I hesitate. Shouldn’t have said that.


“What thing?” she repeats, kisses my dick. She grinds
her hips back.


“The dildo.”


“Evie’s eyes open and she looks right up at me,
“Richmond said you should put this in your ass?”


“No,” I laugh, feed my cock back to her. Need to cum.
“My mouth.”


“Mmm,” Evie mumbles, sucks hard.


She likes the thought? Joe says Rachel used to get
turned on too when Richmond suggested the same to them. 


The difference is, Joe always refused.


“He’s tried more than once to get me to do it to him,”
I hold her head in both my hands, dig my cock deeper into her mouth.


“When?” she gasps around me.


“In Crete for one,” I’m so close now I can’t stop the
revelation. Won’t tell her everything. Not everything. 


“Oh my God Kev,” she kisses all over both my balls,
works her hips back hard, “where was I?”


“On the bed with Phil.”


“Ooh, it would have been so horny to see you do that,”
she slavers around my cock, kisses all up its length. Her pussy slicks around
the relentless shaft.“You sucking Richmond’s big cock too. Let me watch you
for a change.”


I peer down at her. Her eyes are closed. She cant
mean it. 


“Suck it now Kev, “ Evie says and she slides free of
the dildo. She kneels with a ‘cock’ in each fist. She jerks mine, “Come on, you
suck this big one while I make you cum.”









Chapter Eight


Spencer


Wednesday late afternoon at the mall and in the
ladieswear section of one of her favorite department stores, Grace still hasn’t picked a dress she likes. I’m sat outside the
fitting rooms waiting for her to emerge and I slide my phone from my pocket and
scroll to the message.


“Alright?” a middle-aged guy with a potbelly sinks
into the seat beside me. His equally rotund partner waddles off towards the
fitting rooms with an armful of sparkling outfits.


I nod back at him.


“Yours getting a New Years eye outfit?” he sighs and scratches
his balding head.


“Yeah,” I say but in reality, there’s every chance
that if Grace does finally find something she likes, the first outing for it
could be tomorrow night at Huey’s.
If I give in to these sick desires and I do decide to persuade Grace to
accept his invitation.


I’m pretty sure
now that I overreacted on Monday. When I felt pissed after he asked me to pick
up his dry cleaning.


I twist a little in my seat, shield my phone from the
eyes of the guy at my side and re-read my bosses’ last message.


‘Any news about Thursday? Got plenty of drink and food
in.’


‘Food?’ he’ll hardly need that if I let him take Grace
out for that meal. Is he thinking of
me eating something there while they’re out on the town together? Or is he confident we’ll stay until
breakfast? 


Something about either of those makes my belly
flutter. But there’s no way I’d be able
to stomach anything while my wife was out on a ‘date’ with my boss. What
husband could?


Either way, we can’t leave it much later to let him know if we’re going there or not. 


You know very well what you should do Spencer. Stop
it. Stop all of it now. 


The old guy at my side is scrolling his phone and I
put my mine away in my jacket pocket. 


You can’t
let this happen, Spencer. You must know that?


Part of me knows it only too well. I’ve surely pushed my luck since that first time I
uncovered Grace’s body in front of my boss. In his caravan late summer. And now
she’s had sex with him three times since. My balls prickle. 


It’s
changed your whole relationship at work. 


Yeah, but it got me promoted and a big pay rise too. 


Maybe it’s
changed your whole relationship with your wife. Who knows what she doesn’t tell
you of the things that go through her head about Huey? She probably thinks
about him every time you go near her. Maybe even still dreams about him. 


The thought makes my whole body quiver. But I feel
sick about it too.


Mental constructions spring up of Grace on Huey’s arm tomorrow night. Of faceless, nameless other
guys mistaking my wife and boss for a couple and envying the big, bearded,
geeky guy. 


And then there’s
the prospect of Grace being ravished in Huey’s bed later. Wrong, but so
compelling. Insane but irresistible. How can
I resist it?


You have to be stronger Spencer. Man up. Get real and
do the right thing by that sweet girl you married. 


I want to. God help me I do. I really
want to. 


“What about this one?” a voice says and the little
dumpy woman smiles weakly at the guy alongside me.


“Yeah,” he nods but doesn’t sound too convinced,
“nice.”


I smile at her too. 


“Oh I’m not sure,” she sighs and flaps the sides of
the sequined, A-line dress. She blows her red cheeks out and turns, heads back
to the fitting rooms.


“It's never ending,” he says to me out of one corner
of his mouth.


I laugh and then Grace appears.


This latest sleeveless black party dress has a tight
lace bodice top half, but it’s loose and
tiered from the waist down. The hem is low at the rear of the dress but high at
the front. Shows a lot of leg and above her knees, half her thighs. She looks
hot even barefoot now she’s taken her trainers off. The dress has a black
choker-style collar that kind of gathers the bodice part above her chest,
outlines the shape of her firm boobs.


“Hot,” I say without thinking and an image of her
dressed that way at Huey’s side chokes off any any hope of a full sentence.


“You said it,” the guy at my side whispers to me. 


“Can I see the back properly?” I ask softly.


Grace sighsss but she twirls, shows both me and my
seated companion the thin, criss-cross black straps that descend her bare back.
From the rear of the collar under her trestles of long, chocolate brown hair
and down to the waist of the dress. And even the tiered and fairly loose back
of the dress can’t fully disguise the
shape and prominence of a butt like Grace’s 


I glance out of the corners of my eyes and the old guy
is checking her legs out.


“You should get it,” I say to her and
wonder what the guy sat on the next seat would say if he knew why I’d brought
her shopping in the first place. Because she said she has ‘nothing nice’ to
wear if we do decide to go to Huey’s tomorrow.


“I think I might have to stop off before we get home,”
I say later and peer at the GPS. 


“For petrol?” Grace says and looks out at the night. 


“No. Somewhere quiet.” I’ve got
a hard-on again.


Grace looks over at me and smiles.


“That guy sat next to me when you came of the fitting
room in the dress, he liked you in it almost as much as I did.”


“He was ancient,” Grace grimaces.


“Probably not much older than Huey,” I laugh and slow
for the lights. It’s started to rain. 


“He was a lot older,” Grace frowns. Almost like
I’ve insulted her, not my boss.


“Anyhow what’s the problem? I thought you liked older
guys,” I say.


“Not every older guy. Not any age.”


“Just my boss then?” My cock throbs.


“I guess,” she pouts but then laughs.


I drive as fast as possible to a secluded parking lot
that we’ve used once or twice before. 


There are no other cars around but in the dark and
with no floodlights, the only reason for anyone to come here and off the beaten
track is probably for sex. And I doubt many couples are ready for it this early
in the evening. 


I am. I pull
over just inside the parking lot. 


“This near to the entrance?” Grace peers around
outside.


“There’s no one else here,” I laugh and switch off the
engine.


“Someone might come though and see us,” she says and
her concern gives me an idea. 


“They won’t see you if your head’s right down,” I reach
across and undo her seat belt. “Will you give me a blow job?” I move her hair
away from her face.


“What about me?” 


You might be getting yours tomorrow night. And now, some lunatic part of me even wants my wife
to be ‘starved’ of sex if we do go to
Huey’s. “I thought you wanted to hide in case another car came?” I slide my
seat right back. 


“Hmm,” she gives me a doubtful look, but leans across
and reaches for my zipper.


I undo my pants, help her free my cock. I pull my
shirt up over my belly.


Grace grips my stiffness in her small hand, works the
skin back and then lowers her head. She takes me into her hot mouth.


“Oh yeah,” I groan. Press my head back hard into the
headrest. 


Her head, dark hair rises and falls against my pale
belly. Sucks up and down my rock hard shaft. I grip a side of my seat. So
fucking good. “You haven’t done this
for Huey yet have you?”


“I know,” she murmurs around my balls.


She’s
aware she’s never sucked him off. Has she thought about doing it? 


I want her to. And yet no way should she. 


“I couldn’t do this for another guy. Not now I’m
married.”


“Not even him?”


Grace sucks me hard then frees me from her mouth again
and works me with her hand. “It wouldn’t feel
right.”


My dismay is tinged with soaring relief. 


“Why not?” I gasp, push my fingers through her hair,
“you’ve done almost everything else with him.” 


“Sucking’s different. It’s special,” she says then
takes me back in her mouth. 


“And fucking isn’t?” I murmur but her mouth feels
good. So good. “Some
girls think different.”


“Mmmng,” she mumbles around my cock.


“Ooh, Joe says Rachel thinks full sex is more
personal,” I groan, push my head right back, “that sucking’s not such a big
deal.”


Grace sucks me hard, deep, then plucks me from her
mouth and looks up at me, “Do you want me to
do this to Huey?” 


Fuck. Oh, fuck Grace. “Maybe.” 


“If it makes you this horny and you really want me to,
I guess I could try.”


“I think we should go to his tomorrow night Grace,” I
gasp and I’m getting close. 


“You sure you want to?” she kisses the head of my
cock.


“Would you be pleased if I did want to?” 


“I’d get to wear my new dress earlier,” she kisses up
my shaft.


“Is that the only good thing about it?”


“Mm, maybe not the only good thing,” she says and
sucks me again. 


“You want Huey’s cock again don’t you Grace?” I hold
her head down hard, “want to feel his weight pinning you to his bed.”


“Mmm,” she groans around me and then I’m out of her
mouth again. She peers up at me from my groin, a string of silvery saliva
connects my tool to her lips. “But I thought tomorrow night
wasn’t supposed to be all about sex?” 


“You think he’d let you leave his house without
getting his hands on you?”


Grace smiles then sucks me again. Hard. Fast. “Mmng, mnng, mnng”


“I want him to have you again Grace. Want you to suck
him just like this. Suck his big cock.”


“Mnng, mnng mnng”


“Gonna cum, Grace, oh, oh, I’m gonna cum!”









Chapter Nine


Spencer


I pace the
living room in our apartment and check the time again on my phone. Six o’clock.
We’re cutting it fine if she expects me to get us over to Huey’s in time.
He’s got a table in a restaurant booked for him and my wife at seven. 


The thought
of allowing my wife to go out for a meal on her own with my boss electrifies
me. Terrifies me. Makes me almost unable to function. 


And you’ve
told her you want her to suck Huey’s cock! What the hell were you thinking? 


I should tell
her I didn’t mean that. Hell, I should tell her she’s not going. We’re
not going. 


But my
stomach quivers with the perversion of what I’ve agreed to. Every shred of
anything decent inside of me pleads with the indecent side not to go
through with this. Begs me to ‘wake up’ and not surrender my lovely wife to him
again. To a man she’s admitted more than once that she finds ‘charismatic’. A
man whose attention and screwing has sent her libido off the chart. 


The deeply
indecent and obsessive side though insists that tonight goes ahead. Its cold
hand drags and compels me to commit this terrible, shameful act. And now it
whispers another sick idea.


I head down
the hallway to our bedroom.


Grace is at
the dressing table. She’s in her cream, satin dressing gown, but her hair is
already done. She’s leaning forward, applying what looks like finishing touches
to her makeup.


“Why don’t
you wear your new red underwear set?” I ask and my mouth is dry. 


“The one you
bought me for Christmas?”


I nod.


“I haven’t
worn them for you yet,” she stops painting on her eyeliner and glances
at me. 


“You’d be
wearing them for me if you put them on tonight.”


“But I’ll be
with your boss most of the time.”


“I know, and
the thought of you with those on under your new dress, while you’re with him,
would be so hot.” 


And the
prospect of him seeing you in them, and maybe taking them off you when you get
back to his apartment later. 


“We’ll only
be in a restaurant,” she says.


“Yeah, I know
but…,” I don’t want to push her again about sex with him. I want to
see if she goes for it after what I said to her last night. 


“It’s not
like we’re staying overnight or anything,” she shrugs.


“We could if
you wanted to.”


“I don’t
think so. I want a good sleep in my own bed before tomorrow night. I don’t want
to be wrecked,” she says and stands, rummages in her underwear draw.


“Go on
Grace,” I move right up behind her, snuggle into her back and the warmth of her
proud butt. I smell her freshly washed hair. Reach around inside her dressing
gown and feel a bare boob.


“Red lingerie
doesn’t really go with a black dress.”


“Who’s going
to know you’ve got them on?”


Grace removes
my hand from her chest. She pulls out the delicate, gossamer-like two piece bra
and panty set I bought her for Christmas. 


“The bra
doesn’t even cover my boobs properly,” she fingers the half cup, lace-edged
bra. It has a horizontal cut across each cup too to show even more flesh “I
thought these were just meant for the bedroom.”


“Put them on
for me Grace,” I pull her dressing gown away from her shoulders, kiss her there
and the back of her neck.


“I’ll try them
with the dress,” she sighs and discards the dressing gown. She stands there
wonderfully nude and hands me the semi-sheer red bra. She steps barefoot into
the equally sparse panties and pulls them up her legs. 


“Wow Grace,”
my cock surges at the same moment as my heart crushes in. 


The
possibility that Huey might tonight get to see my wife’s body decorated so
beautifully in something she hasn’t even worn fully for me yet, soars my heart
rate. I gaze down between her smooth thighs at the tiny red triangle that
barely hides her slit. The bootlace straps across either thigh. 


Spencer,
you must be fucking certifiable to let her go on her own.


But my cock
throbs. 


Grace takes
the bra from me. 


I stand back
and watch her pull it on. Fasten it.


You’re
beautifying her to goad another man’s lust. Your boss. 


Grace twists
and turns in the mirror, frowns. 


Oh my God.
How good does she look? 


The back of
the diminutive panties just about, cups and holds her perfect, round buttocks. 


If Huey
gets a glimpse of her in these surely he won’t be able to contain
himself? And Grace might feel horny knowing she has them on while she’s out
with him.


Wake up!
Stop before it’s too late Spencer. 


“Try the dress with them,” I try to steady my breathing, “it’ll be fine.”



“GPS says
it’s a left here,” Grace tells me a little while later.


I peer at our
icon moving on the dashboard screen. I slow up and indicate, pull across. 


My insides
have slackened. Like I need the bathroom and soon. But the urgency isn’t caused
by anything physical. It’s my emotions and sick excitement. Fear swirls with
muddy, head-spinning perversion. 


However I
might try to re-frame tonight to myself, the cold facts are that I’ve
encouraged my wife to go on a date with my boss. And to do more when they come
back to his apartment. 


I peer across
at her next to me, She’s studying her eye makeup on her phone. I glance at the chest
of her black party dress. Tight there and looser, layered lower down. Then I remind
myself of what she’s wearing underneath. 


I’m hard.


There’ll
be so little clothing between her body and my boss. He knows how willing she’s
been in the past. Even if he has tried to suggest that tonight won’t be all
about sex.


“Do you think
that’s it there?” Grace points at the glass and white brick, five-story corner
apartment complex on our right.


“Guess so,” I
mumble and peer in the other direction, “it’s right opposite the park like he
side.” Looks swish. New. Can’t have been cheap. My guts roll.


I pull myself to my senses and recall Huey’s instructions for the
underground parking spaces. I slow right up and see the gated gap between two
sides of the ground floor wall. Indicate right, get ready to input the code
number he gave me for access.


“Evening
folks,” Huey beams a smile at us both when he’s opened his front door on the
fourth fourth floor. 


Nothing
need happen. You can prevent it.


He’s in the
blazer I picked up from the dry cleaner for him and a pair of chinos. He hardly
looks like any Huey I’ve seen before. 


Come in on,”
he shakes my hand, but his eyes widen and linger on Grace. “Beautiful dress,”
he says and watches her walk into his home. 


I follow the
swishing rear of the folds of her dress and I’m literally shaking. 


You’ve
brought your wife here specifically for another man to enjoy time with Spencer.
What kind of fool does that make you? 


“Let me show
you both around quickly,” he says and checks his watch, “the cab will be here
any minute. So this is obviously the living room.” He gestures at the cream
leather sofa and two matching armchairs on our left. There’s a wall-mounted TV
opposite and a small glass coffee table on a rug in between.


“It’s
lovely,” Grace purrs.


“Thanks.
Haven’t really got it straight yet after moving in. As you’ll see in a bit. Out
there is the terrace with a view across the park,” he points to the far end of
the room but doesn’t show us outside. Instead, he takes us out of the living
room and into the dining area with a fairly compact kitchen attached and he
points out the ‘main bathroom’ down the wood-floored hallway on our left. 


“Three
bedrooms,” he indicates doors further down the hallway, “but most importantly
for you Bro,” he says to me, “one of them is converted into a gaming room.
Should keep you occupied most of the night.”


Grace smiles
at me and I blush. 


“Let me show
you,” he leads us to a door on our right and then inside the room. 


Tense and
conflicted though I am, I can’t help but grin at what’s in front of me.


“Oh no,”
Grace groans, “Spens is going to want one of these,” she laughs and looks all
around the room. 


The walls are
lined ceiling to floor with shelves rammed full of console games. Playstation
and Xbox. But best of all, spreading out over two walls, is a split, three-screen
gaming area with a deep leather seat. 


Huey reaches
for the play station controller and clicks the screens into life.


“Woah,” I
gasp at the scale and stare from left to right. 


“Death Stranding Director’s cut, but help yourself any game you like. VR
set is over there. Fridge full of beer, so fill your boots,” he says and his
phone pings. “Cab’s outside Grace.”


Alone in my
bosses spacious apartment after Grace has gone with him, and even with surely
every great contemporary game ever made at my disposal across three glorious
screens that must be at least 75” each and 8K picture quality, (plus VR options
too), I should be straight on it. 


My wife is
out alone with Huey.


If anyone had
ever suggested I’d one day jack-off in my bosses’ apartment I’d have thought
them mad. But I head straight for Huey’s bathroom. Lock the door. 


Huge walk-in
double shower with clear glass doors. Dark, wood-effect wall behind the toilet
itself. A basin beyond that with an oval mirror above that’s sunk into a
recessed wall. Smells fresh. Looks spotless, like the rest of the apartment. Maybe
he cleaned it up specially, to impress my wife? 


Nah. Bet
he’s got a cleaner.


I pull out my
already hard cock and thrash it through my fist. 


She’s
dating my boss. Out with him in that sexy, expensive new dress. With that
underwear underneath. The gift I only gave her a few days back and that she
still hasn’t had the chance to fully parade around in yet for me.


They might
only be talking to one another right now, Grace getting ready to politely eat,
but I bet my boss is looking at my wife and trying to work out how he gets
between her thighs at the end of the evening.


I groan and
cum. 


Then, while I
clean up with more care than I take after jacking at home, the heavy weight of
regret and remorse descend. Suffocate me. 


Spencer,
how can you do this? Let her go off like that with the man you work for? Even
get excited because she dressed up for him in clothes that you bought her? When
are you going to stop this madness? How does it all end? You need help. 


I finally
mute the accusing voice in my head by finding my way first back to the kitchen
and fridge. I’ll have one beer to settle me. Still be fine for
driving home later. Then I head for Huey’s gaming room. 


We haven’t
lived in this area long enough to know anyone on this side of town. It’s not
like anyone who sees my wife with Huey is going to know who they are or what
they’re doing together. And when she gets back here with him I can take
her straight home. Then after tonight, Grace and I can stop all this.


I check the
game titles on Huey’s shelves. Might help if he was organized enough to file
them alphabetically or by release date. But of course, he’s isn’t. 


I find the
Bioshock remastered trilogy fast though. Heard a lot about these but never
played them. They’re supposed to be real classics. I pull the first title from
the box and load it up.


Grace and my
surroundings continually chip away at my consciousness but eventually, the
underwater city setting of ‘Rapture’ begins to absorb me. I do frequently check
the time though and at one point, pause the game then find myself exploring the
other two bedrooms. Including Huey’s ‘Master’.


I look away
from his large double bed with leather-look headboard and caramel-colored bed
cover and my hands are clammy. There’s a small desk against another wall and
his closed-up mac book with the petroleum blue skin.


What harm
would it do to take a quick look? He might not use a password in his own
home. 


I shouldn’t
do this of course, but I can’t stop myself. Who knows what he’s got
on here? My heart pounds but I take a seat at his desk. What happens if
I find images of Grace he’s downloaded from Facebook or wherever? Or
he’s got some sort of a journal detailing his dirty thoughts about my wife?
What it was like to fuck her.


I open the
laptop.


An image of
his SUV fills the screen. His name in the center above a white box with the
phrase ‘Password’. Shit. 


Is it odd
using in his own home? Something to hide? Probably not. Force of habit. 


“Spens, we’re
back,” Grace calls from somewhere. 









Chapter Ten


Joe


“We should have told him to go to hell,” I swipe the
screen of my phone so hard that it nearly flies off our high table in the
coffee shop. I frown at the time. “You’re supposed to be at Traders in a couple
of hours to show Kev’s wife around.”


“I know, but this won’t take long,” Rachel returns her
coffee mug to the table and reaches across, strokes my hand. 


With Talbot? She’s got to be kidding. That creep will wring every last second of
perverted enjoyment he can get out this. Drag it out as much as he can.


“It’s better to get it over with, Joe. We’ve put him
off the shopping trip for days. I don’t want to upset him any more. Not when
he’s got those videos of me. And of Mom.”


She wouldn’t
care quite so much about her Mother’s reputation if she knew what I’d seen
Sophie doing with Phil earlier in the week.


Shouldn’t
I tell my wife the truth? 


And does Rachel honestly believe there’s a threat of Talbot sharing the videos, or is this
all about her getting off role-playing her blackmail fantasy? Most wives would
surely insist on going to the police if they felt ‘pressured’ by genuine
coercion. What does her reaction say
about the kind of girl I married? 


I glance at my beautiful wife in her tight cream
jumper, pale jeans and little leather jacket. I drain my drink, peer at the
door again. Just in time to see him arrive. 


“Hello, hello,” Talbot smooths his sparse gray hair
down on one side of his head. Looks a bit flustered. “Sorry, I’m a couple of
minutes late. I was driving round and round looking for a parking spot for
ages.”


“Come on then,” I indicate for Rachel to finish her
drink, “let’s get on with it if we’re doing this. And remember Talbot: discrete.”


“Yes, of course,” Talbot nods then stands back. He watches
Rachel climb down from her stool.


She adjusts her jumper and Talbot eyes her breasts,
her tight jeans.


“So I thought we could try the department
store first,” he says, “they have a selection of corsets and bodices,” his
tongue licks one corner of his mean mouth.


This isn’t a
mall Rachel and I use much but Talbot seems to know it well. He leads us to
‘Henderson’s’ department store, and up escalators toward the second floor.
Every so often he turns around and smiles at us. Almost like he can’t believe
we came with him and he wants to check we’re still here. 


He probably can’t believe his luck. Probably pinching himself even now.


And who could blame him? How did this happen? A
decrepit old weasel like Dennis Talbot should be nowhere near a female like my
wife. 


High school returns to my head. And I try to imagine
what the guys there would make of this. Rachel Machin (as she was then), one of
the hottest girls in her whole year - if not the whole school, - now letting a
dirty old man with his wispy gray hair and his round, silver glasses, dictate
the kind of underwear she wears. Dress her like his mannequin. All in front of
her acquiescing husband. 


My blood boils but my groin is on fire too. 


Then we’re on
the second floor and Talbot acts like a gentleman not the depraved voyeur we
all know he is. He smiles warmly and gestures Rachel to lead on through the
women’s shoe department, past the coats and dresses and on to the underwear. 


“Do you need any help Madam?” an elegant middle-aged
lady with a badge on the brown bust of her store uniform smiles at Rachel. The
woman’s carefully-drawn eyebrows rise. 


“Oh, er...” Rachel glances at Talbot.


“Bodice style corsets,” he says, “something that would
suit being worn with hold up stockings. Something that pushes up and out around
here,” he indicates Rachel’s breasts.


Fuck. I’m not sure whether it’s me or my wife who goes
reddest.


The assistant smiles as if there's nothing unusual
about there being three of us doing this together. 


Despite my embarrassment, my balls tighten.


“Let me show you what we have,” the woman says to
Rachel. 


My heart batters my ribs. Head scrambled with the pure
‘wrongness’ of this whole fucking
situation. Because it’s Talbot, this is as obscene as what she does at Traders.
In hotels for Phil’s clients. 


“This is our most popular corset amongst our younger
clients,” the assistant holds up a frilly pink item with vertical black stripes
like bones down either side of it.


“Do you have it in other colors?” Talbot licks his
lips again but then frowns.


The assistant looks from him to Rachel and then back. 


My wife blushes
again.


“We have black, white, or red too,” the woman says.


“Can she try them on?” Talbot asks.


“Of course Sir. Madam.”


Maybe she thinks Talbot’s her Dad? But what kind of father takes his daughter
on a shopping trip like this one? And with another, younger man in tow. The woman must know something very weird is going on
here. Why didn’t I think
beforehand about exactly to play this whole situation? 


“I like the idea of her in white,” Talbot rubs his
chin, “but let’s try to black too. That OK with you Rachel?”


“Yes, Mr. Talbot.”


“What size can I get for you, Madam?” 


“She’s a 34 c cup,” Talbot says and I don’t know where
to look.


“But with something like a corset I don’t know,”
Rachel says quickly, her throat flushed, “I’ve never had one before. How are
they sized?”


“Start with a medium and see how you go with that,”
the woman says and rifles through racks of hangars, pulls out a white and then
black version, and hands them to Rachel. “Fitting rooms are over there. I’ll
come back and find you shortly Madam. “


“I’ll need to see them on you before I decide which
one you’re having,” Talbot says when we’re alone again.


Rachel looks from him to me.


“She’ll have to step outside the fitting room to show
us,” he says.


“I don’t see how else we can do it, Joe,” Rachel
stands with the corset in her arms. 


“Then once we’ve found the one that suits you,” Talbot
licks his lips, “we’ll get you some of those sexy push-up fishnets too.”


I hate myself for it, but I’m hard. I watch transfixed
as Rachel heads for the fitting rooms with the two outfits that were, surely in
some other age, only ever designed to place a woman’s physical assets on exhibition for men to admire.


“I want you to know I appreciate this Joe,” Talbot
looks away from the thrust of Rachel’s ass in her jeans as she disappears. 


“Yeah? Well, we’re only here because you’ve threatened
my wife.” 


“Don’t be like that Joe, we’re all friends together.
Come on,” he beckons me toward the fitting room waiting area. 


“You’re no friend Talbot,” I hiss back at him, despite
(or maybe because of) my disorientating, conflicted excitement, “no friend to
either of us. You’re a conniving, blackmailing asshole.”


“You’re not fooling me,” Talbot smirks, “that girl’s
enjoying this. She’s a little hussy like her mother.”


The shop assistant eases past us on and gives me an
odd look. “Everything OK in there Madam?”
she calls into the fitting room.


“Yes, I’m coming out now,” Rachel’s voice replies and
a moment or two later she appears.


Fuck.


“Oh My,” Talbot murmurs.


Now it’s the
shop assistant’s turn to blush and she looks away. 


My wife stands barelegged and barefoot in the white
corset with her hands together at the front of her cream panties. 


The corset has a black frill all around the top, over
the center of her exposed cleavage. A kind of big black, tied ribbon hangs
halfway down the front from the center of her bust. Another black frill at the
bottom, around her hips. 


“Hold your hair up off your shoulders for me,” Talbot
says breathlessly and steps around me toward my wife.


I glance around awkwardly, make sure no-one else is
getting an eyeful of my wife in front of Talbot.


“Like this, Mr. Talbot?” Rachel scoops her golden-brown
hair up off her neck and bare shoulders with both hands. The exposed top of her
cleavage swells upward.


“Perfect,” Talbot stares at her and swallows hard.
“How’s the rear of the corset?”


Still holding her hair high for the deviant, my wife
inches around on her bare feet. She exposes the smooth white moons of her
jutting ass. A slender ‘V’ of cream
panties near the small of her back. It vanishes lower down in the valley
between her cheeks.


My face burns. Stomach does somersaults.


“That’s the one,” Talbot announces, “don’t
bother trying the black one. “We’ll take that. I’ll go find hold-ups.”


“One more store and we’re done,” Talbot says outside
Henderson’s with his purchase in Rachel’s hands. At least he didn’t expect me
to pay for it.


“We haven’t got time, Talbot.”


“Literally five minutes,” he holds up one hand and
spreads the crooked fingers, “and you want to keep me happy, don’t you? I’ve
seen exactly what I want for her. She won’t even need to try them on.” 


Rachel looks at me and takes my arm, “Come on Joe. Five more minutes.”


Her willingness to appease this monster both
infuriates and thrills me. 


We follow her Mom’s
unsavory neighbor to the quiet, back of the mall where there are a cluster of small
stores. Including an ‘Adult’ shop.


Is he fucking serious? What does he think he’s buying from there for my wife?


“Wait outside if you prefer Joe,” outside the neon-lit
entrance Talbot licks his lips, “I’ll take Rachel in. Make sure she’s happy
with the little knicker and bra set I’ve seen for her.”


My chest pulls tight. Too tight. 


Rachel gives me a weak smile then hands me her bag
with the corset. 


I watch her and Talbot head into the store. 


He looks thrilled to be alone with her.


No fucking way, Talbot. I hurry after them with the carrier bag in my hands.



How did I let it get to this? Rachel taken shopping by
the hateful old twat who lusted after her since she was at college and lived
next door to him. It’s obscene.
Nightmarish. Worse than anything she does at Traders. 


But inside, Talbot is already at the checkout with
Rachel. 


I stand back, so it’s not obvious to anyone else that I’m with them. And then when he’s paid
and she approaches me with the plastic bag and contents, I whisper into her
ear.


“What is it?”


Talbot has stopped near some sex toys. 


Not a fucking chance. 


“A tacky open cup bra and g-string set.”


‘Open cup’? 


“I bet you can both guess how exciting this has been
for me,” Talbot says when he’s caught us up outside in the crowds. He smiles at
Rachel, “you’re going to look incredible. I can hardly wait to see you in
them.”


“Yeah? Well, you’re going to have to.” I check my
watch. Let’s the hell out of here.


“Look, I know you’re pushed for time tonight, so I’m
not asking you to come back to mine and dress up.”


“We honestly couldn’t Mr. Talbot,” Rachel shakes her
head.


“The sight of you in that corset is burning me up,” he
looks my wife up and down then turns to me, “the frustration will kill me if I
let it. I know a quiet spot not far from here. On the route home for you two.
Where courting couples in their cars go. I know it's only early, but it’ll
already be dark outside now. Let’s stop there. Take twenty minutes more out of
your evening. If that.”


I’m speechless.


“But Joe and I are going out tonight Mr. Talbot.”


“Meeting your fancy man Phil Hastings?” Talbot’s eyes
narrow.


“No,” Rachel reddens.


Servicing other men at the club Phil has shares in. 


“I need twenty minutes more, that’s all,” Talbot
wrings his hands, eyes Rachel’s throat and the outline of her chest, “you need
to relieve me.” He frowns at my wife and his beady eyes narrow again. Then he
glares at me. “I’ve spent a lot of money on her. She can’t leave me in this
state,” his mouth is slitted. His lips twist into a lopsided smile at Rachel, “I’m
asking you nicely,” he says to her, “it’s not fair me going home with nothing
to show for it.” 


Is he fucking serious?


Rachel looks at me and her teeth slide over her bottom
lip. “If it’s only twenty minutes Joe?”


“Come on,” Talbot exhales and grins. He
fumbles in his baggy cord pants and produces his keys. “My cars on the top
floor. I’ll bring it down and meet you at the front. Lead you to the spot.
Promise I won't take long.”


Disbelief at my wife’s willingness burns through me with bewilderment at my own confused
feelings. Anger, hatred but trembling excitement too. 


Ten minutes later, with Rachel reaching across the
center console of our car and rubbing one of my thighs like she wants to
placate or reassure me, we follow Talbot’s
silver Chrysler.


The rural parking lot that he told us serves a small,
organized fishing pond is discretely tucked away even though it’s not far from the freeway. But that hasn’t stopped
another car using it - even this early in the evening. 


Talbot heads across the dark area, away from the other
parked vehicle. Fallen dried foliage cracks under our wheels and Talbot gestures
for me to pull up behind him. 


Then when I do, he switches off his engine. The light
inside his car comes on.


“What's he playing at?” I hiss at Rachel, check the
time on the dashboard. “He’s just sat there. He’s going to make us late for
Traders.”


“Maybe he wants me to go to him?”


“Well you’re not,” I glare at his car, “and he’s got
ten minutes left now, that's all.”


“Let’s get it over with Joe,” Rachel sighs and springs
her seat belt.


“Rachel?


“He’s not going to take ‘no’ for an answer now he’s
got me here, is he?”


Does she actively want to do this?


I squeeze my cock through my jeans, watch Rachel’s denim-clad rear sashay in my headlights as she
makes her way along the passenger side of Talbot’s car.


He leans across inside opens the passenger door, says
something to my wife.


Rachel gets in.


Fucking hell, Rachel. 


I undo my seat belt, clear my throat, and head outside
after my wife. 


Clear sky. Stars. The night has turned cold.


She’s in
Talbot’s car with him. Gone to ‘relieve’ his frustration.


I reach the passenger window of Talbot’s car. Peer inside. 


Talbot in the driver’s seat and has it pushed right back. He’s got his cock out. 


“Mmm,” Rachel reaches an arm outside for my pants,
rubs the outline of my cock, then returns to watching Talbot play with himself.



My heart batters my ribs.


“I wasn’t going to do anything until you got here
Joe,” Rachel says and kneels up on her seat. She reaches right across to him.


I move a little for a better view. Rachel’s fingertips stroke the underside of his erection.


“Uh,” Talbot groans and his head sinks back hard into
the headrest.


Rachel.


“It’ll be way too awkward to get my jeans on and off
in the car, Mr. Talbot. I’ll have to do it with my hand.”


“No,” Talbot groans.


Rachel wraps her fingers around his awful, veiny tool.


“Fucking soft hands though Joe,” Talbot moans.


“Yeah,” my word chokes off. I rub myself through my
pants. 


“How about you give me head?” Talbot says.


Suck Talbot’s cock? No. No, Rachel no.


“Do I have to Mr. Talbot?”


“That’s what I want,” his dark eyes flash uncertainly
at my wife.


“Oh Joe,” Rachel has her back to me, working Talbot’s
thin cock.


“Do what he wants Rachel,” lost somewhere unspeakable
now, I pull out my own erection. 


“What they up to?”


What the fuck? I let go of my cock. Stare at the man at my side. Gray quiffed hair and
intense eyes focused inside the car. 


“Don’t worry about him sweet thing,” Talbot murmurs
“he only wants to watch you too.”


But Rachel doesn’t
seem worried. She masturbates Talbot and leans further over him, round butt
raised in her jeans. 


“Great ass,” the guy at my side says and unzips.


Fucking hell. 


“She’s not doing something to this guy as well,” I say
and my throat is tight.


“Hey don’t fucking cock block me man,” the guy frowns
but he’s jacking now.


“Come on sweet thing,” Talbot pulls Rachel closer,
“are you going to put it in that pretty mouth?”


Oh, fuck. Despite
a stranger for company, I stiffen right up again. Stroke. 


“You’ve got to keep me happy,” Talbot tells my wife
and settles righ back in his seat. 


Oh, God no. Rachel
in Talbot’s car about to suck off
that awful cock. Is nothing sexually off-limits to her? 


Her head sinks right down near to his groin.


“Holy moly,” Talbot’s chin rises. He reaches forward
and grips the steering wheel


“Yes,” the man at my side purrs, “fuck that, I’m going
round the other side for a better view.”


I should join him, but I can’t move my legs. Can move my arm and cock.


Rachel’s supine
head bobs around Talbot’s lap. His awful cord pants. She’s
doing it. She’s sucking Talbot’s deformed old tool. 


Talbot’s torso
bends to the right and his arm reaches across the center console to the back of
Rachel’s jeans. His opened palm strokes over her upturned butt cheeks in her
tight denim. 


Slick my cock fast through my palm. 


“I’ll take the new panties and bra back to mine ready
for when you come see me,” Talbot mumbles to her, “no later than next Monday.
But I want photos of you in that corset in the meantime.”


“Yes Mr. Talbot,” Rachel slobbers around his glazed
tool.


“Photos tomorrow Joe,” he says, “you hear me out
there? And bring her to mine in the corset on Monday.”


Rachel’s dipping
head and shoulders accelerate, “will you tell me when you’re ready to cum Mr.
Talbot?”


“Any second,” he groans, “you’re too good at this.
What a mouth on her Joe. All those years and I never knew.”


I work mine fast. Getting close too. 


The other side of my wife and the ecstatic Talbot, the
stranger jacks against the driver’s window.


“Shit that’s so good,” Talbot groans, breathes hard,
“want to get in this sweet spot one day soon too,” he reaches for and pats
Rachel’s ass again.


Fuck her up the ass? Has Sophie let him do that too?


Rachel plunges down, moans around his groin.


“I love this so much,” he leans again and squeezes one
of her cheeks, “always driven me crazy”.


Rachel gasps and pulls his cock out of her mouth. She
looks right up at him from his lap, cock in her little fist, “Do I have to take everything in my mouth, Mr.
Talbot?”


“Fuck,” Talbot groans and pulls her head back down. He
pushes his hips up at her. “Yeah, fuck, yeah.”


Cumming! I
half twist away from the car, gasp, and spurt all over the ground. 









Chapter Eleven


Kevin


Thursday night and I pull the car up behind a small
row of nondescript retail stores. The address Richmond gave me for his club. ‘Traders’.


“I expected something a bit more glam,” Evie peers out
from the passenger seat.


 Ahead of us, on the parking lot, my headlamps give
softly falling snow an almost eerie appearance. I stare through it to the dark,
windowless building that’s tucked away
here like an abandoned warehouse. The only hints of life (besides a handful of
other parked cars) are an understated canopy on the wall with a little
peach-colored neon light, and a thickset black guy in a long overcoat. He’s
next to what looks to be an entrance, swiping at a phone. 


My heart races. I look back at Evie alongside me.


She’s put waves
in her hair and done her eye makeup thicker than usual. Her wine-red, off-the-shoulder
dress though, is more subdued than I expected her to wear tonight. Maybe she doesn’t want to look like she’s trying to compete for attention with the girls
who actually work here. From what
Rachel’s said, they have to ‘dress
to impress’. 


Evie’s right too.
I expected this place to be fancier. Especially when you’ve seen Richmond’s
home and car. I glance around the lot a little more carefully this time. Spot
his white Bentley half-hidden behind a dark SUV. My stomach hardens, as if
ahead of impact. I replay Richmond’s words about ‘Misdemeanors’ and ‘Contrition’’.
Try to imagine exactly what my wife and me might have to witness inside this
place. Whether he’ll try to coerce her into actually doing anything. Serving
drinks and getting ‘felt up’ like the other girls. 


My groin twitches. 


As long as there’s no-one else in there that knows us. 


“I’m sure inside is a lot better than the out,” Evie
shrugs her shoulders and her silver hoop earrings move through her
golden-blonde hair.


“You still want to go in?” my mouth has dried right
up.


“Rachel and Joe will be waiting for us,” cocoa brown
eyes look right at me. She reaches for my hand. “If we don’t like it, we don’t
have to stay long.”


I take a deep breath and as we leave the car, I think
I recall Evie using a similar expression that first time she met Richmond and
he was taking us up to his hotel suite. ‘We
don’t have to stay long.’ 


She ended up getting fucked by him and staying in his
bed overnight. 


What if this is another monumental line to cross and
one changes our lives forever? 


I need to make sure that doesn’t happen. Stay in control of events.  


“Hey,” I nod at the guy on the door, “we’ve got an
invitation for tonight,” I show him my phone with the code.


“I’m meeting Rachel” Evie adjusts her hair.


“Don’t know any Rachel, “ the doorman shakes his head,
“she one of the girls?”


“Girls?” Evie frowns,
“well, I guess..”


“Afraid I don’t know all their names, Miss,” he smiles
at my wife and holds the door open for us. Music thumps from inside. “Probably
know your friend Rachel to look at though,” he says, “but you have a nice
evening. You too Sir.”


I’m still
chewing over what that guy said, and wondering how many girls work in this
place, when Rachel herself appears from a washroom near the reception area. She
and Evie hug. 


Rachel looks taller than I remember, but still
ridiculously hot. A very short white dress clings to every contour of
her body. Towering, strappy stilettos heels. So high they look almost
dangerous. 


“Hi Rachel,” I say and try hard not to appear like I’m
ogling her, “Joe with you?”


“At the bar,” she says, “I’m under strict instructions
to make sure Richmond knows as soon as you two arrive,” she says and heads over
to a middle-aged woman at the front of the cloakroom desk. 


While Rachel stays with her, the woman makes a call
then Rachel returns to us. “He’s coming
straight down. We’re to go to the main bar,” she says and links arms with my
wife.


I
follow them both deeper inside the building. Breathe slowly to steady myself.
Take in the dance music, dance floors, and two dancing girls. One on a pole. Does
Rachel do that? My stomach flutters and I refocus ahead on Rachel and Evie’s swaying butts, imagine them both slithering up and
down poles to please some of the businesspeople in here. 


My cock shifts in my pants. 


Richmond arrives while we’re still waiting for Joe to get served. 


“Good to see you both,” he kisses the side of Evie’s
face then shakes my hand. Smells musky. “I've been running around more than
usual today,” he says, “meeting with the owner of a new company we’re invested
in. But I’m pleased to see you wore your anklet young lady,” his dark, almost
black eyes, glance low down my wife’s legs, “as instructed.”


‘Instructed’?


“I just thought it would suit this dress,” Evie shrugs
but if the lighting wasn’t so subdued I’m pretty sure everyone would know she’s
blushing. 


Joe hands me a beer and Evie a glass of wine then nods
at Richmond.


“Shall I show Evie around the ground floor now
Richmond?” Rachel scoops her hair around her shoulders, makes her boobs sway.


“Indeed. Explain exactly how everything down here
functions. I’ll send for her when we’re ready.”


When ‘we’re’
ready?


“I’ll take Kevin upstairs,” Richmond pats my shoulder,
“let him see our higher-level entertainment. Then he and I are due a private
conversation.”


“Higher level sounds interesting,” Evie smiles at
Richmond from around her glass.


“You don’t know the half of it, young lady,” he says
and the look he gives her makes my balls quiver. 









Chapter Twelve


Kevin


All the glamor Evie and I felt missing when we pulled
up outside is certainly evident inside. The glitzy staircase Richmond and I
take up toward the ‘Mezz’ floor is like
something from a lavish Hollywood movie. 


“The club is never uncomfortably busy on a Thursday evening,”
Richmond tells me in between nods and smiled greetings at businessmen or at
women who flutter their eyelashes at him. “So once we’ve looked around, we’ll
have freedom to talk in my office.”


What does he want to talk about? 


“We both know how that wife of yours thinks,” he says
to me from one side of his mouth and we pass the bar on the top floor. 


A redhead behind the bar smiles at him. 


“When Rachel shows Evie how she and the other girls
operate downstairs, when she normalizes what some wives do here with our
clients, it’ll get those cogs in your wife’s pretty little head whirring away.
And stir things up in that tight vagina of hers no doubt. Even before she’s
been exposed to the more extreme activities that this floor has to offer.”


I can’t
breathe.


“Extreme, but potentially lucrative,” Richmond smiles.


I follow him and try to process his words. 


“So this and the next are our private rooms,” Richmond
says and sweeps me past one, then a second closed, black door on our left.
“Nothing happening in them tonight but several of our girls will work S&M
sessions or group situations in them at the weekends.”


Shit. Groups? 


I want to ask him if Rachel is one of those girls, but
don’t want Richmond to think I’m perving
on Joe’s wife. 


Surely this man at my side could never seriously
expect my Evie to get involved in anything like paid group sex?


My cock twitches, but I push the terrible thought from
my head. Another scary thought though, reminds me my Evie has already taken two
men on at once. 


“Now this,” Richmond
announces when we reach a third door, one that’s open, “is a client favorite.”
He acknowledges two men in dark suits holding tumblers of whiskey and then
kisses the cheek of an expensively-attired middle-aged woman stood close to
them. “Our gloryhole,” he says softly and steers me closer to the dark space.


Holy crap. Three
small spotlights evenly spaced out down both the left and right wall of the
narrow ‘chamber.’ Under each, a tethered
female in lingerie. On their knees. And that noise.


Fuck. They’re sucking cocks. No sign of any of the men. Just their erections poking into the cramped
room from beyond in the walls. And their balls. Occasionally kissed when a girl
takes a breath.


I breathe like an asthmatic old man. 


“Visualize your Evie on all fours in there?” Richmond
smiles. 


How can my cock be hardening? My face burns with shame, guilt, but something more
too. 


“Do they…do the women even know who the men are?” I
almost choke and I can’t take my eyes off the wanton masturbation and oral
worship of those six, rigid greased shafts.


“The more relevant question is Kevin, would they care
if they did?” he slaps my back. “Come, let’s go along to my office.”


I grab another look at the obscene spectacle in front
of me. The monstrous sounds. Like offal being chopped, over and over and over.
Try to imagine what kind of woman would kneel and do anything like that in
public. To a stranger. What kind of wife? 


I don’t remember
how we get there, but soon, we’re outside a steel door and Richmond invites me
inside.


“The Sopranos,” I mumble at the sight but think I
might be in shock after what I just saw. I glance around. Take in a pool table
and desks. Filing cabinet but no other people. Yeah, like a Sopranos set. What is this?


“The door’s locked and we won’t be disturbed,”
Richmond says and he stands in the center of the room.


What’s
happening?


“You know your Evie only agreed to the guided tour of
a place like Traders because of this, don’t you
Kevin?” He pats the front of his pants and unzips.


I gape at him. Can’t respond.


“Do you remember what you did for me that night in
Crete?”


I think I nod.


He’s got
it out. 


He slicks the out-sized semi-erection through his
palm. Has to be as big as that dildo. His balls dance below his clenched
fist.


What am I doing here? This is so fucking wrong.


“I think we both have little doubt that as soon as
your wife’s finished being shown around downstairs and I call her up here, she
be expecting her fill of this,” he shows me his hardened erection.


What am I supposed to say? Where am I supposed to
look? 


But there’s only
one place I can look.


“Until she comes to make full amends for her wandering
eye and mouth in that nightclub washroom though Kevin, I want you to
demonstrate your own contrition for that tacky event. You know how I feel about
what you both did.”


Me?’


“I’d like you to kneel now like those workers of mine who
you saw out there. Prepare me for Evie the same way you did that afternoon in
my villa.”


“Can’t,” the word sticks in my throat. But there’s a terrifying
feeling in my stomach and groin.


“Can,” Richmond says and uses his other hand to squeeze
his balls, “no-one but you and I need know. Although from what Evie has told me,
she might not even object if she were to witness..”


“No,” I say the word louder than I mean to and I
glance anxiously at the door.


“Locked,” Richmond says, and continues to pump his
thick cock, “and soundproofed. No-one gets in here until I open the door with
the button on that desk. So Kevin once again; I would like you to kneel down
here and suck until I say ‘stop’. Think of it as recompense too, for my aid in
fulfilling your wife. In developing her into exactly what you and I both need
her to be. A slutwife,” his eyes indicate his groin.


Oh, God. I can’t possibly. 


But I do. 


I’m on the
floor. Down on my knees and it’s right in my face. Take it from his hand. Warm
to the touch. I burn with shame. Feel his throbbing strength and pulse. His
iron-hard heat in my clammy palm and I kiss the salty head. 


Kevin! 


“Good,” his voice.


I lick him and shame myself. Squeeze my own cock with
my other hand. Frantically free my hard-on from my pants.


“My, we are excited, aren’t we?” Richmond murmurs and
peers down his nose at me. “Take mine right into your mouth.” He pulls at the
back of my head. Hard. Directs his frightening, upright shaft at me.


I can’t.
I can’t. 


But I relax my jaws and throat, accept his violation.


He pulls my head and face to his groin and belly. 


I tense up and it chokes me. Half push his strong
thighs away with both hands but little conviction. Try to gaze up beyond his
waist and he eases me off. 


“No need for panic,” he murmurs. But then pulls me
forward again. 


Swallow the length of his shaft. All the way to up to
his big balls. They press against my chin. Hold my breath.


“That’s it,” he purrs and holds me tight to him. Locks
us both in place. Gags me with the manhood that pleasures my Evie. He works his
hips. I work my cock.


“Don’t get anything on my shoes,” he says.


“No Richmond,” is what I mean to say, but the words
can’t get past his tool. 


Some dark internal stranger, the secretive intruder
that squats inside me, he delights at what I’m made me do. I pull Richmond to me. Suck harder. Faster.


“That’s it, that’s it,” he holds my head and rocks it
back and forth, like some kind of a gentle fitness machine. And the same kind
of sickening sounds I heard from that dimly lit chamber before, now come from
me.


“You wouldn't ever try to make my Evie do anything
like the women in that little room?” his thick cock is in my hand and I gaze up
from my knees to his face. Jerk my own cock. “You wouldn't , would you
Richmond?”


“That rather depends,” he smiles down and motions for
me to begin sucking again.


I do.


“It would hardly be fair for me,” he holds my head
tight with both hands, “or indeed for you, to forbid your wife, should she one
day decide that a shift or two in our glory hole might be her ‘thing’. Evie
certainly shows a willingness to provide oral pleasure.”


I glance up again and he’s smirking down at me. 


Images flash through my head of Evie sucking in that
nightclub washroom. And on her knees to Lucas in Bridget’s apartment. And of her sucking this cock that’s in
both my hands. 


“Pity poor Philip for having not yet enjoyed her
mouth,” he says and thrusts his hips.


I gag.


Afterward, with Richmond having controlled and
prevented his own orgasm, but me having cum in my own hands and unable to look
him in the eye, the man who has humiliated me more than any other in my life,
buzzes someone and asks them into the room. 


What if they guess what Richmond made me do? 


“Philip, you obviously know, Kevin,” Richmond says
from behind his desk when two other men join us. 


Red-faced and dizzy, I walk across to accept the firm
hand of another man who’s fucked my wife.
Hope I wiped my palm clean enough. 


“Walden, this is Kevin. Kevin this is Walden. Another
of my key associates. Walden helps Zaria with the training of our new girls.
Wives are his particular specialty.”


“Oh, hardly,” says the overweight, middle-aged man with
a gray goatee. 


I peer at him and try to imagine how he could possibly
be a ‘specialist’ with any married woman except maybe one he might live with.


“Gentlemen,” Richmond says, this young man’s wife is
on her way up to us. I’m certain she’ll have been well-primed. And I’m certain
you’ll both enjoy her.” 


‘Enjoy’ her?


“And Kevin, we may just need you to encourage her a
little,” he says to me, “then sit back and let’s see how contrite she is. How
she performs.”









Chapter Thirteen


Spencer


Fuck! I
close the Mac book. Race out of my bosses’
bedroom to the hallway. 


No sign of them. The front door closes. I duck into the main bathroom and flush. 


“Hey, how was it?” I smile in the hallway.


Grace is alone and looks good. Makes my heart throb.


“Fantastic fusion restaurant,” she smiles and comes to
me. She kisses my cheek, touches my shoulder. She smells of wine and her
perfume. 


“You’ll have to try it sometime Bro,” Huey appears
behind her and grins; rubs his belly. 


“We met some of the Flamehead investors,” Grace says.


“Bumped into Richmond and Phil early on,” Huey clears
his throat, heads toward his kitchen, “they were out for something to eat
before going on to Richmond’s club.”


“Did you mean what you said in the car last night?”
Grace whispers.


I stare into her unfathomable green eyes. She’s checking I’m OK about it if she has sex with him
again?


“I want you to,” I say before sanity can stop me. 


“I need the bathroom first,” she kisses me again. But
this time on the lips and it lingers before she leaves me. 


I watch her new black dress sway around her hips and
the tops of her legs on her way to the bathroom. Glasses clink in the kitchen
and my heart panics in my chest. 


Has she looked at my boss all night and dreamed of
letting him between her legs again? Was she barely able to eat because of her
excitement as she imagined his weight ‘pinning’ her down to the bed when they got back here? Maybe my
suggestion last night played on her mind this whole time. Maybe she’s desperate
to suck Huey off like I said I wanted her to.


I don’t know if
I could handle watching that in reality. 


“No standing in the hallway all night are you Bro?”
Huey calls from the living room. 


My head is all over the place but I make my way to
him. No idea what small talk to make. What to say about the fact that he’s seemingly introduced my wife to his investors. 


Who did he say she was? His ‘girlfriend’?
I can’t control my thinking when I know Grace is in the bathroom probably
beautifying herself in preparation for taking my bosses’ cock again. 


Huey hands me a bottle of beer and says something
about one or other of his new investors. Someone I think called Anthony, or
maybe not. Maybe ‘Anton’? I nod. He asks
me which console I used while they were out and what games I played. 


“Oh no, you’re not talking about business,” Grace
groans on her return. She’s freshened up her chocolate-brown hair and makeup.
Still has her heels on 


“You didn’t seem to mind for those few minutes you
were center of attention with Richmond and Anton,” Huey grins and hands my wife
a glass of something sparkling.


“I wasn’t the center of anyone’s attention.”


“Now you know that’s not true,” Huey says to her then
winks at me, “you and the guys at the office will get to meet the investors
soon enough Bro. I’ll make a full announcement next month with all the
details.”


“No more business talk,” Grace sighs and presses a
palm over Huey’s mouth and beard. She giggles and sips her drinks. 


“It’s lucky for your wife that she’s such good company
Bro,” Huey holds Grace’s wrist away from his face and looks right at her, “and
so pretty. Otherwise, she might end up over my knee.”


Grace blinks.


That was a joke. Right? 


“Ha, like you’d dare,” she laughs.


“Spens here might not save you,” Huey says, “he might
think you’re overdue it too.”


Fuck. 


“Yeah,” I splutter and force a laugh. But my face must
be like beetroot. I hide it behind my bottle, take a big mouthful.  My heart beats
out of control. I force a grin at them both, pretend I’m only reacting to the
humor in what Huey said.


“You still wouldn’t dare,” Grace shrugs at Huey and
shakes her hair. 


He laughs grabs at her wrist .


Grace squeals and puts her glass down on the coffee
table.


“You should do it Huey,” a strangled voice pipes up. Mine. “Take her to your bedroom and spank her.”


What are you fucking saying?


“Spens!” Grace gapes at me wide-eyed and open-mouthed,
looks like she can't believe what I just said. But she’s half-laughing too.


I shrug my shoulders and take another mouthful of
drink. My cock is pulses. 


He wouldn’t.
She’d never let him. 


Huey hands me his drink and then grins at Grace. He
ducks down and pulls my wife right over his shoulder.


Fuck. 


Grace shrieks, kicks her legs.


“Come on then,” he gestures me with his head. 


“Huey! Put me down! Put me down now!” Grace giggles
and keeps one hand over the back of her dress.


“I will put you down. Over my knee.”


He’s
carrying my wife off. Taking her to his bedroom.


Grace thumps his back but she’s laughing.


“We better have these dangerous weapons off,” Huey
says in his wood-floored hallway.


One of Grace’s
high heels falls to the floor and I almost trip over it. Huey pulls the second
from her other foot but I’ve see that one coming. Avoid it. 


“Added benefit of these beautiful feet at my mercy
too,” Huey’s right hand moves over the back of Grace’s bare legs. All over her
feet and toes.


“Huey! It tickles!” Grace squeals and clutches the
back of her dress to her butt and the tops of her legs. “And you’re just weird
about my feet.” 


I stagger after her and him barely able to breathe. My
chest feels like it’s caving in on me.


“I might be weirder than you think,” Huey laughs and
opens his bedroom door with one foot. “Shouldn’t have dared me, should she Bro?”


And then we’re
back in a bedroom with that big bed and the leather headboard and Grace is on
her tummy over Huey’s lap. Laughing and squealing my name from the bed.


Is this really happening? She’s over his knee. My boss has got my wife over his
knee. 


Grace’s brown
hair hangs down alongside Huey’s lower left leg, almost to the carpet and she’s
still squealing, laughing. Even through her half-hearted protests. 


He pulls the back of her new dress up over her
panties. G-string. 


“Huey!” Grace shrieks and laughs, “Spens, I can’t
believe you’re letting him do this to me,” she tries to cover her cheeks with
her hands. 


I try to speak but can only gape at them on his bed.
My cock is like an iron rod.


“Oh, a thong,” Huey says and pulls Grace’s hands away
from her butt. He caresses her pale flesh; hips and round buttocks, “and it’s
such a divine booty, Bro. Could be a shame to smack it.”


“So don’t!” Grace
squeals. 


“Too late now,” Huey winks at me again and rubs
circles on Grace’s bare right hip. 


My cock throbs. Balls tight.


Then he pats her butt. 


“I thought you were going to spank me?” she says over her
shoulder.


She’s
asking for it. Literally. 


“Have to prepare your skin first,” Huey caress and
rubs all over her buttocks, backs of her thighs, and hips. 


I squeeze my cock.


“Don’t want to leave big welts on you.”


“Er, no-one said anything about welts,” Grace tries to
twist around to him. 


“Not a real spanking unless your booty goes a little
red,” he cracks her butt.


“Ow,” Grace’s head bounces. “Huey you swine!” she
pouts, butt cheeks still wobbling.


Fuck. Grace spanked by my boss.


“I don’t think insults will help your cause,” he says
and laughs, holds her down tight with one arm, “what do you think, Bro?”


I take my hand from the front of my pants. Don’t answer. Don’t think Huey even expects me to.


He massages where he’s just hit, then slaps her right cheek. Hard.


Grace squeals. Wriggles on his lap. Brings her feet
back like she’s trying to shield her
butt.


Huey moves her feet away. Raises his hand again.


He’s
enjoying it. 


He slaps her other cheek. Then all over her bare butt.



“Hey! Ooh,” Grace grimaces, “ooh. Mmm.” 


“Huey! Shall I make him stop, Grace?” I yell, ashamed
of my erection in my pants. Ashamed of the pre-cum and that I’m shaking all over.



“She did dare me,” he says, but desists.
Massages both cheeks of her inflamed flesh. 


Grace undulates on his knee. Breathing hard. 


“That hurt,” my wife says, head still inverted and
over his knee on the edge of his big bed.


Huey’s thick
fingers ease beneath the slender string that separates Grace’s firm, buttocks.
His shoulder drops and Grace moans.


He’s
feeling her pussy.


Rub myself hard through my pants. 


Grace’s hips
gyrate slightly and slowly on his lap. Her slapped rear pushes out.


Fucking hell Grace.


“Better give a little pleasure too after the pain, Bro,”
he says and caresses Grace’s head as well. His other fingers slick in her
moist hole. Her eyes, partly obscured by her mess of hair, are closed. Mouth a
little open. 


His fingers hasten in her. Lower forearm wedged
between her buttocks. 


“Oh God, oh God, Spens, Spens,” Grace works her hips
and big butt back at him. Writhes on his knee.


No way she’s
cumming already. No fucking way. 


But she cries out and her body stiffens. 


Holy shit. 


She gasps and clutches at the leg of his pants. And
then she’s shaking. Undignified over his
knee, crying.


So fast. No warning. Being spanked by
him did that to her?


“I don’t know how that happened,” Grace says when
she’s upright on my boss’s lap. Her dress covers her body again and she moves
her long hair out of her eyes, “Spens, it just came over me all of a sudden.”


“I think you came over me,” Huey says.


Grace pushes at his chest then hides her flushed face
with her hands. 


“Now I’m desperate to do the same to you,” he says to
her and kisses her mouth.


Fucking hell.


“Can we do it from behind so I can look at this?” Huey
strokes one of Grace’s hips through her dress.


She glances over at me. Her top teeth pull at her
bottom lip.


Does she feel bad for cumming so fast? So easily from
his touch? And his smacks. She’s
never asked me to do anything like that to her. 


I nod. I need to cum too. But how can I play with
myself in my boss’s bedroom?


Huey pulls Grace properly onto his bed and unzips.


“Oh Spens,” she murmurs and she’s at his pants with
both hands. 


She can’t
get at it fast enough.


“Mmm, ooh Spens,” she says to me but her hands are on
my boss’s tool.


Huey pushes her down and flips her over to her stomach
again. Drags her dress back up to her waist.


Raised pink marks on her ass and hips. 


“I love you Spens,” she says.


“I love you too.” The declarations seem surreal. 


Huey Kneels between the backs of her thighs. Pulls my
wife’s hips and ass cheeks up and back.
Right up against his vertical hard-on.


Oh God. And now
both their backs are to me I don’t care.
I wrestle my throbbing stiffness from my pants. Work it fast. Move to the side a little for a better view.


Huey maneuvers Grace’s round ass tight against his big belly. Grips both sides of her. Pushes
into her pussy.


“Ugh,” she groans from somewhere deep inside. Her head
and shoulders slump down into the bed. Almost buried there. But then she rests
her face on her forearms. Pushes her ass back at him. “Oh Spens, look what he’s
doing to me.”


My boss is fucking my wife again.


“He’s pinning me down, Spens. I can’t escape from his
bed.”


“You better believe it,” he tells her and swings his
hips, thrusts deep into her.


“Mmm.”


“I’ll never be able to look at this booty again
without wanting to spank it,” he gasps between steady strokes into my wife. 


“So why don’t you?” Grace pushes back, meets his
thrusts.


Holy crap, Grace. 


Huey slaps her right cheek.


“Ooh, I don’t want you to cum in me.”


“Why not?” Huey’s pounding slows. 


“I want to try something else,” she pushes her ass
back at my boss, “tell me when you’re ready to cum.”


Try what?


“OK, OK,” Huey gasps and pulls her ass at him with
both hands. Speeds right up. ”Not gonna last long. Not long.” He grips my
wife’s upturned behind with his left hand, slaps at it with his right. “Not
with this booty right in front of me.”


I jack frantically. Watch Huey pound into my wife,
slap her cheeks.


Grace cries out into her forearms.


“Any second,” Huey gasps. 


Grace pushes him out of her hole and twists around to
him on his bed.


“What you doing?”


“Cum in my mouth,” she says and reaches for his cock,
“I want you to.”


I told her last night I wanted her to blow him. I cum into my hands. 


“This girl’s too much Bro,” Huey gasps from his back
on the bed. One hand holds my wife’s head below his waist.


Grace leans right over him. Smacked ass up and vulgar
in the air. She gobbles at his groin, licks his cock, “Mmm, is this what you wanted me to do, Spens?”


“She’s too much. Too good, too good in bed. Here I
cum, here I cum,” Huey pushes his belly and hips up and groans.


And
even though she’s not held there, Grace
stays. My wife sucks my boss right through his loud, gasping orgasm.


“You don’t have to go, do you?” Huey says when he’s
spent, but still holding my flushed, used wife close on his bed. 


She did it. She blew him. Let him smack her ass and
then took it all. What does that say about how much he turns her on?


“I’d love to spend a whole night with her next to me,
Bro,” he peers up from Grace and across at me. “We’d come and get you before we
had sex again.” 


No fucking way. Screwing my wife is one thing, but
kissing and cuddling her all night is something else entirely. I want to get
out of this room now. Ideally back home. But I’ve been drinking. Can’t drive. 


“I’m not doing that Huey,” Grace sits right up.
Straightens her hair and dress. “Spens has been by himself all night,” she slides off
the bed and comes to me. Takes my hands. 


I gaze at her beautiful, sinful face. Into unfaithful,
pale green eyes. 


“I understand,” Huey sighs, “you guys take
the guest room then.” 


So we do. And it smells of lavender and Grace says it’s ‘Nice’. But I’m sick about the embarrassing things
we let him do to her. About how he wanted my wife to stay with him until dawn. 


But once Grace is stripping and I drink-in the body
that my boss has ravished, my remorse and any faux-determination to end this ‘affair’ seem to shrivel. 


I pull her over to the bed with me.


“I’m tired Spens,” she groans.


The comment cuts me. She wasn’t too tired for him, but now we’re alone all of a
sudden she is? 


But my sick my hunger for her is stronger. 


I kiss her neck, her throat. Under her ear. I can
smell him on her. 


She moans and then I’m inside her, kissing her and pumping fast. Re-living
her shame in his bedroom. Our shame. Grace over my bosses’ knee. Spanked for his pleasure. Grace on her knees
on his bed. Huey slapping against her ass. And then when she sucked him off...


I
cum hard with my tongue burrowing Grace’s
mouth. 









Chapter Fourteen 


Kevin


There’s a buzz on one of the desks and Richmond reaches
across, presses a button. Then there’s another buzz across the far side of the
room and a familiar face.


“Mrs.
Blandon for you gentlemen,” the spectacular Zaria says.


I
flush. And not only because of what once went on at Richmond’s house between the beautiful but severe-looking
brunette and my wife. Also, because Evie is now being presented to this trio of
middle-aged businessmen.


“Oh...,”
my wife’s eyebrows rise and drink in hand,she hesitates, “shouldn’t I come back
later? I didn’t know there was a meeting.”


“And
who do you think is top of the agenda?” Zaria smiles at my wife, kisses her
cheek, “in you go,” she says. “Will there be anything else Richmond?”


“No
that’s fine Zaria. Will you need a lift home with me a little later,or is
Vaughn picking you up?”


“I'll
come with you if that's OK.”


Richmond
nods then turns to my wife.


I
survey the outline of her ample boobs and the curve of her hips under the dark
red fabric of her dress. Long, bare legs below the hem. Wonder if the men are
doing the same. Hold my breath again.


“Come,
come,” Richmond grins and crosses the room to Evie. He takes her free hand, “so
what did you think of what you saw downstairs?”


Evie
sucks her straw and shrugs, “Quite
sophisticated. For this kind of place.”


“This
kind of place?”


“You
know what I mean.” 


Richmond
winks at Walden. “It's a members-only
gentlemen’s club.”


“I
wouldn’t be too sure about the ‘gentlemen’ part,” she says and Walden laughs.


“But
I guess it does look very controlled and safe for the girls,” Evie says, “it
must take a particular type to dress that way and dance around. Do some of the
things Rachel and the others do. I know I could never be brave enough.” She
looks away from Richmond and glances at me. But then her eyes are back on him.


“Ah,”
Richmond smiles down at her and pats her butt, “but if you also knew how many
wives we’ve had come through this establishment and say that very same thing to
start with.”


“So
I’m just the latest on a conveyor belt of hapless younger women?”


“Now
I didn’t say that, did I?” Richmond’s right hand stiffens and Evie’s butt is
slapped.


“Ow,
Richmond,” she winces and reddens, glances quickly at the other men.


My
stomach clenches.


“Come
and meet everyone,” Richmond says and ignores her protests.


“So
what else happens on the upper floor, besides these dubious meetings?” Evie
asks.


“At
this point, nothing for you to worry your pretty little head about,” Richmond
says. “Now Evie, you and Philip know each other intimately already of course,
but let me introduce you to one of our other stakeholders here. Mr. Barrett.
Walden.”


Evie
gives the tiniest of smiles to Phil, then a slightly broader one to the seated,
podgy Walden Barrett.


He
raises his tumbler of whiskey and smiles. Keeps his eyes on her.


“Surely
you can do better than that for one of my oldest friends?” Richmond says.


Evie's
brow knots and she looks at Richmond like she doesn’t understand.


“A
kiss?”


What the hell?


“I
know Mr. Barrett would like you to Evie. Isn’t that right Walden?”


“Sure.”


Evie
sighs, but goes to the seated man with her drink. She leans over him, butt
sticking out, and presses her lips to his. A peck.


How much did she have to drink when she was downstairs with Rachel and
Zaria?


“That’s
a little better,” Richmond says.


“Mmm,
that’s sexy,” Phil says, “but this one’s a very sexy girl.”


“She
is,” Walden watches my wife walk back to Richmond.


“Hmm,”
Richmond rubs his jaw, “she can do better than that. Don’t you think your wife
could give Mr. Barrett here more of a full-on kiss Kevin?”


I
look away from him to Evie. My cock has thickened again.


Evie
rolls her eyes then sucks her straw some more.


“Kevin?”
Richmond repeats.


“I
don't know,” I clear my throat, “she probably could. But only if she wanted
to.”


“Tell
her you want her to. You know that will make all the
difference.”


Oh shit. I look away from
Richmond. Glance at the seated old man and his lustful eyes. Then at my wife’s heaving cleavage. 


“I
want you to Evie.”


“I’ll
hold your drink for you,” Phil smiles at her and takes her glass out of her
hand. His fingers brush and linger against hers.


Evie
sighs but saunters back to the seated Walden.


Oh, God. He’s fat. Gray
beard. 


“Show
Mr. Barrett how warm and welcoming that mouth of yours can be, young lady.”


“I
hate you Richmond,” she pouts.


Shit, Evie. My cock is rock
hard.


“Now,
you know that’s not true,” Richmond raises an index finger, “and you also know
you have some making-up to do for me.”


Evie
moves her long blonde hair behind an ear then looks away from Richmond. She
smiles down at Walden and slides right onto his lap. Kind of on her side.


“Woah,”
the plump guy rests an arm on her hip, grins over at Richmond.


Evie
wiggles her butt on him, like she’s
trying to get comfortable.


Can’t catch my breath.


“Great
ass or what?” Phil smirks.


“Love..”
Walden starts to reply but Evie kisses him. Once, twice.


I
stare at the scene. Cock and heart throbbing.


“That
looks good eh Kev?” Phil says.


They’re comparing notes on
my Evie. Passing her around to sample her, like she’s some kind of
‘merchandise’. Is she even aware how this looks? I can’t speak. Just about nod.


My
wife and the man with the goatee kiss a third time. More noise than before.


I'm
iron hard.


Their
fourth kiss keeps going. Walden presses forward and Evie doesn’t resist. Mouths eating each other.


Richmond
purrs.


“Now
I need my drink,” she breaks off, lipstick smeared. Then a little unsteadily
she gets off Walden’s lap and straightens her dress. She gives me a quick
smile.


"I
think I need more than a drink," Walden’s eyes watch Evie’s rear and he whistles at Richmond. 


“Indeed,”
Richmond nods then turns to my wife who’s back at his side. 


In
this crazed, heady state, even Evie’s
action of returning to Richmond not me -  as if that’s where she somehow ‘belongs’ - even that makes me weak at the knees. Makes my groin pulse. 


“Now
the reason I invited you both here; ‘backstage’ if you will,” Richmond looks
from Evie to me and then back to her, “is that I expect you to make amends for
the way you’ve acted. That mess you got yourselves into in that tacky washroom
the other weekend.”


Evie’s straw-sucking speeds up.


“Gentlemen,
this young lady may look like butter wouldn’t melt in that delightful mouth,
but I’m afraid that despite my indulgence with her: time, financially and
otherwise, she’s been rather a bad girl.”


Evie’s brow knots. 


“And
if, young lady, you expect to continue to enjoy my favor, then as I believe
I’ve explained to you, you’re going to have to learn to properly direct your
behavior.” 


How can I stand by and let him talk to my wife that way? In front of
these other men? How can she take it from him?


But
Evie’s face has reddened and she’s
breathing deep, fast. 


Is she turned on by being scolded in front of Phil and this other guy? 


“If
the pair of you feel the need to indulge in between my visits then I expect any
extra activities to be kept in-house. And by ‘in-house’, I mean exclusively at my
direction. Ideally; here.”


My
stomach is queasy. Heart racing. 


“But
before any of that, I’m going to expect you to demonstrate your contrition
young lady.”


That word again.


Richmond
faces her, takes her glass from her fingers, and hands it to Phil. Then
Richmond pulls the front of Evie’s dress
up to her waist. Shows the room her little black panties. 


“Richmond!”
she squeals and tries for a second to stop him. Gives up fast.


He
smiles and kisses her neck, balls the front of her dress in his left fist.


Oh, God. Oh, God. 


He
kisses her mouth and pushes a hand down into her the front of her panties. 


Shit, shit. 


Evie
murmurs and closes her eyes. Holds his arm between her thighs with both her
hands.


“I’d
like you to show your contrition young lady. In front of us all. Indeed, to us all.” 


Richmond’s words echo and repeat around my head. I lean back
against the pool table. Grip the sides of it until my fingers hurt.


“She’s
dripping,” Richmond purrs, “and now we’re going to see exactly how sorry and
willing to atone she is.”


‘Atone’? Isn’t that some kind of a ‘biblical’ term? I feel faint. 


“Kevin,
you’ll find a small stack of hand towels in the top drawer of that filing
cabinet behind me. Fetch one for your wife.”


I
gape at him.


Evie
frowns, half laughs, but it makes a nervous sound like she’s confused. 


This
man has shamed me though. Made my wife do degrading things and then the pair of
us have still willingly come back to him. I’m at the filing cabinet. Almost too weak with humiliation, guilt, and
plain lust to pull the drawer open.


He’s expecting my Evie to
perform in front of these other men? She wouldn’t. But God, I want her to.


The
pile of white towels is folded into small squares alongside a bottle of whiskey
and a big opened box of condoms. I rattle the drawer and like a fool, and
apologize for it over my shoulder. I pull out two towels and return to Richmond.



He
withdraws his fingers from my wife and indicates the floor at his feet.


I
place them down near his unmarked brown brogues so that the towels form a
larger square. Does he expect Evie to kneel on them? Does he believe
I’ve ‘readied’ him for her to
‘finish off’? 


Evie’s dress covers her modesty again but her throat and
chest are flushed; pupils engorged. 


She
is turned on by the way he’s
treating her. Did seeing the other
girls in action downstairs get her hot too? 


“You
know what I expect,” Richmond says, “And I know your husband is very keen that
you do exactly as I say. Isn’t that right Kevin?”


I
grip the pool table even harder. Can’t
look at the other two men. Nod at Richmond. 


“Tell
your wife then,” Richmond says.


Breathe. “Want you to do what Richmond says Evie.”


Richmond
gestures to the towels at his feet. 


Evie
swallows hard but she hands me the remains of her drink. 


Oh, God Evie. 


She
kicks each of her heels off and then several inches shorter, pulls her hair
away from her face. Then she sighs, but slides down to her knees.


Uh.


And
down on the floor, my wife’s dress
stretches tight around her butt. A plump behind that’s perched on the backs of
her legs and her little bare feet. Glistening anklet.


One
of the other men mutters something. 


Evie
looks up at Richmond from the floor. Runs both her palms down the legs of his
pants. Over his thighs. 


Richmond
strokes her chin, smiles and unzips.


I
breathe like I have lung problems. 


“You’ll
need to go above and beyond your usual performance for me this evening, young
lady,” Richmond says and his balls are kissed. 


Shit, Evie.


“I
keep hearing how the female of the species is so capable of multitasking,” he
says and caresses the top of my wife’s head, “certainly your friend Rachel is a
fine exponent of that art. How much of the ability do you have though?
Gentlemen, if you’d like to join me here in the center of the room? One either
side of me. Form a semi-circle of sorts and then we can begin.”


Begin what?


Walden
and Phil exchange grins then join Richmond. 


He expects my wife to suck them all off? I have to steady myself, so I don’t slide down the pool table. 


“Kev?”
Evie holds Richmond’s drooling tool in her right hand, looks up first at Phil
on Richmond’s left, then at the rotund, smirking Walden on Richmond’s right.


She’ll do it?


Evie
tries to turn to me on her knees.


“Eyes
front young lady,” Richmond grips a fistful of her hair. 


Evie
gasps.


“Do
whatever Richmond wants Evie,” I say, “please. For me. So hot.” 


Evie
lets out a moan, kisses Richmond’s arm
even as he pulls her hair. She works his cock, feeds it back into her mouth.


And
Walden has his cock out too. 


Shit. Thick and veiny. My head
whirls. She wouldn’t. What’s Richmond
done to my wife’s mind?


Phil
pulls his semi-erection from his suit trousers. Straighter. Longer. Nicer. He
toys with it up the left side of my wife’s
face and head. Wafts it slowly up and down between his legs.


“Come
closer gentlemen,” Richmond encourages his companions, holds the top of my
wife’s head with both hands. 


The
men inch-in in towards Richmond’s
shoulders.


“Don’t
leave anyone out young lady. I want you to hold Philip and Walden while you
suck me..”


Fucking hell.


“Oh,
God Kev,” Evie gasps but immediately sucks Richmond again. Faster. Moaning.


“Go
on Evie. Do what he says,” I fumble with the belt of my pants. 


“You
shouldn’t make me do this Kev,” Evie says from her knees, but she reaches out
her right hand for Phil. Wraps her slim fingers around Phil’s thick cock too.


“Nice,”
Phil murmurs.


Oh God, Evie. I work my dick
through my hand. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. 


She
pulls at Phil’s erection as she pushes
her head forward to Richmond’s groin. Honey blonde hair washes around her bare
shoulders. 


Shit, Evie you look so hot. 


Walden
shakes his stubby cock down at my wife.


Without
pause in her attention on the other men, Evie reaches out to her left. Takes
Walden’s shaft from his fat fingers. 


“That’s
the way, “ Richmond purrs. “How good does your wife look now Kevin?”


“Yeah.”


Evie
pulls at Walden’s organ in sync with her
other raised hand clutching Phil’s. Lunges her head and shoulders forward at
Richmond’s groin. Almost like she’s using the other men’s cocks as leverage to
suck Richmond. 


“There’s
three of them making me Kev,” Evie mumbles and she’s sucking hard
again. 


“Your
best view of this Kevin, “ Richmond says above my wife, “is probably going to
be if you come a little closer, get right behind your wife where you can look
down.”


I
stagger closer. Torn about exactly what to focus my eyes and demented
excitement on. 


Down
below our four cocks Evie’s blonde hair
swings as she sucks. Sucks one man and masturbates two. 


Richmond making my wife give a hand-job to a man she only just met.


But didn’t she do something
similar to that guy in that club washroom. And Phil, the first night she met
him. Fear and excitement burn through
me. 


Too
excited to care about my own shame as I jerk off. Or Evie’s degradation at the hands of these big, older men, I
peer right down over the front to her head. 


She
moans and sucks all the way down Richmond’s
hard shaft. Like I did. Her mouth tight around him. Moving her head from side
to side as if in relish. Then her shoulders and head ease back, expose his
gleaming, stiff and well-sucked length. Almost to the very tip of his glans.
She sinks forward again. All the way down Richmond’s huge shaft. Right up to his hairy balls. Her nose
and forehead pressed to his belly.


“Mmm,
yes,” Richmond smiles at me and I jerk. 


Evie
sucks hard. Testicles bounce to her left and right, under her hands and
forearms as she wanks the other men. 


“Now
give some attention to Walden and Philip,” Richmond instructs my wife, “mouth.”


Oh, God.


I
expect her to resist or at least question the statement. But Evie doesn’t. Too far
gone maybe? 


“He’s
making me suck all of them Kev, oh Kev,” she twists on her knees, kisses the
head of Phil’s big dick. Turns again and does the same to Walden.


Fuckin hell, Evie. “Shit Evie, you look so good with three of them. So
good,” I’m close to cumming.


“I
don’t want a mess on my new dress Richmond,” she says with his hard dick near
her mouth again. She looks up from her knees at his face.


“So
you know what to do then,” Richmond’s voice is flat.


I
can’t contain myself anymore. 


I’m down behind my wife on the floor. On my knees too.
Let go of my cock in case I cum. Look up at her extended arms. The cocks in her
hands. I Kiss her hair, her bare shoulders. “I’ll undo your dress Evie, pull it
out of the way.” 


“Mmm,
Kev, you’re as bad as they are,” Evie twists from one cock to the other,
kissing, smelling under their balls, murmuring.


“Bring
Philip off first young lady,” Richmond tells my wife, “with your mouth. He
didn’t get to experience that particular delight.”


I
lower the zip at the back of her dress, ease it down with trembling fingers. My
stiff cock up her back. Reach around her and ease away the front of her dress.
Tug her bra down, “Show them your tits,
Evie.”


“Oh
Kev,” Evie twists a little and we kiss. Her face smeared. She smells of cock.
She nuzzles my ear, whispers, “why don’t you help out? Do what Richmond wanted
you to do with his big cock?” She pulls at my erection, jerks me slowly, kisses
me again.


The
awful shame that I pushed away earlier now returns. Shake my head. “You carry on.” 


Evie
turns back to the men. She sucks hard on Phil. Tits freed and swaying. She
jerks Richmond’s tool in her other hand.
Walden watches and plays with himself. 


“Uck-urgh,
uck-urgh,” Evie’s mouth and Phil’s cock chant an obscene harmony.


“Go
on baby,” he holds her head in both big hands, “you take it.”


“Good
Philip?” Richmond asks his friend.


“Very.”


“As
good as Rachel?”


“Getting
there.”


Evie
pops him from her mouth and I expect her to object to that statement but she
doesn’t. She smacks her lips off the
underside of his balls then draws him back into her mouth. 


“Mmng,”
she sucks him again.


“I’m
gonna shoot my load all over those titties,” Walden grimaces and turns inward
toward my wife. 


I
move my head and shoulders back. 


He
jacks frantically, aims at her then growls. Squirts thick jets of semen at
Evie. 


Fucking hell. It’s on her face. Oozes down her chin, onto chest. Globs
of it in her hair.


But
Evie doesn’t stop sucking Phil. Or
jacking Richmond . 


“Here
it cums,” high up above us, Phil’s eyes roll in his head. He pulls the smeared
spattered Evie close to him. I clutch her tight from behind. Face down on her
back. Careful where I lay my hands. 


Phil
groans and Evie gags. But she stays, mouth and face adhered to him.


Swallowing?


And
almost as quickly, even as Evie still gasps for breath, she’s turned, we both are, hauled on our knees to face
Richmond. Her head up and he plugs her mouth with his erection. Rides her head
and fucks her face.


“Uck-urgh,
uck-urgh, uck-urgh,”


And
I cling tight to her, my eyes closed. Feel her swinging boobs and stiff
nipples.


Then
high above, Richmond grunts, and his mouth gapes. He clutches tight to Evie’s head. Pushes hard against us and unloads.









Chapter Fifteen


Spencer


In the morning, New Year’s Eve, I wake at Huey’s with a hard-on. Remember immediately where I am.
And what Grace did last night. Any angst and remorse have dissolved with the
daylight. 


Grace doesn’t
respond to my kiss right away. Nor at first, even when I suck at her tits. 


But then she murmurs and I feel one of her hands in my
hair. 


“Mmm,” she pushes her chest out. “Horny again?”


“Can’t help myself, “ I mumble in the valley between
her tits, “you looked so hot with him last night.”


“Mmm,” she holds my head as I suck on a hard nipple.
“Remember the last time we stayed over at his caravan?” She whispers in my ear.


“Of course.”


“When we woke up on the Sunday and you wanted me to go
to him?”


“Yeah,” I stop sucking and move up the bed, gaze into
her eyes. 


She wants to go to him again like she did then? A terrible thrill butts heads with frightening
concern. 


“I don’t think I could do that again,” she shakes her
head.


So why bring it up?  “How come?”


“I wouldn’t want to make you feel left out.”


“You wouldn’t. I could come with you.”


“So do you want me to?” she says and reaches for my
cock.


Oh fuck. It’s Huey she wants sex with right now. Huey, not you.


“Do you want to?” I croak.


“I don’t know,” she shrugs, works my dick, “suppose I
could.”


No, Spencer! No!


And it’s madness of course, but I want to give her
away again. Almost as if I want to increase the risk of the unthinkable and
losing her to the man who wants her at his side overnight. 


You must be fucking crazy Spencer Lowell. Do. Not.
Fucking. Do that. Again.


But Grace gives me a peck and she’s up wrapping her nude body in one of the two fluffy
white dressing gowns Huey left behind the door. I do the same. But slip my
shorts on underneath.


“I thought you were never coming,” Huey calls when we
knock on his bedroom door. “Come on in.”


My pulse is in my throat. I exchange glances with
Grace and she kisses my cheek. Opens his door. 


Huey sits up in bed.


“Well if I’m so predictable,” she says and crosses her
arms over her chest, “maybe I’ll do something unpredictable and ask Spens to take
me back to the guest room.”


“Bro, block the door.”


I force a laugh but Huey’s out of bed, bare-chested in striped boxer shorts. He pulls Grace’s
arms from her chest and kisses her. Slips her dressing gown away from her
shoulders. His stiff cock bulges in his shorts.


Grace’s gown
falls to the floor and then my wife is naked in my bosses’ arms.


Gracie.


“What did you make of last night Bro,” he says around
her, “did you like her over my knee.”


“You don’t have to keep going on about it,” Grace
sighs, and her pink nipples are hard against his hairy chest.


“Can you blame me when you’ve got a target this good?”
Huey kisses her and runs his palms over her ass.


“I thought my feet were my best feature?”


“They are. Just not as accessible. I’ve got an idea
about them though. Like you had one about where you wanted me to cum last
night.”


I blush, but I’m
hard.


“So when you left me all alone last night I got to
thinking,” Huey pulls my wife to his bed, “if I lay on my back. You could ride
reverse cowgirl. Then I could see those lovely feet and that big, beautiful
booty.”


“Hmm,” Grace gives him a dubious look, “and you’d avoid
doing any work at the same time.”


“I’ll be doing plenty of work. Don’t you worry,” Huey
slaps Graces ass.


She squeals but they’re both on the bed. 


“And Spens can get more involved too,” Huey says.


Me? How?


Huey works his boxers down, lays back, and holds his
erection.


Hard for my wife again.


“Come on Grace, climb on.”


Grace twists away from Huey, straddles one leg over
him and squats above his waist facing me. She lifts her hair up and away from
her shoulders, bare tits swaying and she smiles over at me. 


I try to smile back. My cock bulges in the dressing
gown. 


“Leave my feet alone,” she laughs and swats Huey’s
hands behind her.


Huey laughs too but doesn’t stop. He strokes her soles, caresses her toes. But
then he reaches forward, bodily lifts my wife up. 


She squeals and her tits push together.


Huey positions the tip of his erection at the opening
of Grace’s gleaming vagina and pulls her
down. 


“Uh,” Grace groans, and her boobs jiggle. Nipples like
iron. 


“Why don’t you come over and help out, Bro?” Huey says
from the other side of Grace. Holds onto her hips. Pushes up into her.


“What…what do you want me to do?”


“Use your imagination,” Huey grunts and stabs upward
into my wife, “show her she’s irresistible to you as well.”


Grace doesn’t
react to his words, keeps riding. Bouncing on him.


How can you not know what to do with Grace in any
sexual situation Spencer? She’s
your wife!


But the accusing voice is right. Despite my sick
excitement, I’m unsure and uncertain how
to get involved. 


At the foot of the bed, I stare at Grace’s tensed belly. Taut thigh muscles. She grinds
herself back and down onto the stake of Huey’s desire. 


I could kiss her, but her eyes are closed and my touch
might shock her. I don’t think
she’s even aware of how close I’m standing to them now. 


I lean down, caress her hair as she rides my boss. 


“I love you, Grace.” I repeat what I said last night.
It sounds equally as out of place now


“Mnng,” Grace mumbles and her top teeth scrape across
her bottom lip. 


“Is it good Grace?” I crouch down, half-kneeling as
the woman I love rubs herself off on my boss. My cock throbs. Pull the back of
her head and press my lips to hers. 


Grace blinks with surprise. 


“Look how pretty you are Grace,” Huey says around her
shoulder, he holds her flailing her hair away from her eyes, “Spens can’t keep
his hands off you either. The undivided attention of two men at once.”


“Mmm,” Grace murmurs and leans forward, kisses me
hard. 


“You like it when your wife was over my knee last
night Bro?” Huey asks and slaps her left hip.


“Ooh,” Grace moans and grinds her hips.


I nod my head. He keeps doing that to her.


“Spens ever slap your tits Grace?” he asks and his
hands reach around and grope her there. 


“My boobs?” Grace pants, eyes still closed, still
riding, “wouldn’t that hurt?”


“We could find out,” Huey says, and restores his hands
to her hips. “Why don’t you rub them some to prepare them, Bro?”


Oh God, Grace. I yank my cock from my shorts and work it in Grace’s face. 


Her eyes open and she sees it. Makes no attempt to
reach for it. To help me jack off. Keeps her hands planted on the bed.
Concentrates on her own pleasure.


I rub and squeeze her left boob with one hand, masturbate
myself with the other. 


“That’s nice Spens,” she grimaces but pushes back
against Huey.


He releases Grace’s hips and pulls her head back.
Reaches under her left arm and mauls her tit. 


I stand back. Watch. Jack.


“Lift your arms right up grace so I can get at them,
he kisses the side of her neck. Works his hips upward.


Grace moans but gathers her hair up off her shoulders,
holds it to her head with both hands. 


Huey grips the back of Grace’s neck and then reaches right around. Slaps her right
boob.


“Ooh,” she moans but twists around and kisses him. Deeply.


Fucking hell Grace. Whatever next?  But my hand blurs on my cock, beating myself off as
my boss kisses and slaps at my wife. 









Epilogue


Joe


We’ve created a
monster in Dennis Talbot. Now that he’s had so much of what Rachel has to
offer. And she’s shown her willingness to give and do ever more for him. Made
obvious her enjoyment of his ‘blackmail’. I’m sure he thinks the sky is the
limit. 


He’s reminding
me several times a day about pictures of her. He’s even floated the idea of taking
her dogging ‘properly’ next time, showing her off to some loser from his drama
group! 


I don’t know
where he gets the balls.


Of course, he keeps reminding me that I’m ‘due’ around his house with her in the new outfits
he bought. I’m not sure we can avoid it. Unless we finally get it together
enough to say ‘No’ to him:


‘Do your worse. We don’t care. Go fuck yourself
Talbot.’


Sometimes, in those periods when the dark’ excitement fades and falls asleep, I let myself
believe that I’ve left behind the twisted appeal of allowing a creature like
Talbot near my wife. Forever.


But always it returns to boil my gut and groin.


And then as well as Talbot, Rachel has a lot of work
coming up with both Traders and Phil’s
clients.


Sometimes I wonder whether Rachel and I shouldn’t just fold up move away completely. Leave behind the
debauchery of Talbot and Traders and Phil with his grubby clients and make a
fresh start. Get new daytime jobs and live like an ordinary couple. 


But then I'll watch her get ready to go off and
service another man or men and I doubt this life is something I could ever walk
away from. Even if we did so geographically. 


Wouldn’t
we someday only end up in the hotwife lifestyle in another town? 


I also know though, that in one way, we’ve been lucky so far. Rachel’s activities have never
been exposed to the people from our ‘vanilla’ lives. If you discount Sophie
that is. 


Sophie. Surely I’ve got tell Rachel the truth about
her Mom and Phil?


But even that only makes me think of Talbot again. And
those videos and photos of my wife and mother-in-law that he owns. 


I’ve got a hard-on again.


Kevin


I was ashamed by the time we left Traders. Evie didn’t speak that much either. I don’t know whether the
realization of what she’d done was hitting her hard, or whether she was more
concerned about what I thought of her. 


In the end, for that night at least, it didn’t matter much. Because by the time we reached home, after
looping her and the three men through my head the whole journey back, I was
desperate for sex. I had a wife who knelt and sucked-off three men at the
same time. 


And there was what Richmond had made me do before any
of that.


Later I had to speak to Joe though. Tell him how
shocked I was because Evie went so far at Traders. Even though I’d more than encouraged her to it. 


Her compliance that night still scares me. I kind of
knew she got excited from Richmond telling her what to do. But that?


And yet how different was it to what he had me do?


Joe told me I shouldn’t worry. He reminded me he first became aware of Rachel’s submissive
streak well before she got involved with Richmond. Found some of the fiction
she used to read when he was dating her. Strong alpha males tying submissive
young girls up and even whipping them!


At least Evie would never go that far.


And Joe says submissive women and all that S&M
stuff is even more common than I guessed.


I came close to confessing to Evie. Especially when I
remembered how she'd encouraged me with her dildo. But how would she react
if she knew the truth of what her husband has done? I hope she might be OK
with it. Maybe I’ll pluck up the courage
to tell her. 


Just not yet. 


My guilt though about it is often all-consuming. Even
though I know there’s nothing ‘gay’ in
any of it. It’s not an unusual act for a cuckold husband. And at my core, I
know now that’s exactly what I am.


Spencer


I thought it was hard to get the images and sounds out
of my head after Huey had first seen Grace’s
body in his caravan. Difficult to stop obsessing and masturbating about that.
Even before I had to process and contend with the memories of him and Grace
fucking. Trying to lead normal working days in the company of the man who had
been inside my wife. A man who knew what it was like to enjoy Evie's body. 


But for me, even that tsunami of feelings doesn’t compare with the sickening eroticism of what
happened at Huey’s apartment. 


Seeing the girl you married willingly submit to being
slapped around by your boss. Taken
his hand on that perfect ass until her cheeks, hips and even the back of one
thigh glowed bright pink. And then let him do similar to her tits in front of
you. Watched her repay him by sucking him off for the first time and riding him
until she soaked his body. 


Huey was more turned on than at any other time I’d seen them together. I’m still not sure how much
that should concern me. But maybe he’s just getting more relaxed in her
company. Feeling less ‘intimidated’ by her looks? I mean, plenty of couples seem to enjoy that kind of
mild kinky stuff. At least from what I’ve
seen online. So I guess it's no big deal. And the enjoyment Grace clearly got
from it was so hot to see. Even if it was a surprise too.


But scary as well in some ways. There’s no question about that. 


Anyway, back to work soon. And if we’re all getting introduced to Huey’s new investors, I
need to double-check what he’s told them about Grace. Make extra sure nothing
embarrassing is likely to come up. How
the hell would I deal with that?


Yeah? Well maybe Spencer, you should have thought
about that before. 









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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