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Chapter 1
“So we have a deal?” I extended my hand, hoping that Luca would shake it.
“We have a deal.” The dark-skinned stranger took my hand firmly and smiled a white, toothy grin that made me feel on edge for a moment.
“Excellent,” I smiled back when he eventually let go. “I’ll get the paperwork emailed over to you this evening. The seller will be delighted.”
“As my clients will be,” Luca replied in his Brazilian accent. I knew he wasn’t the actual buyer of the club we were in. He’d made it clear he was just a representative of someone from his home country, but their identity was to remain a secret. That was fine by me and the seller, who just wanted rid of the premises as soon as possible and had promised me a large commission if I could sell it.
Several other estate agents had tried, but the Black Cats Club had such a bad reputation that it was a hard sell. The previous owners had been sent to prison after being caught laundering money, and even worse; murder. It turned out that they were mobsters of the worst kind and that the club had been not only a strip bar used for the money-laundering side of things, but also as a venue for all sorts of sex orgies and more.
The previous owners had their assets seized and the club had been given to liquidators to deal with, but none of the estate agents so far had been able to get past the club’s seedy history, until now. Luca’s clients wanted it and I couldn’t believe my luck.
My boss would be over-the-moon at the news but my wife would be even happier. After I’d waved Luca off in his red Lamborghini and locked the club up, I’d texted my disbelieving boss who’d congratulated me - eventually - after I’d convinced him I wasn’t joking, then I set off straight home to give Rachel the good news.
“Guess what?” I called out as I walked through the front door.
Rachel was in the kitchen, preparing dinner. “What?” she looked my way as I kicked off my shoes and shrugged off my jacket.
“I sold the club!” I beamed excitedly.
“No way!” she exclaimed, then stepped in and gave me the biggest hug. “The Black Cats? Really?”
“Really, really,” I nodded as she stepped away to examine my face for any signs that I was joking.
“Who’d buy that place?” she raised her eyebrows, “With everything that’s happened there.”
“Some South American businessman,” I shrugged, “I don’t care. I’ve sold it and that means we finally have some proper money coming in.”
We needed it. I’d worked at the same place for ten years since leaving college and had made good money but had been sacked last year after some very bad decisions that not only lost me my job but almost cost me my marriage.
Somehow, I’d managed to convince Rachel not to leave me. I’d owed it to her to fix things, not just our marriage but financially. Losing my job left us with a big mortgage and credit card bills which I’d also run up by being foolish in the year leading up to being sacked. Since then, I’d struggled to find work, eventually settling on a sales job at a local estate agency. The boss, Andrew Green, was a total asshole but it paid me at least a basic wage which was just about enough to cover the mortgage and now the commission from my first big sale would hopefully carry us for at least the new few months, which was fortunate timing with Christmas looming on the horizon.
“It’s good for us but I’m so pleased for you too. You deserve a bit of recognition. You work so hard for that man and he doesn’t appreciate it.” Rachel opened the oven door and the smell of cooked chicken wafted out, making my stomach rumble in anticipation. I looked at my watch, not realising how late it was. I’d been at the club all afternoon, preparing my sales patter for Luca’s visit but it turned out I hadn’t needed it. It was almost as though his clients had already made their decision. He’d gone through the motions, following me around the building but never asking any questions, for which I was grateful. All previously interested parties had asked too many questions which were difficult to answer - especially the ones about the secret rooms hidden away in the rear of the building.
“I told Andrew I’d sold the club earlier and he didn’t believe me at first,” I replied. “But once I told him I was telling the truth, he was happy.”
“Great,” Rachel nodded then started to dish out our food. I didn’t speak again for a moment, instead just taking the time to look at her and appreciate her for a minute. I was punching way above my weight with Rachel. I knew that. Where I was short and slightly overweight, she was tall and lovely, although she hid her sexy curves beneath bulky clothes most of the time because she didn’t like to show too much of her coffee-coloured skin. Her mixed-race complexion made her light green eyes pop out - they were always the thing people commented on about her appearance, although her long, dark, curly hair came a close second. Rachel was gorgeous. I knew it but she didn’t. Even though I told her every day, she refused to believe in her own beauty. She was just a modest woman in every sense of the word.
It didn’t help her self-confidence that I’d cheated on her last year - the mistake which had cost me my job and almost my marriage - but she’d stuck by me when I promised never to be such an idiot again.
Perhaps this stroke of good fortune - selling the ‘unsellable
club’ might be the start of better things for us.
“How did business go at the shop today?” I asked as I sat at the table and began to tuck into the food.
“Slow,” she shrugged, “I had a few customers, but it doesn’t matter about the shop. If you can start to sell through the estate agency, we’ll be okay from now on.”
We lived in a small tourist town in the countryside, moving here a few years ago and committing ourselves to the big mortgage that came with it - in the mistaken belief that my previous job was secure. Well, it had been secure until I’d gotten involved with Lisa and ended up getting dismissed.
Along with the house, we’d also set up a small business for Rachel - a tourist shop selling crystals and the like - something Rachel was passionate about. It didn’t make very much money but it made her happy and it had been a distraction for her after my affair. She’d spent a lot of time there while we worked through our problems, but hopefully, all that might all be a thing of the past now.
“The commission I’ve earned is good - it’ll see us through to the end of the year - but we can’t rest on our laurels,” I said cautiously. “As you say, I need to be selling places regularly. The basic that Andrew pays isn’t enough.”
“Fingers crossed,” Rachel replied with an optimistic smile but I could tell that was exactly what it was - optimism, rather than confidence.
We finished our meal and watched a bit of TV together, before retiring to bed. I was tired - the excitement of the afternoon had worn me out, but the buzz of success had also given me a bit of a boost in libido too.
“I don’t suppose you fancy a bit of…” I hinted at sex with a wink as I came out of the bathroom. Rachel was standing on the landing, waiting to go in herself.
“Not tonight,” she replied softly as she walked past me. “I’m tired.”
Sex with us had been almost as scarce as spare money. Even though it was a year since she discovered my affair, she still hadn’t totally forgiven me. Not enough for our sex life to recover fully.
The crazy thing was that we’d always had good sex. We were each other’s first and one-and-only, until my indiscretion with Lisa at least. We’d met in college, both virgins back then. We’d fallen in love, dated for three months before doing anything - taking our time and doing everything ‘right.’ I was an idiot. I knew that, and Rachel knew it too. Maybe she felt sorry for me. Perhaps that was why she’d given me a second chance. I didn’t know but whatever the reason was, I was grateful for it. I loved her. I always had.
I watched her walk back into the bedroom from where I was laid in bed, her dark hair tied up now, her body covered conservatively in a long nightgown. It hurt that she didn’t want me as much anymore, but I had to accept that it was going to be a long and slow recovery for our sex life. I’d hurt her - badly - and it would take time.
“Good night,” she said softly, planting a kiss on my cheek as she turned the light off, leaving me laid in the dark with a painfully-hard penis and a dilemma as to what I was going to do tomorrow. The enforced abstinence from sex at home had led me to potentially making another bad decision, but tomorrow was tomorrow. I’d see how I felt in the morning and take it from there.
“Good night,” I said back, but she was already asleep.




Chapter 2
“Well done,” Andrew Green congratulated me, patting me on the shoulder with a sweaty, chubby hand. “As soon as the money transfers, I’ll put the bonus into your bank account.”
“Oh, I was hoping for it sooner rather than later,” I turned to face him in my office chair. “I’m kind of tight for money at home right now.”
Andrew leaned against the door frame, looking around my tiny office, small enough to be a broom cupboard. “You better make sure these South Americans pay promptly then,” he shrugged, pushing his thick-rimmed glasses further up his pudgy nose and squinting at me. “I’m impressed that you sold the place, but I’ll believe it once the sale has gone through and not before then.”
I watched his fat frame disappear through the door as he left. Asshole. Even so, I understood how it was. I couldn’t expect the company to pay me before they’d received the money themselves. I’d already emailed all the papers over but decided it might be prudent to give Luca a quick call. Just to make sure he’d received them and to ask him to be as expedient as possible with things on his side.
“Ola,” the Brazilian said as he picked up. “Is everything okay?”
“Yes,” I reassured him, “There’s no need for concern. I was just calling to say that I’ve emailed you the contracts and documents. If you could let me know you’ve received them - and also,” I decided to risk a small white lie, “We’ve received some interest from another potential buyer. I’ve told them the property is under offer but of course, I can’t actually tell them it’s sold until we have the contracts signed and the money transferred.”
“I completely understand,” Luca replied. “I’ll ask my client to arrange everything as quickly as possible for you. I can confirm that we’re in receipt of the paperwork, so please, leave it with me.”
“Thanks, Luca,” I hung up, feeling slightly better. I desperately needed this sale to go through without a hitch.
When I went home that evening, still pondering on my dilemma and with no decision yet made, I pulled into my drive and then as I turned the engine off, I took my phone out of my pocket and checked my messages.
There it was - the message I’d half-hoped wouldn’t be there.
I hope you’re still okay for tomorrow, it read. I expected you to message me by now.
Fuck. What should I do? Frustrated by Rachel’s recent frigidity, a couple of weeks ago, I’d decided to fool around on a dating site. I’d matched with a woman called Becky and we’d struck up a conversation that very night, which had led to flirting and then to some phone sex. The day before yesterday, I’d - for some stupid reason - agreed to meet her. In a moment of horniness, I’d even booked a hotel room.
I felt like punching myself in the face. Why did I make these stupid impulsive decisions? I’d cheated on Rachel once and almost lost her. Now, I was on the verge of doing it again - because I really was tempted to go. I was horny. I’d not had sex for weeks and Becky was cute - dark-haired, pretty, curvy - and she wanted no-strings sex. That was all. Me, in a hotel room, for a few hours, and some good, no-strings sex.
My thumb hovered over the reply button, my other hand scratching my head as I struggled to decide what to do - then I got distracted as a loud growl filled the air.
What was that? I turned around to see a stunning red Ferrari approaching the house, before turning to park up on next-door’s drive.
Doug had got another new car. Last month he’d been driving a top-of-the-line Range Rover. Now he’d added to his burgeoning car collection with a Ferrari. I felt a stab of envy as he got out of the car and took a moment to admire his new acquisition. Then he saw me and waved.
My phone forgotten for a moment, I got out of the car and waved back.
“Hello Doug,” I said with a fake smile.
Doug was a show-off. He and his wife Sara were loaded and they loved letting everyone know it. He was wearing a pale blue designer shirt, a gold bracelet dripping from one sleeve and a huge watch glittering in the evening sun on the other wrist. He adjusted his salon-perfect blond hair and took off his mirror-lens sunglasses.
“What do you think of my new baby?” he said proudly, half-turning towards the Ferrari behind him. “Fresh from the showroom.”
“Stunning,” I admitted. “When are you going to let me take her for a spin?”
My phone beeped in my hand and I glanced at it. Another message from Becky. Fuck.
“Think you could handle her?” he raised an eyebrow and for a moment I thought he somehow knew about Becky, before realising he was talking about the Ferrari.
“I… um, yeah, of course,” I tried to gather my thoughts. I needed to decide what to do. I couldn’t ghost her. I was a shit, but I wasn’t that much of a shit.
“Are you okay?” Doug said, taking a step closer to the fence that separated our gardens. “You look like you’ve got the weight of the world on your shoulders.”
As much as he liked to show-off, for the best part, Doug was actually an okay guy.
“I’m fine,” I smiled. “Love the car but I have to get in and get myself ready. Big business meeting tomorrow and lots to organise.”
“Go get ‘em,” he shot at me with a finger-gun, then winked and headed into the house.
I turned and faced my own front door. Fuck it. I’d come this far. I might never find a woman like Becky again. It was just sex. It meant nothing.
“I’m home,” I called out as I walked in and put the kettle on to make myself a much-needed hot drink. I took my phone out and messaged Becky back.
Sorry, I’ve been busy with work. I’ll be there at 10am like we said. Don’t let me down!
She messaged straight back that she was looking forward to it - and now that I’d committed to going, I had to admit, I was too.
“Good day?” Rachel asked as she joined me in the kitchen.
“Yes, I’ve got a meeting tomorrow,” I lied as I kicked off my shoes and loosened my tie. “To finalise the sale of the strip club. Andrew won’t pay me until it’s all gone through.”
“That’s understandable,” she shrugged, then helped me make us both a coffee. “Let’s just hope it goes through fast.”
“I just saw Doug outside,” I pointed out of the window. “Look what he’s driven home in. A Ferrari this time.”
“I honestly don’t know where they get all their money from,” Rachel sighed as she looked to where I was pointing. “How can they afford a Ferrari? Sara’s always wearing the latest designer clothes and every time I see her, she’s got a different handbag.”
“I wish I knew,” I sighed too. “All I’ve ever got out of him is that he runs some sort of employment agency. I didn’t think there was that much money in that line of business but there you go.”
The following morning, I showered, shaved and made myself smell good with my favourite aftershave, then decided to go for the sharp businessman look - wearing my best suit. Rachel would be more inclined to believe my cover story plus Becky had once told me that she liked a man in a suit. A win/win for me.
I gave Rachel a guilt-ridden kiss on the cheek as I headed out. The hotel I’d booked was only a half-hour away and I got there just before 10am, the time we’d agreed. I texted Andrew to tell him that I was meeting Luca to drop off another copy of the contract - and headed into the plush lobby, my nerves jangling at what I was about to do.
“Name?” a pretty blonde hotel receptionist asked as I approached the check-in desk.
“Terry Brown,” I lied. I’d used a made-up name, hoping that it wouldn’t conflict with my real name on my credit card: Paul West.
“You prepaid for early check-in and your room is ready.” The girl asked me to swipe my card, then gave me the usual script about breakfast, which I didn’t even listen to as I was only going to be here for a few hours at most. “Here you go. Room 131.”
I took the keycard, aware that I was blushing for some reason - probably the realisation of what I was doing here - and checked my watch. It was 9.55am, I was here just in time. Cursing myself for not setting off earlier, I rushed down the corridor until I found the room but just as I was about to swipe the keycard in the door lock, I heard someone say my name.
“Excuse me,” someone said; a man, jogging towards me down the corridor. “Terry?”
“Yes?” I said, pausing with the swipe card.
“Listen,” he replied, stepping close to me. Too close. “I know you’re about to meet Bex. I know everything. However, there’s a problem.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, dread flooding through my veins. What the hell was going on? This wasn’t good.
“Yes, you do. I know who you are. I know everything. I’m Bex’s husband. Just do what I say and I won’t smash your face in right here and now, understand?” The man was only of medium height and build but he had a look about him that made me take a step back. As I did, he moved to stop me getting past and escaping down the corridor. This really wasn’t good. Bex’s husband?
“What do you want?” I asked him, wondering if I should just head into the room and try to lock him out. “Listen, I didn’t even know she was married. I mean, I thought she might be, but…”
“I’m not interested,” the man interrupted me. “All I want is for you to give me the room key and then fuck off.”
“But I’ve paid for the room and…”
“Shut the fuck up,” he got in my face suddenly. I put a hand out to push him back but he didn’t move. “Key card. Now,” he growled.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. What did I do? The man wasn’t going away. Becky would be here any moment now and he’d drag her away or cause some sort of scene and I didn’t want to risk anything drawing attention to my being here.
“I’m sorry,” I reluctantly passed him the keycard.
“Apology accepted but if you text Bex now and tell her what just happened - in fact, if you ever get in touch with her again, I’ll come to your house and tell your wife everything. Understand?”
What? How did he know I was married? Did he know who I was? Shit. This could ruin everything.
As soon as he stepped aside, I darted past him, out of the corridor, through the lobby and practically ran to the car. It was annoying that I’d already paid for the room but the most important thing was getting out of here before anything else could go wrong.
Just when I’d thought my luck was changing for the better with the sale of the Black Cats Club, this had to happen. Why had I decided to do this? I should have known it’d go wrong.
Oh well. Perhaps this was just the universe trying to put me on the right path and stop me from cheating. Whatever it was, I decided to trust it and headed to work instead.




Chapter 3
I told Andrew the meeting had gone quickly, explaining why I was back at the office earlier than expected and my ass was bailed out somewhat when the signed contracts from Luca’s clients appeared in my inbox a short time later. This was great news. It took a load off my shoulders and cheered me up a little, although I still had a bad taste in my mouth from the encounter with Becky’s husband at the hotel that morning. I hoped she was okay. The man had been so aggressive with me, I didn’t like to think of what he’d been like with his wife when she turned up. Should I text her to see if she was okay? I should - but I didn’t. It just didn’t seem like a good idea.
I worked the rest of the afternoon without any hitches and had managed to put the whole situation with Becky out of my mind until I got home that evening. Everything seemed fine until I walked into the living room to find Rachel sat at the table, studying the laptop screen.
“How did your meeting go?” she asked and I could tell from her ominous, cold, frosty tone that something was up.
“It went… okay?” I asked, feeling suddenly nervous.
“Why did you have to book a hotel room for it?” she turned, oh, so slowly to face me and I saw dampness in her eyes. “Under the name of Terry Brown?”
“How did you…?” I started but she cut me off.
“I was paying the credit card bill online and noticed a new transaction this morning from a hotel, so I called them to query it.” She was full-on glaring at me now. Her hands were bunched into fists on the tabletop.
“I can explain,” I started, stalling to work out what to say by tossing my suit jacket onto the nearby sofa.
“Explain about Becky?” Rachel said next. “Yes, I decided to dig a little deeper and went into your internet history. You might want to clear it next time you go arranging to meet sluts on dating sites.”
“Nothing happened,” I told her quickly but she slammed down the lid on the laptop, making me wince at the sharp noise.
“You’re going to say that, aren’t you?” Rachel stood up. I could see her shaking. “You expect me to believe it too because you think I’m stupid. After everything we’ve been through, Paul, you do this to me?”
“Nothing happened,” I repeated. “I changed my mind immediately after paying. Well, I went to the hotel room - I was going to check in - then I came to my senses and left before she even got there.”
“Don’t give me that shit,” Rachel’s voice lowered, “I swear, Paul, I…”
“Listen to me,” I stepped towards her and took one of her hands in mine. She didn’t resist. “Phone the office. Ask them what time I turned into work. I’ll swear on anything you want me to. I almost made a stupid mistake, but I didn’t. I couldn’t go through with it.”
Rachel’s eyes narrowed. “I’m calling your bluff,” she said, walking away and picking up the phone. “I still have Bella’s number. She knows what happened. She’ll tell me the truth.”
Bella was the receptionist at the office block where Andrew’s company was based. She’d worked with me at the last company before I got sacked for the affair with Lisa Higgins - and by a bad stroke of luck, she ended up following me to my new workplace. The woman hated me with a passion for some reason. Rachel and Bella had known each other since school, although they’d never been close friends and I had a weird feeling that her mysteriously ending up working at the same place as me after my affair had somehow been orchestrated between the two of them as a way of keeping tabs on me. Then again, I could just be paranoid.
“Bella?” Rachel asked as the hideous receptionist picked up. “It’s Rachel. Hi. I hope you’re okay.”
“You don’t have to do this,” I started, walking over and putting a hand on Rachel’s arm but this time she shrugged me off and glared at me.
“Good. Yes, we’re all okay too - apart from the fact that my bastard of a husband is possibly cheating on me again.”
Wonderful. Just tell her everything, why don’t you Rachel? I cringed but didn’t stop her.
“You could help by telling me what time he turned up at the office today?” Rachel asked, “He has to check-in at the main desk still, doesn’t he?”
I put my hands over my face. Bella could lie. She hated me. I wouldn’t put it past her. But she didn’t.
“Oh,” Rachel said, a look of surprise obvious on her face. “Right. 10.20am. Are you sure?”
I wanted to smirk but I daren’t. Rachel had told the truth. Did this mean I owed her one? I hoped not.
“Well, in that case, it looks like I owe him an apology,” Rachel glanced at me and actually let herself smile, only a little, but it was still a small smile. “Yes, it was good to talk. We should meet up for a coffee one day soon. I’ll explain everything then.”
She hung up and took a deep breath.
“I told you,” I said just as she was about to speak.
“It doesn’t change the fact that you arranged to meet a woman for sex,” Rachel said and I realised I wasn’t out of the woods yet. Not by a long chalk.
“I made a stupid impulsive decision,” I tried to explain, “We’ve not been having sex. I get horny. I have needs - I know that is a bad excuse, a cliche - but it’s true. A few nights ago I got horny. I went on a couple of sites just out of curiosity. I was bored and horny and I got talking to her. One thing led to another and somehow I ended up agreeing to meet her.”
Rachel eyed me coolly. “Keep going.”
“I went this morning,” I continued, working out how best to worm my way out of this, “Because I think I’m depressed. I don’t know. I’ve been behaving weirdly, I know that. So much stress, worrying about the bills, worrying about us - me and you. It sent me a little crazy but when I got there, I knew I didn’t want her. I wanted you. I want me and you to work.”
Rachel let me finish my little speech and her face suggested that she didn’t completely believe me but she let out a huge sigh, walked over to the sofa and sat down.
“There’s always an excuse when these things happen, but you’ve got dozens,” she said, her green eyes downcast. “I get most of it, but you know why we’ve not been having sex. I’m still not totally over the affair. Sometimes when we’re together in bed, I get visions of you and her, that bitch, Lisa Higgins. It’ll take time. You said you’d be patient with me.”
“I’m trying, but it’s difficult.” I sat next to Rachel but she shuffled further up the sofa away from me and gave me a look of distaste.
“I get horny too, you know?” She tilted her chin up, looking at me almost defiantly. “But I do this thing called masturbating. It helps. You should try it rather than trying to stick your dick in every woman you meet.”
“That’s not fair,” I replied. “You know I’m not like that.”
“I want sex too,” Rachel continued her rant. “I’ve had plenty of offers. I’m not a bad looking girl, am I? Even though I’ve put some weight on and things might not be quite as perky as they once were, I get guys looking at me. Lisa’s husband - Lee - he got in touch with me, you know? He wanted to know if you’d still been in touch with her at all. We promised to keep an eye on the both of you. He left me his number but also said that if I ever wanted to get even, he’d be up for it. Said I was cute.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“Well, you do now,” she sulked at me. “So, yes, I’ve been tempted to cheat on you but I never did - because I’m a good person.”
“I’m going for a walk,” I told her, feeling irritated and frustrated by not only her attitude but my sheer bad luck. Trust today of all days to be the day that Rachel decided to pay the credit card bill. Any other day and the hotel bill would probably have been lost amongst all the other transactions.
“Fine,” Rachel replied. “I could do with some time to think anyway.”
I shook my head and walked into the kitchen, rummaging in the cupboard for my hidden stash of cigarettes and finding them and my secret lighter, I took them outside. I rarely ever smoked these days. I’d managed to quit the habit just after finding out we were pregnant with our first baby but when stressed, I occasionally relapsed.
I walked down the garden path a little way and lit up, feeling the surge of nicotine rush through my veins as I took my first deep pull.
“Tough day?” came a voice from the other side of the fence.
“You could say that,” I replied to Doug, who looked like he was just leaving to go somewhere. “In fact, you could say a tough year.”
“That bad, huh?” he asked, stroking a hand through his stylish blond hair while looking me up and down. “You do look like you’ve been put through a wringer.”
“Wow, thanks,” I answered sarcastically.
“I don’t mean it in a bad way,” he responded sympathetically. “I don’t like seeing anyone down. Want to talk about it? I have some whisky in the house?”
Doug nodded in the direction of his front door but I shook my head.
“I could do with cheering up but if I start on the whisky, I won’t stop,” I moaned, “I’ll have this cigarette to relax me, then I’ll go inside and face the music.”
“Woman troubles, eh?”
“Woman troubles, money troubles, life troubles,” I nodded, “I could go on.”
“I know something that might cheer you up.” Doug scratched his chin for a moment, then told me not to move and jogged back towards his front door going inside for only a minute before reappearing with something in his hand. “Here you go,” he said, tossing it to me.
I caught it with my non-cigarette hand before realising what he’d thrown over. A set of Ferrari car keys.
“Fancy it?” he pointed at the red Ferrari behind him. “I’ll let you take her for a spin. See if that makes you feel better?”
“Really?”
“Really,” Doug shrugged. “Put the cig out first though.”
I threw it on the ground and put it out with the heel of my shoe, then hopped the fence. “Let’s do this.”
I got in the driver’s side, amazed at the plush interior. Leather seats and all the mod cons, the inside was as beautiful as the outside. I put it in gear and eased my foot onto the accelerator, enjoying the incredible growl of the V8 engine as it burst into life.
“Quite something, isn’t it?” he chuckled at the look on my face.
“Fuck yeah,” I said, taking the car out of the drive and onto the road, marvelling at how easily it shifted through the gears and enjoying the way it pulled me back into the seat with its smooth but powerful acceleration. “Better than sex.”
“I wouldn’t say that,” Doug laughed. “Is that where your problems lay then? Sex?”
“Lack of. It’s one of them, I guess,” I nodded, changing the subject. “Tell me, Doug, how do you afford a car like this? What is it you do - properly I mean. I remember you saying it was some sort of employment agency or something.”
“I can’t tell you,” he replied, as I rounded a corner, amazed at how well the Ferrari held the road. “It’s delicate, but yes, it’s a sort of employment agency.”
“I didn’t think there was this sort of money in that line of work.”
“It’s hard to explain. It’d be for Sara to tell you, not me,” he replied. “I thought you made okay money?”
“I did, at my last job,” I explained. “But I fucked it up. Had an affair with one of the boss’s favourites and got sacked when it all came out. Hence the problems at home with Rachel. I’ve got another job but it’s only working for a local estate agency. The pay is average at best and the boss is a total dick.”
“Ah, I see,” Doug scratched his chin again, a habit of his. “We all have bad times, Paul. You’ll get through it.”
“Doesn’t look like you’ve had too many bad times,” I said, pointing at the dashboard, then at his big house as we returned onto his drive. “You’ve always seemed to do pretty well.”
“Only since we changed our business.”
“Which you can’t tell me about,” I said as I parked up. “That was incredible. Definitely cheered me up a bit. Thanks, Doug.”
“You’re welcome,” he smiled. “Listen, are you sure you don’t want to come in for a quick drink. Maybe you could ask Sarah about the business if you’re that curious. She might tell you, she might not, but you’re welcome to come in and have a whisky either way.”
“Okay,” I replied, after mulling it over for a moment. “Rachel and I had a bit of a fight and she said she wanted some time alone so I guess another half hour or so won’t hurt.”
“Great,” Doug replied as he got out and led me up the driveway towards his house. “Sara doesn’t bite you know?”
Doug’s wife, Sara, was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen in my life. So good-looking that she was almost intimidating. She was sitting in the lounge as we walked in, next to their daughter, Charlene, a pretty thing in her late teens or early twenties, with brightly-coloured hair dyed in all shades of the rainbow.
“Hi, Paul,” Sara smiled, giving her husband a quizzical look.
“He’s had a tough day,” Doug explained my presence. “I found him standing outside having a cigarette and looking like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders. So, I took him out for a spin in the Ferrari and asked him if he wanted a quick drink before going back home.”
“You’ve had a domestic then?” Sara surmised, her pretty blue eyes settling on my face. She was stunning. A tall blonde with a perfect hourglass figure, huge breasts and a face to die for. Rachel called her a bimbo - Doug’s trophy wife - but I’d always guessed that there was more to her than met the eye.
“I’m going up to my room,” Charlene announced. She was blushing and avoiding my gaze for some reason. I had no idea why but I didn’t have time to ask because Doug had walked away and come back with a very long glass of whisky.
“Paul was curious about the business and how we make so much money,” Sara’s husband told her. “I told him he had to ask you. It’s not my place to tell.”
Sara pursed her full lips while motioning for me to sit next to her. “Money problems causing the arguments between you and Rachel?” she guessed.
“He fucked some girl at his last job and it cost him,” Doug filled her in. I gave him a look as though to say, ‘I told you that in confidence,’ but he winked at me and carried on. “He’s now working for Greeny.”
“Oh, Greeny is such a prick,” Sara looked at me amazed. “How do you put up with that man? He’s vile.”
“You know him?”
“Everyone knows him,” she nodded, “He walks around the town like he owns the place, doesn’t he? Billy Big Balls with his shitty little estate agency. I feel for you, Paul.”
“So now you know why I’m having a rough time,” I took a large swig of the whisky, enjoying the burn of it and then the peaty aftertaste. It was a good whisky.
“I didn’t have you down as the type to have an affair but I do know not to judge a book by its cover.” Sara looked me up and down, making me feel distinctly uncomfortable. Her blue eyes had a piercing quality to them. “If we told you what our business does, could I trust you to keep it to yourself?”
“One hundred percent,” I replied, taking another hit of the whisky. “I won’t even tell Rachel.”
“I’ll let Doug tell you when you go,” Sara smiled. “You should go talk to your wife. Don’t let problems linger between you. Go home, be gentle with her. Give her time. She loves you, that’s clear for anyone to see. It’ll work itself out eventually.”
“I’m glad you have so much confidence,” I smiled, grateful for the kind words but also feeling slightly patronised. I finished the whisky, patted my thighs and stood up. “I’ll do my best. Thanks for the whisky and the advice.”
Sara smiled at me in such a way that my cock responded. It was everything I could do not to look down at the expanse of tanned cleavage below her chin. “Any time,” she replied as Doug walked me back to the front door and then out into the fresh evening air.
I thanked him again for letting me drive the Ferrari and for the drink but as I made my way up the drive towards my house, he stopped me. “Don’t you want to know what our business is? Sara said I could tell you.”
“Okay,” I said, realising I’d forgotten to ask.
Doug looked around then stepped in close. “We run an escort agency.”
“A what?” I said, after a moment of shock.
“You know,” he grinned. “An escort agency. An expensive, high-class escort agency. No street girls or cheap sluts. Our cheapest female escort costs you a thousand. Our most expensive - Sara, of course - would cost double that.”
“No way,” I took a step back, then realised he was messing with me. “Very funny.”
“Have you not seen Sara?” he said, seeming offended. “You don’t think she’s worth it?”
“I didn’t mean-” I began, hastily backtracking. “I meant you’re messing with me, right? You’re not a pimp. And Sara - she’s way too good looking to be a…”
“A prostitute?” Doug put a hand on my shoulder. “I’m not messing with you. Straight up. We run an escort agency. It’s very successful. We only deal with top-end wealthy businessmen. Everything is legit. You asked, so I’m telling you. If you ever want to know more about it, just ask. Maybe we could go for a drink one night. A proper drink. I’ll tell you whatever you want to know if you’re curious.”
This was a lot to take in. Today had turned into one of the strangest days ever. I’d gone on a sexual rendezvous and almost got my teeth knocked out by her husband when it went wrong. I’d been caught anyway and got into a fight with Rachel. Then I’d driven a top of the range Ferrari and finally discovered that my next-door neighbours were a pimp and a prostitute.
“A drink sounds good,” I looked at him sideways as I walked away.
“You still think I’m joking with you?” Doug laughed.
“It’s hard to believe,” I said, climbing the fence back into my own garden.
“Tomorrow night,” Doug turned, heading back into his house. “Pub. I’ll make you believe me. Oh, and quit the cigarettes, they’re bad for you.”
I walked in the front door. Rachel wasn’t going to believe this.




Chapter 4
“You’re not going to believe this,” I voiced my thoughts as I found Rachel in the bedroom.
She looked up from the bed where she was laying. “Where did you go? I was worried.”
“I said I was going for a walk.”
“I know but you’ve been ages,” Rachel sat up. From the redness of her eyes, I could tell she’d been crying.
“I’m sorry,” I sat next to her. “I stood outside for a bit and Doug saw me and invited me in for a drink. We had a good talk.”
“You’ve been smoking,” Rachel’s pretty brown nose wrinkled up at the smell of cigarettes on my breath. “We’re struggling for money and you’re wasting money on stupid cigarettes?”
“I bought them ages ago and stashed them in the cupboard,” I took her hand and squeezed it. “I’m sorry. I was stressed and upset. I’ll throw the rest if you want.”
“You know I don’t like you smoking,” she looked down at our hands clasped together. “What did you and Doug talk about?”
“That’s what I was saying when I came in,” I said excitedly. “You won’t believe it.”
“Doug’s offered you a job paying top money,” Rachel raised an eyebrow. “Go on, then. Tell me.”
“Well, first he let me drive the Ferrari,” I began. “He said I looked like I needed cheering up and while I was driving it, I decided to ask him how he makes so much money to afford these things.”
“And?”
“Wait for it,” I wanted to tell her everything. If nothing else, it might distract her from the argument earlier. “He wouldn’t tell me. He said it was up to Sara to tell me - it’s kind of personal to her. Anyway, we got back and he asked me in for a whisky and he basically made me ask her.”
“And she told you… what? She’s a high-class hooker?” Rachel laughed.
“Yes!”
Rachel stared at me, then laughed. “Very funny. Go on, what did she say?”
“I’m not joking,” I repeated what she’d said. “She’s a high-class hooker. Well, it’s more than that. Doug and Sara run a high-class escort agency. Their girls charge over a grand a night. A grand! Can you believe it?”
“Ah, so Sara’s not actually an escort?” Rachel’s eyes were wide at what I was telling her.
“Yes, she is,” I kept on going with the surprises, “In fact, she’s the most expensive. She charges at least double what the other girls charge.”
“Double? Two grand? Wait-” Rachel was sitting up now, very much into the conversation. “-by ‘escort’, do they mean they just accompany guys to dinner and things like that?”
“Rich businessmen,” I nodded, “But no, they do more than that. I called Doug a pimp - just messing around - and he laughed and said no, he’s not a pimp but he basically implied that they’re prostitutes. Sara is a prostitute. A very expensive one but still…”
“Explains the fake tits,” Rachel mused. “And a lot of other things. I did wonder.”
“You think they’re fake?” I frowned.
“Of course they are,” Rachel laughed at me. “No woman has a body that perfect.”
I’d always thought her body looked natural but I wasn’t going to say anything like that and make Rachel feel even worse than I already had today. “What other things? What do you mean you did wonder?”
“I’ve seen people come to her house and pick her up before,” she nodded as she thought it through, “Usually in big expensive cars. I assumed it was some sort of business thing but now I guess it kind of makes sense. Wow.”
“Don’t say anything,” I told her, once we’d done talking about it. “They made me promise to keep it a secret. They said I couldn’t tell anyone.”
“You can tell me,” Rachel laid back down on the bed. “I’m your wife. They’ll know you’re going to tell me, but don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone else and you won’t, so their secret is safe. I can’t believe it though. We live next door to a pimp and a whore.”
“Rachel, that’s a bit rude,” I rebuked her. “They were really nice to me. Say what you want about them, but they’ve always been decent people to us.”
“I know, I know,” Rachel seemed lost in thought. “Well, today’s been quite the day, hasn’t it?”
“Yes,” I laid down next to her. “I’m sorry about today. I fucked up massively. I don’t expect you to forgive me but I hope you can. I want our marriage to work. I really do.”
Rachel turned her face to look at mine. “I was getting so close to forgiving you, Paul, but then you do something like this and it sets us back to square one almost. Just give me time, okay?”
We were still holding hands. She’d never let go throughout the entire conversation - that must mean something. I closed my eyes, feeling my head spin slightly from the whisky and I found myself drifting off to sleep.
Rachel must have gotten up and gone downstairs, leaving me to sleep because the next thing I knew, she was waking me up, saying it was past midnight and I should get undressed and into bed. I did just that, cuddling up to her as she joined me, but nothing else happened besides me going back to sleep.
The next day came with a fresh new blow.
“There’s a bit of a delay paying you the commission,” Andrew Green told me from the other side of his desk. He’d called me into a meeting just before finishing time.
“A delay?” I felt my knees go weak. “What do you mean?”
“Sit down,” he pointed at the leather chair at the side of me, so I did. “The banks are running a check on the transaction. South American money can often be dirty. Don’t worry, I’m sure it’ll go through and I’ll get your bonus over to you as soon as possible.”
“I hope so,” I took a deep breath in, “I really need that money.”
“I understand,” Andrew smiled sympathetically but I could tell he didn’t give a shit. I wouldn’t even be surprised if he was making it up and just wanted to keep hold of my money for a while longer. Asshole.
I didn’t tell Rachel the bad news when I got home. She seemed in a much happier and more optimistic mood, so it would be a shame to spoil that. She hadn’t brought up my fuck up from yesterday and things felt great. Then I remembered Doug mentioning us having a drink at the pub tonight just as there was a knock on the door.
I opened it up and it was Doug, as I’d half-expected. “Come in,” I said, welcoming him in.
“Hi Doug,” Rachel said from behind me. I cringed inwardly, hoping she wouldn’t say something about their secret profession. “It’s nice to see you. Thanks for looking after my idiot husband last night.”
“You’re welcome,” he grinned and I saw his eyes momentarily roam up and down my wife’s body. I bit down on the twinge of annoyance and laughed at Rachel’s comment as he continued. “That’s why I’m here actually. I’m going to the pub for a drink and wondered if he’d like to join me?”
“Sure,” I nodded, eager to get him out of the house before Rachel said something that overstepped the mark. “If that’s okay with you?” I asked her but she just smiled and nodded.
“I’ll see you in a bit, don’t be too late,” she waved us out of the front door.
“I told her about you letting me have a drive of the Ferrari,” I explained as we walked down our path and towards the pub at the end of the road.
“Did you tell her about our business?” Doug asked casually and I glanced at him, trying to guess his reaction if I told him the truth.
“I did. I’m sorry,” I decided to be honest. At least I wouldn’t have to worry about Rachel messing up in the future. “The whisky loosened my tongue but I made her promise she wouldn’t tell anyone and she won’t. Rachel’s good like that. She hasn’t even told her family about my affair. She’s a very private person and-”
“It’s okay,” Doug laughed, putting his hand on my shoulder. “Stop worrying. It’s fine. I wouldn’t expect you not to tell her. Sara said you’d tell her as soon as you got in and she was right. She always is. As long as you don’t go telling the whole neighbourhood, it’s cool.”
“I won’t tell a soul,” I promised him just as we arrived at the pub.
We both ordered a beer at the bar. “So how’s your day been?” he asked as we sat down with our drinks.
“Not great actually,” I told him about Andrew and the delay to my bonus.
“You sold the Black Cats?” Doug offered me a high five and I took it. “Nice. I knew the family that owned it - the Crowes - quite well. They were in trouble. It’s probably for the best that they’re behind bars now. But hey, if I’d known you were the agent for that place, I might have been tempted to try and get a deal from you for it. The asking price was a bit too high when I looked.”
He was that rich he could have bought the Black Cats? Wow. I tried to play it cool though. “Yeah, I got the asking price for it too so the bonus is nice, but it feels like Andrew’s holding out on me. We really need that money. It’d tide us over until I can find something that pays better.”
“Doesn’t Rachel run that crystal shop in town?” Doug asked, seeming genuinely interested.
“The gift shop?” I nodded, “Yes, but it doesn’t bring in much. It’s more of a hobby to her than anything else. In fact, it costs us money but I could never ask her to sell it or close it down. It’s her baby.”
“I get that,” Doug nodded, seeming to be thinking about something. “Maybe you should sign up for our agency.”
I laughed. “I’m not sure many rich businesswomen would pay a thousand to sleep with me and I don’t think Rachel would be okay with it either.”
“You’d be surprised but yes, maybe not,” Doug laughed too. “There might be some rich businessmen that’d like you though.”
“I’m not gay,” I spat out my beer and chuckled, “Or bisexual. I like women. A bit too much.”
We both laughed again. “I said I’d prove to you about the escort agency being true,” Doug nudged me and showed me his phone. On the screen was a website.
VIXEN FOX ESCORTS
Beautiful. Fun. Professional. Trustworthy.
Below that were pictures of several women, all stunningly good-looking and then a log-in button to a V.I.P. section. When Doug clicked on it, it opened up yet another page of gorgeous women. At the top, was Sara.
“I kind of believed you,” I shook my head, “But part of me still had doubts.”
“We weren’t messing with you,” Doug closed the screen and put his phone away. “You should consider yourself honoured. Sara doesn’t just let any old Tom, Dick or Harry know our secrets.”
“I am honoured,” I raised my glass. “Let’s raise a toast to Vixen Fox Escorts.”
It might have seemed an odd gesture but I didn’t know what else to do or say to that.
“And to you getting your bonus from Greeny,” Doug tapped his glass to mine and we both had a long drink before setting them down.
“Don’t be offended by this,” he said after a moment and somehow I knew what he was going to say next.
“Rachel wouldn’t do it,” I started but he shushed me.
“It’s good money,” he went on. “The clients are very professional and well behaved. She’d be very well looked after.”
I kept shaking my head. “She’s married. To me,” I pointed out, rather stupidly.
“Sara’s married to me,” Doug countered. “But I guess we’re different to you. We had an open relationship from the start. I liked the ladies. Sara likes sex. We were both honest with each other about that from the beginning. When we first got together we reserved the option for us to both sleep with other people as long as we were open and honest. It’s not cheating if your partner knows about it, you see?”
“So you were swingers?” I asked, then immediately regretted using that word.
“I guess you could say that,” Doug laughed again, not taking an offence. “It worked for us but then she got his guy online messaging her; a rich business guy and he didn’t just want to have sex with her but he wanted to take her away for the weekend. I wasn’t cool about that so she said no. Then he offered her money - a lot of money - and it kind of changed our minds.”
“And that’s how you got the idea for the agency?” I guessed.
“Basically, yes,” Doug nodded. “It was just Sara at first, then we got Sara’s friend, Michelle, involved and it just built up from there.”
“Well, Rachel and I aren’t swingers,” I waved my empty beer glass at him. “Another beer?”
Doug nodded and I went off to the bar, not sure how I should feel about Doug’s offer towards Rachel. I did feel offended in a way, especially because of the way he’d leered at her earlier too, but it was hard to be angry because this guy was obviously fine with other men screwing his wife and so I imagined him to expect me and everyone else to feel the same way.
“You’re not judging me and Sara, are you?” he said as I sat down with two more beers for us.
“Of course not,” I hastily apologised. “I’m sorry if I gave you that impression. If anything, I’m envious - not of your… lifestyle choices… but how you’ve made it work for you. You’re happy. I can see that and you’re rich, which helps too.”
Doug laughed again. “I was messing with you, Paul. Sara and I gave up caring about people judging us a long time ago. We don’t go around telling everyone what we do, but if someone finds out and looks down their nose at us, I just drive past their house in a new car or Sara will make a point of bumping into them at the shop, wearing a nice designer handbag. But yes, we’re happy. That’s what it’s all about - finding what makes you both happy. For us, it’s sex and money, so what better business to be in?”
“True,” I shrugged. I had no answer to that. He spoke a lot of sense.
“Did I piss you off, just now?” he asked as he took a drink of his beer. “Talking about Rachel? Be honest. I’ve been honest with you.”
“A bit,” I shrugged. “She’s my wife. I know I’ve treated her a bit shitty this past year but I really do love her. I wish things were different. We’ve barely had sex since the affair. Things get tense at times. But I wouldn’t change her for the world - or swap her for anyone else.”
“Heartfelt words,” Doug seemed impressed. “I didn’t mean to annoy you. I was just genuinely offering you a way to make some fast money but I can understand why that might be taken a bit offensively. I didn’t mean it that way. Take it as a compliment instead. Rachel’s a good-looking woman. You’re a lucky man.”
“She’s no Sara though,” I looked at him sideways. “I love her but she’s put some weight on since we were young. Since having kids. She’s not young. I’m sure she wouldn’t get the same money your other women do.”
“You’d be surprised,” Doug said again. “I can imagine what she’d look like in a little black dress with her hair done nicely and her makeup right.”
“You’re going to piss me off again,” I jokingly warned him as he stared off into the distance, imagining what he was describing. When he laughed, I continued, “Plus, I shouldn’t really tell you this, but she’s only ever been with me. She was a virgin when we met in college.”
“No way,” Doug seemed genuinely shocked by that then chuckled. “Wow. So if she joined my agency, you could look at it as doing her a favour. Getting her some sexual experience as well as making some real money.”
“Forget it,” I shook my head, grinning at his jokey manner. “She’s also super straight-laced. Always has been. I mean, what she does, she does well, but she's strictly foreplay first, sex second - missionary style, I might add - type of girl.”
“No anal then?” Doug leaned in close, asking quietly. “Does she let you cum in her mouth?”
“Woah,” I sat back in my chair, “Come on, you can’t ask me that. I’m not one of your swinger friends.”
“Sorry,” he rolled sideways, almost falling out of his chair laughing. “I’m just fucking with you.”
“She rarely gives me blowjobs, never mind letting me cum in her mouth,” I moaned quietly, making Doug laugh even harder.
We finished our beers, not talking much about sex after that. We discussed other things like typical men do - the news, sports, how hot the bar girl was, before walking back home a couple of hours later.
“Thanks for tonight,” I said as we parted ways at his gate. “It cheered me up no end. And thanks for trusting me with the stuff you told me.”
“Thanks for the company,” he replied. “I’m often in the pub drinking alone. My way of dealing with things, but tonight it was good to have a friend to laugh with.”
Doug had ‘things’ he had to deal with? Maybe his life wasn’t so perfect after all. I’d always been of the philosophy that no one had a perfect life. We all have our demons. Some people’s demons might be worse than others but it all came down to perspective in the end.
I watched Doug walk down his path while I had another cigarette from my secret stash which I’d kept in my coat pocket since yesterday.
Then I realised I should buy some mints to hide the smell on my breath as I went inside to tell Rachel the latest gossip I’d learned tonight about our surprising neighbours.




Chapter 5
“Did you have a good time?” Rachel asked me as I walked into the living room where she was watching TV.
“Extremely good,” I replied, sitting next to her. “Doug told me how they got into the escorting business. Turns out they were swingers from early on in their relationship. Some guy offered Sara a lot of money to sleep with him and it went from there. They realised there was money to be had and built it up over time.”
“I wish we could come up with an idea to make some money,” she sighed.
I noticed a pile of bills on the coffee table beside where she was sitting and my heart sank. I hated being in this position but it was what it was. Once the bonus came through from Andrew, I’d decided I was going to look for a better-paid job. Seeing how well Doug had done made me envious. I couldn’t sit on my ass any longer waiting for something to fall into my lap. I had to go out there and get it if I wanted it.
“Doug suggested I join the agency,” I laughed, “I told him I’m not sure anyone would pay to spend the night with slightly overweight middle-aged failure.”
Rachel laughed too, “That’s funny.”
“Then he said maybe you could join instead,” I continued. “I told him that wasn’t a great idea either.”
“Why?” Rachel grinned, “What did you say?”
“I told him you’d only ever been with me,” I chuckled, “And you’re a respectable, married woman who wouldn’t do that sort of thing.”
“What did you tell him that for?” she asked, sounding annoyed. “I don’t want everyone knowing I’ve not been with many men.”
“It’s something to be proud of,” I defended myself, “Devoting yourself to one man. Isn’t it?”
“Seemingly not in today’s day-and-age,” Rachel argued, “And saying I’m respectable makes me sound like I’m a dried-up prude or something.”
“No, it doesn’t,” I replied. “I wasn’t saying that.”
“I bet you said that I’m too old and saggy,” Rachel pouted, “No one would pay a grand to sleep with my mumsy body.”
“I never said that at all,” I insisted. “Stop being down on yourself. Doug says you’re really attractive. Didn’t you see the way he was looking at you when he was here?”
“Was he?” Rachel looked at me doubtfully, “I never noticed, if he was. You’re just making it up. Trying to get on my good side.”
“Anyway, I told him you wouldn’t do something like that,” I finished telling her. “Even though the money is good. I had to be careful what I said because I didn’t want to offend him by suggesting Sara is a slut or anything.”
“Well, she is,” Rachel pointed out. “You have to be to do what she does, but fair play to them - if they’re happy doing it and it’s clearly making them a good living, so who are we to judge?”
Rachel seemed in a better mood than yesterday, so I tried to make the evening as enjoyable and chilled as possible - the quicker we all forgot about the unfortunate events of yesterday and the arguments that ensued, the better.
The following day was a long one. News had spread that the Green Estate Agents had sold the ‘unsellable’ Black Cats Club and we’d had a deluge of new clients wanting us to sell their properties.
“All this new business is fantastic,” Andrew Green said in our team meeting that afternoon. “It’s a testament to our hard work these past few months.”
Our hard work? I thought. My hard work, don’t you mean? I didn’t say it out loud, of course.
“So tonight, I’m going to treat you to an nice Indian meal where we can discuss how we’re going to move forward with the new clientele,” he continued and finished by telling us to meet at 8pm at a cheap curry house not far from the office.
As I walked back to my desk I felt annoyed. Firstly, it was my sale of the Black Cats that had caused this little spike in business and a bit of an acknowledgement would have been appreciated. Also, I hated how Andrew tended to drop these out-of-work-hours meetings on us at such short notice. Rachel would be fine with it, but that wasn’t the point. Plus, he could have taken us to a decent restaurant and not some cheapo joint but that was Andrew all over. Loaded but ridiculously tight with his money.
“Rachel?” I called out when I got home. “Rachel? Where are you?”
She was usually in the kitchen or living room when I got home from work but she wasn’t there so I walked upstairs and poked my head around the bedroom door to find her trying on dresses. She was currently in front of the mirror wearing a green one I hadn’t seen before and several others were laid out on the bed.
“Hi,” she smiled. “Do you like this? I bought it ages ago but haven’t had a chance to wear it yet.”
“It’s lovely,” I complimented her. It was. It fitted snugly but not too tight, showing off her full bust and her curvy hips. “Listen, I’ve got to go to a work meeting tonight. There’s loads of new business coming in and Andrew wants to take us for a curry to sort it all out.”
“Ah,” Rachel’s eyes narrowed for a moment. “I’ve made plans to go out too.”
“Oh?” I was sure she hadn’t told me.
“Sorry,” Rachel slipped the green dress down to reveal a sexy black bra and panty set that I also hadn’t seen before. “It was a last-minute thing. I should have called you at work and told you.”
“I’ll only be an hour or two,” I said, watching her try on a cobalt blue dress next. “Maybe we can get a babysitter? I could call someone.”
“Good idea,” Rachel said, pulling the dress up over her breasts and posing in the mirror. “I know someone. I’ll sort it once I’ve finished deciding on a dress. Do you prefer this? Or the green?”
“The green one,” I shrugged. “But they’re both nice. Wear whichever one you feel most comfortable in. Who are you going out with?”
“Just the girls,” Rachel replied. “Anyway, leave me to get ready. I’ll sort the babysitter thing. What time are you going out?”
“I’ve got to be there for eight,” I told her. “So I should go get changed too.”
I left her and went downstairs to make a coffee first before getting changed to go out. It was very unusual for Rachel to go out these days, so I couldn’t begrudge her a night with her friends but something was bothering me about it. Oh well, whatever it was, I needed to push it from my mind. I’d decided to push Andrew tonight into giving me as many of the new properties as I could. If one or two of them were as lucrative as the Black Cats, I perhaps wouldn’t need to find a better job.
Half an hour later Rachel finally came downstairs. “Babysitter is sorted, she’ll be here any moment.” She did a twirl in a tight-fitting black dress she’d eventually chosen, completely ignoring my preference for the green, “What do you think? Do I look hot?”
“You always look hot,” I kissed her on the cheek as I passed her, heading upstairs to get ready. “Who’s babysitting? I have to leave shortly.”
“Charlene, from next door,” Rachel replied. “As I said, she’ll be here any second. Right, I’m going. Love you.”
With that, she opened the front door, saying ‘hello’ to the rainbow-haired daughter of Doug and Sara who was just about to knock on the door.
“Hi,” Charlene said back to Rachel who strode away up the front path, leaving Charlene to close our front door behind her as she stepped into the house.
“Hello,” I waved at her from the stairs. “I have to get ready to go out. The kids are in the front room. Go introduce yourself and make yourself a drink or get whatever you want from the fridge. Just excuse me five minutes, then I’ll give you a proper lowdown before I go to my work meeting.”
“Sure,” Charlene adjusted the thick-rimmed but fashionable glasses that sat atop the bridge of her nose. “No worries.” She shuffled off into the kitchen and I got changed into some smart but casual clothes in the bedroom, splashed on a bit of aftershave and made my hair look presentable with a bit of hair gel before heading back down.
“So,” I found Charlene already making herself at home watching the TV with her feet up on the couch, which rankled me a bit but I didn’t say anything. I was grateful she’d agreed to babysit at such short notice. “I’ll only be a couple of hours at the most. Help yourself to whatever’s in the fridge, food, tea, coffee, juice. If you need me for anything, my number is on a post-it note on the notice board in the kitchen, okay?”
“Cool,” she smiled then turned her attention back to the TV, settling even deeper into the sofa if that was at all possible. Teenagers. Charlene was nineteen, an adult really, but she still had that same casual attitude they all seemed to have.  She certainly had an adult body with her curvy hips and largish bust - although tonight it was mostly covered up beneath some baggy jeans and a grey hoodie - but I’d noticed her womanly figure several times in the past when I’d seen her walking past. It was hard not to when you were as sex-starved as I was.
“Okay,” I shrugged when she didn’t even look my way. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
I got a taxi to the Indian restaurant, hoping that Andrew might at least be generous enough to buy the staff a few beers and I was at least indulged with that - as soon as I arrived, he waved to a pretty dark-skinned waitress to bring me a lager over.
Andrew had brought his sister, Janine, who had a stake in the company, although she was never at the office and I don’t know what her job even was. She was a chubby, huge-breasted blonde who always looked at me like she was hungry. Not for sex - just like she was hungry and I was her next snack. I tried to avoid her gaze as Andrew started the meeting, once everyone else had arrived.
We discussed our new client portfolio - there were some impressive names on there - and again, I felt quite proud of myself because my closure of the Black Cats sale was no doubt a contributing factor, possibly the main reason, why these clients had joined and once Andrew had finished speaking, I voiced that opinion out loud, doing what I’d promised myself I’d do - and ask him for the lion’s share of the best new properties to sell.
“You’ll be given one or two of the new properties,” Andrew nodded, “But I wouldn’t say that your recent sale was the reason why we’ve picked up so much new business. A lot of the credit needs to go to Janine for her excellent marketing strategy and advertising campaign in the local press last month.”
His chunky sibling smirked at me in such a way she might as well have stuck her tongue out. So that was what she did - advertising. I made a mental note to check the local newspapers and see these glorious adverts for myself tomorrow.
I bit back a retort - there was no point in arguing with Andrew. I’d only dent his ego doing it in front of the rest of the team and then pay the price for it in the office the next day. Or week. Or month.
The curry wasn’t of the highest quality I’d ever enjoyed but it left me feeling full, even though greedy Andrew and Janine had devoured much of the naan bread and other side-dishes before I could lay my hands on them.
The new properties were divided up at the end of the meeting, an hour or two later and I was fairly happy with the two buildings I’d been given, one was another sleazy backstreet bar, the other a small retail site. They weren’t the most lucrative, as I’d hoped for, but they presented easier sales than some of the others.
I helped myself to several more beers as I went along, making the most of the bar tab and by the time the meeting concluded and I made my way outside to hail a taxi, I was pleasantly unsteady on my feet and almost fell asleep in the back of the taxi, managing to catch myself just as the driver was about to go past my house.
As I paid him and got out, the horizon lurched again and I laughed at myself - I’d never been able to take my beer that well - but I stopped laughing when I stepped through the front door into an unusually quiet house. The lights were all switched off and the only sound and light was coming from the TV in the front room, with Charlene laid out on the sofa.
“Where are the kids?” I asked. It was an hour earlier than their usual bedtime.
“Oh my god,” Charlene jumped to a sitting position and I suddenly realised that her hoodie top was tossed over the back of the couch and that she’d got her t-shirt lifted up, exposing her white bra and cleavage. She pulled it down and stared at me like a deer caught in the headlights. Her glasses were sitting on the top of her head and she quickly put them back onto her nose, blinking while watching me - waiting for a reaction.
“What were you doing?” I asked, confused until I saw the mobile phone in her hand. “Were you…?”
“I was talking to my boyfriend, video-calling,” she explained breathlessly and then I noticed that her jeans were also unbuttoned.
“You were having phone sex, you mean?” I asked, aghast that she’d do this in my house while babysitting.
“The kids… they, ah - um… are in their bedrooms,” she stammered, “They were really good. They did some homework and then asked for a movie in their rooms, so I did all that, then my boyfriend video called and one thing led to another and… shit. I’m sorry.”
“Wow,” I shook my head, “The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, does it?”
“I beg your pardon,” Charlene’s face darkened as she buttoned her jeans up. “What do you mean by that?”
Crap. I hadn’t meant it to sound the way she’d taken it. I’d spoken almost involuntarily, the drink loosening my tongue. The last thing I wanted to do right now was piss off our next-door neighbours who we’d only just started to befriend.
How did I get out of this one?




Chapter 6
“I’m sorry,” I raised my hands in apology. “I’ve had a drink. Well, several drinks. I’m slightly drunk and my big mouth always gets me in trouble when I’m drunk.”
“Just because my mom is an escort and my dad is in the business doesn’t mean you can judge them - or me,” Charlene folded her arms across her not-inconsiderable chest. Her tits had looked impressive in the white half-cup bra I’d just seen. I tried to push that image from my mind.
“I’m not judging you,” I replied, taking a seat opposite her. “I was just shocked, that’s all. I didn’t expect to come home and find you masturbating in my living room.”
“I didn’t expect you to come home early and perve at me doing it,” she retorted with another scowl in my direction. “All young people do it these days - phone sex - you older guys wouldn’t understand it. Mom and dad do, of course. You can even make money doing it, you know?”
“Of course I understand it,” I raised an eyebrow, feeling offended. Was I really an older guy - in the bad way that she meant it. “I’m not totally naive, Charlene.”
“Whatever,” she gave me one more sullen glare, then her expression changed as her phone noisily vibrated in her hand. “One minute, please. That’s my boyfriend. He’ll be wondering why I cut him off as I did.”
“Tell him I’m sorry if I spoiled his wank,” I wanted the words back as soon as I said them, cringing but Charlene didn’t bat an eyelid.
“Hey baby,” she talked into the screen, angling it away so I couldn’t see what was on it. “Sorry. The guy who I’m babysitting for came home early. Caught me with my tits out. So embarrassing.”
“Lucky guy,” I heard her boyfriend say with a laugh. “Don’t go fucking him, okay? Call me when you’re home.”
“I will,” Charlene glanced at me when her boyfriend said fucking, to see if I’d heard. “Love you.”
“Love you too,” I heard him say, then she put the phone down and turned to me. “He’s got a weird sense of humour. Sorry about that.”
“Does he know what your parents do?” I asked. “If so, I guess he’d need a weird sense of humour.”
Charlene seemed to study me for a moment. I hoped she didn’t think I was being mean or judgmental again. “Yes, he knows,” was all she said.
“I’m sorry,” I sighed. “As I said, I’m drunk and I always say the wrong thing when I’m drunk.”
“It’s okay,” she smiled, the first time she’d allowed her frown to drop apart from the brief conversation with her boyfriend. “It’s quite funny, I guess. Honest. Kind of cute.”
Kind of cute? This nineteen-year-old saying that to me, especially after I’d just seen half of her tits and almost caught her with her hand down her pants, felt sort of weird. It also encouraged me to keep talking, despite that probably not being a good idea.
“While I’m saying the wrong things, can I ask a question?” I asked and continued when Charlene nodded, “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re not… you know - involved - with your dad’s business, are you?”
The thought had only just struck me and there was no way I would have dared ask such a question if I hadn’t been loaded up with alcohol.
“Not as an escort,” Charlene replied, more matter-of-factly than I expected, “I wanted to when I turned eighteen. Mum would have let me. She says it’s important to explore yourself sexually when you’re younger - and she knows I love sex - but my dad said no.”
“You love sex?” I probed, feeling my dick grow hard. This was getting inappropriate but the beer in my system didn’t care.
“I lost my virginity quite young,” she shrugged, tweaking a strand of blue hair in her hand, before tucking it back behind her ear amongst all the other multi-coloured strands. “I’ve had a lot of boyfriends. I’m not a slut. I just enjoy sex. Oh, and I like girls too.”
“Oh, okay,” I said, caught off guard by her openness. “That’s very… cool.”
“So yeah, dad wouldn’t let me go into escorting so instead I got into porn recently,” Charlene paused. “I get it if you don’t believe me, but it’s true. I can show you if you want?”
“What?” my addled brain was trying to catch up with everything she was telling me.
“On this,” she waved her phone at me.
“No,” I blinked. “I meant - ‘what’ as in the fact that your dad let you do porn. That is - I’m assuming he knows - if he doesn’t, don’t worry, I won’t-”
“Shut up, silly,” Charlene laughed at me babbling. “Of course he knows. He set me up with the studio - Cerulean Films - his friend Alan runs it. Said I’ve got the body for it and it’d be a good experience for me - safer than escorting and the money’s pretty good too.”
“He set you up? You’ve got the body for it?” I realised I was just parroting back to her, stunned at revelation after revelation.
“Yes, don’t you think?” Charlene looked down at herself, cupping her boobs through her t-shirt and bouncing them in front of me. “I’m a 36DD. Totally natural too. If you’d walked through the door a minute later, you’d probably have gotten an eyeful. My boyfriend was telling me to take the bra off and I was going to.”
“Damn it,” I chuckled, then told myself off for flirting. Charlene was nineteen. A little more than half my age.
“Are you okay there?” she said, pointing to my groin and I realised in horror that I was subconsciously adjusting my erection in the fitted trousers I was wearing.
“I’m fine,” I sat up straighter, feeling myself blush. I needed to end this conversation quickly. “How much did Rachel agree to pay you for tonight?” I reached into my back pocket and drew out some cash, keeping my other hand in my lap, attempting to hide my erection.
“Twenty,” Charlene now had this look on her face - similar to the look Janine Green had given to me earlier - almost predatory. “Make it forty and I’ll help you out with that,” she pointed between my legs. “As long as you don’t tell mum or dad.”
Was she being serious? I nodded and I heard my voice mumble, ‘Okay.’
Charlene slid off the sofa and shuffled on her knees towards me. I didn’t stop her when she reached me and pushed my hand away from where it was still trying to cover the lump in my trousers. I still didn’t stop her when she undid the button and pulled the zipper down.
“Charlene,” I managed to whisper hoarsely, stopping her just as she was reaching into my boxer shorts. “Stop. You should go home.”
“Oh, shut up,” she took her glasses off, folding them and putting them on the arm of the chair next to me. “Quit worrying. I’m not going to tell Rachel. Besides, I’ve always thought you were quite hot, so this is as much for me as it is for you.”
She shrugged her arm out of my all-too-weak grip where I’d grabbed her wrist and pulled down the front of my shorts to reveal my cock, practically throbbing as it popped up like a jack-in-the-box.
“It’s not about Rachel,” I paused her again, “You’re nineteen.”
“So what?” she shrugged, her brightly coloured hair falling into her face for a moment until she blew it out of her eyes. “I’m not going to fuck you. I just want to make you cum. And besides, I’ve sucked and fucked older guys than you.”
“Really?” I asked, then moaned as she leaned forward and slid the warmth of her wet mouth over the tip of my cock. Oh, fuck. This felt so good.
“Mmhmm,” she nodded and the feeling of her reply only served to make me moan again. “Been a while since you had your dick sucked?” she stopped, one hand stroking my shaft up and down while she looked at me. “You feel like you’re gonna pop already.”
“It’s been too long,” I admitted, then found myself putting a hand into her multi-coloured hair and encouraging her to go back down.
I was getting head from a pretty young nineteen-year-old. My next-door neighbours’ pornstar daughter. This was unreal.
Again she stopped for a moment, her hand still working my cock as she spoke. “Does Rachel let you cum in her mouth?”
“Sometimes,” I nodded, trying to mentally will Charlene into shutting up and going back to sucking.
“Do you want to cum in my mouth?” Charlene had this intense expression on her face and had lowered her voice to a sultry tone. “Or would you like to cum on my tits?”
“Tits,” I gasped, unable to believe my luck. Was she being genuine or was she fucking with me?
“Don’t tell a soul,” she made me promise, lifting her t-shirt up and over her head to reveal the pretty white bra. “I don’t do this for just anyone.”
“Okay,” I said dumbly, feeling utterly mind-blown that this was happening.
“Stand up,” she instructed me as she unclipped her bra, letting it fall away. I practically leapt out of the chair, staggering slightly because I’d forgotten how drunk I was but Charlene didn’t seem to notice. “Go on then,” she murmured to me as she put her hands around her breasts and pushed them up almost to her chin. “Tell me when.”
I stared at her tits as she took me in her mouth again, knowing that the sight of them would make me blow my load quickly and it did. Her skin was pale, her breasts perfectly round although I noticed they hung quite low before she lifted them. Her nipples were large and very light pink, her areolas almost invisible against her skin.
“Oh… fuck…fuuuuuuu-uuuu-uuck,” I felt myself about to cum, “Now, now!”
Charlene quickly pulled her head back and pointed my erection downwards just in time for my hot jets of cum - lots of them - left the tip of my dick to spray forwards on to her tits. Then my legs sagged and I slumped back onto the chair, feeling completely drained and satisfied.
“That’s a lot of cum,” Charlene noted, looking downwards. “If your dick was just slightly bigger, you could have potential in porn.” Then she giggled. “I better go clean this off.”
“There are some wet wipes in the bathroom,” I pointed upstairs. “Yes, you better before one of the kids comes downstairs wondering why their dad just made a sound like a dying tyrannosaurus.”
“Or before your wife gets home,” Charlene reminded me with a cheeky grin before bounding out of the room and up the stairs.
I’d fastened my jeans up and was managing to gather my senses while making a strong coffee in the kitchen when she came back down and found me. “Forty, I think we agreed,” she said, holding her palm outstretched.
“Forty, yes,” I puffed out my cheeks in mock-reluctance, then smiled, “And worth every penny,” I dug the money out of my pocket again and she kissed me on the cheek as she took it from me.
“I better run,” Charlene made her way towards the front door. “My boyfriend will be wondering where I am.”
“You didn’t break your promise to him,” I pointed out as she left, “You didn’t fuck me.”
“That’s true,” she giggled. I watched her jog down the path and then down the drive next-door until she went into her own house.
“Did that really just happen?” I voiced out loud to no-one in particular.
“Did what just happen?” said Rachel, almost causing me to jump out of my own skin. I hadn’t seen her approach and hoped she hadn’t heard or seen any of my doorstep conversation with Charlene.
“Oh, nothing,” I shrugged. “Charlene got the kids in bed real early, I can’t believe it. And oh, I just got back and I’m drunk.”
“I see,” Rachel pushed past me, almost knocking me over.
“Hey,” I called out, following her into the house. “What’s wrong?” I realised she was back earlier than expected. It wasn’t even 11 o’clock.
“I’ve been out with Sara tonight,” Rachel rounded on me when we got into the front room. I had a fleeting moment of worry that maybe some cum had landed on the floor and that Rachel might see it, so I walked over to where I’d been sucked, rubbing my feet on the floor as I went.
“Sara?” I asked, realising what she’d just said. “I thought you were going out with the girls?”
“Sara asked me out,” Rachel folded her arms challengingly. “She said you and Doug had enjoyed your boys night out, so she thought I deserved a night out too.”
“Right,” I acknowledged, wondering where this was going and why she seemed so pissed at me.
“And she told me what you actually said to Doug - about me,” her hands went from being folded to being on her hips. That wasn’t good body language if you knew Rachel at all.
“What do you mean?” I suddenly felt nervous and wished I was even drunker than I was so I could feign stupidity.
“Not only did you tell Doug that I was a virgin before you,” her green eyes flashed with anger, “But you said I was straight-laced and boring. No anal. I hardly ever give you blow jobs. Missionary only, was it? You made me out to be some sort of prude!”
“I didn’t,” I tried to explain. “I was trying to put him off the idea of you - I didn’t like how he looked at you. I was jealous and-”
“You were defending my honour?” Rachel almost spat, she was so annoyed. “Yeah, right. You were speaking your mind, more like. I don’t suck your dick or fuck like we used to because of the affair. I’m still getting over it. Don’t you think I miss sex too?”
“Yes, but-”
“No,” she cut me off, not even giving me a chance to speak, “I’m angry and I’ve had a drink, so before I say something I regret, I’m going to bed. You can sleep downstairs.”
With that she stormed out of the room and up the stairs, leaving me feeling like I’d been tossed around in a freak whirlwind of wrath and blowjobs and then left to figure it all out with my head still spinning around from the beers I’d had at the curry house.
I decided not to go upstairs or try to talk Rachel around. We’d both had a drink and I didn’t trust myself not to let something slip about Charlene and what had happened right here in our front room. I made a little bed up on the sofa where Charlene had phone sex with her boyfriend - the thought of which made my cock twitch again slightly - then tried to get some sleep.
Surely tomorrow couldn’t be any weirder than today. Could it?




Chapter 7
“I’m sorry about last night,” were Rachel’s first words when she emerged from the shower the following morning. She looked pale and her eyes were bloodshot.
“I’m sorry too,” I replied as I watched her finish drying herself with a towel by the side of the bed. Rachel had an absolute killer of a body when she was younger. Her mocha skin, long dark hair, 36C breasts, curvy hips, slim waist and a perfectly trimmed triangle of dark pubic hair between her legs, she was my absolute dream. A lot of people said she reminded them of Beyonce and I had to agree, although I always thought she looked more like Rihanna. She looked different now, years later, but I still adored her. She’d put a little weight on after having children; her waist wasn’t quite as pronounced but she still had a nice ratio of breasts to waist to hips, especially as her bra size had increased to a D cup - perhaps not quite as big as Charlene’s, but still big and her nipples - a slightly darker brown than her skin - were the perfect size for me. She wrapped a dressing gown around her, covering her nakedness when she saw me admiring her but she didn’t scowl or grumble at me like she normally did.
“Would you make me a coffee?” she asked as she followed me downstairs.
“Having a few next-day regrets today?” I smiled, trying to lighten the mood.
“What do you mean?” she glanced at me, a concerned look on her face as she sat at the kitchen table.
“Hungover?” I made her the coffee she’s asked for. “Had a few too many last night? I did but I don’t feel too bad today. The early night probably helped me sleep it off.”
“Oh, right.” She accepted the hot drink gratefully, taking a sip after blowing on it to cool it down. “Yes, I’m hungover. Sara was definitely trying to get me drunk; giving me double vodka after double vodka.”
“Where did you go?” I asked, out of curiosity. I was pleased that she seemed to be in a better mood than last night and was trying to be cautious not to return to the reasons she’d been angry at me.
“Nowhere,” Rachel laughed gently. “We started by having a drink in their house while she finished getting ready but then one drink led to another and we actually just ended up chilling out in their front room all night, chatting and having a laugh.”
I couldn’t help but notice that she was staring into her coffee and avoiding my gaze. Was she lying? Now probably wasn’t the time to probe more. I didn’t want it to end up in another argument.
“I should go to work.” I looked at my watch and collected my coat from the hook on the wall.
“Before you go...” Rachel finally looked at me. “I am sorry for what I said last night. I had a bit of time to think about it last night in bed and I think I understand what you were trying to do.”
“I was just trying to stop Doug thinking about you in that way,” I explained as tactfully as I could.
“So, it’s not that you think I’m too fat or too ugly?” she asked. “It’s not that you think nobody would pay good money to sleep with me and my mum-bod?”
“No way,” I shook my head. “I don’t think that at all. I love your mum-bod.”
Rachel nodded then gazed back down into her coffee. “Sara says she thinks she knows a lot of men who would pay top-dollar for a night with me.” She took another sip, carefully looking at me over the rim. “She says women who’ve only ever been with one man - their husband or whoever - or are quite naive and inexperienced in that way, are really attractive to her client base. There are certain men that like genuineness and dislike the prototypical slutty escort.”
“It sounds like she was trying to talk you into it,” I noted, slipping my coat over my shoulders.
“She was,” Rachel fidgeted on the chair, clearly feeling uncomfortable.
“But you wouldn’t consider doing anything like that,” I prompted her to carry on.
“Wouldn’t I?” Rachel smiled at me and I couldn’t tell if she was playing with me or not.
“Very funny,” I smiled back, deciding that she was definitely joking. “I have to go. I’ll see you after work. I love you.”
“I love you too,” she called after me as I left.
I felt paranoid all the way to work and through most of the morning. Rachel wouldn’t truly consider being an escort. She couldn’t even bring herself to sleep with me, never mind a total stranger. Unless Sara had suggested that Rachel work as a non-sexual escort. They exist, don’t they? The pretend girlfriend that a rich businessman takes out to dinner or to meetings so he doesn’t look like the single, alone, aloof type. Or the type of escort that is there purely for companionship and nothing beyond that.
Doug and Sara had made it obvious to me that their business was the sexual kind though. I just couldn’t see Rachel even entertaining the idea. She had to be messing with me. She’d only ever had sex with me. As far as I knew, she’d never even seen another man’s penis besides mine, let alone know what to do with one if she ended up in bed with someone new.
By the afternoon, I’d convinced myself of Rachel’s joke and felt a lot more comfortable. So much that my mind instead wandered back to Charlene. I’d been fairly drunk last night but now that the alcohol and the very mild hangover had worn off, it was sinking in what had happened.
I’d let a quirky-but-pretty-in-her-own-way nineteen-year-old suck my cock. Not just any nineteen-year-old, but our next-door neighbour’s daughter and babysitter. I’d also seen and finished on her breasts. If Rachel ever found out, it’d be the last straw for us, plus I didn’t know what Doug and Sara would do if they ever learned about it.  I felt like I could trust Charlene, but decided I should probably have a quiet word with her somehow as soon as possible, just to reiterate the need for discretion.
The memory of how my cock had felt in her mouth and how pert and perfect her large tits were made my cock stiffen and I crossed my legs to try and dissuade it from getting any harder. It didn’t work because then I remembered what she’d told me about her involvement in her mother and father’s business. Or non-involvement, as it was, and that she’d instead gone down the line of working in porn.
I wondered if she’d actually made any movies yet. She’d used the word recently when she said she’d gotten into porn. She was only nineteen, she couldn’t have done many yet, if any at all. Then I recalled her saying she’d sucked and fucked men older than me. Was she talking about pornstars? Or just boyfriends - she mentioned having a lot of them.
I tried to shake off the thoughts of Charlene and to concentrate on my work but I couldn’t. My mind kept playing tricks on me and drifting off to random mental images of Charlene with an older guy thrusting his big cock down her throat like I’d done last night.
“Fuck this,” I muttered to myself mid-afternoon and got up to head towards the toilets. Locking myself in one of the cubicles, I got my phone out of my pocket and brought up Google. How did I find her? I had to know if she’d done any films. I was sure I remembered her threatening to prove it to me last night, waving her phone at me, so unless she was bluffing, there must be a way.
My dad’s friend, Alan, runs the studio…
What had she said after that? The name of the company…
Then it came to me. Cerulean Films. I only remembered it because the name struck me. Cerulean: a particular shade of blue that I only knew because it was the colour of the paint that we’d recently used to decorate our bedroom a few weeks ago.
Excited, I typed it into Google and hit send. Nothing came up straight away but a page or two down, I found a vague link to Cerulean Studios and tried it.
Voila! This was it. Cerulean Studios, the home for adult movies that make you the star! That was the tagline that greeted me, some sort of promotion they were doing but I managed to follow the links past it and through to ‘recent’ and then ‘new’ categories and I felt an electric thrill buzz through me when I spotted a thumbnail for one film with a girl in it that was unmistakably Charlene. There couldn’t possibly be two pornstars working for the same company both with rainbow-coloured hair.
The movie popped up on the screen with a short catchy jingle and I hurried to turn down the volume on my phone. Shit! I managed to mute it but not before a woman started talking in a throaty voice announcing to anyone else that might be in the toilets with me that someone in the cubicle was listening to porn.
Oh well, I had better hurry up, I suppose. I fast-forwarded past the intro - some old, balding guy with a pair of tinted glasses talking into the camera until eventually, Charlene entered the scene. She was wearing her glasses too but took them off at the request of the man that joined her in the bedroom where the film was shot. He was tall, handsome and in his late thirties. When he took his shirt off to reveal a tanned, muscular body, Charlene’s face lit up and she too began to strip off the yellow summer dress she was wearing - the total opposite of her usual garb.
I had no idea what they were saying with the phone being on mute, but I didn’t care about the plot, I wanted to see Charlene fully naked and I didn’t have to wait long. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath the dress, just a tiny pair of black panties which the younger man slid down as he pushed her backwards onto the bed while kissing her.
I felt a pang of envy as he parted her legs and ran his tongue up the inside of her thigh, the camera tracking the movement and zooming in. Charlene’s pussy was gorgeous, just a tight pink slit, none of her labia visible at all and she was shaven smooth, her pubic mound looking soft and inviting as the man pushed the tip of his tongue into her and then flicked up over her small clit.
The camera pulled back to show Charlene’s face as she tossed her head back, enjoying the head she was getting and then her hands went to her large, full breasts, beginning to play with her nipples.
I got my cock out, stroking it with one hand while watching as they swapped places. The man laying down and Charlene relieving him of first his trousers and shorts and then of his own sexual tensions as she began to stroke and suck him much like she’d done to me, except that this guy’s dick was at least an inch longer and thicker than mine.
I felt almost ready but to cum but didn’t want to - not before I’d got to the best parts, so I fast-forwarded to her straddling him and watched in awe as she took hold of his penis and pushed herself down. Again, the camera changed angle so that the viewer could see the penetration close-up and I felt my balls tighten at the sight of her fragile-looking pussy stretched out around this man’s thick girth.
I watched Charlene ride him for a while before fast-forwarding one more time, this time through him changing positions to him being on top and then finally to them having sex doggy-style.
He was in his stride now, holding Charlene by the hips and piledriving his cock into her from behind and while I couldn’t hear anything, I could see by the look on her face that she was loving every second.
As the cumshot happened; the man pulling out and showering Charlene’s curvy behind with his cum, I let myself finish too, wrapping my fist hard around my cock and stroking it fast until I covered my hand.
I put the phone down and cleaned myself up, checking my trousers for any splashes of spunk - that would be embarrassing if it got seen by anyone - and then I carefully left the confines of the toilets and returned to my desk, hoping that no one had spotted me spending so long in there, especially Andrew Green who could be pedantic about people ‘wasting time’ and such.
Luckily, I seemed to have sneaked out and back perfectly and as I sat at my desk, feeling much better now that I’d emptied my balls - the testosterone levels in my blood no longer filling my mind with vulgar images - I had a moment of clarity about the events of yesterday.
I really needed to make it clear to Charlene that Rachel and I weren’t like her mum and dad. We weren’t swingers with liberal attitudes towards sex. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get her on her own to talk to her, but I needed to find a way.
I also needed to do something about the weird relationship that Rachel and I had struck up with Doug and Sara. It was nice to be on friendly terms with our neighbours, but with them and us being so different, I realised it could only lead to difficulties further down the line. Rachel and I were already envious of their obvious financial comfort and while I didn’t doubt Doug’s motives of friendship and company for inviting me to the pub, I did have my concerns as to why Sara had asked Rachel out.
My mind wandered again, going through hypothetical situations. What if Rachel did want to try escorting? It was good money if what Doug and Sara had told me was true about how much they got per job. That money would certainly help our financial situation, which was still critical until I started getting the bonus money from Andrew regularly. How would I feel about Rachel having sex with someone else? I tried to imagine it happening. I tried to picture it as I’d just seen Charlene - Rachel riding a guy or playing with her tits while he licked her pussy. A guy fucking her hard from behind. I tried but I just couldn’t picture it, let alone predict the emotions I’d feel.
It was just too difficult to imagine because Rachel just wasn’t a sexual person anymore. As much as I tried to paint the images in my mind’s eye, a part of my brain kept telling me it was too ridiculous; too far-fetched and the image dissipated before it ever felt real.
Logically, I would probably feel jealousy and envy at someone else getting to enjoy my lovely wife, especially as I very rarely got to enjoy her myself since the affair. Surely, I would also experience anger towards the man she was with for violating my property. What else would I feel? Resentment? Disgust? Humiliation perhaps?
I didn’t know but they all seemed reasonable assumptions. One emotion I didn’t expect was arousal but for some reason, my cock was stirring in my boxer shorts, even though I’d cum not long before while wanking to Charlene’s porn video.
I don’t know why I should be turned on by it - perhaps I was subconsciously still thinking about Charlene; about what happened last night and what I’d just watched on my phone.
Then I realised I was wasting my mental energy even thinking about such a thing. There was no way on God’s earth that Rachel would even contemplate anything that Sara had suggested to her last night.
Was there?




Chapter 8
“Gotten over your hangover?” I said when I walked in that evening after work.
Rachel smiled at me, seeming a lot brighter than she had this morning. She was wearing a light green t-shirt that hugged her top half beautifully, a pair of faded jeans and she’d bunched her hair up in a bun on the top of her head.
“Lots of coffee and a slice or two of toast this morning did the trick,” she nodded.
I sat down as she made me a drink and as I watched her busy herself around the kitchen, humming a tune as she always did, I felt a strong pang of guilt about what I’d done last night. Not just the fact that I’d let Charlene suck my cock and make me cum, but also that I’d taken such pleasure in looking at her youthful breasts and how much I’d enjoyed it. I should have told her to stop. I shouldn’t have let myself even get in the position I did.
But it had happened and I’d be lying to myself if I said I didn’t enjoy it. Added to the guilt was the fact that I’d looked up one of her porn films this afternoon and masturbated to it, making myself cum a second time over her.
Rachel deserved better. I knew it and she probably did too, but here she was, being the dutiful wife, looking after her husband and family.
“Can we talk later?” she asked me later that evening. “In bed.”
“Okay. What about?” I asked. We’d just eaten and were relaxing in front of the TV. She hadn’t acted as though anything was wrong, so I wasn’t worried. Last night’s drunken argument hadn’t been mentioned all night.
“I’ll tell you in bed,” she said, not taking her attention off the TV. Was she avoiding eye contact? It wasn’t like Rachel. Was this something to do with Doug and Sara? I was probably reading too much into it.
When we did finally end up in bed, slightly later than what was usual for us, I curled up next to Rachel, enjoying the warmth of her body next to mine, even though she was wearing a long nightshirt like she almost always did.
“What did you want to talk about?” I prompted her as she put down the book she’d been reading.
She didn’t reply right away. She loosened her dark hair out of the bobble she’d been using to keep it up and shook her head, letting it cascade around her shoulders.
“Okay.” She finally turned her green eyes towards me, holding them on my face. “What I’m going to tell you isn’t up for discussion. I’m not going to get into an argument about it, so don’t even try to change my mind on this.”
That didn’t sound good. “Right,” I replied slowly. “Go ahead then.”
“I’ve been thinking over what Sara and I were talking about last night.” Rachel folded her arms beneath her breasts, a habit she always did when she was on the defensive. “I know you think I’m too old, too boring - whatever - but I want to give it a go.”
“What?” I said, incredulously, then repeated it, quieter this time so I didn’t wake the kids. “What? Are you serious?”
“So you do think I’m too old and boring.” Rachel took my comment wrongly as confirmation. “Or should it be: too fat; too saggy; too inexperienced?”
“I’m not saying that,” I shook my head. “You’re none of those things. I’m just saying that you can’t be serious about this. You can’t really want to be a prostitute.”
“Sara isn’t a prostitute,” Rachel spoke slowly as though I was dumb and not understanding things properly. “She’s an escort. There’s a big difference.”
“She sleeps with men for money,” I shrugged. “That sounds like a prostitute to me. Or do I prefer the word ‘whore?’ I’m not sure.”
“I’ll tell Doug you called his wife a whore, shall I?” Rachel tilted her head and raised one eyebrow. “Only the other night, you were raving about his car and going on about how much money they make. Don’t you want more money? I’m not saying I can earn half of what Sara does but just think about it.”
“You should be the one thinking about it,” I pointed out. “Could you really sleep with a complete stranger for money? Have you properly thought this through? You have zero confidence - I know that’s my fault - before you start - but it’s true. You don’t even like sex. What’s making you think that you’re even capable of being an escort?”
“Yes, it is your fault that my self-esteem is low.” Rachel’s tone was even and cold, dangerously close to icy. “Maybe some attention from other men is what I need. Have you thought about that? And who says I don’t like sex? I still have needs. I masturbate most days. Did you know that?”
“You do?” That caught me by surprise, but I moved on quickly, refusing to think about it. “Whatever. Look, you’re married to me. We’re not swingers like Doug and Sara. We don’t have an open relationship. We’re not cut out for this like they are.”
“Like I said,” Rachel repeated, “It’s not open for discussion, Paul. I’m going over to Sara’s tomorrow to talk to her about it. She said I should think about it and let her know, so I’m going to tell her I’d like to perhaps try and see how it works.”
“You can’t,” I insisted. “I won’t allow it.”
“How are you going to stop me?” Rachel’s eyes flashed venomously at me. “You’ve had your fun, fucking Lisa Higgins and God knows what other indiscretions you’ve done that I don’t know about. Maybe if I do this, I’ll feel even with you. Perhaps I’ll get my sex drive back, that according to you, I’ve lost. It might do us good, having some proper money instead of having to scrimp and save and worry about every penny. Have you thought about that?”
“What other indiscretions are you talking about?” I asked cautiously, suddenly worried that Charlene might have said something. I’d meant to find her on Facebook tonight and message her for a chat, but I’d forgotten.
“I don’t know,” Rachel shrugged, “You tell me.”
“There hasn’t been anyone else,” I shook my head. “Just Lisa. I told you about the woman in the hotel - we didn’t meet. I changed my mind.”
“I miss sex,” Rachel said, some heat in her voice now. “I want to have sex. I’ve thought about going on a dating website and meeting some random guy but as you say, I didn’t have the confidence to actually do it. But after everything Sara’s said - the compliments she gave me and the reassurances - I think maybe I could do this.”
“Just stop,” I raised my voice again. “Think about what you’re saying.”
“No, Paul,” Rachel said, refusing to raise her own voice but the heat was still there. “I have thought about it. A lot. There’s no difference in me meeting some guy off Tinder for no-strings sex and me meeting someone through Doug’s agency. Sex is sex. However, going through the agency, I get a certain amount of protection. These men are wealthy, Paul. Serious wealth. They’re professionals. They’re not going to screw me then leave me with a black eye. They have a reputation to protect. They’re traceable. They treat their ladies like queens. And then they pay them at the end of it.”
“So that’s how Sara’s sold it, is it?” I laughed. “I’m pretty sure that the reality and Sara’s fantasy that she’s pitched to you are two entirely different things.”
“Maybe they are,” Rachel admitted, “But it’s not been enough to put her off doing it, is it? The way their business has grown, it doesn’t seem to be that bad for the girls that work them. Sara says that every girl they’ve taken on has enjoyed it. Not one single girl has quit.”
“Because they’re money-grabbing whores,” I suggested. “If you want sex, I’m here, Rachel. I’ve never stopped wanting you. I’ve never stopped trying to instigate things with you. Why go somewhere else when you have me at home. Me, who you know. Hell, if I have to pay you, I’ll pay you.”
“Don’t insult me,” Rachel retorted with a sneer. “I’m doing this, whether you like it or not. If you don’t like it, leave.”
“Really?” I stared at her in amazement. “I might just do that. I don’t want to be married to a prostitute.”
“You know where the door is,” Rachel replied coolly. “I’m going to Sara’s tomorrow. It’s Saturday. You’re not working. Come with me. See what they have to say. I’d rather do this and work on keeping our marriage together, but if you’re not man enough to cope with your wife wanting to explore a different side of herself, then I understand. Some men can’t handle their wife making more money than them.”
“It’s nothing to do with that,” I said, exasperated now. “I just can’t see you going through with it. How long is it since you gave me a blow job? Since we had sex?”
“I haven’t forgotten what to do,” she sighed, “If that’s what you’re implying.”
“No, but what if this guy had paid you all this money, then you’re in bed with him, he gets his dick out and you just can’t go through with it? What do you do then?”
“If I was that far into it, I’d go through with it. I’d have to,” Rachel replied.
“You can’t even have sex with me or suck my cock,” I pointed out. “What makes you think you could do it with a random stranger?”
“I could suck your dick if I wanted to,” Rachel said, looking puzzled. “I could screw you if I wanted to.”
“Go on then,” I pulled down the covers and then my shorts. My cock was actually semi-erect, although I didn’t know why.
“Okay,” Rachel said. “Let’s pretend you’re a random stranger.”
She leaned over and switched the light off, plunging the room into near-darkness. Then she moved down the bed, taking me in her mouth. I went from semi-erect to fully hard in a single moment as she went all the way down my shaft, gagging slightly as my tip touched the back of her mouth.
“See?” she said after several minutes of giving me head. Rachel wasn’t as good as Charlene, but she’d still managed to get me close to cumming. “Easy.”
Then she moved again, straddling me and guiding my cock inside her surprisingly hot and wet pussy. She began riding me, slowly at first, then faster, moaning quietly.
“Fuck,” I groaned. She felt good. It had been so long.
“Shut up,” Rachel said. “Be quiet. I’m trying to pretend you’re a rich client. Your voice puts me off.”
I didn’t want to put her off so I stayed quiet, letting her ride me until she stopped and rolled onto her front.
“Fuck me from behind,” she ordered, lifting her backside up and parting her legs slightly.
I got in position, feeling her pussy with one hand. Her pubic hair was trimmed into a neat triangle on her mound, with just a little hair surrounding her slit, which I teased open with my fingers while sliding my throbbing cock into her with the other hand. Then I put my hands on her hips and rammed myself in as hard and as deep as I could until a couple of minutes later, I came inside her.
“Happy now?” she said softly from beside me once I flopped down onto the bed.
“That doesn’t prove anything,” I replied, getting my breath back. “You might have been pretending I was someone else, but really you still knew it was me.”
“Don’t believe me then,” Rachel shrugged. “Oh and don’t think you just played me for sex. I knew what you were trying to do - talk me into giving you a blow job. I wanted it as much as you did. Think of it as practice for me.”
“Okay,” I laughed, unconvinced. “Whatever.”
Rachel rolled on to her side, facing away from me. “Good night,” she said, in such a tone that I knew that was the end of the conversation.
I pulled the covers up over my chest and lay there in the dark for a while, listening to the sound of her breathing. I couldn’t believe what was happening to us. Somehow, I’d known this was on her mind, but I’d convinced myself that I was being ridiculous.
What was I to do? Rachel had made her mind up. As I thought about it, I realised that Rachel wouldn’t go through with this. She’d speak to Sara. She’d enjoy the fantasy of it. The thought of having more money; of passionate sex with rich businessmen, but when it came down to it, she’d chicken out.
It was a risk to let her explore it, but I didn’t have a choice. I knew Rachel. She could be the most stubborn person on Earth when she wanted to be. She wasn’t going to let this drop and she would actually let me walk out, if that’s what I threatened to do. She’d wanted me out after she found out about the affair. The fact that I was still here, still married, was purely down to my persistence and unwillingness to give up on us.
I’d let her go over there tomorrow. I’d go with her. Listen to what Sara had to say.
I had no choice but to trust in Rachel’s weaknesses. As wrong as that felt. If, by some miracle, it started to go further than I expected - well, I’d cross that bridge when I came to it.
Somehow.




Chapter 9
“Are you one hundred percent sure about this?” I asked Rachel as we knocked on Doug and Sara’s door.
“I told you,” she said quickly before anyone answered the door, “I’ve given it a lot of thought but we’ll see what Doug and Sara say today. I have questions.”
“Hello,” Doug greeted us as the wide black door opened. “Glad to see you. Had half a fear you might back out.”
“I’m not backing out,” Rachel smiled at him as he welcomed us in, “But I’m not committing to anything either. Just thought we’d talk it over today.”
“That’s the best way.” He led us through to their conservatory, which I hadn’t seen before, a large mainly-glass outbuilding that faced out onto their huge back garden, complete with their swimming pool to one side and a freshly-mown lawn on the other.
“Let me get some drinks,” Doug left just as Charlene and Sara joined us.
“Hi,” Charlene said, sitting next to me when I sat down on a much-more-comfortable-than-it-looked rattan chair by the glass windows.
“Thanks again for babysitting the other night,” I replied, feeling my cheeks grow red-hot as I spoke. She looked pretty today, her multi-coloured hair down and her make-up subtle but complimenting her fresh-faced looks.
“No problem,” she smiled meaningfully at me, “I enjoyed it.”
I almost replied, ‘Me too,’ but managed to catch myself before the words escaped. I needed to have that chat with her, but right now wasn’t the right moment.
“So you’ve spoken to Paul then,” Sara said to Rachel but was looking at me. She looked gorgeous, in a tight-fitting pink jumper which made her oversized breasts jut out in front of her so much that I had a hard time keeping eye contact with her.
“Yes but he’s taking some convincing.” Rachel sat opposite me. She was wearing a tight top too; a t-shirt which also emphasized her boobs. They weren’t anywhere near the size of Sara’s enhanced ones but seeing the two women next to each other was interesting - one voluptuous in a bimbo fashion; blonde and fair, the other dark and curvy in a much more natural way. The contrast was quite something but I realised at that moment that Rachel was still good-looking. She compared favourably to the cosmetically boosted Sara and it was all the handiwork of mother nature, rather than a plastic surgeon. I was a lucky man.
“Right.” Sara considered me thoughtfully. “I know it’s difficult to contemplate the idea of your wife being with another man, but I have to make you understand: the men we do business with aren’t your average Joe. They’re not Dave the plumber that you see in the pub. They’re not Eddie, your uncle’s mate. They’re not you, in fact, they’re not even Doug. These men are wealthy entrepreneurs. They are stock market traders. They’re people who own racehorses, planes or helicopters. Sure, we deal occasionally with slightly smaller scale businessmen, but even then, they’re of a certain class.”
“I know,” I nodded, “But it’s still weird. Rachel is my wife. We made vows in church. It’d be wrong - it feels wrong - for another man to even touch her.”
“You probably shouldn’t bring up our church vows,” Rachel said quietly. “You already broke those.”
“She has a point.” Sara levelled a look at me. “But look, when I sleep with someone, I don’t see it as cheating on Doug and neither does he. For a start, he knows about it. Cheating implies going against the rules. It implies betrayal. If what I do with a client is within the rules and Doug is okay with it, then it’s neither cheating nor betrayal. It’s just sex, done under the most professional of standards. There are no backyard blow jobs given by our girls. There are no quickies in the backseat of their car. Everything is done correctly, in a safe environment with a clear set of rules and repercussions if those rules are broken.”
“It sounds complicated,” I said, beginning to feel more and more uncomfortable, especially with Sara, Rachel and Charlene all watching me for my reactions.
“I’m trying to reassure you, Paul,” Sara replied. “Rachel will be very well looked after. She’ll be safe. She’ll have fun, I can assure you. Our clients take pride in treating their ladies well, in every sense of the word. And of course, she’ll be extremely well compensated for her time.”
“That’s all well and good,” I explained, “But she’s my wife. You’re not taking the most important thing into consideration. My male pride. How do I just accept that my wife is fucking other men?”
“Society has conditioned us into thinking that we’re monogamous creatures,” Charlene chimed up unexpectedly. “We’re not. It’s just sex. Two people, sometimes more,” she giggled, “Having fun. As long as it’s all done safely and responsibly, where’s the harm. Rachel is the same Rachel when she comes home to you. She’s got some new memories, but she’s the same person. You never know, it might even liven things up in your own bedroom.”
“It’s in your nature to be possessive,” Sara added, “Human beings are possessive and protective of the people we love and the things that we perceive to be ours by right. But no one is taking Rachel from you. They’re just borrowing her for a few hours and paying you for the favour.”
“This is all getting too philosophical for me,” Rachel finally spoke. “It comes down to this. I’m not going to dress it up. I’m just going to say it as it is. None of your psychological bullshit. I’ve felt for ages that I want to fuck someone. I want some excitement. Since Paul’s affair, I’ve wanted to do the same. Not just to get back at him but because I’ve got this… sort of void… inside me. I need something in my life that isn’t just housework, the kids, sex with the same man in bed, the same bed, day after day, year after year.”
“Rachel,” I went to stand up, to walk over to her and stop this but she allayed me with a look.
“No, let me say this,” she said, her green eyes glinting at me with a sharpness that meant ‘sit down.’ “The money will help, of course, it will, but there’s something about this - it feels like an opportunity to explore myself and I want to try it. It’s not about getting even, it’s not just about the sex or the money. It’s just… I don’t know. I want what Sara has. A bit of it. Her life, but not just that. Her confidence. Everything.”
“But can you actually do it?” I repeated myself from last night’s conversation. “You’ve only been with me. Imagine how embarrassing it’ll be for Doug and Sara’s company if you back out of something at the last minute and leave some wealthy powerful guy hanging.”
“Thanks for your faith in me,” Rachel narrowed those eyes at me. “I’m not totally behind the door, you know? I think I could show a gentleman a good time if given the chance.”
“Let her try it,” Charlene said softly, putting her hand on my arm. I realised that a small bubble of anger was building in me, making my body stiffen and her touch did something to relax me. “If she does it and doesn’t like it, there’s no harm done. You’re a bit of money better off, she’s learned something about herself. You’re even as far as your relationship goes, maybe it’ll be good for you.”
I flinched slightly when she mentioned being even. I hadn’t told Charlene about the affair but I presumed Doug or Sara had - but there was also her blow job the other night to consider now. Was she referring to that somehow? I couldn’t tell. I really needed to talk to her.
“Well, if you really want to give it a go,” Sara turned to Rachel, just as Doug finally reappeared with a round of empty glasses and three different bottles of wine, “The first thing to do is to set you up as one of our vixens. I’d like you to have a professional photoshoot done. My friend there will come up with an image for you, then from those pictures, we’ll make you a profile and introduce you to some of our clients online.”
“That sounds good,” Rachel poured herself a glass of red. “I’ve never had a photoshoot done. What does it involve?”
“Eddie, the photographer and his team will style you  - do your make-up, hair, dress you,” Doug stepped in to explain. “He’s a great guy. Knows what he’s doing. He’ll make you look even more gorgeous than you already are.”
“Then what?” I asked, feeling like I had to try to make it appear I had some control when it felt like I didn’t.
“We set up your profile,” Doug turned to Rachel, “And you wait for the offers to roll in.”
“And if they don’t?” Rachel asked, showing some insecurity for the first time.
“Oh, they will,” Doug laughed, giving Rachel an up-and-down look that made me want to punch him for a moment. “You’re lovely. Paul is a very lucky man. But Eddie will make you even lovelier. Trust me.”
“So if I agree to this photoshoot, am I committed? How much does it all cost?” Rachel asked, still looking dubious.
“We pay for everything,” Sara reassured her. “There’s no commitment. If you change your mind about any of this, don’t worry. You won’t be the first girl to realise she liked the idea of it better than the reality. We’re used to it.”
“Ain’t that the truth,” Doug took a sip of his white wine, the same one that I’d chosen. It was good. Fresh and fruity but dry and clean-tasting. It tasted expensive.
“Do you have any preferences?” Sara asked Rachel. “Or any dislikes in particular. What type of men are you attracted to and what types don’t you like?”
It was hard to believe I was sitting here, listening to all of this. I knew that Rachel would back out. She wouldn’t go through with it. She might go along to this fancy photoshoot, with all the attention and glamour that came with it, but I knew that when push came to shove - when she was alone with some random stranger who wanted to pay her to fuck her, she’d change her mind. I was sure of it.
“I like tall men,” Rachel shrugged. “I don’t know. I haven’t thought about it.”
“For instance, do beards put you off? Overweight men?” Sara threw a few more examples out. “Old, young. Black, white, Asian. Smokers, non-smokers. That sort of thing.”
Rachel glanced at me as if wondering how honest to be in front of me.
“I’d prefer it if they were handsome, good-looking, muscular,” she blushed and then laughed, “But I’m sure everyone does. I’m not put off by anything, I guess.”
“You’d go with a black man?” I almost choked on my wine. “Or an old fat guy? Come on, Rachel.”
“As long as they were courteous and pleasant,” Rachel shot me a look, “I wouldn’t say no. I’m not shallow. If they know how to show a lady a good time and they’re paying well, then I wouldn’t automatically rule anyone out. Do I get to see a photo of them beforehand or anything like that?”
Sara nodded. “Yes, we ask for all their information and a picture but to be honest, we’d probably only let one of our established customers be your first. Someone we know, so we could tell you what to expect.”
Be your first. Those words made me realise how serious they all were about this. Rachel actually wanted this to happen. My Rachel. My sweetheart wife. The mother of my children.
Then I corrected myself. My Rachel. Whose heart I’d broken and whose love I’d almost lost. Who very rarely ever wanted to sleep with me. Who I’d let down when I lost my livelihood and let our relationship stoop this low. Who, in an indirect way, I’d sheltered from the world by being her overprotective husband at times in the past.
How could I blame her for having a midlife crisis? Because that’s what this was. She wanted to vent to the world. To stick two fingers up, say ‘fuck you’ and then do something crazy.
She’d come to her senses before that. Right now, I had to let her run with this idea and see where it led, then trust in her sensibilities - in the person who I knew was the real Rachel inside - to realise what she was actually doing before it was too late.
I had no choice but to explore this fantasy with her.
“So when can we do the photoshoot?” Rachel asked as her final question, several glasses of wine later, as we were due to leave.
Doug picked up his phone and made a call, wandering around the conservatory as we finished our drinks.
“How does tomorrow sound?” he asked after a few minutes, catching me off guard. “Eddie doesn’t normally do Sundays but he’ll do it for me. His studio is only an hour away. I’ll drive you over if you like? I’ve got nothing else to do tomorrow.”
“Yes,” Rachel said excitedly before I even had the chance to talk it over with her. “That would be lovely.”
I looked at her and she just smiled, seemingly oblivious to the fact that I would have liked to have been consulted first. “How exciting,” she whispered to me.
Once it was all set up, we left, returning home where I paid my niece, who’d babysat for us for a few hours, then caught up with Rachel as she went into the kitchen to start dinner.
“Tomorrow?” I asked. “Don’t you think this is all going a bit fast?”
“The quicker the better,” Rachel shrugged, delving into the fridge for food. “It gives me less chance to worry or overthink things and change my mind.”
“Giving yourself time to think isn’t a bad thing,” I pointed out.
“As I said before,” Rachel murmured over her shoulder, “I’ve had enough time to think this over. The faster you get used to it, the easier it’ll be for us both.”
I watched her for a few minutes as she began to chop and prepare some vegetables on the kitchen counter. It was as though this was the most normal thing in the world. Just another day like any other.
My wife was on the road to becoming a prostitute and I had no idea what to do about it - or what I was meant to feel besides bewilderment and confusion as to who and what Rachel was becoming.
Perhaps things would become clearer tomorrow, during the photoshoot. I’d always been one of those people that took a while to get his head around things. Maybe I’d figure this out, like I figured most problems out, by simply winging it.
I hoped so.




Chapter 10
We didn’t discuss the upcoming photoshoot that evening. I thought it best to avoid any sort of conversation that could lead to an argument and we didn’t get much time to discuss it in the morning either because Doug arranged to pick Rachel up quite early - 9.00am.
“Are you sure you want to come with me?” Rachel asked me as Doug knocked on the door. “You don’t have to. I’ll be quite okay on my own.”
“Do you really think I’m going to let you go anywhere with Doug on his own?” I replied. “Come on. He couldn’t take his eyes off you last night and you think I can trust him alone with you in some photo studio where you’re going to be getting changed and things like that? I don’t think so.”
Okay.” She smiled. “If you’re sure.”
“I’m a hundred percent sure,” I confirmed, then changed my tone of voice as she opened the door. “Hello, Doug. You okay?”
Doug clapped his hands together. “‘I’m great. Excited for today? This is going to be fun. I love this part, the photoshoots and the whole setting-up business.” Charlene was with him - she’d agreed to babysit for us as we were going to be a few hours at least.
I bet you do. I kept my thoughts to myself but again noticed him eyeing Rachel up and down as we walked to the car, after she’d gone through a few things with Charlene about the kids, what they liked for dinner and other important details.
“So this Eddie guy,” I asked Doug as we headed to the studio, “What’s he like? Is he trustworthy? He's not going to sell Rachel’s pictures on the internet or anything crazy?”
“Eddie’s great,” Doug reassured me. “Don’t worry. He’s been doing what he does for years. You don’t become as successful as him if you’re a douchebag. You’ll like him. His wife too. Leanne. She’s a fun girl if you know what I mean?”
I wasn’t sure I did know what he meant, but I didn’t say so. The drive passed quickly, the three of us making small talk most of the way there until we eventually pulled up in front of the studio, which turned out to be a large extension built onto the side of a very large, luxurious house.
“He started off doing photography in his garage,” Doug pointed to the said garage on the far side of the house, “But his work took off and he built this. It’s impressive. Wait until you see inside.”
“Hello Dougie,” someone said and I turned to see a slim Chinese man walking towards us from the house’s front door.
“Liu,” Doug greeted the flamboyantly dressed Oriental. “Nice to see you. This is Rachel, who’s having her set done today and her husband, Paul.”
“Lovely to meet you both,” Liu spoke in a very effeminate manner, which along with his brightly-coloured retro dress sense and the unusual horn-rimmed spectacles which adorned his face, led me to the conclusion that he was gay. “If you’d like to follow me, I’ll get you some refreshments. You must be thirsty after the drive.”
He led us into the house and immediately left down a corridor into the extension part of the building. We were taken through one large room full of camera and lighting equipment into another smaller room which was full of tables, equipment and what looked like various props.
I couldn’t help but be impressed and Rachel seemed so too, giving me a look as if to say ‘wow’ as we walked through into a third room, which had two sofas, and a drinks cabinet. The back of the room was curtained off with ceiling-high drapes, presumably the changing area.
Then a tall, tanned man with short grey hair emerged from the doorway opposite.
“Doug,” he greeted his friend. “How’s it going?”
The two hugged before Doug turned to introduce us. “This is Eddie. Eddie this is Rachel who I told you about - and Paul, her husband.”
“Thank you for doing this.” Rachel stepped forward and Doug took her hand, kissing it gently on the back. “Doug told me you don’t normally work Sundays.”
“It’s usually my day off, true.” Eddie winked at my wife. “But when Doug described you, I was curious and I can now say he wasn’t lying when he said you were beautiful.”
“You said that?” Rachel grinned happily as she turned towards Doug who simply nodded and shrugged.
I cleared my throat, feeling slightly left out as the two men continued to flirt with my wife.
“Hi Paul,” Eddie took my hand, shaking it firmly. He was a strong guy, especially for his age. I put him in his fifties. “We haven’t forgotten about you. Don’t you worry about a thing. Rachel’s in safe hands. We’ll make her feel - and look - like a princess today.”
“Champagne?” Liu reappeared next to me with a tray bearing four filled Champagne flutes. We all took one and tasted it. It was fizzy and dry but exquisite.
“Just the one for me,” Doug reminded Liu. “I’m driving.”
“So shall we get on with it?” Eddie said after we’d taken a few minutes to drink and relax. “Doug and I talked on the phone last night and we like the idea of Rachel’s portfolio consisting of three sets. One of her in a beautiful black cocktail dress which Liu has picked out. Another set in a smart trouser suit - some of Doug’s clients like that mistress kind of look. Finally, the obligatory more risque shots - and Liu has got a stunning red lingerie set which I think she’ll look devilishly hot in.”
“Lingerie?” I said in a slightly choked voice.
“Yes, 36C bra wasn’t it?” Liu answered and Rachel nodded. “Don’t worry. It’s bought brand new. Never before worn. We’re professionals here.”
“Are you okay doing…” I could hardly say the words. “A lingerie photoshoot?”
“What did you expect?” Rachel looked at me as though I was stupid. “Okay. Let’s do this. I have to tell you, Eddie, I’m nervous. Like, really nervous. I’ve never done anything like this before.”
Before I had a chance to say or do anything, Eddie reassured Rachel, taking her hand and patting it soothingly before handing her over to Liu who led her through the drapes and out of sight.
I went to follow her, but Doug stopped me by grabbing my arm gently.
“No one’s allowed in the changing rooms,” he told me. “But relax. Liu’s no threat if you know what I mean?”
“You mean he’s gay?” I tried to smile but felt impossibly anxious.
“He’s shall we say… professional,” Doug smiled back, trying to calm me down. “Here. Have another champagne.”
I took the offered glass from the tray, which Liu had topped up before taking Rachel away.
“If you’re going to let Rachel do this, you need to get used to it. Fast.” Doug looked into my eyes. “Just trust me, okay? This won’t even take that long.”
He was right. Just a few minutes later, Rachel appeared, wearing a gorgeous black velvet dress. It was long, trailing on the floor, but cut low at the front and showed a lot of her cocoa-coloured cleavage. I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra now. Her shoulders were bare.
“Stunning,” Eddie nodded. “Makeup?”
Liu took Rachel back through the curtains but not before my wife caught my eye. I nodded and smiled my approval towards her and then a short time later, she reappeared, this time with her make-up done and her hair too, her dark waves flowing across her shoulders, sparkling in the bright light of the waiting room.
“Love it.” Eddie walked in a circle around Rachel as Liu brought her into the middle of the room. I had to admit she did look out-of-this-world. A feeling of pride was threatening to burst out of me that this goddess was mine.
“I used the sparkle spray as you asked,” Liu commented, “It makes her hair glossy. You have such beautiful, thick hair, darling. And the makeup I used the smoke colours. It sets off her tone, don’t you think?”
Rachel looked at me through long, mascara-enhanced lashes and I had to take a deep breath as I took in the sight of her. She hadn’t looked this incredible since our wedding days.
“Shall we?” Eddie led us through the door from which he’d entered and into another room. This one had black walls, no windows and a raised stage in the centre, which was covered in black cloth. At either side of the stage were two tall lighting mounts and another central light with a silver lighting umbrella behind it.
Eddie picked up a metal chair from the far wall and placed it in the centre of the stage, then encouraged Rachel to sit on it for him while he picked up his expensive-looking camera. He told her to just act natural, which she did, smiling at him as he did an orbit of her, snapping away the whole time, from all different angles.
“She’s a natural,” Doug elbowed me as we watched Eddie make Rachel stand up, using the chair to casually lean on. “Some girls just take to it. Rachel’s one of them.”
I nodded, agreeing with him. She was certainly more relaxed than I thought she’d be and she seemed to be enjoying herself.
Shortly afterwards, Eddie let Liu take her back into the waiting room and changing area and when she came back this time, she was in a dark brown trouser suit. It fitted her snugly, especially around the hips and her ass looked incredible in it.
“Her body is insane,” Doug murmured to me as she began to work through some poses with Eddie. “Those curves, Paul. Wow.”
“Calm down,” I chuckled, taking his words as a compliment for once. He was right. Eddie made Rachel take off her jacket and I couldn’t help but stare at her tits in the crisp white shirt she was wearing. Her breasts pushed against the thin fabric, her nipples hinting at their presence without being too visible and the way they made the buttons gape at the front slightly was a hot look. Eddie asked her to undo the buttons and show a little of her cleavage and to my surprise, she didn’t hesitate, letting the shirt flap open well below the collar, so the inside slopes of her breasts were on show.
“Fantastic,” Eddie put the camera down for a moment. “I’ve got some great shots, but are you ready for the last part?” When Rachel nodded, without even looking my way for permission or encouragement, Liu took her away for a second time.
“I have to admit I’m looking forward to this,” Doug whispered and I turned to look at him. He was standing there almost bouncing on the balls of his feet in anticipation of seeing my wife in underwear.
“I bet you are,” I said it out loud this time, whereas I’d kept it to myself in the car. Doug wasn’t even trying to hide his glee at getting to see my wife like this. For some reason, I wasn’t angry though. If anything, I was enjoying it.
When Rachel came back through into the studio, she had a fluffy white dressing gown on but once she mounted the stage, she dropped it to the floor, quite theatrically and did a twirl for us. Was this really my Rachel? I’d never have imagined her doing something like that, showing herself off in front of three strange men with her husband present.
“Fucking hell.” Eddie whistled as Liu scuttled over, removing the white dressing gown from the stage.
“Love the bra,” Doug commented to me and I had to agree with him. Rachel was wearing a black-embroidered red satin bra, which pushed her boobs up perfectly. A similar panty set was below and shockingly, some sheer black stockings and a suspender set. A pair of black patent leather high heels completed the hot, slutty look.
“Lift your arms over your head,” Eddie commanded, starting to take photos after adjusting the lighting to a dimmer, warmer colour. “Put them behind your head. Stick your breasts out.”
Rachel did just that and again, I had to take pause and remind myself that this was my wife. She looked like a glamour model.
“Lean forward,” he instructed her next. “Use your arms to push your boobs together. That’s it. Great.”
Doug was quiet now. Instead of talking, he was just watching. Staring at Rachel as she went through several more sexy poses with the photographer.
“So are we showing more, or what?” Eddie called over to Doug. “What’s the plan? You said you’d talk to Rachel and see how far she wants to go?”
Show more? Did he mean…?
“Yeah, so…” Doug left me and joined Rachel on the stage. “It’s up to you,” he said to my wife, “But obviously, it can be attractive to certain clients if the ladies show a little more. Nothing too explicit or dirty. No full frontal nudes. Just a nipple or two. A bit of bush or hint of pussy. What do you think?”
Rachel looked at Doug then turned to Eddie. She didn’t look at me.
“What are you comfortable doing?” Eddie asked. “We can leave it here if you want. It’s cool.”
“I’ll be blunt,” Doug continued, cutting Eddie off for a moment. “If you can’t even get semi-naked in front of someone, it’s going to be difficult for you to get down and dirty with a client. But, Eddie is right. It’s up to you and what you feel comfortable doing right now.”
“Sure,” Rachel finally looked over to me. Finally. I was beginning to think she’d forgotten I was even here. “Yes. I have to be brave, don’t I? I can’t do… what we’ve been discussing… if I can’t even, how did you put it? Show a little?”
“Great,” Doug took a step back, off the stage, but still stayed closer than he had been before. I walked over and joined him. There was no way he was getting a better view of my wife than I was.
“Is this okay?” Rachel asked, pulling down one of her bra cups enough that her breast spilt free, her light brown nipple fully in view. It was hard, erect from the cool air of the studio. Or perhaps she was aroused at showing herself off like this.
“Perfect,” Eddie started taking pictures again, moving in surprisingly close to her breasts.
I looked at Doug. He was openly ogling now, not bothering to even try to be subtle about it. I noticed his hand as he rubbed at his crotch. I could see from the bulge there that he’d got an erection.
Rachel pulled down the other bra cup so that both her breasts were on show now and I felt my own cock get hard at the sight.
“Stunning.” Eddie kept shooting, his camera clicking away in his hand. “Finally, do we think we could show some pussy? Just pull your panties down slightly, not too much.”
Rachel’s face was glowing with embarrassment but she did as she was asked, hooking one thumb into the waistband and then lowering them down just enough to see her trimmed, dark triangle but without going so low down that her slit was visible.
“You’re making me so fucking horny,” Doug called out to Rachel as Eddie took the last few photos. “You’re going to get so many clients wanting to book you. Trust me.”
“You really think?” Rachel said as she stepped off the stage, wrapping herself in the dressing gown again as Liu passed it to her.
“Definitely,” Doug put his arm around her waist as we walked back to the changing and waiting room area. “Your body is absolutely amazing. I thought I was going to cum in my pants when you showed us your pussy.”
Rachel sat down, taking another glass of champagne as Liu busied himself around us once more. “Shut up. You didn’t. I was terrified the whole time. Did it show?”
“Not at all,” I said, sitting next to her. Doug was already on the other side, his hand on her knee. I felt like I was having to compete for her attention. “You took to it like a fish to water.”
She turned to me. “Were you okay watching? I felt bad, exposing myself like that with you there. I hope you didn’t mind.”
“Not at all,” I forced a smile, not because I was angry but because right then, conflicting emotions were rising in me. I didn’t know why, but I couldn’t deny that I’d felt turned on and aroused when I’d seen Doug looking at her. The only other men that had ever seen Rachel’s body were her gynaecologist and a male midwife at the hospital. Now Doug, Eddie and Liu could all be added to that list.
But I was also jealous at that fact. Rachel was mine. My wife. My property. Her breasts and pussy were mine. Other men shouldn’t be seeing her nipples or her bush. It wasn’t right. I was shocked when she’d agreed to show more. I’d had the opportunity to stop her. But I hadn’t. Had I wanted her to do it? Had I wanted Doug to see her?
“If it wasn’t against my rules to book my own girls, I’d be the first to request a night with Miss Raquel,” Doug grinned at my wife.
“Miss Raquel?” I asked him, trying to make him look at me rather than at Rachel.
“That’s the name we’ve come up with,” he explained. “Sara and I. Do you like it?”
He framed the question at Rachel who nodded.
“I don’t care what you call me, as long as it’s not my real name, obviously,” she sipped at the champagne in her hand. “I like this. It’s delicious and I think it’s gone to my head a little.”
“If all goes well and you decide to go through with it,” Doug commented, “I think you’ll be able to afford to drink champagne whenever you like.”
Rachel turned to me, taking my hand and squeezing it. “See?” she said, quiet enough so that only I could hear. “I told you I could do this. You doubted me.”
“You’ve had a naughty photoshoot done,” I reminded her. “It’s not the same as actually sleeping with someone though.”
“One step at a time,” she whispered again, then let Liu take her into the changing area to get dressed back into her own clothes.
“She did very well,” Doug said, once she’d gone. “As did you. You kept it together well. I’m impressed.”
“Thanks.” I didn’t know what to say to the compliment. It was a strange thing, being complimented on keeping it together while your wife stripped off in front of strangers.
When Rachel came back, we said our thanks and goodbyes to Eddie and Lui and briefly met Leanne, Eddie’s beautiful, petite, blonde wife who Doug went on to tell me was a pornstar as he drove us home.
“I’ll have to look her up later,” I said, half-jokingly but if I’d expected a retort from Rachel, I didn’t get one. She was gazing out of the car window at the countryside we were driving through and I wondered what was on her mind.
She’d taken one small step. Would she take the next one? And the next one? Until she actually went through with this?
I thought I knew Rachel. I’d been certain she’d back out.
Now I wasn’t so sure.




Chapter 11
That evening, things felt strange. There was an unspoken tension between Rachel and I. We’d just shared an intense new experience and yet we’d never felt further apart than we did for the first few hours when we got home.
It wasn’t until we got into bed, finally alone and relaxed and perhaps with some time to reflect on our morning and afternoon at the photography studio, that we finally spoke about it.
“Can I ask you something?” Rachel said from the side of me. We were laying in bed, me in just my boxer shorts, Rachel back in her usual long nightgown, a far cry from the lingerie-clad mynx she’d portrayed in front of Eddie’s camera.
“Of course you can.” I was distracted by a text message from Charlene. When we’d returned from the photoshoot earlier, I’d managed to get her number before she left and had messaged her this evening, asking her gently to keep the blow job she’d given me the other night a secret. Her response - which had taken two full hours - read simply:
Goes without saying. Relax. It was fun. We’ll do it again sometime if you like?
I glanced at Rachel to make sure she couldn’t see my typing.
It was fun. We’ll have to have a talk about it. Things are a bit delicate. Maybe tomorrow? When are you free?
“Did you enjoy it?” Rachel startled me with her question and briefly made me wonder if she knew about the blow job before I realised she was talking about today’s events.
“You obviously did.” I avoided answering because I was still working through my own emotions on the topic.
“I did. I was so nervous, I can’t even begin to tell you how much.” Rachel pushed a lock of dark hair behind her ear. “But the more I did, the more I got into it and the more confident I became. I still can’t believe I showed them my boobs.”
“And your pussy. Well, most of it,” I reminded her.
“I know.” Rachel put her hand on my arm just as another message came through from Charlene. I put the phone down as Rachel carried on. I’d read it later. “How did you feel? When I showed them my nipples and my pussy.”
“Jealous,” I said automatically, knowing it was probably what Rachel wanted me to say. What I should say. What any husband would say.
“You didn’t react like I expected,” she replied. “I thought you would have objected more strongly or tried to stop me or end it there.”
The problem was that jealousy hadn’t been the overriding emotion I’d felt. I’d actually been turned on for whatever reason. But I couldn’t admit that to Rachel.
“I don’t think you’d have stopped even if I told you to,” I shrugged, “Would you?”
“Probably not.” Rachel’s hand slid from my arm onto my chest then downwards and under the covers. “I got excited. Eddie and Doug seeing me like that. It was… exhilarating.”
“And Liu,” I pointed out as her hand found my cock, feeling it through my boxer shorts before pulling them down and taking me in her hand.
“I don’t think Liu is interested in girls somehow.” Rachel began to stroke my cock which stirred into life, spurred on not only by her hand but by the reminder that she’d posed seductively, half-naked, in front of two strange men today. Why was it a turn on? I didn’t understand.
“Don’t tease me if you’re not going to-” I went quiet as she slid down, pushing the covers away and then taking me into her mouth, sucking slowly up and down my cock.
“I got so wet,” Rachel said, pausing for a moment to speak. “I think if they’d asked me to take it all off, I might have.”
“I don’t know what’s come over you,” I said as she went back to sucking me, then picked up my phone and quickly looked at the message from Charlene while Rachel wasn’t looking.
Mum and dad are going out tomorrow morning and won’t be back until 5. Call over around lunchtime?
Okay, I replied then tossed my phone back down onto the bed before Rachel realised.
“It was a sort of headrush,” Rachel paused from sucking me again to explain. “The nervousness - pure adrenaline running through my veins. My heart was beating so fast. I could hardly breathe when I took my dressing gown off and they saw me in that lingerie for the first time. But then when I saw Doug’s eyes on me and the way Eddie looked me up and down, I knew they appreciated me. I felt… desired if that makes sense. I’m not being horrible to you, but it’s the first time I’ve felt that feeling for a long, long while. And I liked it.”
It did make sense, what she was saying, but I was still troubled at how this was making me feel. Rachel getting turned on by exposing herself to men wasn’t exactly difficult to understand. It was common sense. However, the fact that I’d also got aroused by it didn’t make sense.
“I kind of enjoyed it too,” I decided to tell her. Perhaps she could help me make sense of it. “Seeing how excited Doug got when he was looking at your body, it sort of made me feel proud, I guess. In a weird way, that excited me. I liked it - that he liked you - oh, this doesn’t make any sense. I don’t understand it but-”
“Shhhhh,” Rachel murmured, stroking my rock-hard dick in her hand. She sat up, pulling the nightshirt up over her head and turned off the light next to the bed. “I could see your hard-on through your trousers when I showed my boobs. Doug’s too but I was more surprised at you. I had wondered if you’d gotten a bit horny by the experience.”
“I did,” I admitted as she looped one long mocha-coloured leg over me and then lowered her wet pussy down onto my erection. “I think it’s just because it was different. Something out-of-the-ordinary. It’s been such a long time since we did anything new. Since we did anything at all. When we were young, we’d fuck behind the pub. In the car. Now - when we even do have sex, which is never - it’s just in bed, usually missionary. Do you know what I’m saying? I think that’s all it is. Seeing you act all seductive, dressed in pretty lingerie, these two guys lusting after you like they were. Any man would have gotten turned on by it.”
“Some men would have gone crazy with rage,” Rachel disagreed, sliding backwards and forwards slowly on my cock. It felt so good. “Some men would have become possessive. Stormed the stage, grabbed me and dragged me out of there. Some men would have punched Doug and the photographer for looking at me the way they did.”
“Is that what you wanted me to do?” I asked, reaching up and stroking her soft breasts. It felt strange, having this conversation while also trying to make love. “Would you rather I was like that? Possessive. Aggressive.”
“Some women might,” Rachel moaned as she pushed down onto me. “Sorry. Your cock feels so good inside me.”
“But not you?” I asked.
“No,” Rachel admitted. “It’d make it hard for me to do what I want to do if you were like that.”
“And what is it you want to do?”
“Have sex with some other men,” Rachel said softly. “I feel like I’ve missed out, meeting you so young. I’ve never had a one night stand or slept with someone different to you.”
“Different?” I had to ask.
“I don’t know,” Rachel rolled away onto her back. “Someone with a bigger penis, maybe? Someone taller. A black guy or an Asian guy. I don’t know. I just wonder how different men might be.”
She opened her legs invitingly. I didn’t need an invitation though. I moved with her, guiding myself into her, watching my pale cock slide into the darkness between her thighs. “Maybe that’s why I did what I did,” I referred to the affair with Lisa. “I thought the grass might be greener. I’d only been with you for so long. I needed something new.”
“Let’s not talk about her,” Rachel said softly into my ear as I began moving on top of her. “But yes, that’s how I feel now. You’ve had your fun with Lisa. I want my own fun now.”
“I don’t know why this is turning me on,” I groaned, feeling the muscles in my back tense up at her words. I was close to cumming.
“What do you mean?” Rachel purred, her hands clutching at my ass, pulling me into her.
“The thought of you with other men,” I confessed, “It’s wrong. I shouldn’t like it but I do and I don’t know why.”
“Does it?” she whispered. “That’s good, if it does, because…”
That was it. Hearing her say that she liked my mixed-up, fucked-up emotions was too much. I felt myself cum, my cock pulsing into her, still twitching minutes later as I withdrew, after cumming what felt like a bucketful into her.
We laid there in the dark for a while afterwards, the only sound in the room being the combined sighs of our breathing slowing down after the sex.
“Because what?” I asked her eventually.
“What do you mean, ‘because what?’” Rachel asked back.
“Before I just came, you were saying something,” I reminded her. “You said, ‘That’s good if it does because…’ but then I came.”
“You did,” Rachel giggled. “A lot too. You must have really enjoyed it earlier.”
“It’s taking some getting used to,” I looked up at the ceiling, barely visible in the dark. “This new Rachel. You’ve gone from being quiet and reserved-”
“And boring and frigid,” she added, “You can say it as it is. I won’t be offended.”
“Whatever,” I continued, “But you’ve gone from being like that to being… well, like you are now. More or less overnight. It’s a lot to take in.”
“Like I am now?” she said, amusement in her voice. “Baring myself to our next-door neighbour? Wanting to try doing it with someone else?”
“Well, yes,” I agreed. “You’ve changed.”
“I think I’ve been depressed,” Rachel explained. “Perhaps repressed is a better word. I’ve had all this inside me for a while. It’s been building up and building up and I guess it just all came out the other day.”
“When you found out about the woman in the hotel?” I turned to look at her to find that she was doing the same. Her green eyes almost shone in the low light as she considered me for a moment before replying.
“No.” Rachel turned, propping herself up on one elbow. Her breast slipped from under the covers and I felt my penis twitch at the sight. “You asked what I was going to tell you earlier - when I said ‘because’ but then didn’t finish.”
“Okay.” I waited for her to continue.
“The night I went out with Sara - or when we were supposed to be going out but didn’t - when we spent it getting drunk in their house…” Rachel pulled the sheet up, covering her breast again. “I don’t know quite how to tell you. Or even if I should tell you.”
“Tell me what?” I moved a little closer to her, feeling the warmth of her legs against mine.
She looked nervous. “Promise me you won’t get mad at me.”
I had a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach but I managed to make the promise. “Okay,” I said, hearing a tremor in my own voice. “I promise. Tell me.”
“Today wasn’t the first time Doug’s seen me naked,” she blurted as though she was trying to get the words out quickly before she could change her mind. Or before I had a chance to stop and question her. “Doug was there the other night. I was drunk. Sara suggested I show her my body a little. She said she’d be honest in her appraisal and that if she didn’t think I was hot enough to be an escort, she’d tell me. I took my dress off as I said, I was drunk otherwise I’d have never had the courage. I didn’t have a bra on. I’d forgotten. Doug saw my boobs and… Oh, fuck. I should have told you. This was why I was so angry at you when I got home. I wasn’t just mad with you. I was mad with myself. I guess I took it out on you.”
“You were angry with yourself for letting Doug see your tits?” I chuckled. “Well, I guess you should have told me, but what’s done is done.”
“That’s not all,” Rachel went on, slowly and nervously.
“He saw your pussy too?” I asked. “Don’t tell me you got completely naked in front of Sara and Doug. You weren’t that drunk, were you?”
“No, I kept my panties on.” Rachel was completely still, barely even breathing and I knew she was going to tell me something serious at that moment.
“What happened, Rachel?” I prompted her to continue when she didn’t.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“Sorry for what?” I pushed her.
“I… um-” Rachel looked like she was going to be sick. “Paul, I sucked Doug’s cock.”




Chapter 12
Usually, Sundays were our family day. We’d spend the full day together as a family - no shopping trips or any other excuse to do something non-family oriented. We’d watch a movie, either at home, or the cinema, or we’d go to a restaurant or sometimes we’d just stay home and play board games or sit around the table for a proper Sunday dinner.
But today was different. When Rachel told me last night that she’d sucked Doug’s cock I’d had a hard time believing it. I thought she was joking at first. Then I’d thought she was conducting some sort of weird test - to see if I’d actually be able to handle her ‘fantasy’ of fucking someone else. Then I’d wondered if she was making it up to somehow spite me - although that made zero sense - I was stuck in a state of denial for a while, even though Rachel was apologising over and over and had started crying as I eventually got angry and then went downstairs, where I’d slept on the couch.
“You can’t avoid me all day,” Rachel said through the bedroom door. She’d woken me that morning with a cup of coffee but I’d told her and the kids that I had a headache and didn’t feel too good, so I was going back to bed for an hour. It was now mid-morning and I was still laying in bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering how I should feel and what I should do about what Rachel had told me. I felt betrayed and lied to, even though I knew deep down that I shouldn’t. What Rachel had done, she’d done in a state of drunkenness whereas the things I’d done with Lisa, I’d done completely sober and with full intent. Rachel hadn’t pointed out that fact, but she probably knew me well enough that she didn’t have to. She knew I had a conscience. We’d talked enough times now - including recently - for her to know that I often beat myself up mentally over what I’d done. She knew that I was regretful, so she probably knew exactly what I was thinking right now: that no matter how mad and hurt I was at this moment - it probably didn’t compare with how I’d made Rachel feel when she found out about Lisa.
“I’m sorry,” I sat up, trying to drag myself out of my sorry-ass mood. “It was just a shock.”
“Are you still angry at me?” she said, stepping into the bedroom and closing the door behind her.
“I’m angrier with Doug and Sara,” I told her. I was. They’d manipulated my wife, got her drunk and then taken advantage of the situation. Then Doug had the cheek to act as though nothing had happened and that he was seeing her breasts for the first time yesterday, never mind the fact that she’d sucked his dick.
“They wanted to tell you,” Rachel explained. “They said if I couldn’t tell you myself that they would but I said I’d tell you when I was ready. I thought you’d kind of be okay with it, with you saying how you got a bit turned on at the photoshoot, but I guess I was wrong. I was always going to tell you, Paul. I couldn’t keep a secret like that from you. But don’t be angry with Doug - it just happened. I’m as much to blame as he is. I could have said no, but I was drunk and horny and so were they.”
“I can understand that but still,” I wrestled with myself, trying to suppress the negative feelings rising again in my gut, “You don’t know what it’s like, being a man and knowing that someone else has had their dick in your wife’s mouth.”
“It’s probably the same as being a woman and knowing that your man found a woman sexier and more attractive than you, so much so that he was tempted enough to have sex with her.”
Ouch. I’d never thought about it that way before. Mentally, I punched myself in the face one more time for being so stupid.
“Is that all you did?” I asked her, standing up and looking out of the window. “Just a blow job? Nothing else?”
“That’s all,” Rachel said, approaching me and putting her arms around my waist from behind. “We didn’t have sex. I sucked him and he came in my mouth, then I realised what I’d just done - that I’d cheated on you. I felt terrible and made my excuses to leave. That’s why I was home early and why I was so angry and upset.”
“Did you swallow?” I asked, still looking out of the window into the distance, trying not to imagine it but failing.
“Why do you want to know that?” Rachel asked and I shrugged. I didn’t know. “Yes. I never spit, do I?”
“Okay.” For some reason I felt a bit better now that I knew everything then as my eyes reached the house next door, I remembered my messages with Charlene last night - that I’d agreed to come over at lunchtime. I checked the time. We’d said lunchtime but not a definite hour. It was just past eleven o’clock, so I should be getting ready as well as texting her to agree on a proper time.
“I brushed my teeth when I got home,” Rachel carried on explaining. “I didn’t kiss you or anything until...”
She was still going on about Doug cumming in her mouth but I cut her off. “Look, what happened happened. I guess we can’t change it now. I just have to get over it and we have to move on from it.” I stretched and turned to face Rachel. She had a concerned look on her pretty face. “I’ll try not to punch Doug but I can’t promise anything, okay? Now, I’m going to have a shower and then if it’s alright with you, I’m going for a little walk to clear my head and then I’m sure I’ll be fine.”
Rachel’s eyes, still slightly red from crying last night, brightened now and I left her to get showered and changed into my best t-shirt and jeans. For some reason I wanted to look good when meeting Charlene, probably a subconscious reaction to what happened between us the other night, but whatever it was never a bad thing to smarten yourself up at times. Having a fresh shave, doing my hair properly and spritzing on some aftershave always made me feel better.
I texted Charlene to see if she was still meeting me and she replied ‘yes’ and then I made my way out, being careful to walk up the street and around to the back of their house so that Rachel wouldn’t see, arriving at exactly twelve, as we’d just agreed that morning.
“Hi there,” she smiled as she opened the door for me. She looked gorgeous, rainbow-coloured hair swept back from her face and clasped back on one side, exposing her pale neck and a healthy amount of cleavage showing above a deep v-neck cream top. “Come in. I’ve made you a coffee.”
I followed her in, admiring her shapely legs. She had on a tiny denim mini-skirt and I noticed she was barefoot. Her toenails were painted dark pink. I wasn’t into feet myself, but I had to admit that she had very cute toes. There was something about Charlene that reminded me of an elf, I realised. Playfulness and a restlessness that I liked.
“You wanted to talk to me?” she said, sitting next to me at the kitchen table. “Is everything okay?”
“Yes. I just wanted to reiterate again that what happened between us was our secret. I’d hate your mum and dad to find out.”
“Or Rachel?” Charlene blew on her coffee to cool it down. She had lovely cupid’s bow lips, even without makeup like she was this morning.
“Things are a bit weird with Rachel,” I found myself telling her. Why I didn’t know but it just came out. “Did you know she sucked your dad’s cock the other night?”
“Ah, that.” Charlene wrinkled her nose, another cute habit of hers. “Rachel told you, did she? She said she was going to. Dad was going to tell you himself but Rachel pleaded with him not to. I think she felt bad.”
“How did you know?” I had to ask.
“Mum told me the next morning. We tell each other everything.”
I froze, my coffee halfway to my mouth. “Everything? Surely you haven’t told her about me and you.”
“Don’t worry,” Charlene said casually as though it were no big deal. “No, I haven’t told her - but even if I did, she’d be cool with it. She knows what I’m like and she knows I get it from her, so it’s her fault I’m a nymphomaniac.”
I just stared at her as she laughed, not quite knowing what to say to that.
“I’m not really a nymphomaniac,” she said when she saw me staring, “At least I don’t think I am. I just like sex. Sue me. Anyway, so what did you do when Rachel told you she’d sucked my dad off. Did you go nuts?”
“Kind of,” I nodded, “But we’ve sorted it out now. I still don’t want her to know about me and you though. Things are complicated enough already.”
“I get that.” Charlene reached over the table and pulled a silver laptop towards her. “Dad’s got me updating the website while they’re out doing business or whatever it is they’re up to. I’m putting Rachel’s page up. Do you want to see?”
“It’d be weird if I didn’t, I suppose,” I nodded.
Charlene opened the laptop, turned it on and after her fingers butterflied over the keyboard for a couple of minutes, the Vixen Fox Escorts page came up on the screen and then she clicked the V.I.P. button and the familiar page I’d seen before appeared with Sara at the top, with several other hot-looking women below her. I noticed straight away that the third one down was Rachel.
“It’s not quite complete yet,” Charlene selected Rachel’s photo - a portrait of just her face, taken yesterday because she was wearing the black cocktail dress - and a page full of information and more photos came up. “She’s got a great body for someone her age,” Charlene complimented Rachel as she gave me time to examine the page properly.
The photos were in rows, the top two featured her in the cocktail dress, then the next section was of her looking sexy in the trouser suit. However, my eyes skimmed past them to the four at the bottom of the page. One of her in the lingerie from the front, one from the back, then a close-up of her exposed breasts - both of them and then another close up taken from the front of her holding the front of her panties down so that her pussy mound was on show, the dark triangle of her short, fuzzy, brown pubic hair trimmed neatly in the very centre of the picture.
I read the text.
Our newest girl is the beautiful Miss Raquel, who can’t wait to get started in the world of escorting. Brand new to the business, this dark-skinned married angel is eager to meet you and learn what pleasure is on offer from our select client list. Will you be the first man besides her husband to ever spend a night in this exotic beauty’s company? Miss Raquel isn’t looking for a large portfolio of clients, rather she wants one special boyfriend who will take care of her financially as well as taking care of her unfulfilled needs.
“Unfulfilled needs?” I read out loud, looking at Charlene.
“That’s just some bullshit dad made up,” the rainbow-haired girl replied. “It’s just a sales pitch. He wants the best for Rachel, which is a good thing. Don’t read too much into it.”
I went on to read the box below, which was a sort of fact file.
Race: Mixed
Bra size: 36C
Pubic hair: some, trimmed
Height: 5’ 2”
Figure type: curvy
Smokers: no
Likes: good conversation, funny men, dirty talk only in the bedroom
Dislikes: arrogance, rushing things, no small penises
Oral: yes, without condom
Full Sex: yes, with condom
Anal: possibly, with condom
Other Fetishes: possibly, to discuss prior to meeting
“Anal, possibly?” I read out loud again. I’d almost fallen off the kitchen stool when I’d read that. “There’s no way. She doesn’t even let me.”
“It’s just a way of getting men interested,” Charlene explained. “Don’t worry about it. Most of dad’s clients are perfect gentlemen who wouldn’t want to fuck a girl up the ass anyway. Honestly, a lot of them are quite boring from what mum says.”
This was becoming more and more real every day, I realised. Seeing Rachel on a website like this, with almost-naked photos of her on show to everyone and reading the suggestive text made it sink in even more what Rachel was contemplating and what trajectory she was on.
And for some reason, it was just turning me on more and more.




Chapter 13
“What’s wrong?” Charlene poked me, pulling me from the strange trance I found myself in. I’d just been staring at the screen, at Rachel’s profile, trying to process everything in front of me.
“Nothing,” I lied, trying to act cool with it all for some reason. “I was just thinking of how I could change it, to make it better.”
“Can you think of anything to add under fetishes?” she asked. “Is there anything she enjoys in bed?”
“No. She’s quite-” I groped for the word.
“Vanilla?” Charlene prompted.
“Yes. She enjoys sex, but we’ve never done anything beyond the ordinary. We’ve never felt like we needed to. Our sex life was good, up until I had the affair.” I shook my head, wondering why I was telling this to a nineteen-year-old. “After that, we didn’t have sex hardly at all. For a long time. Up until recently when she’s opened up a little.”
“Probably the excitement of doing this,” Charlene nodded towards the screen.
“Do you think?”
“I always get horny in the lead-up to a new shoot,” Charlene shrugged. “It’s natural. The anticipation of it. Knowing I’m about to do something society sees as being taboo. Rachel is probably going through the same thing.”
“Have you got any new shoots lined up?” I asked as Charlene fiddled around with Rachel’s profile some more, altering some of the wording very slightly.
“I have one next week.” she glanced at me. “I bet I could talk Alan into letting you come and watch if you’re into that sort of thing. Mum came once. Just to check that I was okay.”
“She saw you do porn?”
“She didn’t stay to watch the scene I was in, no. But she saw some of the other filming being done that day. I thought she might fancy herself as a porn star but no, the escorting world is more her thing. She really enjoys it, you know?”
“I might have… um, checked out one of your porn scenes,” I confessed.
“Really?” Charlene stopped what she was doing and regarded me with her blue eyes. They were paler than her mother’s pale irises but just as piercing. With her wearing glasses, I hadn’t noticed how pretty they were.
“Sorry. Curiosity got the better of me while I was at work the other day.”
“Which one was it?” She took her glasses off and turned her body more to face me.
“I only found one. It was you talking to this old guy at first, then another man, some tanned male model type joined you on the bed - it looked like you were in someone’s bedroom.” I paused but Charlene just waited for me to continue, not helping me out at all. It felt weird, discussing this with her. “Then you - did it... with him on the bed.”
“You feel awkward, don’t you?” Charlene smirked. “It’s fine. That was actually the first scene I ever did. My audition scene. The old guy is Alan, he’s the owner and director although he often gets involved too. The male model guy you described is Rob. He’s stunning - and amazing in bed.”
Charlene’s cheeks reddened a little when she referred to this Rob fellow. “It did look like you had a good time.”
“Did you have a good time?” she replied, still regarding me with those blue eyes. “Watching it? Did it turn you on?”
“I was in the toilets at work,” I explained with a chuckle, trying to deflect the slight embarrassment I was feeling with a touch of self-deprecating humour, “So I didn’t exactly have a lot of time to… savour the moment, but yes I enjoyed it.”
“You masturbated to me being fucked, didn’t you?” Charlene shook her head and tutted. “You’re a very bad man, Paul. Making yourself cum to a video of your young neighbour’s daughter having sex.”
“Ahem,” I countered. “You’re no angel, are you? Taking advantage of your much older neighbour and sucking his cock while he was emotional and vulnerable.”
“True,” she giggled, then saved whatever she was doing on the laptop and cleared the screen back to the browser. “Do you want to see some more of my scenes? That was my first one like I say. I’ve got much better ones you can watch.”
“I’d love to, but it might be better if I watch them in the privacy of my own home-”
“Or your toilets at work?” she interrupted with a saucy laugh. “I won’t get embarrassed, don’t worry.” Charlene brought up the Cerulean Studios website and started clicking through various links.
“I’m not bothered about embarrassing you,” I explained, trying to slow her down. “It’s me that’ll get embarrassed.”
“This one is a good one,” Charlene went on, ignoring me. “Do you like group sex? Threesomes and stuff like that?”
The page she was on now had half a dozen thumbnails and by the looks of it, they all featured Charlene.
“I thought you said you’d only just started in porn recently?” My eyes flickered from thumbnail to thumbnail.
“I have but I’ve been available every time Alan has asked,” Charlene’s mouth curved up at the edges mischievously. “I told you I have a high sex drive, so if there’s a nice guy involved with a big dick - I’m there. I don’t even care about the money too much. My parents give me a generous allowance.”
“Holy shit,” I said as the video she clicked on began to play. “No way.”
“Yes way,” she laughed at my reaction. “That’s Rob again,” she pointed to the familiar muscled guy sitting on one side of her as she talked to the camera, introducing herself as Arlene. “The older guy is Bryce.” Bryce looked in his fifties - at a minimum - was black, with a grey beard and was already pawing at Charlene’s breasts before she even finished talking. She was wearing a cute pink t-shirt and shorts, but he lifted her top up to reveal that she didn’t have a bra on beneath.
“Do they both…?” I asked, transfixed on the movie as the two men finished taking her top and shorts off.
“Of course or else why would they be there? I fucked them both.” Charlene said shockingly casually.
Bryce slid down her tiny panties and after gently spreading her pussy for the camera, exposing her pink, wet slit, he buried his tongue in her and then the camera panned upwards, from her shaved pussy being eaten past her large, full tits to her face, where Rob’s long, thick cock was now being sucked by Charlene’s willing mouth.
I didn’t say anything else for a few minutes. I just watched as the two men enjoyed her, switching positions, before Bryce positioned his substantial black cock at the entrance to her pussy and then slid it in, eliciting a loud groan of pleasure from the Charlene on screen. The other Charlene - the real Charlene sitting next to me - also groaned, as though she was feeling that big black cock going in her again.
“Bryce’s dick felt so good,” she gave me a commentary as the two men began to spit roast her on the laptop’s screen. “This wasn’t the first time I’d had a threesome - one of my ex-boyfriends once shared me with his buddy - but this was the first time I’d had two real men like this fuck me properly.”
We watched further as the two men switched ends, turning Charlene onto all fours and then I suddenly became aware of something out of the corner of my eye and I turned to see that she had one hand between her legs, under her mini-skirt and was touching herself.
“Um- Charlene?” I said, hesitantly, wondering if I should say this or not. “Wouldn’t you prefer it if I did that for you?”
Charlene didn’t look at me. She simply nodded, moved her hand and spread her thighs on the stool to reveal that she wasn’t wearing panties under the miniskirt. I’d seen her pussy on film but now it was in front of me in real life. Perfectly smooth and so inviting for me to slip a finger into. I moved off my stool and crouched down in front of her, first enjoying the silky feeling of her mound as I ran my fingers across it, then I pushed two into her, enjoying the warm wetness of it.
“Lick me,” she said and I looked upward to see that Charlene was still watching her own movie. I couldn’t see what was happening on the screen but I could hear her moans getting faster and more urgent.
I used my fingers to spread open her pussy which was difficult as her slit was so tidy and tight then used the tip of my tongue on her, running it from her hole up and on to her clit, where I clamped my lips and sucked while flicking against the clit itself with the flat of my tongue.
“Oh, God,” she moaned as I gave her the best licking I knew how to give. “You’ll make me cum if you keep doing that.”
Of course, I kept doing it, until a few minutes later, she grabbed the back of my head and pushed her pussy hard into my face. She didn’t say anything as she orgasmed; rather she grunted and moaned, then held onto me to stop herself from falling backwards.
I stood up and undid my button and zipper and Charlene helped me, pulling my shorts down and grabbing my already rock-hard penis as soon as it popped out.
“Yes,” I gasped, moving to sit on a stool so she could suck me but she grabbed my shirt with the other hand and pulled me towards her instead.
“Fuck me,” she commanded. “I want you.”
I didn’t need persuading. I took my t-shirt off then lifted her cream v-neck top off to reveal a pretty bra which she turned slightly so I could unclip and remove as well. Apart from the denim miniskirt which was pushed right up almost like a belt, she was totally naked and her gorgeous young body looked perfect; smooth and firm. I couldn’t believe my luck as I moved forward, letting her wrap her legs around me as I guided the head of my dick inside her.
She was tight - almost too tight. Even though she was wet, there was that slight resistance as I shoved deeper into her. The angle was awkward though, so I lifted her from the stool and placed her onto the kitchen counter instead, where she was at a better height.
Charlene sighed and laid back flat on the counter, letting her face fall to one side and again I looked at her perfect body, her large breasts pooling out with her being on her back and then beginning to bounce forwards and backwards and I slowly pushed my dick in and out of her.
“Faster,” Charlene murmured, so I took hold of her legs and raised them up over my arms and began to drive into her faster and harder.
I couldn’t believe I was fucking a nineteen-year-old pornstar with a perfect body but I was. I hammered her as good as I could, becoming even more turned on when she let one of her hands drift down to her pussy, rubbing her clit as I fucked her and getting herself off right before I was about to cum. The feeling of her pussy clenching on me as she orgasmed was too much and I pulled out - only just in time - a spurt of cum actually splashing on her hand and pussy and the second and third smaller jets landing on the inside of her thigh.
My legs were wobbly, so I tugged my shorts and jeans up and sat on a stool as Charlene cleaned herself up and put her own clothes on, wearing a self-satisfied grin the whole time.
The video had finished a while ago but the closing frame was of Charlene grinning at the camera, cum dripping from her chin and I pushed the lid down so it didn’t distract me from what I knew I had to say to her.
“This thing… you and me,” I started, not knowing quite how to put it into words. “It’s fantastic - that was fantastic - but-”
“I know, I know,” she cut me off, one eyebrow raised. “You don’t think I want more than a fuck, do you? Dude. I’m nineteen. You’re like, what? Forty? It’s just a fuck. Relax.”
“I’m not forty!” I said, indignantly. “I don’t look forty, do I?”
“Whatever,” she finished putting her v-neck back and sat next to me. “Don’t ruin it by getting all weird. Too many guys get all weird after sex. Just chill. You’re good. Very good, actually. As good as some of the porn guys.”
“Am I?” I laughed but felt genuinely happy at the compliment. “Tell Rachel that.”
“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” she chuckled and I laughed too. “Being serious though,” she went on, “Rachel’s first punter has a lot to live up to if she’s looking for a better fuck than you.”
“Thank you,” I said, again feeling rather pleased with myself.
“But look - yeah, just chill.” Charlene stretched, making her tits push out against the cream fabric of her top. “You and me - we’re just two adults having a bit of fun. Maybe we’ll do it again. Maybe we won’t. Whatever. Don’t put labels on things, Paul. Enjoy them for what they are. Now if it’s okay with you, I’m going to go to bed and sleep for a while. On my own.”
“I’ve worn you out,” I noted, taking the hint to leave.
“You have,” she yawned. “And before you get all paranoid and shit - yes, this is our secret. I won’t say anything to Rachel or my parents. Now go home and try not to act weird in front of your wife too.”
I did just that. I felt happy and relaxed after the unexpected fast and frantic sex I’d just had, but also, somehow, Charlene’s words and perhaps her actions; her relaxed nature about the entire thing had somehow taken some of the anxiety from my mind about Rachel wanting to push ahead with her escorting idea.
Somehow I managed to act normal around Rachel for the rest of the day and the evening. It maybe helped that she didn’t bring up the photoshoot or the escorting agency all night but when we got into bed, my mind did start spinning around various ideas and thoughts.
If Rachel did want to actually go through with it - if someone came forward as a potential client - wanting to pay her for her ‘services’ - how would I feel now? It would be hard for me to deny her - I’d just slept with someone else. Wouldn’t it be only fair for her to get to do the same?
I didn’t know what I’d feel. But I was about to find out.




Chapter 14
The next couple of days were pleasant too. I couldn’t quite push what I’d done with Charlene to the back of my mind, but I did manage to subdue any guilt by reminding myself of what Rachel had said.
I’m not going to dress it up. I’m just going to say it as it is. I’ve felt for ages that I want to fuck someone. I want some excitement.
She’d said that while we were at Doug and Sara’s.
I’ve got this… sort of void… inside me. I need something in my life that isn’t just housework, the kids, sex with the same man in bed, the same bed, day after day, year after year.
I recalled it almost word for word because I too had felt that same void. Right before having the affair with Lisa. I remembered how exciting it had been, our clandestine meets and off-limits sex. With Charlene, I’d felt the same rush of blood, the same overpowering desire to go where I shouldn’t be going.
So, I understood it. It hurt to hear her call me the ‘the same man in bed’ hinting that she found me boring, but again I tried not to brood upon it too much, reminding myself that even the best things in the world sometimes get boring if they are the only thing you know.
So the fact that Rachel had barely brought up the topic of the escort agency or mentioned Doug, Sara and Charlene much at all, suited this peaceful mindset that I’d managed to get myself into.
“Paul,” barked Andrew from my office doorway, shattering any ‘peace’ temporarily. “Have you had any enquiries on the two new properties yet?”
“Not yet,” I told him slowly. “I only just finished the adverts and put them out today so it’ll be a few days.”
“Not good enough,” he lifted his chin, clearly in a bad mood for some reason. “I need you to prove to me that selling the Black Cats wasn’t a fluke, because I’m starting to think you just got lucky.”
With that he stomped off, leaving me fuming at my desk, my fists bunched. How dare he shout out something like that from the corridor in full hearing of everyone else? What a prick.
I only had an hour left to go, so I managed to focus again and contained my frustrations until I left, somehow resisting the temptation to scratch the paintwork on his car as I walked past.
“I’m home,” I announced as I walked into the house, still annoyed by Andrew’s outburst. “You won’t believe what Andrew Green said to me today.”
“What?” Rachel said, getting up from the sofa and giving me a tight hug, which was unusual for her. “Are you okay?”
“Yes, I’m fine,” I eased myself out of her welcome embrace. “Don’t worry. He just accused me of getting lucky with the Black Cats Club and that he was starting to doubt me. Something like that anyway. Completely pissed me off.”
“Well, you’re home now, so forget that asshole and give your wife a kiss, please.”
I looked at Rachel standing in front of me. She seemed odd. Not in a bad way but something was definitely up. I leaned forward and kissed her and she gave me another squeeze before looking up at me.
“So I have some news too,” Rachel said softly, looking over her shoulder to make sure the kids weren’t around. “My profile on the Vixen Fox website went live yesterday, Sara says Charlene showed it to you and you approved it. Thank you for that.”
That’s what it was. I felt a sense of relief that it wasn’t something more serious.
“I didn’t approve it as such or I’d have told you,” I replied, still enjoying her being close to me like she was. “I saw Charlene while I was out walking. She invited me in and showed it to me, just out of interest but I thought that’s all it was. I’m sorry I didn’t mention it.”
“Not at all,” Rachel didn’t seem angry or upset. Quite the contrary, so any fears I had that she’d found out about Charlene and me dissipated. “It means a lot to me that you’ve accepted me doing this, seeing my profile and being fine with it all. I know it must seem weird to you still, but it’s making me happy how you’re treating it now.”
“Okay,” I smiled at her and she raised her face to give me another kiss. The truth was I still hadn’t gotten anywhere close to being okay with it. I’d just somehow distracted myself as I winged it.
“The thing is,” Rachel let me go, but still held my hand as we walked into the kitchen to make drinks, “Sara called me this morning while you were at work. My page has had dozens and dozens of hits and several firm enquiries. It seems that on the face of it, I’m a bit of a hit with their clientele.”
I found it difficult to breathe for a moment while I absorbed this information, then told myself that of course, she’d had dozens of hits. She was a good-looking woman. Very good-looking. I was a lucky man. Everyone said it. Eddie’s photographs of her were stunning and emphasized the fact. Of course, she’d gotten enquiries. What else did I think was going to happen? I just hadn’t thought to ask Doug or Charlene when her page would go live. I should have. Then I might have been prepared.
“That’s encouraging,” I managed to say with a forced smile.
“Some of the men are dishy too,” Rachel fished her phone out of her jeans pocket. “Check this guy out.”
She showed me a photo of a handsome man in his forties, with sharp oriental features and short black hair. In one photo he was in some sort of expensive-looking suit, in the next one as she swiped, he was shirtless, revealing a sporty torso.
“He’s Chinese but seemingly he’s a multi-millionaire.” Rachel looked at me for a reaction but all I could do was nod. “Then there’s this man.”
I stood there as she next showed me a photo of a similarly presentable black professional posing next to his yacht. There was a picture of a much older white gentleman holding some sort of business ward and then a very young-looking chap with a guitar.
“I get the idea,” I stopped her from showing me anymore. “It’s to be expected. You’re gorgeous. I always knew there’d be plenty of men interested in you once I saw the pictures that Eddie took. He’s made you look really sexy.”
“Are you saying it’s all down to the photos?” Rachel’s shoulders dropped and I realised I’d stepped onto dodgy ground.
“No, you’re beautiful - and sexy,” I recovered quickly, “I meant that Eddie’s photos showed you off at your best.”
“You didn’t think I’d get anyone, did you?” Rachel was full-on pouting now.
“Give over.”
“You said as much to Doug,” Rachel was going back to her stubborn previous self, “Well, I think this proves you wrong.”
“Okay, I’m wrong,” I shrugged while making a coffee. “Whatever it is you want me to say. If it makes you happy that you’ve got all these guys wanting a date with you, then that’s good.”
“Don’t patronize me,” Rachel warned me, a cooler tone in her voice now. “And it’s not a date. It’s an appointment. That’s what Sara calls it.”
“I didn’t mean to patronize you,” I sighed, my own shoulders sagging. “I’ve had a tough day at work. I don’t want to get into an argument, Rachel.”
“Okay, well I haven’t finished telling you about my day yet.” She tapped me on the shoulder and I turned into another unexpected hug from her. “Two of the men; the Chinese businessman and the black nightclub owner both wanted to know if they could see me this week. I’ve told Sara ‘yes’.”
I froze and I felt Sara recognise that and squeeze me reassuringly. “This week?”
“Tonight, actually.”
I eased myself from her arms and stared into her light green eyes. She stared back at me defiantly.
“Rachel, this is serious.” I tried to gather my thoughts. This was too fast. I needed time. “You don’t just leap into doing something like this. You need time to think about it. I need time to think about it.”
“We’ve thought about it,” she folded her arms under her breasts, “We’ve talked about it. I agreed to see the Chinese man tonight - his name is Jin by the way - for the exact reason that it gives me no time to think about it, otherwise, I’d overthink it and possibly back out. I know myself too well.”
Shit. Shit. Shit. What did I do?
“But I don’t know if you’re ready.” I took her hands and gently unfolded her arms. “I mean we haven’t even talked properly about what happened between you and Doug. I haven’t even come to terms with the fact that you sucked his dick yet. My mind’s been on other things. Please, give me some time to get my head around all of this. If this Jin really wants you, he’ll wait a few days.”
“He can’t,” Rachel shook her head, “He’s only in the country until tomorrow then he flies to South America and then back to China. He won’t be in the country again for at least a month.”
“Are you even ready for this?” I squeezed her hands gently, trying to make her see sense. “You haven’t even got any naughty underwear or - in fact, do you even know what’s required of you? I don’t. It’s all happening too fast.”
“I’m ready,” Rachel replied with what was meant to be a reassuring smile. “I didn’t mention it but I spent all day at Sara’s yesterday while you were at work and she went through everything with me. Today, I’ve been out and bought a new dress and lingerie. I’m ready.”
“Emotionally ready then,” I tried a different avenue, “You and I are still working through our problems. You’ve hardly had any sex - which I know is my fault - don’t you feel a bit out of practice, for want of a better word?”
“Paul,” Rachel let go of my hands and cupped my face in one hand, “I’ve been wanting some fun and excitement for a while. I am so ready for this, I can’t tell you. He’s handsome, Sara knows him and has been with a few times and said he’s charming and a wonderful lover. She’s told me everything he likes and dislikes and I’m so excited, I just need to do this. Let me do it. Okay?”
“But what if you don’t like it?” I felt defeated. There was no way of reasoning with her and I knew that if I physically stopped her going, it’d just end up in us splitting. I knew Rachel. I could tell how much she was going to dig her heels in if I tried to pull her out of doing this somehow.
“If I don’t like it, I can tell Jin that I’m not feeling well. Apparently, it’s a code the escorts use. You say it, so the clients don’t feel offended and they arrange someone to take you home. The money is refunded, partially or fully and it’s forgotten about. Sara’s told me how to handle everything. I don’t see why I wouldn’t like it anyway.”
“Because it’s not me,” I said, clutching at straws and realising I might sound big-headed or condescending, “And you’ve only ever been with me.”
“When I went down on Doug,” Rachel explained more about the other night, “I got so horny. We haven’t talked much about it, but he’s got quite a thick penis, maybe not as long as yours but thicker and it curves upwards and he got so hard when I was doing it. It turned me on. If he’d wanted to fuck me, I’d have let him. I’ve not felt that aroused and horny for years, Paul. I hate telling you this, but it’s true. My pussy was soaking wet. It made me realise how ready I am to sleep with someone new.”
That pretty much flattened any resistance I had. Not because I didn’t know how to argue against her reasoning - she’d got it all worked out and I didn’t have a logical counter to anything she’d said - but because the mention of her sucking Doug’s thick, curved cock painted an image in my mind and my dick responded to it, stirring in my shorts. What she’d said about her pussy getting wet while giving him head made me get hard too. Who knew that Rachel had this wanton side to her? I certainly hadn’t.
“I just wish I’d had more time to get my head around it.” I knew I was more or less repeating myself now, but I was just telling the truth.
“I know and I’m sorry,” Rachel’s hands went to my shoulders, “I just kind of want to dive in with both feet. Try it and do it and see if it’s for me. Who knows, I might do it and like you say, I might not enjoy it and never want to do it again. Either way, I’ve put a chunk of money in the bank which will help if your job isn’t working out and more importantly, I’ll have got this whole thing out of my system and learned something about myself.”
“And you’ll have gotten even with me for Lisa,” I added, although that was far from true now I’d also been with Charlene, who was another reason why it was hard to deny Rachel this if I was honest with myself.
“A car is arriving for me in an hour so I need to get ready.” Rachel kissed me again and this time the kiss was lingering and again, my cock stiffened in response. I was sure that I could detect arousal in Rachel too. Her body was loose, not stiff. Her lips were warm and soft and the kiss felt honest and genuine.
After she’d gone upstairs to get ready, I sat down and realised I was shaking. I sipped the coffee, then went to spend some time with the kids to try and ease my anxiety or shock, whatever it was I was feeling.
When Rachel came downstairs, she looked stunning. She was wearing a dark blue velvet dress which hugged her figure beautifully and a pearl bracelet around her wrist. Her hair was down and she’d straightened it and done her makeup so well she looked like a Hollywood actress. At that moment, I realised there probably was no way that Jin wouldn’t like her - something I’d half hoped might be the case while waiting for her to come back downstairs.
“You look beautiful,” I stared at her in awe even while my heart was being crushed by the realisation that any chances of her backing out of doing this were lowering by the minute.
“Thank you,” she smiled and again I could see the genuineness in the smile; a warmth that hadn’t been there for a long time. “So you know what’s happening - Jin is taking me for dinner then to his penthouse at the Royal Tower. He wants to spend the full night with me so I’ll not be home until the morning, however, if anything goes wrong, if I change my mind or back out or simply don’t like it, then I’ll call you and I’ll be home tonight.”
I stood there with my mouth hanging open, not quite knowing what to say. The Royal Tower was the best hotel for miles. The penthouse was rumoured to cost over a grand a night. How much money did this guy have? Would I even get Rachel back? There was a beep outside and I looked out of the window to see a limousine parked at the end of our drive.
“Is that the car?” she looked over her shoulder. “Right, I have to go. I love you.”
With that, she gave me a kiss on the cheek and rushed out of the door. I stood at the window and watched her rush as fast as she could in the blue high heels she was wearing up the path and into the back of the long, black limo.
Then the car slowly turned and drove away, taking my wife with it.




Chapter 15
I sat on the sofa after getting the kids in bed. It had only been an hour since Rachel had left but I felt emotionally drained. I’d been constantly checking my phone, hoping that I’d receive a text to say she’d changed her mind and could I come and collect her. But no text came. I got a beer from the fridge. Then another one. Then another, then I stopped myself before drinking it, realising I needed to stay sober in case she called or texted and needed me.
My phone did ring but when I picked it up anxiously it was Sara. My heart had been in my mouth as I picked the phone up and when I saw who it was, it skipped a beat. Was something wrong?
“I’m just calling to see how you’re holding up,” Sara asked me softly.
“I’m a nervous wreck,” I confessed. “I’m terrified something bad is going to happen to her. Or that she’s not having a good time. A million things keep going through my mind.”
“Do you want me or Doug to come over and keep you company?” Sara offered. “Or Charlene? She could mind the kids if you want to come over here for an hour or two.”
The thought of Charlene coming over to occupy me was an appealing one but I decided against it, again in case I got a call from Rachel and was needed. “I think I’m okay,” I replied, trying to sound grateful for the offer. “But it’s probably best if I just try and get through this on my own. I’m in such a state I wouldn’t be very good company.”
“It’s no trouble,” Sara repeated the offer. “Someone to talk to will distract you from whatever is bothering you.”
“I can’t help wondering what she’s doing right now,” I told her. “Is she still having dinner with him? Drinks afterwards at the bar? Dancing together maybe, if there’s music. Or have they gone up to his room already?” I looked at my watch, it was almost eleven o’clock.
“By now,” Sara guessed, “They’ll probably be in his room if that helps ease your mind at all. Most clients want to get the formalities; dinner and drinks, out of the way and get the escort to their room for… well, you know. These gentlemen are paying a lot of money and like to - how shall I put it - get their money’s worth.”
“So they’re probably doing it,” I surmised with a sinking feeling in my stomach, “Right now as we speak.”
“Don’t torture yourself,” Sara chided me, “It’s not good for you. Watch some TV. Go to bed early. Try to get some sleep. Keep your phone by your side if you’re worried, but trust me, I know Jin. He’s a lovely man. You have nothing to worry about. He’ll be treating Rachel very respectfully, I’m sure.”
“I feel a bit better knowing that you’ve been with him,” I admitted, “But I’m still a bag of nerves. I don’t think I’ll sleep.”
“You need to try,” Sara said in a soothing tone. “It’ll soon be morning. Rachel will be home and your first time will be out of the way. It gets easier once you get used to it.”
The thought of Jin and Rachel was stuck in my mind now. I had an image in my brain of them together, naked on the bed. Jin’s ass pumping up and down as he fucked my wife. Is that what they were doing? Were they fucking right now? What position? Missionary? Doggy style? Had he made Rachel cum?
“Rachel told me that you said he’s a good lover,” I probed Sara for more information. Why I didn’t know. It already hurt to think of them having sex. It would only hurt even more if I knew more, but for some reason, I needed to know. “Does he have a big one? Is he good?”
“He’s very good,” Sara replied. “She’ll be enjoying herself. His dick is a little bigger than average and he knows how to use it. I’ve always had wonderful sex with him and I’m sure Rachel is having a good time, so try to relax. Asking me these questions isn’t going to make you feel any better.”
I could almost hear Rachel’s moans as Jin buried his ‘slightly bigger than average’ cock into her. My cock was slightly bigger than average if statistics were anything to go by. Was he bigger than me? Sara had lots of experience and so, presumably had seen a lot of penises. Her ‘average’ might be completely different from what most people considered the norm.
“Okay, I’ll do as you say.” I took the phone through to the kitchen and made myself some supper. “I’ll have a bite to eat and then go to bed. Like you say, if I can sleep, it’ll make this all be over faster.”
“Good. If you change your mind and you want us to come over, call me.”
I thanked Sara again and hung up, then taking the sandwich I’d made with me, I headed back into the living room and sat down to eat it. I felt physically sick and couldn’t face it, but I forced it down, followed by a drink of hot milk to try and make myself feel sleepy.
It didn’t work. I still felt sick an hour later when I took myself to bed and laid there, desperately trying and failing to switch off and find some sleep.
It was past midnight now. She hadn’t texted or called which meant she’d gone through with it. Surely, they’d be at his room by now and would have had sex, if not - they’d be doing it now at the latest - but from what Sara had said, it was more likely that they’d done the deed. She’d actually gone through with it.
At first, I’d one hundred percent expected her to back out at some point, but the more time went on, the less likely it became. But even so - even tonight when she’d got into the limousine and I’d watched it drive away - I’d still been fairly confident that something would change and that she’d call me to say she couldn’t go through with it.
Then a thought entered my head - momentarily driving away the repeating image of Jin and Rachel fucking on a grand four-poster bed in the hotel penthouse - Sara had described Jin as lovely and a gentleman - perhaps, just perhaps Rachel had chosen not to had sex with him. Perhaps she had backed out, but decided to just keep him company overnight. If he was as nice a man as he’d been described, he’d understand. He might demand some sort of refund, but he might just be happy to have Rachel’s company for the night. There was still a chance - a slim one - that she hadn’t actually had sex with him. Or maybe he’d just been happy with her giving him a blow job? Rachel had already given Doug a blow job. I still hadn’t completely digested that fact but I would and I’m sure I could be fine with her sucking some Asian stranger’s dick too.
The last image in my mind before I eventually drifted off into a restless sleep was of that; of Rachel, naked on the four-poster, her head in his lap, her lips wrapped around his thick shaft sucking him to completion, then swallowing his load before looking up at him and smiling, her red lipstick smeared and her mascara streaked around her eyes.
Somehow, I did sleep, despite those thoughts and when I woke up, I reached out across the bed, expecting my arm to curl around a sleeping Rachel but when it hit the empty mattress I sat up straight in bed, as reality hit me of where she was and what happened last night.
I looked at the digital clock next to the bed. Through blurry eyes, it’s red digits told me it was just before six. I picked up my phone but there were no messages. My head was still fuzzy from sleep but I forced myself to get up and have a shower to try and wake myself up.
Shortly after I’d packed the kids off to school - a much-needed mental diversion - my phone finally beeped and I rushed to pick it up. It was from Rachel. I opened the message with a shaking finger.
I’m okay. Had a fantastic night. No problems. Hope you’re okay. I’ll be home in half an hour.
Thank God she was okay but she hadn’t given any indications of what had happened on the night spent with Jin. It felt weird to ask, but I felt compelled to.
What did you get up to? I sent, trying to keep it vague but knowing that Rachel would interpret what I was really asking.
He treated me to an amazing meal then we had an aperitif and went to his room. The hotel is stunning. Very luxurious. I spent the night with him and he’s just treated me to breakfast before leaving. Don’t worry. I really am fine. See you in a bit. Love you. X
She spent the night with him. That implied they’d had sex. As much as it was obvious that they’d done it, part of me still refused to believe it. I’d find out once she got home, so I didn’t text her again other than to tell her that I loved her too and then waited for her to arrive.
Half an hour later, as promised, Rachel walked through the door. She was still wearing the beautiful blue dress she’d gone out in and she kicked the heels off with a sigh once she’d closed the door behind her.
“Hi,” I said, feeling incredibly weird and distant from her for some reason. “Do you want a coffee?”
When she nodded, I made her a drink and found her sitting on the sofa, her feet up and the TV on like nothing extraordinary was happening at all.
“Thank you.” She accepted the drink as I sat next to her. “Were you okay last night without me?”
“I barely slept,” I told her the truth. “I was so worried about you.”
“There was nothing to worry about,” she replied, her green eyes searching my face. “He treated me wonderfully all night. I had a good time but I am glad to be home now.”
I looked at my watch. I really had to set off to work or I’d be late.
“Did you…” I started to ask but she read my mind, her eyes softening.
“Have sex?” Rachel leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “Yes, we did and it was great. Thank you for letting me do this and being so understanding. I promise that tonight in bed, I’ll make it up to you.”
So there it was. Confirmation of my worst suspicions. Again, a tiny stupid part of me was still holding out hope that she was going to say no; that she’d changed her mind, but Jin had been the understanding one - they’d just cuddled all night, him content with some female company because he was this country-hopping, isolated businessman who didn’t have time for people.
I wanted to ask more questions but my brain wouldn’t function. I found myself saying ‘okay’ and that it was time for me to go to work and then I heard her say that we’d talk more tonight and again I automatically replied okay but now I was in my car, heading to work and everything was fucked up in my head.




Chapter 16
“Paul. Did you hear what I just said?” Andrew Green said, jolting me from whatever tired reverie I was in at my desk this time. It was lunchtime.
“Sorry, I was just concentrating on something,” I apologised.
“You were miles away,” Andrew frowned at me, his pudgy face looking annoyed. “I asked if you’ve got any leads at all.”
“A couple,” I lied. “I’m going to try and tie them up this afternoon.”
“Good,” he replied. “Don’t let me down if you still want the bonus from the Black Cats Club.” He stomped away, leaving me staring after him. I should be angry at him threatening to withhold a bonus I’d already earned but I didn’t have the emotional energy to be mad.
While having lunch, I decided to text Rachel. Certain questions were burning in my head and wouldn’t go away.
Are you tired today?
I asked in my first message.
I am. I didn’t sleep well at all. I was worried about you. I wish you’d text me during the night to let me know you were okay.
Rachel replied:
I couldn’t text. It’s against company policy. We’re instructed to give our clients our full attention which means no phones, no texts, no calls. I am tired but I had a little nap after you left this morning and feel better now.
That made sense. I didn’t text right back because I didn’t want to seem like I was pestering her for information but after a while, I texted to ask what food and drinks he’d treated her to and after she replied to say that she’d had the best steak of her life and an amazing bottle of Chablis, I pressed on with what I really wanted to know.
So the sex was good? Better than me? Did he have a big one or a small one? Chinese men are meant to be small, I read.
Her text came right back:
He was maybe slightly bigger than you but it’s not about the size. He was good, I enjoyed it. I wouldn’t say better than you. Just different.
Just different. She didn’t say he was better than me. A small comfort, but I took it. It felt weird to ask for more information, even though I was being crushed inside with curiosity. But I had work to do - I had to make good on the lie I’d told earlier - I needed some leads for the two new properties, so I devoted the last few hours of the day towards that end and instead saved my questions until I got home.
Before I left though, I received another text from Rachel:
Are you okay? You didn’t reply. I didn’t say the wrong thing, did I? It feels weird talking to you about Jin but if you want to later, we can talk. I’ll tell you everything or anything you want to know. You’re my husband and I love you and I’ve realised that if we are ever going to get back to how we used to be, we need to be completely honest and open with each other. About everything. Don’t be late home. I miss you and love you. X
I sat at my desk, ready to go home but stayed for a minute or two just re-reading the message. I did want to know everything but I’d been reluctant to ask because I wasn’t sure if knowing would hurt - or if it would make me feel better. The part about total honesty bothered me too. I didn’t want her to keep anything from me, but how could I ask her for complete openness when I was hiding what I’d done with Charlene?
Luckily, when I got home, Rachel seemed to be her usual self. She was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans - all vestiges of ‘Miss Raquel’ were gone. The lipstick, make-up and clothes; all gone. Her hair just held up in a ponytail. The Rachel I knew and loved was home and I instantly felt better and more relaxed.
“I know you’re eager to talk,” she said, during a quiet moment away from the kids. “I thought we could have an early night and talk then. I’m quite tired and I’m betting you are too.”
I certainly was. I caught myself napping a few times during the evening but once we got in bed, a sense of excitement and slight trepidation at the topic of conversation we were about to have woke me up somewhat.
“Hi,” she said as she climbed into bed next to me. She was wearing her favourite nightshirt, a long black short-sleeved one that again made me realise I was in bed with the same old Rachel - my wife. Her night with Jin hadn’t changed her as far as I could see, which I realised had been one of my main fears.
“I’m sorry this isn’t the penthouse at the Royal Tower,” I waved a hand around the bedroom. “I hope last night hasn’t spoiled you too much, spending a night in luxury like that.”
“Meh,” she cuddled up to me, “Luxury-shmuxery. I love our house. I’m happy here.”
“I feel awkward,” I said after a moment of silence. “I want to talk about last night but don’t quite know what to say.”
Rachel’s head was on my chest but she lifted it and looked at me. “Just tell me how you feel. Do you still love me?”
“Of course I still love you.”
“Even though I’ve been with another man?” she asked quietly and I looked down at her. Her light green eyes were wide, waiting for me to answer.
“I’ll always love you. It feels weird, knowing another man has… well, I don’t actually know what you did, but…”
“Do you want to know?”
I nodded. It felt wrong to speak it out loud, but I did.
“Okay.” Rachel shifted, moving higher so she could look into my face properly. “If I tell you too much, just stop me. I get it. I know this is going to be hard for you to hear, so if it’s too much, just say so.”
“I will,” I replied, preparing myself mentally for what she was about to tell me. It helped that she was telling me voluntarily, rather than me having to ask sexual questions to my own wife.
“After we’d had dinner and drinks, he said he couldn’t wait to get me in the hotel room. He’d been complimenting me all night, but in a very polite way, nothing too overtly dirty or suggestive but when he said that, I got excited. I really did. I felt wanted and the whole thing just felt… naughty, if you know what I mean?”
I nodded and she continued.
“When we got into the room, he said he wanted a quick shower so I waited for him on the bed and then he came out of the shower naked. I was impressed with his dick. It was bigger and thicker than I’d initially thought he would be. Anyway, he joined me on the bed and undressed me, taking his time, I guess to enjoy it. We kissed - which was nice, I wanted some intimacy, not just to be treated like a whore - and then he asked me to go down on him, which I did. Then he just took over, going down on me for a while and then he made love to me. I stopped him just as he was about to put his dick inside me. I needed a moment because you popped into my head. I realised how big a deal this was. You were on my mind the whole time at first until I let him put it in and then I kind of just got lost in the moment.”
“That’s good to know,” I admitted. “That you didn’t completely forget about me.”
“No, I kept wondering if you were okay at home. Wondering how you were feeling. But once he started making love to me, I relaxed and it got easier.”
“You said he was good,” I reminded her.
“We did it missionary and I actually came,” Rachel admitted. “I hadn’t known if I would but I did. Jin knows how to fuck, that’s for sure and he can go for ages too. Don’t worry - we used a condom all three times we did it. After that first time, I went for a shower and he joined me in there and we ended up doing it the second time in the shower and then on the bathroom floor. Then we got in bed and just talked until we both fell asleep, which was nice. The final time was this morning - he wanted me one more time before breakfast and I’d enjoyed the sex so much the night before that I wasn’t going to say no. He’s actually left me feeling a little bit sore. He was very demanding this morning, let’s put it that way.”
“Demanding?” Every little thing she told me was like a knife stabbing me in the gut, making me feel sick and yet at the same time I was taking it all in and picturing it, with the result of my dick growing harder and harder beneath the bed covers. Why was it having that effect on me?
“Demanding as in he wanted to do it in as many positions as we could. When we were doing it doggy style he was really going for it. I was holding onto the bed for dear life at one point he was doing me that hard and fast. I can’t pretend I didn’t like it. Wait… are you…?”
Rachel’s hand had drifted down my chest and found my cock, which was literally throbbing in her hand at the mental image of her on all fours, this oriental businessman behind her fucking her roughly and making her cling to the bed, the bedsheets bunched in her fists.
“Am I getting turned on?” I confessed. “Yes. I hope you’re not too sore to fuck me. You did say you’d treat me.”
I let my hand slip down too, lifting the nightshirt and now it was my turn to say, ‘Wait.’
“He shaved my pussy in the shower,” Rachel explained as my hand stroked over her bald mound. “I’d trimmed it for him but when he joined me in the shower, he insisted that I let him shave me. I was nervous but I let him do it. The oral he gave me on the bed afterwards was totally worth it. He made me cum twice with his tongue. It was lucky that we were in a penthouse with no neighbours because the second time I came, I was literally yelling the place down. He had me in ecstasy. Sorry. Are you okay hearing this?”
I lifted the nightshirt up and Rachel didn’t stop me as I took it off and then moved on top of her, sliding myself inside her. It felt weird for a minute - knowing that another man’s penis had been inside this pussy just the night previous - but again, for some reason, knowing that also served to turn me on. I had to try to fuck her better than Jin had. It was like I had to reclaim her as mine.
Rachel took that as me saying, ‘yes, I’m fine hearing this - carry on’ and she went on to tell me that Jin had cum inside her - but into the condom - the first two times they fucked, then this morning, he’d taken the condom off and finished on her body, some on her pussy, some on her boobs. The mental image that produced was too much. I rammed my dick in and out of her - her pussy felt the same as it always had - until I came but I didn’t pull out. I sank myself as deeply as I could and let my cock fill her with my cum. With her husband’s cum. As it should be.
“That didn’t last long,” Rachel giggled. “Which is good because I am sore like I said. I guess it turned you on - knowing that I’ve been a bad girl?”
“My bad girl,” I grinned wearily at her. The frantic fuck had taken the last bit of energy I had and I rolled onto my back, closing my eyes. “Mine.”
“Yours,” she agreed as I drifted off to sleep. “Always yours. I promise.”




Chapter 17
The following morning, I was woken by Rachel with breakfast in bed. She’d cooked bagels and a big pot of coffee. She’d sorted the kids out, gotten them off to school and let me lay in for a little while, which was unlike me. I must have been even more tired than I realised.
“You didn’t have to go to this trouble,” I told her as I tucked into the delicious early morning treat.
“It’s no trouble,” she replied with a smile, getting back into bed next to me with her own serving. “You’re not going into work today either. I’ve already called in sick for you.”
“What?” I asked, surprised.
“You deserve a day off,” Rachel smiled at me. “Now eat up. I’ve got plans for today. You’ll see.”
After I’d scoffed the tasty breakfast, Rachel made me shower and then I discovered what her plans were. I’d just finished getting ready right as there was a knock on the door.
“Good morning,” said Sara as I opened it to see who it was. “How are you today?”
“I’m good,” I replied, inviting her in before noticing that Doug was standing beside her too.
“Oh, we’re not coming in. We’re going out. Are you ready?” Sara said over my shoulder to Rachel who bustled me out of the front door, locking up behind me.
“We’re ready. He doesn’t know,” Rachel told them and then led me up the drive to their silver Range Rover out front.
“I’m taking you out for lunch,” Doug told me as I got in, next to Rachel on the rear seats. “We have to celebrate your first big payday.”
“I got paid,” Rachel said, taking my hand and squeezing it as Doug drove us out into the countryside and to a gorgeous little restaurant next to a pretty lake. “And I have another client lined up for this weekend. The lovely black guy I showed you.”
“Money won’t be an issue for you anymore,” Sara looked over her shoulder at us in the back seat. “Jin said Rachel was wonderful, in fact, he says she’s his new favourite girl and he wants to see her again the next time he’s in the country. In a few months but she’s also had a lot of offers from our other clients. At this rate, she could be earning two grand a week minimum.”
“If you’re okay with that,” Rachel squeezed my hand again.
I wasn’t sure if I was okay with it. It had all progressed so quickly that I still hadn’t had time to digest it all, but the fact that this kind of money was on the table was a weight off my mind, I had to admit to myself.
“I guess I’m okay with it,” I squeezed her hand back and she leaned in for a kiss.
“Get a room,” Doug said, watching us through the rearview mirror.
I was still pissed at Doug but I wasn’t going to cause a scene right now by bringing up the blow job he made Rachel give him - or the fact that he’d kept it from me. I’d tackle him on it later. Right now, I was going to enjoy the champagne lunch that we were being treated to.
The restaurant was classy. We were taken to a private table with a lakeside view and given the full silver-service treatment. A bottle of champagne on ice was opened by a pretty red-haired waitress and our glasses filled to the brim before we were presented with a starter of smoked salmon followed by the most delicious Beef Wellington I had ever tasted.
The topic of conversation was kept purely professional. While our table was the best in the house, we were still within earshot of some of the other rich-looking diners, so the events of the other night weren’t discussed much beyond Doug and Sara both expressing their admiration of Rachel’s apparent first-time success and their respect for me handling the matter so well.
“We can all make so much more money together that you might not even need to work for Greeny anymore,” Sara told me as we tucked into our dessert, a to-die-for Tiramisu. “The demand for Rachel is high and if she impresses each client like she did Jin, you’ll be rolling in it.”
“Rachel and I will talk about it later,” I smiled politely at Sara, not wanting to make any rash decisions about our future until I’d had time to work out in my head whether or not I could cope with her doing this again in the future.
Sara studied me, then smiled back. She looked hot today - like a sexy businesswoman, in a fashionable female tweed suit, and her blonde hair pinned up on the top of her head. The pair of rimless spectacles sat on the bridge of her nose did nothing to dim the brightness of her blue eyes. “She’s already agreed to see Mackintosh on Saturday.”
“Mackintosh is the black guy. He owns a chain of nightclubs,” Rachel said, a blob of ice cream on the end of her nose.
“You have some, um…” Doug leaned across and delicately wiped the offending ice cream away with his napkin. I pushed down a bolt of anger as he grinned at my wife. “There you go.”
Rachel giggled at him and again I had to suppress my instincts to stop their obvious flirting. If it bothered Sara at all, she didn’t show it. Then again, she’d been there the night Rachel had sucked her husband’s dick - they were swingers - what did I expect?
After dinner, I thanked the pair of them but they had more in store for us.
“We were hoping you’d come over later,” Doug suggested. “While this has been great - we wanted to treat you - we haven’t properly had the time or space to talk properly about last night. I wanted your insights - how you both feel about it - and we should discuss our relationship moving forward.”
“That’d be nice,” Rachel said before I had a chance to speak. “What time shall we come over?”
“Around 8? I’ll send Charlene over to babysit.” Sara patted Rachel on the arm as we got back in the car.
“I want to know how you feel about it, Paul,” Doug addressed me properly for the first time - he’d been all Rachel up to that point. “The husbands of our escorts have their own part to play in our business. Their happiness and comfort with everything that’s going on are integral to everything being successful. We’re here to make money but not at the expense of people’s happiness or their personal relationships. I want you to come over and be open and honest with us, okay?”
I nodded my agreement to that, quite impressed at the professional way he’d phrased it. He was right. Rachel could make money doing this - but money counted for nothing if she wasn’t happy and part of her happiness was having a good foundation at home. We were all in this together, when you looked at it Doug’s way.
“Also, there’s something important I need to tell you,” Doug told me as we got home and went our separate ways at the foot of our garden driveways. “Man to man. Just between us, okay?”
He’d let Sara and Rachel drift away, talking between themselves as he said it. “Sure, what is it?” I asked, checking the girls were out of earshot.
“Not now,” he said, patting my shoulder. “Later. I’ll get the whisky out.”
I had an idea of what it was. He was going to confess to the blow job that Rachel had given him. She must not have told him that she’d told me already but that was fine - I wanted him to feel awkward and find it difficult telling me. It was the least he deserved.
When eight rolled around, Charlene arrived to sit the kids and she caught my eye as she walked into the kitchen but spoke to Rachel first, congratulating her on her first big payday. Only as we made to leave did she say anything to me.
“Have a nice evening,” she said, then whispered low enough so that only I could hear. “Text me. I want to see you again soon. I think you deserve it.”
I nodded so that she knew I’d heard her, grinning inwardly like a teenage boy.
At Doug and Sara’s house, we were given whisky for me and a gin for Rachel and then treated to an amazing barbecue that Doug had prepared. I’d smelled the smoke the minute we walked out through the conservatory and I offered to help Doug with the grill but he was already done.
We sat outside, enjoying the last few rays of the late evening sun, then as it went darker, the talk turned to the events of two nights ago and Rachel’s first encounter.
“So, come on, Paul,” Doug said. “How do you feel today? Now that Rachel’s been with another guy and you’ve had a day or two to come to terms. Are you coping mentally?”
The blunt nature of the question caught me off guard but I did my best to answer it without appearing a complete mess as I’d been two nights ago.
“I was in a bit of a state while she was out,” I told them. “When Sara phoned, I was desperately trying to keep it together but the day after, Rachel told me everything she’d done with Jin and I actually dealt with it better than I thought I would.”
“What he’s not telling you is that he got horny when I told him what Jin and I did - and then he fucked the crap out of me last night,” Rachel told them, which made both Doug and Sara laugh. “So, yes, he definitely dealt with it better than he thought he would.”
“Good man,” Doug winked at me. “I knew there was a swinger in you just dying to get out.”
“I wouldn’t call us swingers just yet,” I shook my head.
“But you’re okay with Rachel doing it again?” Sara had changed out of the tweed suit into a more casual hoodie top and shorts, showing off her curvy legs and bare feet where she was sat on the lawn.
“If you got horny thinking about me and Jin, just think how horny you’ll get imagining me and a black guy,” Rachel nudged me. She was sitting next to me on a stone bench next to the lawn and patio where the grill was, which Doug was cooling off with a jug of water.
I didn’t reply but she was right. The thought of her with a black guy was a hot one. Rachel was mixed-race herself, with a black mother and a white father but she’d never dated anyone but me and had never expressed an interest in anyone either of her own skin tone or darker.
Our drinks glasses were being filled at a steady rate and I could feel my head swimming slightly as we talked more about Rachel’s first night as an escort. I listened to her tell Sara the same blow-by-blow account that she’d told me and the two women compared notes on Jin’s skills, especially the oral he’d given Rachel. It was hard not to get aroused listening to them talk and I noticed that Doug, who was lounging in a chair nearby, was listening just as intently as I was.
“Shall we go in the hot tub?” Sara said then. “It should be ready now.”
“Hot tub?” I asked. No one had mentioned this but Doug had disappeared around the side of the house sometime earlier and I guessed that was when he must have switched it on.
“That sounds amazing,” Rachel replied. “I’ll have to go home and fetch my bikini and some shorts for Paul.”
“Fuck that,” Sara said. “Just get naked and jump in. We won’t look. Once you’re under the water, no one can see anything.”
“Shall we?” Rachel giggled to me but didn’t wait for an answer, hopping up and following Sara across the path to the far side of the garden and out of view before I could even express my reservations.
“While they’re gone, can we have a quick talk?” Doug said, watching his wife and my wife go.
“Sure,” I said, letting him top up my glass yet again. “What’s up?”
“Our house is fitted with CCTV,” he said, taking a slow sip of his own whisky. “It’s in every room. Including the kitchen. Charlene must have forgotten about it.”
I froze, looking at him over the whisky glass which was stuck at my lip. Fuck. I’d thought he was about to confess to Rachel sucking his dick.
“And…?” I prompted him to carry on while wondering how to deal with this unexpected turn of events.
“Paul, I saw you fucking my daughter over the kitchen table,” Doug looked at me levelly. It was dark now but the light from the patio reflected in his eyes as he stared at me, unblinking.
I was in trouble.




Chapter 18
“It just happened,” I explained. “She was showing me Rachel’s profile and the photos Eddie had taken. I was horny - plus she’d been telling me about her porn movies and then she showed me one of her films and I don’t know how but…”
Doug said nothing at first. He just let me keep speaking, then suddenly stopped me, but I wasn’t going to let him get away with making me feel bad when he’d also wronged me.
“It just happened,” I carried on. “I’m a man, flesh and blood. Charlene is beautiful. I know she’s your daughter but when she came onto me, I just responded as any man would. And changing the subject slightly, but isn’t there something you’ve got to tell me? About Rachel - the night she spent in yours and Rachel’s company last week?”
Doug’s eyebrows raised at my raised voice. I hadn’t meant to speak to him in such a challenging tone but I had. I looked down and saw that my fists were bunched on my knees, my whisky glass forgotten in front of me on the table.
“Well played,” Doug replied, nudging begrudgingly. “She sucked my cock and let me cum down her throat. How did you know? Did Rachel tell you?”
“Yes. She says you were going to tell me but she wanted to be the one to do it,” I gave him a stare as tough as the one he’d given me. “But I thought you might have been man enough to tell me as well. You had a few opportunities today. You could have texted me, told me what had happened. But you didn’t. You’d have kept it from me forever if Rachel hadn’t told me.”
“How do you know that?” Doug took another drink. “You don’t know me as well as you think. I could say the same thing about Charlene. Don’t worry - I won’t tell Rachel, I’m presuming she doesn’t know - and I won’t tell Sara either. She wouldn’t be happy at all. It can stay our secret but maybe you and I need to make a little agreement here and now. Whatever is going on with you and my daughter, I want to know about it, okay? In return, if anything happens with Rachel, whether it be with me or someone else, that often happens with escorts, I’ll tell you, okay?”
I took in a deep breath. What did he mean by that often happens with escorts? Did they often go on to cheat on their husbands? Whatever he meant, I didn’t want to know. Not right now at least. “Agreed,” I said and offered him my hand.
To my surprise he grinned a wide smile and took my hand, shaking it firmly. “Let’s go join the girls in the tub.”
I was shocked he’d accepted me fucking Charlene so easily. I’d screwed his daughter - in his own kitchen - surely, he was pissed at me? He didn’t show it if he was. I followed him around the corner of the house to a small courtyard where the Ferrari was parked and the hot tub was nearby, steam rising from it into the rapidly-cooling night air.
“Finally,” Sara shouted out. “We wondered what you were doing.”
“We were just having a bit of bro’ time,” Doug smiled, then lifted up his polo shirt and stripped it off, before dropping his pants and shorts, to the delighted whoops of the two women watching from the tub.
“Get them off, Paul,” Sara encouraged me to join them but I wasn’t quite as bold as Doug, so I turned my back while getting naked then covered my groin with my hands until I was under the hot, bubbling water.
“No need to be shy,” Rachel said. She was sitting opposite to me, with Doug rather annoyingly taking the seat next to her. Sara was to my right, her large breasts almost floating on the surface right under her chin.
“Your wife tells me your dick is quite big,” Doug’s wife said as she reached over the edge of the hot tub and produced more drinks to pass around, this time bottles of beer which she popped the lids off as she handed one to me.
“It does the job,” I nodded, enjoying the sight of her full breasts as they crested the surface of the water when she reached over the edge. They were slightly too round for their size and Sara’s age, a sure sign of them being augmented but the sight of her dark pink nipples made my dick twitch against my thigh.
“No need to be shy then,” Sara replied then moved slowly over towards me. “I’m curious.”
Before I realised what she was doing, I felt her hand wrap around my cock and I looked in alarm towards Rachel but my wife just smiled at me while Doug laughed at my discomfort.
“Did you really think you were going to get in a hot tub naked, with my nymphomaniac wife and not get accosted?” he chuckled.
“I think you owe him a freebie anyway,” Rachel said, much to my surprise, “After I sucked your cock I think the obvious thing would be to let your wife do the same.”
“Oh, he’s all excited,” Sara giggled to them and I realised my cock was fully hard. She was stroking me under the water now, her hand moving back and forth, bringing me to full attention. Then she turned towards me and again, taking me by surprise, she kissed me full on the lips. “I think I want to do more than suck his cock.”
“I wouldn’t say no if I was you,” Doug said to me when Sara pulled away from the kiss, leaving me breathless for a moment. “My wife doesn’t take kindly to not getting what she wants.”
Doug was permitting me to fuck his wife if I wanted. I looked at him, wondering how this had gone from us being just neighbours - to them recruiting my wife into their escort agency - to us now having some sort of depraved swinging session in their hot tub and then I noticed that Rachel’s mocha-coloured arm was moving under the water, much like Sara’s was.
“Are you wanking him off too?” I asked my wife.
“Yes,” Doug answered for her, just before Sara kissed me again.
“Let’s take this into the bedroom,” the busty blonde breathed into my ear, moving the kisses from my mouth to my neck. Her hand was still massaging my dick and I looked over her shoulder to see Doug sitting on the edge of the hot tub. His feet were still in the water and his dick was in Rachel’s mouth. Her dark hair was wet and hung down obscuring the view but her head was moving up and down and then he winked at me again.
You owe me this. I saw him mouth the words to me. This was how he was getting me back for fucking Charlene. He was going to cum in Rachel’s mouth in front of me, probably while getting off on watching me fuck his wife.
“Yes, let’s go to the bedroom,” Rachel said, leaving Doug’s rock-hard cock alone for a moment and standing up suddenly in the water.
“Jin really did shave your pussy,” Doug commented, looking her body up and down appreciatively. “I wasn’t sure if you’d made that bit up earlier.”
“He did a good job too,” Rachel ran a hand over her smooth mound as she climbed out of the tub, Sara standing up and following her, leading me out too by the hand.
As I followed her dumbly into the house, scarcely able to believe what was happening, I couldn’t help but admire her figure. Doug’s wife had the perfect hourglass shape, large breasts, tiny waist and flared hips on either side of a curvy ass and when she turned around for a moment, I noted that her pussy was perfectly smooth too.
“This is why we have such a big bed,” Sara said, climbing up on top of the biggest bed I’d ever seen. “Plenty of room for guests.”
Rachel was already on the bed, bouncing up and down on her knees excitedly, her breasts bobbing up and down with the movement. Where had my shy little wife gone?
“Come here,” Sara instructed me with a curling finger but when I went to sit on the edge of the bed, she pushed me backwards with a hand against my chest and her head went down to take my dick in her mouth.
“Oh fuck,” I heard myself say and I realised I was drunk - just like I’d been with Charlene that first night when I’d let her suck my dick too. Sara’s blonde hair trailed over my lap as her head began to move up and down and the warmth of her mouth went from the root of my cock up to the top and then back down again, making my balls clench at the exquisite feeling.
When I looked to my side I saw Rachel doing the same thing to Doug. She glanced at me and smiled as I watched her, then she moved, sitting upright and pushing her hair back out of her face. Doug’s hands went to her tits, playing with her chocolate coloured nipples as she swung a thigh over him and lifted his cock to point at her shaved slit.
No. She wouldn’t. Not right in front of me. Surely.
But she did. She sank herself down onto his thick, curving cock, moaning as it penetrated her. From where I was laid, just a couple of feet away, I saw the head disappear into my wife. Another man’s cock slipping into my wife’s pussy.
Then Sara did the same, clambering expertly over me and sliding down onto me. Her pussy was wet and tighter than I expected for a woman of her sexual experience. My hands moved, almost involuntarily to her breasts, squeezing them even though they were slightly too big for my hands to encircle fully, unlike Rachel’s. They felt firm, but not hard like I’d expected fake tits to feel. They felt good, as did Sara’s pussy now gliding up and down my shaft expertly.
Next, Doug rolled Rachel over and pushed her thighs open and all I could do was watch as he took her, driving his dick into her hard and then beginning to piston in and out of her urgently - as fast and as roughly as I’d fucked his daughter.
“You’re on birth-control right?” he growled and Rachel moaned that she was. “Good because I want to cum right inside your pretty little black cunt.”
“Do it,” Rachel said, then shuddered and cried out as her orgasm thundered through her. “Do it, please. Cum in me. Fucking cum inside me, please.”
That did it. Sara had stopped moving, just as entranced by her husband pounding the hell out of my wife as I was, but she didn’t need to move. Just the feeling of my cock buried inside her pussy while watching Doug pump his seed into my wife was enough to make me cum.
I grunted as I came and Sara looked at me with a grin on her face. “Oops. Paul came inside me too. Without even asking. You bad boy.”
Doug laughed raggedly at that while holding his cock deep inside Rachel, then he very slowly withdrew and I could still see his cock pulsing as his balls finished emptying themselves inside her. When his still-engorged dick slipped out, a thick trail of white cum ran out of Rachel’s slit, down the crack of her ass and began pooling on the bed.
Sara’s pussy leaked much the same as she got up from me, my own cum dripping from her, some landing on my leg while the rest ran down the inside of her thigh.
“I’d say we’re even now,” Doug offered me his hand as he climbed from the bed. Only he and I knew was he truly meant by that comment and for some reason, I bit down the humiliation that I felt in that moment and took his hand, shaking it for the second time tonight.
“God, that was the horniest thing I’ve ever done,” Rachel slid towards me on the bed then sat up and reached a hand behind my head to pull me down into a kiss. “Did you enjoy it?”
“Did you plan this?” I asked her and she nodded.
“I saw how horny you got from me describing what Jin did to me. I thought you might enjoy watching it more than just hearing the details.”
She was right. As hard as it was to admit, I had enjoyed it. Watching Doug plough Rachel’s pussy had been an incredibly intense and surreal but extremely arousing experience and I realised that if they wanted to do this again, I’d probably do it and next time, I’d take the time to enjoy it more and explore this side of myself.
“You thought right,” I told her as she kissed me one more time. “This doesn’t make us swingers though,” I turned to Doug and Sara who were standing nearby, watching Rachel and I kiss.
“Of course not,” Doug laughed. “We’re not trying to convert you or anything. Don’t worry. We’re just neighbours having a bit of fun and doing some business together, right?”
We got dressed and chilled out for another hour in their conservatory after Doug had packed the hot tub away, talking about Rachel and her future in the agency. I agreed to let her see more clients, with the promise from Sara and Doug that she’d always be well taken care of.
But Doug had one last surprise for me.
“You know I told you that almost all of our clients are elite, super-wealthy business people?” he leaned in close to me with a twinkle in his eye. “But I mentioned that there’s a couple of men who we service because they’re long-standing clients?”
I nodded. “Go on.”
“One of them is Greeny,” Sara said.
“That’s why you asked me if I’d ever met Paul’s boss,” Rachel commented, a look of comprehension dawning on her pretty face. “The first night we talked.”
“I wouldn’t have let you work for us if there was any possibility he might have recognised you on the website or somehow figured out who you were,” Sara continued. “But this does present a rather unique opportunity for you, moving forward.”
“If you wanted some sort of leverage over your boss,” Doug’s eyes met mine. “He’s got a tiny dick and is a submissive.”
“He loves to be spanked and fucked up the arse with a strap-on,” Sara carried on. “I’ve been fucking the pathetic little shit for years.”
“I’ve fucked his sister plenty of times too,” Doug chuckled. “Janine. She’s in the swinging scene. I can tell you plenty about her.”
“You just need to think of a way to use this information,” Sara tapped her lip thoughtfully. “The agency’s reputation relies on its confidentiality but I’m sure we can find a way.”
Andrew Green has got a tiny penis. He loves women dominating him and fucking him in the ass with a strap-on cock. His sister was a swinger. I let those facts sink in for a moment.
Then an idea struck me.
“Oh, wow,” I said. “This is going to be fun.”




Epilogue
“Hi Paul,” Luca said as he met me outside the old Black Cats Club. “It’s nice to see you again.”
“Likewise,” I shook his offered hand and the Brazilian smiled, his white teeth glinting in the bright midwinter sunshine. “It’s cold out here. Shall we go inside?”
He led me into the newly refurbished club. A lot had been done to it in the six months since I sold it. It now had a new frontage and a sign ready for the new name to go up before it opened in a few weeks. Inside, it had been completely redecorated, in much brighter and lighter colours this time. It was still going to be an adult entertainment type venue but the sleaze factor that had once greeted you when you walked in was now gone. The place felt more like a modern, trendy restaurant or a posh hotel cocktail bar.
“The place looks great,” I said, looking around as we sat down in a small leather-seated booth. “The new owners have done a good job with it.”
“That’s the reason I invited you here,” Luca said, looking over my shoulder. “The new owners wanted to meet you.”
A short tanned fellow with a plain face and brown hair sat next to Luca, extending his hand over the table.
“Pablo,” he introduced himself but he didn’t sound like a Pablo. “This is my wife Maria.”
A slim, leggy brunette smiled at me as I made room for her to sit next to me. “We’re only in the country for a couple more days,” she said then waved for a young, floppy-haired fellow to bring us a couple of drinks over from the bar which was currently in the process of being slowly stocked up.
“Pablo and Maria,” I shook Pablo’s hand then looked from him to his wife. “Pardon me for mentioning this, but you don’t look or sound very South American.”
“We’re not,” Pablo sat back in his seat. “We’re from around here but we moved to Brazil, oh… around the time the previous owners were arrested. We’re only here temporarily as Maria said. We’ve invested a lot of money into this place and we risked coming here for a few weeks to make sure it was being dealt with properly and we wanted to find the right staff to run the place for us once we go back to Rio.”
“You risked coming here?” I shook my head, nonplussed.
“My clients are part of the reason the last owners were dispossessed of the property and imprisoned,” Luca explained.
“Ah,” I suddenly felt uncomfortable. These two were criminals. I vaguely recalled the story. The Crowe family who had owned the Black Cats had been grassed up to the authorities by their accountant and the wife of one of the owners, the pair of which had emptied the company’s bank accounts and fled the country. I had a suspicion I was looking at those two people right now. Probably two very dangerous people.
“I’m going to come right out with it, Paul,” Pablo leaned in towards me. “I heard from a mutual friend about a guy who sold a venue, despite it being a very difficult sell, and who then went on to blackmail the estate agent he worked for into giving him the entire profits from the sale despite there already being a generous bonus involved. Apparently, he left the employ of that said company but somehow negotiated an ongoing profit cut by arranging his wife to be a silent member of the company board.”
“And I heard,” said the lovely Maria, “That he did this by letting his wife sleep with the estate agent while videoing the man being buggered with a strap-on dildo - all on the desk of the company CEO. Very clever and devious.”
“I also heard that the man procured another video, this time of the estate agent’s sister being gangbanged by himself and a group of friends at a nearby swingers’ club. This man and his wife sound very much like ourselves,” Pablo added. “Maria and I like to do things like this and we treat our enemies in much the same way.”
“It sounds like this man and his wife have accrued exactly our style of business sense,” Maria continued. “Which is why we’d like you to run this club for us, once we return to Brazil.”
“We’re happy to recompense you very generously,” Pablo passed me a sheet of paper and when I saw the amount written on it, my eyes widened. Wow. “And you’ll be fully trained in all aspects of how we want the new club to be run. You’ll be protected and looked after and we’d be happy to fly you over to Rio to spend a few weeks with us a few times a year as a holiday and for business meetings to see how things are going.”
“I’ll do it,” I said. It was a no brainer. The amount on the piece of paper in front of me was more than I’d earn in ten years.
“Excellent,” Maria put her hand on my arm. “Would you care to bring your wife out tonight, for a meal at the Royal Towers tonight? We’ve hired out the penthouse and we’d love to extend our hospitality to you for the night.”
“I’m sure Rachel would love that,” I smiled. “She’s a very hospitable kind of lady. You’ll like her, I’m sure.”
“I’ll have Luca here give you the times and details,” Pablo said as we all stood up from the table to leave. “I shall look forward to discussing matters in more detail tonight.”
We shook hands again as we stepped back out into the bright but bitterly cold January morning. “One more thing,” I asked as I turned to leave.
“Yes?” Maria said with an intense look in her eyes. I was looking forward to getting to know her better later.
“Have you come up with a name for the club yet?” I pointed towards the blank sign above our heads.
“As it happens, no, we haven’t as yet,” Pablo cocked an eyebrow. “Do you have a suggestion?”
“Seeing as none of us here are perfect people,” I mused out loud, “And how no one that works here or comes here will ever be either. How about this?”
A phrase I’d used in conversation with Charlene all those months ago had stuck in my mind and I didn’t know why. Perhaps it was destiny. Perhaps everything that came before was just leading to this moment.
“How about,” I waved my arm in an exaggerated grandiose fashion like I was a circus ringmaster or something. “The No Angels Bar.”
“I like it,” Maria smiled at me. “No Angels. Done.”




Afterword
I hope you enjoyed Sara’s Shocking Secret. For those of you who recognised some of the names and locations from the other No Angels novels, here is the full list!
This book is set approximately one year after ‘The Bad Crowd’ and The Black Cats Club is the venue featured in the ‘The Bad Crowd’. The Crowe family are the antagonists from that same book and Pablo and Marie are, of course, Paul and Monica - two of the central characters. Also, Andrew Green is mentioned in the book - being ‘Pablo’s former boss - another reason why he is so delighted at the story of ‘Greeny’ being blackmailed.
Becky and her husband are the two central characters from ‘Dawn’s Dark Desires’ and the scene featuring ‘Terry’ being chased out by Becky’s husband before ever getting to meet her is the same scene featured in that book, instead being told from Becky’s husband’s point of view.
Eddie and Rob are the photographer and model from ‘The Photo Shoot’ and Eddie’s home studio is featured in that book heavily, along with Eddie’s wife Leanne and the Chinese assistant, Liu. Janine Green, the sister of Andrew Green is also mentioned in ‘The Photo Shoot’ as the ‘school slut’ when she and the main characters were all at school together.




Alan and his Cerulean Films company are featured in ‘Katie’s Casting Call,’ as is Charlene, who features as A Note to the Reader
I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!
By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.
Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star-rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!
Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!
Until next time,
Paul
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