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Chapter 1
If I knew then what I know now, I’d never have gotten involved with the Crowe family. I’d known Jason since we were kids, although we’d never been close friends and he seemed a nice enough guy. Popular, clever, driven. I knew he’d do well for himself, and he did, setting up his own business (some sort of car sales website) which seemed to take off for him as soon as we left college.
I went on to get a job in a legal office, but the pay wasn’t brilliant and my career never progressed quite how I wanted it to. I was happy enough, I met Hayley in my early twenties, and we went on to get married and we became the standard suburban couple I guess, car, mortgage and everything else that comes with being Mr and Mrs Average.
Except Hayley wasn’t average. Unlike me, she’s anything but. Blonde, curvy with large 38DD breasts, and a cute if not strikingly beautiful face, she always turned guys heads but for some reason, she fell for me, even though I’m nowhere near in her league. I’m of medium height and build, brown hair fading slightly at the temples already. One way to describe me would be ‘blends in easily.’
Everyone says I’m a lucky guy. Nice house, car, gorgeous wife, and yet I felt like my life wasn’t going anywhere. I wanted more; a better car; bigger house, holidays abroad; things my wallet just wouldn’t stretch to. So when Jason Crowe reappeared in my life, offering me a way to earn some extra money, I jumped at the chance.
Jason hadn’t changed much. Tall, good-looking and full of charm, he saw me in Starbucks and sat next to me, much to my surprise, black americano in hand, contrasted to my ‘average’ cappuccino.
“How’s it going, Paul?” he asked with a toothy smile.
“Hi, Jason. I’m good. How are you?” I was surprised he remembered my name.
“I’m great,” he replied, then went on to ask all the usual ‘catching up with an old friend’ questions, which I went along with, answering honestly, even though I was fairly sure that I wasn’t doing as well as he was, if the expensive Rolex watch on his wrist was anything to go by. By the end of the conversation, he’d told me about his five-bedroom house, three cars, showed me photos of his stunning model wife and I began to wonder if he’d just sat next to me to piss me off for some reason.
“It’s the family business,” he explained. “We keep moving into different fields, expanding, you know? And we always need more staff, so if you’re looking to earn some good money. Let me know?” He passed me his business card. Even that reeked of luxury; glossy and steel-edged.
I told him I had a mortgage and other commitments, so I didn’t want to leave my current steady job, but if there were any opportunities to do something part-time and make some extra cash, of course, I’d be interested and he reassured me that I could work whatever hours I wanted and that it was easy money, Like, really, really easy.
I told him I’d think about it, and that was that. We said our goodbyes, but I somehow knew that wouldn’t be the last time I’d see Jason and sure enough, I ran into him again in the railway station a few days later.
“Thought about my offer?” he said when he caught up with me on the platform. I hadn’t had time to give it any proper consideration, and of course, I needed to talk to Hayley about it first too. He said that was fine, but not to wait too long; the opportunity wouldn’t be around forever.
I spoke to it about Hayley that night and she told me that as long as I didn’t spend too much time working, she didn’t mind and the extra money would come in useful, of course. I called Jason the next day, and he set up a meeting at his home, with him and his brother for that evening.
The house was as I expected; huge and beautifully decorated. I was introduced to Jason’s wife, Monica, who was even more gorgeous than the photos he’d shown me on his phone. She was tall and leggy, dark-skinned with lustrous black hair that came down to her shapely waist. Then finally, I met Jason’s brother, Kyle and his girlfriend Lene, a bona fide blonde Barbie doll of a woman.
Kyle was remarkably different from his brother. Not just his much more rugged exterior, but also his total lack of charm. Bald-headed, swarthy and covered in tattoos, Kyle was intimidating and his manner added to that, being very blunt and to-the-point.
“Let’s get down to business,” he practically growled at me as he almost crushed my fingers in our handshake. “I need someone with some legal knowledge. You work in law, right?”
“Yeah, but,” I hesitated, wondering where this was going, “I’m only a Paralegal, not a lawyer, so...”
“Doesn’t matter,” Kyle cut me off. “I need someone who knows the legal language. Someone who can write a contract up and make it sound legit.”
I sensed something was up, and as the conversation went on, I realised what Kyle Crowe wanted was for me to write up protection contracts. What he was describing was a protection racket and I sat back in amazement at their nerve.
“I thought you ran-” I tried to find a less offensive word than illegal, “-legit businesses. If I’d known what this was, I wouldn’t have come here. I’m sorry.” I stood up to leave.
“Don’t want to do anything illegal, eh?” Kyle responded coolly. “I understand, But hear me out. For every job you do, I’m happy to pay you generously.”
He then quoted a figure, and after a minute I sat back down. “That much? Really?”
“Really,” Kyle said, a smile arching across his face. “Our business might not be conventional but it’s lucrative. Big money. And you can have a cut of it.”
“Isn’t it risky?” I asked. The money was tempting but I didn’t want to get caught and end up doing a stretch in prison.
“You’ll be looked after and protected,” Jason joined in the conversation. “We have heavies that do all the work for us. They get well paid too, but if anyone gets caught, it’d be them. We keep our hands clean, and you’ll be part of our group.”
I hesitated, still unsure.
“I promise. You have my word,” Jason said softly. “You in?”
The money was just too good. “I’m in.”
The next several weeks were a whirlwind of jobs, all just contracts that needed drawing up and checking. I didn’t deliver them or chase them up for signing, as Jason said, there were heavies for doing that, one of which I came to know quite well. Dwayne was your typical thug-type. Dark skinned, muscled, ridiculously tall, with a mohawk and a mean glint in his eye, but he was actually an easy to get on with guy, not at all what he appeared to be, but I was sure that he put on a great act on with our ‘customers’ and didn’t have any problem scaring the crap out of them.
Within just a few months, I had enough money to give up my day job but decided not to. I just didn’t know when this ‘good thing’ I was on might end. Jason and I had a conversation about it because he wanted me to able to devote more time to ‘the company’ and he said he wanted to reassure me that it was quite safe for me to quit.
“Maybe it’s time to introduce you to Mr Crowe,” he suggested. By Mr Crowe, he meant his father. Ray Crowe was Jason and Kyle’s father and the ‘big boss’ of everyone. I’d never met him, but over recent weeks I’d heard of his fierce reputation, both as a businessman and as someone not to mess with.
“As long as you’re respectful to him, dad’s really not that bad of a guy,” Kyle added.
“Why do you think I should meet him?” I asked, dreading the thought.
“Well, maybe I’m speaking out of turn,” Jason started, glancing at Kyle and when his brother didn’t stop him, he continued, “But you’ve impressed a lot of people since starting with us, and dad wants to make you an offer.”
“What sort of offer?”
Jason smiled. “He wants to make you a full partner, with full money.”
Full money. I was already earning good pay, but full money meant even more.
“There are always conditions with dad though,” Kyle added.
“He wants to meet you and meet your wife. He likes to get to know people he gives jobs to and thinks that by meeting their friends, partners or families, it gives him a better insight as to who you are.” Jason glanced at Kyle, but again his brother didn’t say anything.
I agreed, somewhat nervous, but optimistic that this might lead to even better things. Hayley knew that I was working for the Crowes, and I’d eventually told her that the business wasn’t entirely legitimate, but as long as the money was good, and that we weren’t at any risk, she said she could live with it. I also had a feeling that the expensive clothes, jewellery and handbag that I’d bought her so far from my newfound earnings also had something to do with it.
The following week, I took Hayley to dinner with the Crowes. We met up at a fancy Italian restaurant, the most expensive in town, which we’d never have been able to afford to go to in the past, but here we were. She looked gorgeous in a fitted emerald dress which showed off her fuller figured curves to perfection and her look was completed with a designer handbag and the new jewellery I’d got her. I was in a smart designer shirt and tie, as befitted meeting my new top boss.
When we got there, Jason and Monica were there, her dark looks contrasting against Hayley when they sat down together at the bar as we waited for our table. Kyle arrived next, with Lene who was blonde like Hayley, but paler, so her hair was almost white, and also much taller and skinnier. Then we were introduced to the other partner who I hadn’t met yet, Joel, an older grey-haired guy, along with his wife Penny, a glamorous red-head half his age.
“Hi, everyone,” I said as I joined them all at the bar, but none of them paid me much attention. Rather, their focus was behind me and I turned to see the man himself, Ray Crowe walking towards us.
Ray was tall, at least six feet, and broad even for that height. He had more in common with Jason than he did Kyle. He was handsome; olive-skinned and handsome, even with streaks of silver shooting through his short black hair. Flanking him was the friendly brute, Dwayne, obviously acting as his bodyguard for the evening.
Behind him was a small, Thai woman. Extremely pretty and petite, she walked with a confidence that defied her stature. This must be Annabel, his wife. I’d heard a lot about her. She wasn’t Jason and Kyle’s mother; she’d died some years ago before Annabel ever came into the picture. The brothers described her as the ‘matriarch’ of the business. A woman not to be messed with.
“Get all the men a whisky,” Ray called over the bar, “And the women will all have a glass of champagne now, then we’ll have a couple of bottles at our table when it’s ready.”
“It’s ready now, sir,” the bartender replied, swiftly pouring six shots until Ray stopped him.
“Water for my man here,” Ray indicated at Dwayne, “He’s driving.”
“Of course. Sorry, sir,” the young barman apologised, but Ray ignored him.
“Didn’t you hear the man?” he said to Jason while looking me up and down appraisingly. “Our table’s ready. Lead the way. Paul here doesn’t know where it is.”
Jason rolled his eyes at his father and gestured for us to follow him, towards a dim corner of the restaurant, where a long table was set out for us. As we walked over, Ray’s attention shifted to Hayley, not bothering to hide the fact that he was staring at her breasts, and then her ass. Annabel didn’t seem bothered at all, and no one else seemed to notice so I guessed he was just one of those men. Men with his sort of wealth and power could get away with these things.
As we sat down, Annabel caught my eye. “I’m Annabel Crowe, Ray’s wife. It’s lovely to meet you. We’ve heard very good things.”
“Thank you,” I said, taking her offered hand and kissing the back of it. “This is Hayley, my wife.”
Ray had only just sat down, but she stood again to shake Hayley’s hand and kiss her on the cheek, so I stood up to shake his hand when he turned to me.
“You’re a lucky man, Paul,” Ray said to me without his eyes leaving my wife. “Hayley is lovely.”
“Thank you,” I said again, feeling slightly awkward because everyone’s eyes were on me for some reason. “I know she’s out of my league. I guess I must be doing something right.”
That raised a chuckle around the table and broke the tension, for which I was grateful.
“Maybe he’s got a huge dick,” said Ray with a shrug and a smile and before I could think of an answer for that, the waiter came over with a bucket full of champagne on ice, and the starters followed straight after.
“Have you been introduced to Joel and Penny Woodson?” Annabel asked while we ate. “Joel is a crafter. He’s so good at it that we made him a partner.”
“A crafter?” Hayley asked.
“I forge things,” Joel said with a wry grin, saving Annabel the job of explaining more diplomatically. “Passports and IDs. Police warrants. Bailiff warrants. Whatever you like.”
“And because you’re good at your speciality, I wanted to talk to you about making you a partner too,” Ray cut in with a sharp look at Joel, maybe for his bluntness. “Only a junior partner, but you’ll still be earning at least double what you’re making now. If you’re interested in becoming a more permanent member of our family.”
“And by family, we mean family,” Annabel added, giving Hayley a look for some reason.
The table went quiet again at that, but as we ate Ray began to explain fully what he expected from me, and it was all very reasonable. The main thing was more hours. I’d have to quit my day job and throw myself into the Crowe family business completely, but the figures he was talking were more than worth it.
“I need to talk to Hayley privately first,” I said after the meal was finished, “But I’m definitely very interested.”
“You don’t need to talk to me,” Hayley said, putting her hand over mine and smiling at Ray. “He’ll do it. He loves working for you, and the money is a lot better than his other job.”
I was going to tell her to slow down, but Annabel raised an eyebrow at me in such a way that I shut up before I even got a word out.
“Grab your drinks,” Ray announced, standing up. “We’re going into the back room for the last hour. Nico has put some entertainment on for us.”
During the evening, I’d learned the Nico was the restaurant owner and a close friend of Ray’s. I don’t know whether he really was a friend, or if Nico was simply one of Ray’s protected ‘customers,’ who did what he was told, or else. He was a tall, lanky and greasy fellow who led us through into a small private part of the restaurant which had its own bar in the corner and just a handful of tables surrounding a small dance floor. It was immaculately furnished and decorated, although I could barely see through the haze of a smoke machine which was pumping out in the corner and the swinging beams of coloured light that spotlight the walls and floor.
Nico poured us each a different flavoured Sambuca shot as we joined him at the bar. I told him to choose a random flavour for me, then instantly regretted it as I got chilli flavour which made my eyes water, much to the amusement of everyone around me.
Hayley was the last to go. “Another round,” Ray said with a smile after she’d downed it, a banana shot which she said was delicious. Nico prepared another ten shots, an apple flavour this time for me. “But let’s use this one as a toast - to Paul and Hayley joining us.”
As they all repeated our names out loud, I looked at my wife and she smiled happily back at me, then grimaced as she necked the shot. “Lemon. Really, really sour lemon,” she explained.
I laughed and drank mine, but as I began to tell her that mine actually tasted great, my words were drowned out by music starting up.
“Take a seat,” Jason said loudly into my ear so I could hear him, and we all made our way to the tables, where I sat down. Jason sat on one side of me, Kyle on the other, so Hayley was at the next table, seated between Jason’s wife Monica and Ray.
Then a couple appeared through the smoke; a woman dressed in a tiny black one-piece, fishnet stockings, a top hat and a cane, and a guy in just a pair of tight leather trousers, his oiled muscular chest shining in the disco lights.
I saw my wife’s eyebrows lift at the sight, then she began to giggle as the man approached her, taking her hand and kissing it, before starting to dance sexily in front of her. She was obviously enjoying it, despite being equally embarrassed, and so completely entranced by him that she didn’t notice the female dancer walk over to me. A gloved hand stroked my cheek before she turned around and bent forward so that her curvy backside was right in front me, then she lowered herself onto my lap, and tossed her long jet black hair so that it was over my shoulder and her face was next to mine. I could feel her ass grind onto my cock as she gyrated against me, then she spun around again, this time leaning into me and raising herself up so that her generous cleavage was right in front of my eyes.
I could feel everyone watching me for my reaction, but I thought it might be deemed as rude to not stare where I was supposed to, at the hot dancer performing for me.
Luckily, after another minute or so of lap dancing for me, she moved away and her male partner joined her, where they began to dance together erotically, grinding against each other under the flashing lights.
Finally, I glanced over to Hayley who was pretending to fan her face to cool down, while Monica and Ray both said something to her, presumably asking her if she’d enjoyed that and teasing her about it.
“Did you like that?” the gruff Kyle smirked at me. “Dad owns a strip club called Black Cats. Do you know it?”
“I’ve heard of it.” Of course, I had. Black Cats was renowned for being a very expensive and exclusive place, a half-hour drive away in the next town to us. I didn’t know the Crowes owned it. “I’ve never been though.”
“I’ll take you one night,” Kyle promised. “You’ll love it. It’s full of girls like Annie here.”
Annie, the female dancer was still on the dance floor, moving together with the guy and as I watched, he unzipped her suit, and as she turned around, she let it fall down, exposing her breasts. They were too large for her slim frame and obviously fake, but I still couldn’t take my eyes off them until I suddenly became aware of Hayley’s stare, boring into me like a pair of hot laser beams.
“Sorry,” I shrugged with a sheepish grin and she just shook her head in mock disgust and then returned her attention to the two strippers, who had discarded their top and trousers respectively, but they didn’t take it to the next level. They continued to dance sexily, her topless and him just in a g-string, but he never took it off to reveal what was inside his impressively-sized package, and she never removed her thong, despite me mentally willing her to with everything I’d got. They danced to the end of the song, and then took a bow and disappeared back into the haze, to a round of applause from everyone seated, including me and Hayley.
We had another round of drinks before dancing, which I really wasn’t up for. I can be as fun as the next guy but dancing is the one thing I just don’t do. Everyone danced with their partner at first, and because I was the last one sat down, I let Hayley drag me reluctantly onto the dance floor. The music changed to a slower song, allowing us to dance close enough to talk.
“You looked like your eyes were going to pop out,” Hayley breathed into my ear, referring to Annie.
“You’re one to talk,” I replied with a chuckle. “I didn’t see you pushing that guy away.”
She laughed back but right then, Ray interrupted us.
“Can I have this dance?” he said smoothly and without waiting for an answer, he took Hayley by the hand and eased her away from me and into the middle of the group. As I went to sit back down, however, someone took me by the arm.
“Where do you think you’re going?” asked Annabel.
“I was just going to grab a drink and have a sit-down,” I replied, indicating towards the table where I’d been sat.
“Because my husband has stolen your wife?” she said with an arched brow.
“I’m not a huge fan of dancing anyway,” I didn’t want her to think I was offended. I didn’t want to blow anything, not when I was on the edge of becoming a partner.
“Well, that’s a shame because I’m a husband short now and was hoping you’d fill in for him.”
Again, I didn’t want to offend anyone, so I let her lead me back into the middle of the dance floor again, where she leaned in close to me, making me want the slow music to stop and go back to something more uptempo again. Not that Annabel wasn’t attractive. She was. She was in great shape for her age. Older than me while not looking quite as old as Ray, who was old enough to be my father. Slim and petite, her figure still had curves and her long dark hair smelled sweet and fruity as she stood on tiptoe to talk into my ear.
“I like you,” she said softly, and I felt her hand slip down my back onto my butt.
“Thank y- um, thank you,” I stammered slightly. “I’m flattered but-”
How did I handle this unexpected turn?
“Ray likes Hayley too,” she said before I could finish. “This is why I’m dancing with you. To talk.”
“To talk about what?” I replied, easing myself away from her, alarm bells suddenly ringing in my head.
“Come with me,” she said gently, and calmly pulled me towards the bar and then through a door behind it. The room beyond was a small office, and she gestured towards a desk with two chairs. “Sit down.”
I did as I was asked, but my mind was reeling and was heart was beating fast. What was going on?
Annabel sat down opposite me, her dark eyes considering mine. “How much do you want to be a part of our family?”
“Very much,” I said honestly. “Why?”
“Because there are certain conditions that Ray always insists on, before letting someone on the inside of our organisation. He needs a special level of trust.”
“I can understand that,” I said slowly, wondering where she was going with this.
“Jason and Kyle are his sons,” Annabel continued, “But even they had to pass certain conditions to allow Monica and Lene into the family.”
“He controls who his sons can marry?”
“Not quite,” Annabel explained, “But he does control who joins in the organisation, and in the business that we’re in, it’s hard to be married to someone on the inside and not be involved. So, when Jason married Monica and Kyle married Lene, there were certain conditions that had to be met, to ensure that they could be trusted as partners.”
“What about Joel and Penny?”
“Yes, them too. They almost didn’t go through with it, but in the end, they did - and they’re much happier and wealthier for it. So if you wanted to speak to them about it, or Lene or Monica and the brothers - for advice - before making a decision, that might help you.”
“A decision about what?” She wasn’t making a lot of sense.
“Shall I just come out with it?” Annabel said in a tone that didn’t match the smile on her face.
“Please do,” I said as kindly as I could manage.
“Everyone that has joined the company has either spent a night with Ray, if they’re female, or if they’re male, their partners have.”
Annabel said it so casually, with that practiced smile, that I had to ask her to repeat herself, sure that I’d misheard. She said it again, word for word. I couldn’t believe it.
“So, what you’re saying, is that if I want to become a partner, I have to make Hayley have sex with Ray?” I stood up, a ripple of anger running through me.
“Sit back down,” Annabel said, as cool as ice. “You don’t have to make her do anything.”
“Too right, I don’t,” I replied but I didn’t sit back down.
“You misunderstand me,” the pretty Thai spoke softly again. “What I meant is that Hayley might actually want to, rather than you having to make her.”
“I seriously doubt it,” I snorted incredulously. “We’re married, for god’s sake.”
“So are Joel and Penny. So were Sarah and Joseph, who was a partner before you. Monica and Lene weren’t married to the boys at the time but they were serious steady girlfriends.”
“You’re telling me that Ray’s slept with Penny? And both of his son’s wives?”
“Yes, he has. And he still does, from time to time. Add to that list: Sarah, who was Joseph’s wife, and Jessica who was another partner’s wife, I forget his name. So, yes. It’s his condition; his way of connecting us like family and setting a certain bond between us all.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “I don’t believe it,” I muttered, “And even if I did, it’s wrong. It’s like blackmail or something.”
“No, it’s not blackmail,” Annabel shook her head, her dark hair tumbling over one shoulder. “He has a way of charming the women. None of the wives or girlfriends I just mentioned have ever said no to his offer or slept with him without wanting to. Perhaps you should ask Hayley what she thinks before you just say no. At least talk it over with her.”
“You’re his wife,” I pointed out. “Don’t you mind him doing this? Oh, and he’s not doing it to make special bonds and all this family trust bullshit. He’s doing it because he likes fucking women. It’s as simple as that. And he gets away with it.”
“Of course he likes fucking. All men do,” Annabel pointed a slim finger my way. “Be honest, if you were wealthy and powerful, wouldn’t you abuse your status a bit - to get what you want? He’s already rich enough to quit this all tomorrow and has enough money to live on for the rest of his life. He’s can buy anything he wants. So he gets his kicks this way instead.”
“And you don’t care?”
“I did, at first,” she shrugged. “But I get to do whatever I want with whoever I want too. It works both ways.”
“But - it’s wrong,” I said, sitting down lamely. “It’s just wrong.”
“You do know what this business does, don’t you?” Annabel tossed her head back in laughter. She was even more attractive when she smiled and laughed genuinely. “We’re hardly paragons of virtue, Paul. We extort money, launder it, invest it in other even less lawful enterprises to make more money. It might feel wrong to you, Ray using his authority like this, but compared to what else he does…”
I didn’t like to think about what else he did. He was a big, powerful looking man. I could easily imagine him cracking people’s heads. People that disagreed with him.
“So, for me to become a partner, I have to let him fuck my wife, that’s what you’re saying?”
“It’s just how it is,” Annabel said simply. “Why don’t we go back into the room now? Take some time to think about it. Speak to Hayley. Talk to Monica and Lene, or the boys. They’ve all been sat where you are now. They know what you’re going through.”
With that, she got up and walked over to the door, waiting for me to follow her and without replying, I did. I hadn’t thought about Hayley dancing with Ray the whole time I’d been talking with Annabel, so I didn’t know what to expect, but to my relief, Ray was at the bar getting more shots while Hayley was sat down talking to Monica, the leggy brunette wife of Jason who was sat nearby, laughing and joking with his brother.
“We’re leaving,” I said to Hayley. She gave Monica a look which told me that she knew what was wrong, and I wondered if Ray said the same to her while they’d been dancing, as what Annabel had to me in the back room.
“Okay,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “I guess we need to talk, don’t we?”
That confirmed it. She stood up but as she did, Monica passed her a piece on paper with a telephone number on.
“Call me?” she said as I dragged Hayley away. I knew that everyone was watching us, Ray included, but I couldn’t stay there and pretend to be enjoying myself after having such a bombshell dropped on me. Plus, the reality of what had happened was setting in. A surge of disappointment was washing over me at the knowledge that I wouldn’t be a partner in the business. I’d have to go back to my boring legal job and back to our mundane way of life on mediocre wages. There was no way Hayley and I could go through with this.
Was there?




Chapter 2
Hayley knew that I was upset, so we didn’t talk much in the taxi on the way home, and even when we got in, we managed to avoid each other for the hour or so before bed but the elephant in the room wasn’t going to stay quiet forever. I knew that.
“You look like you were having a good chat with Monica,” I broached the subject carefully after I joined Hayley in bed.
“Yes, she’s lovely,” she replied equally carefully. “Where did Annabel take you?”
“To a small back room,” I described it to her. “So she could have a private talk.”
“Ray told me,” Hayley nodded. “He said that it’s best to explain how things are separately, so they can gauge our reactions properly.”
“Reactions to what?” I still wasn’t sure how much Ray and Monica had told her. “Annabel told me something that I’m not comfortable with. I didn’t react well, obviously. What did Ray tell you?”
“Not anything more than that,” Hayley said slowly, “He left the rest to Monica.”
“He thinks he can fuck anyone he wants,” I ranted suddenly, losing my patience. “Who does he think he is? It’s blackmail.”
“The entire business is based on blackmail,” Hayley echoed what Annabel said earlier. “What did you expect?”
“I didn’t expect him to want to fuck my wife as part of my employment contract!”
“Did she put it as bluntly as that?” Hayley said, looking surprised.
“Annabel? Oh yeah, once I told her to just come out with it.” I laughed bitterly, “She says that everyone that’s ever become a major player in the company has had to let him fuck their wife or partner. Even his own sons’ girlfriends. How fucked up is that?”
“Monica told me the same,” Hayley said, her hand finding mine under the covers and squeezing it. “She said Annabel arranged it all. It is a bit screwed up.”
“And Annabel’s fine with it, which is even weirder. He’s her husband!”
“Monica says that Annabel is allowed to sleep with other guys too. They have an open relationship sort of thing,” she shrugged, making her boobs jiggle in the thin vest top she was wearing. “Each to their own, I guess.”
“I can’t believe that the girls went through with it. They’re young and gorgeous. Penny too,” I glanced at Hayley and saw her pretty green eyes narrow at me. “Not as gorgeous as you, of course.”
“I should hope not,” she smiled. “I can understand the women doing it. Ray’s good-looking, rich, funny. But I don’t get how Joel and the boys could let it happen. Well, I do. It’s the money.”
“You think Ray’s good-looking?” I sat up a bit straighter in bed. “He’s old enough to be your father.”
“True, but still. You can understand it, he’s very…” she groped for a word, “...charismatic… charming, sort of. You can probably imagine him using his charm to always get what he wants. He’s that sort of man.”
“Annabel said the same thing,” I conceded. “She even said not to say no right away, but to talk to you first. She said you might actually want to do it.”
“Well,” Hayley said, pausing to choose her words carefully, “Like I said, I can understand that some of the other women might not have been totally turned off at the idea.”
I stopped talking and studied her for a second. Was she speaking for herself at that moment? It certainly sounded like it. “How about you, Hayley? Are you totally turned off at the idea?”
Hayley’s eyes widened, and she stared back at me without speaking for a full minute or so. I realised that she’d been holding her breath when she suddenly exhaled. “The extra money has been so good for us. You’ve worked so hard - done so well - to build it up… well, it just seems such a shame to lose it.”
“Yes, it’s a shame,” I admitted. “But this is too much to ask of anyone. No amount of money is worth betraying your partner for.”
“Is that how you see it?” Hayley shuffled sideways in bed, so she was looking at me. “As betrayal? It’s only betrayal if you don’t agree to it, or don’t know about it.”
“And I don’t agree to it, so-”
“Don’t you think we’ve been getting along much better?” she asked, turning the conversation suddenly. “Since we’ve had all this money, we’ve been so happy. Our marriage has never been better. Don’t you remember how things were before? When we were broke, we argued constantly.”
“Not constantly,” I argued. “Yeah, we had our disagreements, but don’t all couples?”
“Whatever,” Hayley persisted, “But we’ve had far less since you started working for the Crowes. We’ve barely argued once that I can remember. With all the financial pressures off our shoulders, we’re back to being us. Me and you. The Paul and Hayley that dated, went out, got married all those years ago. We’re happy. I want to stay happy.”
“I agree. I want to stay happy too,” I pointed out. “That goes without saying. But I can find another job. One with more money and-”
“Really?” Hayley said, folding her arms underneath her boobs. “I don’t think so, Paul.”
“So what are you saying? Are you suggesting that you do it with him?”
“I know it’s not what you want, Paul, “ Hayley sighed, “And it doesn’t seem right, but it’s one night. One night. Let him have what he wants, I’ll take one for the team, so to speak, and we can carry on like we have been doing. Being happy.”
I took a deep breath, wondering how the hell this conversation had gotten this far. I wanted to keep working for the Crowes. The money was fantastic and Hayley was right in that we’d never been as comfortable or as happy in years, but this was my wife, my marriage, and that was worth more than any job or amount of money.
“What if it affects our marriage?” I asked. “Yes, we might be wealthier than we’ve ever been, free of financial pressure, but what if you having sex with him affects us in ways we don’t anticipate. Is it really worth the risk?”
“I’m not going to fall in love with him!” Hayley snorted. “Do you think I would do this if I felt it was risking our marriage? If I felt there was even the smallest chance of it causing problems with me and you, I wouldn’t even consider it. Your pride is getting the way, I think.”
Was she right? Was I just being possessive and stubborn?
“Let me sleep on it,” I said, rolling away from her. I was tired of talking about it now, and it was messing with my head.
I felt Hayley move behind me, and then the light went out, followed by her shuffling up behind and putting her around me. “I don’t want to sleep,” she said softly, then moved her head down to the front of my shorts. “You’re hard,” she commented, sounding surprised.
I was. In fact, I was painfully hard and I didn’t know why. “Just a random hard-on,” I said, not knowing how else to reply.
“Are you sure?” Hayley purred into my ear, tugging my shorts down and wrapping her hand around my cock. “It’s not that the thought of me being naughty turns you on? Because that’s kind of kinky.”
“No!” I retorted. Although the mental image of Hayley and Ray had popped into my mind, I wasn’t sure if it repulsed me or turned me on, which was confusing. “I’m just a bit frustrated or something.”
“Then let me sort that out for you,” Hayley said, pulling me over so that we were facing each other, then sliding down the bed to take me in her mouth. As she did, I put a hand on the back of her head, but she pulled away after only a few moments of sucking me.
“Don’t tease me,” I moaned.
“I’m not going to,” Hayley said quietly. “Just promise me that you’ll at least think about it? I promise it won’t affect us. It’s like you don’t trust me.”
“I trust you,” I assured her and she closed her mouth around me again, the warmth of her mouth making me even harder.
She expertly worked my cock with her lips and tongue for several minutes, getting me to the edge of cumming then stopped again. “Fuck me,” she asked, and I didn’t need her to ask twice. I rolled her to her back, lifting her top to expose her large tits, and took one in my mouth, sucking it hard as I got on top of her.
“I’m not going to last long,” I warned her as I shoved her panties down and positioned myself between her soft thighs.
“I don’t care. Just fuck me.” Her neatly trimmed pussy was soaking wet already, so my cock slipped straight into her. “This is yours, Paul. Always yours. Even if I let him have me, this pussy is yours. No one else’s.”
For some reason, her words tipped me over the edge. I only managed to few pumps into her before cumming hard, my cum shooting deep into her.
“You weren’t kidding about not lasting long, were you?” Hayley said, more than a hint of amusement in her voice.
“Sorry,” I mumbled, tiredness misting my mind as it always does after orgasm. I didn’t want her to restart the conversation, so I tried to anticipate what she was going to say next. “I’ll think about it, okay?”
“Good,” Hayley said, snuggling up to me again. “Promise me we’ll talk about it tomorrow.”
“I promise,” I whispered before letting sleep take me.
The following morning, we had breakfast together but I felt awkward and hoped that Hayley wasn’t going to bring up the previous night’s conversation until I’d had more time to think about it.
“About last night,” she said, making my heart sink as I finished my coffee and started getting ready to go to work. My regular, boring, legal job. Where I was going to have to get used to working again, letting go my recent fantasies of being able to tell my supervisor to stick it where the sun don’t shine. “I didn’t mean to make you feel pressured into anything. If you really don’t want me to sleep with Ray, I won’t.”
I looked at her. Her blonde hair was still mussed up from sleep. Her face was free of make-up but she was still gorgeous. Far too pretty for an average Joe like me. No wonder Ray wanted a piece of her. Was that a compliment? Surely it’s better to have a wife that other men find desirable than a woman that no guy would look at twice.
“I don’t feel pressured at all,” I finished off the last bit of coffee and straightened my tie. “I just need time to think about it. That’s all.”
“So you’re not saying a straight-out no to it then?” Hayley said, and I saw a flash of hope in her eyes. The new income I’d been generating was fantastic for us. Our relationship had benefitted as a result. Did it really mean so much to her to keep it this way? So much that she’d sleep with someone. “If I did it, I’d be doing it for us, for our future. Even though that sounds weird, having sex with someone else to make our relationship better, that’s why I’d be doing it.”
“I’ll think about it,” I repeated as I hurried out of the door, aware that I was running away from a conversation I didn’t want to have.
If I was trying to run away from these difficult thoughts, it didn’t work. All day at work, mixed emotions troubled me, stopping me from being able to concentrate. The mundaneness of my job seemed starker than ever now that I had to face the fact that this was my life from now on. Disappointment bit into me every time I thought of the money I wasn’t going to earn now. The holidays I wasn’t going to have. The new car that I wasn’t going to be picking up from the showroom.
It was just one night. Those were Hayley’s words. Annabel said that Ray slept with the other wives more than once, hinting that he still did from time to time, but Hayley had said one night. It was just sex. Hayley had boyfriends before we met in our early twenties. I wasn’t sure how many because she said she wouldn’t tell me but she confessed one night while drunk that it was more than five but less than ten. She’d said that she’d given handjobs and even blowjobs to more guys than that, but again wouldn’t give me a number and I hadn’t pushed her on it. Mainly because my number was quite low. I’d only ever been with two girls.
The first was Valerie, my childhood sweetheart. We’d dated from school, through college and I was completely heartbroken when she told me that she’d met someone else. My heartbreak didn’t last long though. Just a week later, I met Hayley while out with my friends, our eyes meeting through the crowds in a city centre bar and after encouragement from my buddies, I’d walked over, asked her out and whether I was on the rebound or not,  the rest was history.
I had questions that I had to work out in my head. If I let Hayley sleep with him, how would it affect how I felt about her? It was only sex. One night of sex. The following day she’d be back home and we could pretend it never happened, and continue to enjoy our new wealthier lifestyle again. Would I see her differently? She’d still be the same Hayley. I had to get my head around that. Would I resent Ray? I didn’t have a lot to do with the man when I thought about it. I dealt with Jason and Kyle and would very rarely ever have to see Ray again most likely. Would it affect Hayley? Would she feel guilty, or cheap and slutty? She said not, and I had to trust her. She must be thinking about this as much as I was if she truly valued our marriage as much as she’d said last night. Was this just my pride getting in the way of Hayley having a better life? Would I regret doing it? Or would I regret not taking the risk if I ended up stuck here in this dull job, scraping a living forever?
“Paul, quit daydreaming and get some fucking work done!” Andrew Green shouted, shaking me from my thoughts. Andrew was my supervisor, five foot tall, bald and a complete asshole. He sneered at me, then smirked as I turned my attention back to the computer screen in front of me.
That smirk made my mind up.
“I’m home,” I called when I walked through the door a few hours later.
“Hi, baby,” Hayley said with a smile as I took my shoes and coat off. “Look, I’ve been thinking-”
“So have I,” I said before she could say anything to change my mind. “If you’re sure about this, if you’ve really thought about it and you don’t think it’ll have a negative effect on us, then okay. Do it.”
“I was going to say forget about it,” Hayley said, putting down the tea towel that she’d been wiping the dishes with. “It was mean of me to push you. I should have listened to your feelings. I know we’ll be worse off, but I want you to know that as long as we have each other, it’s enough for me.”
“You’ve changed your mind?” I said, feeling a surge of mixed emotions again. This time it was relief but also disappointment. I’d wrestled with my feelings and struggled to reach a decision all day and it’d all been a waste of time.
“No,” Hayley said after a moment. “I’m just saying that if you really don’t want me to do this, then that’s okay. We’ll manage.”
“But if I gave you the go-ahead, if I said that I trusted you enough to let you do it, what would you say?”
“I’d say okay,” Hayley studied my face. “But only if you’re completely sure.”
“It’s just one night of sex,” I shrugged, trying to appear more casual and relaxed about it than I actually felt. “You had sex with other guys before me. It’ll just be like that. One night and then it's history, just like those other guys.”
“It’s just sex,” Hayley agreed. “I won’t even enjoy it. I’ll pretend to, of course, I don’t want to piss him off or anything. Then, as you say, it’ll be in the past and we can get on with being us again. I won’t ever mention it. We can pretend it didn’t even happen. No one has to know.”
“Jason and Kyle will know,” I pointed out. “And I have to work with them, knowing that their dad has fucked my wife.”
“Their dad has fucked their wives too,” Hayley replied. That was true. “They seem to cope with it just fine. If they can make it work, like Joel and Penny have, then we can too.”
“True,” I conceded, “Annabel suggested I talk to them for advice but I can’t bring myself to speak to anyone about it. It just feels weird.”
“I know what you mean,” Hayley stepped into my arms and I held her tightly. She must have been able to sense my unease. “Monica gave me her number last night. If you’re uncomfortable speaking to the boys or Ray to give the go-ahead, I could call her and tell her to speak to Ray for you? Save you some embarrassment?”
“Okay,” I sighed. She was looking up at me and I kissed her softly on the forehead. “Do it now, before I change my mind.”
Hayley wriggled out of my arms and fished the piece of paper with the number on from her bag on the kitchen table, then when I passed her my phone, she put in the number and Monica answered almost straight away.
“It’s Hayley Jackson,” she introduced herself. “I’m calling from Paul’s phone. Can you do me a favour?”
Her gorgeous green eyes met mine as Monica spoke, with a look of ‘are you sure?’ and I nodded for her to continue.
“Paul wants to be a partner and he’s willing to… well, you know. Can you let Ray know? Or get Jason to tell him?” I couldn’t hear what Monica said back for the next couple of minutes, but Hayley smiled and nodded. “Okay. I think I’ll be fine with that. That’s great. Thanks.”
“Sorted?” I said with increasingly mixed feelings as she hung up and returned the phone to me.
“I think so,” Hayley replied. “She says Ray will probably call you to arrange everything.”
Great. That was going to be an awkward phone call, but I suppose I had to speak to him about work at some point. I couldn’t avoid it forever.
In fact, I couldn’t even avoid it for an hour. Hayley and I just finished eating in a slightly nervous silence when my phone rang again. A number I didn’t recognise. It could be Ray already, could it?
“Hi, Paul.” His deep voice was unmistakable. “Monica tells me you want in.”
“I’ve thought it through and-” I cleared my throat, “Yes, I want in.”
“Annabel says she explained the conditions to you?” Ray said with a surprising amount of tact.
“She did,” I replied, not quite knowing whether or not I needed to clarify anything or implicitly give him the green light, “She told me how things work in the company.”
“Good, good,” Ray said slowly. “And is Hayley fine with it? I had Monica speak to her while Annabel and you were talking.”
“We’ve talked about it and we want to go ahead,” I took a deep breath, deciding to bite the bullet somewhat. “Look, Mr Crowe, this is a bit difficult for me, as I’m sure you appreciate, so I’m sorry if I seem a bit reluctant but-”
“Don’t worry about it,” Ray cut me off. “It’s totally understandable. Joel was the same. Kyle and Jason too, to an extent. But I promise you, you won’t regret it. You and Hayley will be well taken care of from now on.”
“So how does… this - work?” I asked, feeling a little bit reassured and more confident.
“Well,” Ray drew the word out as though wondering how to put whatever it was he was going to say next. “That’s why I’m calling you now. I’m going to the middle east on business for a week from tomorrow, so if you really want in, I’m going to make you an offer.”
“An offer?”
“Tonight is the only free night I have for a while,” Ray said, “I know it’s short notice, and you’re probably going to say no, but hear me out.”
I looked at Hayley and my face must have shown my shock because she gave me a questioning look. “Tonight is definitely short notice,” I repeated for her benefit and saw her face register the same surprise that mine must have.
“As I said, hear me out.” I knew Ray wasn’t going to take no for an answer, so I let him speak. “I’ll send one of the boys over right now to pick her up, and I’ll meet her at the Hilton in town. I have a suite there always available to me. I’ll treat her like a princess. She’ll have a wonderful time, I promise, and then I’ll return her home safely tomorrow on my way to the airport.”
“I don’t know,” I said. This had suddenly become too real, too fast.
“You’ll be one of the family, then Paul. And to recompense you for the inconvenience and tonight’s lost evening together and to show that I appreciate your loyalty, I’ll throw in a month’s pay as a bonus. I’ll put it in your bank tomorrow. How does that sound?”
“I... “ I glanced at Hayley who was watching me with a wondering look on her face still. “Can I talk to Hayley and call you right back?”
“Sure,” Ray said. “Don’t take too long though. I have things to arrange too.”
I hung up and took Hayley’s hands in mine. “He’s flying off to the middle east tomorrow, so he wants…” I didn’t know how to put it. “He wants to spend the night with you tonight. The Hilton Hotel. He owns a suite there apparently.”
Hayley nodded. “Okay. So I suppose I better get ready.” She looked down at herself. “I can’t go dressed like this. Oh my god, I need to shower too. I probably stink.”
“You never stink,” I smiled nervously. “Don’t you think this is all happening a bit too fast? I’m not sure-”
“Look at it this way,” Hayley squeezed my hands tightly. “This might be a blessing. Get it done and out of the way now, before we have any time to second-guess ourselves and change our minds. Less time to get nervous. It’s like tearing off a band-aid quickly, rather than slowly. Much less painful in the long run. Don’t you agree?”
“I guess. I just can’t believe this is happening,” I replied.
“Call him back,” Hayley said, “Tell him to give me an hour to get ready.”
I picked up the phone and made the call.
“Paul?”
“Can you give her an hour to get ready?”
“It’ll take Jason half an hour to get there if he sets off now,” Ray answered. “That’s the most I can give you. I want enough time to wine and dine her. I like to treat a lady right. No rushing around.”
As though this wasn’t rushing enough, I thought but didn’t say that. “I’ll tell her to get ready now. Thanks, Ray.”
What was I doing? I’d just thanked someone for taking my wife out with the intention of fucking her. I felt stupid.
“I don’t believe I’m doing this,” Hayley said. “I’m super nervous. What do I wear?”
I immediately suppressed the feelings of stupidity for Hayley’s benefit. I didn’t want to make her feel bad or any more nervous than she already did. “You only have half an hour,” I said as she dragged me upstairs, “Kyle’s on his way.”
We were in the bedroom and Hayley started rummaging through her wardrobe, throwing dresses over her shoulder on to the floor, before pulling out her favourite little black dress. “Half an hour? Oh my god. What about this? Playing it safe, but I guess I don’t have enough time to worry about it?”
I nodded and she practically ran into the shower while I picked up all the discarded clothes from the floor. By the time I’d finished, she was out and joined me back in the bedroom in just her towel. “Are you going to wear something sexy underneath?” I asked, even though it caused a pang of jealousy the moment I said it.
“Of course,” she said, producing a pair of lacy black knickers and matching bra from one of the bedside drawers. “Are you sure about this?”
She dropped the towel and I couldn’t help but notice that she’d shaved her pussy. She usually kept her light brown pubes trimmed neatly into a tidy triangle or landing strip but she was completely bald. She hadn’t done that since we’d first dated all those years ago.
“It’s just sex,” I repeated the phrase from earlier. “One night and then we’re all set up. We can do this, right?”
“I wish I was as calm as you are,” Hayley said, her large breasts disappearing into her bra, then she slipped on the dress and turned around. “Can you do my zipper?”
I fastened her zip up and checked the time. “He’ll be here any time.”
“Can you get my heels?” she said, sitting down at the dressing table. “The black ones.”
I fetched them for her as she quickly applied some makeup, red lipstick but otherwise subtle colours which I was grateful for. For some reason, I didn’t want her to look too sexy or hot for him. Then a car horn sounded outside. “That’ll be Kyle.”
“I don’t look perfect, but I’ll have to do,” she said, turning her head to appraise herself in the mirror. She put the shoes on quickly, ran a brush through her hair equally as fast, then took me by the hand. “Will you walk me outside? And hold my hand to the car - I’m terrified.”
I didn’t want to see Kyle, to be honest, but I couldn’t refuse her request. We walked out together, her palm clammy in my hand as we reached the door of his Range Rover.
“I love you,” I whispered to her, probably with the most feeling that I’d said since our wedding day. “Call me. Let me know you’re okay and I’ll see you in the morning.”
“I love you too,” she smiled back and then kissed me on the lips, hard and passionately.
The car door opened and Kyle leaned forward so he could see me. “Don’t worry. She’ll be fine.”
Hayley gave me one last kiss and a nervous smile and then got in the car but as she closed the door, Kyle leaned across and wound the window down.
“Just a thought,” he added as Hayley fastened her seatbelt. “Are you going to be okay on your own? I can come over and keep you company. I’ll bring a few beers or something?”
I remembered that Kyle probably felt exactly as I did now. He’d probably experienced this stomach-churning mixture of self-doubt, anxiety and jealousy. “I’ll be fine,” I said, trying to smile. “But thanks anyway.”
“Call me if you change your mind,” he said, winding the window back up. Then he revved the engine up and pulled away from the drive. Hayley waved and I waved back, now feeling strangely numb as the car headed down the street and out of view.




Chapter 3
I went back inside and sat down after grabbing a beer from the fridge. I could do this. It was just one night of sex. Meaningless sex. She’d come back tomorrow the same Hayley that she had been when she’d left. I’d be a partner. On fantastic money. With a brighter future than ever before and I could tell Andrew Green to stick his job where the sun didn’t shine in a week or two once I’d got that bonus and the money was beginning to flow.
Then the phone rang and I answered quickly, thinking it might be Hayley. “Hello?”
“Paul?” I didn’t recognise the voice. “It’s Penny. Are you okay?”
“Good question,” I said honestly, then regretted it.
“Ah. Yes, well, I thought you and Hayley might want to talk to someone,” she said. “I’m guessing it was a bit of a shock last night when Annabel told you about Ray’s little demands.”
“They’re hardly little,” I snorted. “But yes, I definitely wasn’t expecting it.”
“Have you and Hayley talked about it?”
“Of course. We’ve talked about it a lot,” I sighed, “Well, as much as we’ve had time for.”
“And what have you decided?”
“It’s just sex,” I repeated for what felt like the hundredth time. “One night and I guess it earns his trust, shows that we’re loyal to him, that we understand he’s the boss. Hayley gets that.”
“He’s a hard man to say no to and the money is hard to turn down,” Penny mused. “Make sure you think it through properly though.”
“We have done and well, it’s too late to turn back now, I guess,” I took a long swig from the bottle and realised that I’d finished it already, so got up to fetch another one.
“Too late?” Penny asked. “You mean-”
“He’s flying away somewhere tomorrow,” I said, opening the fresh bottle and taking another deep drink. This was long to be a long evening. “So she agreed to see him at short notice tonight. I think he’s treating her to dinner and then they’re - staying - at a hotel.” Penny didn’t reply straight away so I continued. “We thought it would be good to just do it. Get it out the way, so to speak. Less time to get nervous over it and talk ourselves out of it or whatever.”
“Okay,” Penny said after a few more silent moments. “I wish I’d had the forethought to call you earlier.”
“Why?” I said, suddenly feeling like something was wrong.
“Don’t worry,” she said quickly, “He’ll look after her, spoil her, treat her right. He won’t hurt her or anything. It’s just-”
“It’s just what?” I said, putting my beer down.
“There are just some things that someone could have warned you about,” Penny hesitated. “He’s… how do I put it? Very strong and- well-built. If you know what I mean?”
“Well-hung?” I guessed, picking up the beer again. “Some guys have all the luck, don’t they?”
“He’s very well endowed, yes,” Penny replied. “He’s very good in bed too. He likes to be in charge and knows what he’s doing. She’ll have a good time. The problem is that she might have too good a time.”
“We’ve talked about it,” I said again. “She’s promised to not even enjoy it. She’ll go along with everything to please him. That’s the only reason she’s gone. She’s doing it for us.”
“She’ll enjoy it, trust me and if she’s good, he’ll want her again,” Penny stated. “This one-night thing? Ray doesn’t see it that way. He’s a man who gets what he wants. Every time. I’m just trying to warn you about him. The Crowes, they’re a bad crowd that you’re getting in with. Me and Joel… I don’t want to say too much on the phone… Oh, I wish I’d had the chance to talk to you before she left.”
“I think she can handle herself and I will handle Ray,” I tried to sound convincing. “Don’t worry. We’ll be okay. Just like you and Joel, and the boys and their wives.”
“Are you on your own right now?” Penny asked, not replying to what I’d just said. “Can I come over to talk?”
As much as the company was tempting, the thought of talking about this all night made me feel more nervous than I already did. “I’ll be honest with you, Penny. My head is all over the place right now. My wife is off doing things with someone who might as well be a complete stranger and I don’t want to even think about it, let alone talk about it. I just want to get drunk, pretend it a normal evening, then wake up tomorrow and get on with the rest of Hayley’s and my life like it never happened.”
“Trust me, that’s not how it’ll work out,” Penny replied, “But fine, whatever. If you change your mind and want to talk later, or tomorrow, afterwards, whenever, you have my number. Good luck, Paul.”
Then she hung up. I stared at the phone for a moment, wondering what the hell was going on. What was she trying to warn me about? The entire conversation put me on edge, so I finished off that beer and opened up a third to try and get rid of my increasing unease.
It didn’t work, so I laid down on the sofa, and turned the TV on for some background noise, trying my best to relax but it wasn’t going to work. It was an hour since Hayley had left. What was she doing right now? Was he being nice to her? Was she enjoying it? My mind wouldn’t switch off so I picked up my phone and called her. It rang a few times then cut off as if she’d pressed the end call button. Then a text came through.
We’re having dinner. It’d be rude for me to answer the phone.
I replied:
I’m just feeling a bit anxious. Just wanted to know that you’re okay.
I’m fine, he’s a gentleman, even though I’m a bit tipsy on champagne.
Good. I’m glad you’re having a good time. Text me later?
I might be busy but I’ll try. I love you.
I typed ‘I love you’ back and put the phone down. I felt slightly better for hearing from her and knowing she was fine, but it was still an unbearable feeling, knowing that she was with another man. Especially someone like Ray, someone who to all intents and purposes was superior to me.
I might be busy, she’d put. That thought made me even more jealous and then Penny’s words started coming back into my head.
“The problem is that she might have too good a time...
I’m just trying to warn you about him...
Me and Joel… I don’t want to say too much on the phone…”
I wanted to call Penny, but when I picked up my phone yet again, I couldn’t bring myself to call her. It was like I was admitting I was wrong. I was too stubborn to call her, so instead, I called Hayley again. I knew it would annoy her, but I couldn’t help myself. This time it didn’t even ring. It went straight to voicemail, so I tried again but with the same result. She must have turned her phone off. Did that mean that they’d finished their meal and gone up to his room? Surely not. It’d only been a short while since she was eating.
I couldn’t bear it, the not knowing what was going on, but what could I do?
Then an idea came to me.
I couldn’t, could I?
My first thought was to get in the car, but I’d drunk three bottles of beer by now and would be over the limit, so I called a taxi and within five minutes it was outside.
“Hilton Hotel, please,” I said, as I climbed into it. If Hayley was still in the restaurant or lobby, perhaps I could talk her out of it. Did I want that? I didn’t know what I wanted. That was the problem. Maybe I could talk her into just giving him a blow job. I wanted- no, I needed this job.
My mind was still spinning when I got out of the taxi. I had no idea what I was going to do, or really why I was even here, but I cautiously walked into the hotel lobby, being careful and looking around for Hayley and Ray. The last thing I wanted was to bump right into them. How awkward would that be?
My heart lifted when I approached the bar and saw them sitting down with a glass each of what I presumed was champagne. They’d finished their meal by the looks of it and were talking and as I watched from the far end of the room, I saw Ray put his hand over hers as he said something which made her tip her head back and laugh.
She didn’t withdraw her hand as they laughed again, together this time, and I felt another wrench of jealousy in the pit of my stomach at how happy and relaxed she looked. I wondered what to do as I stood there for a while, hoping that Ray might go to the toilet or something, giving me a moment to have a very quick chat to Hayley before he came back. I didn’t know how she’d react to that, but I didn’t get a chance to find out.
When Ray did stand up, he held out a hand for Hayley and she took it, and together they finished their drinks and left the table, walking in my direction. I quickly moved through the shadowed end of the room towards the corner, so they wouldn’t see me and observed them as they walked towards the lobby and elevators. My stomach clenched again as I noticed that they were holding hands. Why would she do that? She’d promised not to enjoy herself, I remembered but reminded myself that she’d said that when talking about the sex side of things. I supposed there wasn’t anything wrong with enjoying the meal and his company.
The lift doors opened then closed once they’d entered it and they disappeared from view. That was it. I hadn’t stopped her. I’d had my chance but hadn’t taken it.
What now? Did I follow them upstairs? Knock on the door and stop it?
I couldn’t. I needed this job. Hayley was here on her own accord. I’d agreed to it.
I wandered across the lobby, feeling lost and helpless. Perhaps I should just get a taxi home and drink myself into oblivion.
Then I saw an information board on the wall with the room information. There were only three suites. One on the top floor, the penthouse suite and two on the floor below. Would Ray be in the penthouse? Purely out of curiosity, I pressed the lift button, got in when it opened and looked at the panel and my heart sank. The penthouse could only be accessed through its own dedicated lift, which I assumed needed the room keycard. Perhaps he was in one of the two other suites. I needed to find out for some reason, so I hit the floor for the top button.
As the lift ascended, I didn’t know what plan, if any, that I had. I was just acting purely on instinct, on some sort of idiotic auto-pilot. How would I even know what room they were in?
The doors open to a corridor that led left and right, one way to suite 1 and the other to suite 2. I turned left and walked down the hall, turning around a corner and finding the hotel door, a tall shield of wood between me and potentially my wife. I tried looking through the small spyhole but couldn’t see anything. I pressed an ear to the door. Nothing.
This was insane but I knew I was behaving this way because of a combination of alcohol and jealousy. I retreated to the elevator and towards the other suite, my last hope and stopped the moment I turned the corner to the end of the hall when I heard a female voice. It was muffled, coming through the door, so I tiptoed closer, grateful for the thick carpet beneath my shoes and put my head to the door.
“You don’t mess around do you?” the female voice said. Was it Hayley? I couldn’t be sure. I looked around me, up at the ceilings and the walls, for any sign of cameras but couldn’t see one, so I put my ear back against the wood again.
“I’m just excited,” Ray said, “I’ve wanted you since the moment I laid eyes on you.”
So it was Hayley. They weren’t in the penthouse after all. Thank goodness for that. Even so, what did I do now? Did I knock on the door? Of course, I couldn’t do that. I’d look like a complete weirdo and besides, I didn’t fancy pissing Ray off. He was a big man, tall and broad with the reputation of having a short fuse at times.
“I’m flattered,” I heard Hayley say, “But give me five minutes. I promised Paul that I’d text Paul. Let him know I’m fine. I hope you don’t mind.”
“Of course,” I heard him reply and then he laughed. “Say hi from me and wish him goodnight.”
Hayley laughed too and I felt a wave of anger ripple through me.
She’s just playing along, I told myself. She’s doing this for us. For our future.
Then my phone chimed, the noise it makes when a message comes through.
Shit. I darted away from the door. Had they heard? I ducked around the corner, quickly coming up with what I’d say if they came outside looking to see what the noise was, but after a minute or two, no one appeared to investigate and I exhaled in relief, unaware that I’d even been holding my breath.
I tiptoed back to the door, opening the message on my phone.
Dinner was fun. Had drinks and going to his room now. I hope you’re okay. Love you.
I turned off the message notification sound and replied:
I’m fine. Had a few drinks myself. Are you going to go through with this?
Yes, if that’s still okay with you? We’re in his room now. It’s very luxurious.
I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous for you. Maybe he’d be happy with just a blow job?
She didn’t reply straight away and then I heard Ray speak. “Is everything okay?”
“Yes,” Hayley replied. “He’s just asking me a couple of things about the house. He’s not very domesticated. Men, eh? I’ll be with you in a minute.”
“Hurry up,” Ray replied. “I can’t wait to get that dress off.”
He’s not going to settle for me sucking his dick, Paul. I promise I’ll be fine. No need to be nervous about me. If he tries any funny business, I can stick up for myself, you know? I have to go. I’ll text you later and let you know what time I’ll be home. Love you.
“All done. Phone turned off,” I heard Hayley say, so I didn’t even bother replying. I tucked my phone into my pocket and pressed my ear harder against the door, hoping to hear her try to talk him into her just giving him head or something. “If you want me to take this dress off, you’re going to have to help me with this zip.”
My heart hurt again when she said that but I didn’t give up hope. I had to trust her. She was doing this for us.
“My pleasure,” Ray replied. Their voices were muffled by the sound of the door, which blocked out any quieter sounds, like the noise of the zip but I knew she’d taken her dress off a moment later when I heard him make an appreciate humming noise. “Those bra and panties are so sexy. It’s a shame they have to come off.”
“Already?” I heard Hayley giggle nervously. My wife was in her underwear in front of another man. “You’re still dressed. That’s not very fair.”
“I’ll take my clothes off when I’m ready. You first. I want to watch you.”
“I’m embarrassed,” Hayley said, so quietly that I could only just hear. “You’re the first man to see me undressed in a long, long time.”
“You’ve never cheated on him before?”
“No, of course not!” Hayley exclaimed. “I’m not that kind of girl.”
“And yet here you are,” Ray murmured, against just loud enough for me to hear.
“Here am I,” I heard Hayley say, and then Ray whistled.
“Wow, you’re beautiful. Exactly as I imagined. How big are those?”
“34DD,” I heard Hayley say softly again. “I feel a bit exposed. Can I get under the covers?”
She was naked, or at least topless.
“No. I want to watch you take those panties down.”
“Only if you get naked too,” Hayley tried negotiating but Ray wasn’t having any of it.
“I’ll get naked once you are. Panties down. Show me that pussy.”
Would she do it? I got my answer a few quiet seconds later.
“There you go,” I heard her say and I could tell from her voice that she was embarrassed. I knew her that well. “Your turn now.”
“I knew you’d have a shaved pussy,” Ray said. “I hope you don’t mind, but I had a bet on it with my friend.”
My wife was completely naked in front of a stranger. And he’d told one of his friends about Hayley. Placed bets on her. The truth of what was happening hit me like a sledgehammer suddenly and I stood up, moving away from the door for a moment. What was I doing? I couldn’t stop them. I was just here, eavesdropping while hoping that she’d back out or at least not give him everything that he wanted. What was the point? She’d either go through with it, or she wouldn’t. Me being here wouldn’t change anything. All I was doing was torturing myself. I should have stayed at home and got drunk.
But I hadn’t. I was here and I found myself putting my head back to the dark wood door.
“What’s wrong?” I heard Ray say. Had she backed out?
“Nothing,” she said. “It’s just been a while since I’ve sucked one this big.”
Ouch. I felt another sharp pang of jealousy as the reality of the situation hit me again. She was sucking his cock already. Penny hadn’t lied either. He was well-endowed. Bigger than my decidedly average penis at least.
“You’ve had one this big before?” Ray asked, then when she didn’t answer he continued, “Okay. Have you been with many guys, if you don’t mind me asking? Before Paul, I mean.”
Hayley took a moment to answer, and I realised that she probably didn’t reply verbally before because her mouth was full. She’d probably nodded while sucking him. She sounded slightly out of breath. “I don’t mind telling you if you promise not to judge.”
“I won’t think any less of you, I promise.”
“Thirty-two,” she said quietly. “And I sucked off a lot more than that but don’t tell Paul. He thinks I only slept with a few men before me. I don’t think he’d had given me a second chance if he’d known what I was like when I was younger. I just went through a slut phase, you know? A few crazy years. Once I met Paul, I settled right down.”
“And you had a few big ones during that time?” Ray said, then let out a moan at whatever she was doing to him.
“A few,” Hayley admitted. “Yours is one of the biggest though.”
“And do you like big?”
“Yes,” she said. She was playing along. Maybe she could make him cum and that would be the end of it. Perhaps that was what she was doing. Trying to turn him on with these stories of her being a slut. She hadn’t really slept with that many men, I was sure of it.
Neither of them spoke for a while but I could hear the occasional slurp sound as she kept sucking him. Just cum already, I wished. Even if means cumming in her mouth, just do it and all this will be over.
Then I heard Hayley groan.
“Are you okay?” Ray asked.
“Yes, don’t stop,” she groaned again. “Go deeper, just slowly. I just haven’t had one this big for a long time, as I said.”
“I can tell,” Ray said. “Your pussy is really tight.”
He was entering her. My stomach wrenched so hard that I suddenly felt sick, and I stumbled away from the door, sitting on the floor nearby.
She’d gone through with it. She’d gone the whole way with him. Not even an attempt to slow him down or appease him with just her mouth.
I heard her cry out then, followed by a low, repeated moaning sound like she did when we had sex. I heard him saying something in a low voice, then listened to Hayley moan and the sounds of them having sex for several more minutes until one loud cry from her signalled her orgasm. Her first one, at least.
I’d heard enough. I got up and stumbled down the corridor and into the elevator. My entire body felt numb as I staggered out of it and through the lobby. The only part of me that seemed to have any feeling in it was my cock, which was rock hard for some strange reason, but that was the least of my worries.
It was cold and wet outside, but even the rain hitting my face didn’t wake me up from the daze I was in. I needed to get home. Now.




Chapter 4
When I get out of the taxi and burst through my front door, I raced to the fridge to get another beer. My first thought was to just get wasted and sleep this entire night away, but my dick was still throbbing so my next thought was to masturbate, like that would somehow deal with everything and make me feel better. It couldn’t be that I was horny of thinking of Hayley with another man. It had to just be the sounds of her having sex, or maybe my balls were just full and needed emptying. Or perhaps it was my mind’s way of dealing with the jealousy as if getting myself off somehow made me even with Hayley. I didn’t know. All I knew is that I had an erection so erect that it almost hurt.
I needed some way of distracting myself.
Kyle.
He’d told me to call him if I needed any company. He’d been through this. He’d be able to offer me some advice on how to deal with it. I didn’t care about the humiliation of another man knowing my wife was fucking some other guy. I just needed someone to talk to about everything. About how I was feeling. And where everything went from here.
I necked the beer, tossed the bottle in the bin and opened another, calling Kyle while I did so.
As I slumped on the sofa, he answered. “Hey, man. You okay?”
“No.” There was no point in lying. Kyle would understand, I was sure.
“Your head’s fucked, isn’t it?” he said. It sounded noisy where he was.
“I should have taken you up on the offer of some company,” I said. “If you’re not busy, come over. I have plenty of beer. I’ll order pizza.”
“Yeah, you should have,” Kyle said over the top of the music in the background. “Look, I’m out right now, but I’ll sort it. I’ll call Jason. Leave it with me, okay?”
“Don’t go to any trouble. I’ll be fine,” I lied, “I know it’s late, but if you or Jason could come over, I’d be grateful. I feel like I’m going a little bit crazy right now.”
“I understand,” Kyle said. I wasn’t used to the rougher of the two Crowe brothers being so sympathetic. “Leave it with me. Either Jason or me will see you shortly.”
The minute he hung up, my mind turned right back to Hayley. What were they doing now? Were they still fucking, or were they cuddling post-coitus, like we did?
I turned the TV on and started flicking through the channels, trying to find some sport or something to at least try to focus on, finding a repeat of some football game and watched it for a while, in between checking my phone for any messages that Hayley might send.
Nothing. She’d said she was switching her phone off and I daren’t call her now. It was late, past eleven. A phone call now would just look weird and awkward, even if she didn’t answer. Then again, she was my wife. I had a right to call her if I wanted. But if it went straight to voicemail, how would that make me feel? If it rang and she didn’t answer, I wouldn’t feel any better, would I?
Then there was a knock at the door. Jason or Kyle. Thank goodness for that. I went to the fridge on the way, grabbing another two beers and held one out to the person outside as I opened the door.
“Why thank you,” smiled Monica as she took the drink from me. “Can I come in?”
“Where’s Jason?” I asked, surprised to see her.
“Kyle was out when you called, so he called Jason but he’s on a job. He told me that you’re having a bit of a breakdown, so I told him I’d come and spend an hour with you.” She was still on the front step, beneath a large black umbrella that was keeping her out of the now-heavy rain. “Are you okay with it being me? Perhaps I should have called first.”
“Sorry, of course, it’s okay. Come in.” I stepped aside and she lowered the umbrella, then shook it on the doorstep and turned to face me while taking her long grey overcoat off. Monica was beautiful, even when dressed casually like she was tonight, in a simple black t-shirt and blue jeans. She wasn’t even wearing any socks when she kicked off the flat shoes she’d arrived in. She was tall, maybe an inch taller than me, slim but with some curves, especially the sweeping line from her hips down to her exceptionally long legs.
“Hayley will be fine, you know?” she said as I led her through to the living room. The football was still on and I turned the volume down so we could talk.
“I know,” I said slowly, then took another deep gulp from my bottle. “It’s just that I can’t stop thinking - you know, about what they’re doing.”
“And it feels bad?” Monica took a sip of the beer as she sat next to me. “The jealousy?”
“It feels weird,” I tried to explain. “Weird and wrong.”
“Jason said the same,” she swept a lock of long wavy dark hair out of her face. “The first couple of times I slept with his father were tough for him. Ray told me to see it as a compliment. If he hadn’t been jealous, that wouldn’t have said much for how it feels about me, would it? The same with you. These feelings, they’re natural and they just serve to show Hayley how much you love her. And Ray will appreciate it - what you’re willing to give up to work for him. That’s part of the reason he does this, I think.”
“Along with the fact that he gets to fuck whoever he wants,” I said, unable to keep a hint of bitterness from my voice, but if Monica noticed it, she didn’t show it. Then I realised what she’d just said. “The first couple of times you slept with him, you just said. So he wasn’t happy with just one night? I’m hoping that Hayley… that this.. is just a one-off thing.”
Monica pursed her full lips. She wasn’t wearing any lipstick, or much makeup at all really, but she didn’t need to. She had long eyelashes, pretty dark, deep-set eyes and a fine bone structure. She was naturally pretty, even if she was almost the complete opposite to Hayley. “I don’t know if he’ll want Hayley again. It depends on how much he likes her, I guess. I must have impressed him because he wanted me to sleep with him all the time after our first night.”
“And Jason didn’t like it?”
“He found it hard the first few times, but he accepted it. He knows his father. He trusted him with me and he wanted his dad’s approval into the business, I suppose,” she stretched her arms over her head, accentuating her small breasts through the tight t-shirt and I realised I might be making her feel awkward with my questions. Then she shrugged. “But he’s used to it now.”
“He’s used to it? You mean that you still…”
“Yes, I still sleep with him from time to time,” Monica’s dark brown eyes considered me. “Not as often as before. Right now, Ray has Lene, Penny, Annabel of course, and that’s not to mention the girls at the strip bar. He spends a lot of time there and I know for a fact he’s fucked most of them.”
“You sound almost jealous,” I said after another long pull of the beer. This conversation was making me even more worried in a way.
“I’m not saying this to make you feel bad,” Monica said, leaning forward and putting her hand on my knee. “But Ray’s an amazing fuck. He’s strong and commanding. Dominant in bed. I like that. Most women do. In fact, when Hayley called earlier, I warned her about that and told her about the size of his cock. He’s huge.”
“Did you?” I asked, genuinely puzzled by that as I didn’t recall, then I remembered her replying earlier. She’d nodded, smiled and said, “I think I’ll be fine with that. That’s great. Thanks.” Something like that anyway.
“Yes. I thought it best to tell her, so she knows what to expect.” She laughed, and I noticed how white and perfect her teeth were. “I’d never seen one so big before, and Ray said was my face was an absolute picture.”
“Hayley’s had big ones before,” I said quickly, defending her for some reason.
“Lucky girl,” Monica half-smiled, her lips twitching in amusement. “How big is yours?”
“Do you want another beer?” I said, standing up suddenly. I knew she was teasing me, trying to cheer me up in a way, or at least to distract me like I’d asked Kyle, but my married man reflex kicked in, and I tried to change the subject.
“Sure,” Monica polished off the drink in her hand and passed me the empty bottle, then stopped me as walked away. “Wait,” she said. “Are you… Do you have a hard-on?” She pointed at the front of my trousers and I looked down. I wasn’t rock-hard like I’d been at the hotel and when I first got home, but I was still erect for some reason and you could clearly tell. It was probably to do with the beer and Monica’s petite breasts when she’d stretched.
“Yes,” I winced in embarrassment. There wasn’t any point in denying it. I couldn’t tell her that I’d been to the hotel and listened to them having sex. How weird would that sound? “I’m sorry. I think my dick is a bit confused tonight.”
“It’s okay,” she said as I walked off to get more drinks and when I came back and sat back down, she moved closer to me and touched my knee again. “Some men get turned on by their wives fucking other guys, you know. My Jason’s not like that. He doesn’t get any pleasure from me being with Ray, but Kyle on the other hand - he loves it whenever Lene does it.”
“Really?” I almost spat beer all over myself. “I mean, I’m not like that, but really? Kyle likes it?”
“Don’t tell him that I told you,” Monica whispered conspiratorially, “He has this big hardman image, but Lene’s told me that he’s quite submissive in the bedroom. He’s even watched his dad and Lene together. She says he played with his cock the whole time. He never joins in, he just watches and plays with himself. They’ve done it a few times. She likes it as much as he does, I think.”
“That’s…” I was going to say weird but hadn’t I got hard earlier, just from listening to Hayley with another man. What if that was turned me on? My emotions were so messed up right now that it was hard to put my finger on what got me so aroused. “That’s strange, but I guess we all have our little kinks.”
“Definitely,” Monica smiled at me. “Are you feeling a little better now?”
“I’m grateful to have someone to talk to and take my mind off stuff,” I shrugged, “But I don’t know if I feel any better exactly. Not now that I know he’s got a big cock and he’s great in bed, and oh - that he might want sex with her on demand.” I grinned as I spoke, trying to make light of it like I was being sarcastic, even though I wasn’t.
“She loves you,” Monica said simply. “Everyone could see that at dinner last night. The way she looks at you and the way you are together.”
“I don’t doubt that,” I sighed. “It’s just that she’s fucking someone else. Maybe right now, as we’re chatting, someone else is fucking my wife. It hurts, you know?”
“That’s a proud husband talking right there,” Monica rubbed my thigh comfortingly. “I’ll say it as it is, okay? Yes, he’s probably fucking her right now. The first night we spent together, we fucked all night. Five or six times, if I remember right. I could hardly walk the next night but do you know what? I enjoyed it. He’s handsome, charming and skilled in bed, Paul. Trust me, right now, she’s having the time of her life. But I promise you, it’s just sex. Ray isn’t going to let her fall in love with him, even if he wanted her to. She loves you, and tomorrow, she’ll be back here, back to being yours and you’ll be partner. Wealthier than you’ve ever been before.”
“Keep my eyes on the prize, eh?” I said, trying to deflect everything she’d just said about Ray giving my wife the fucking of her life.
“It’ll all be worth it. Even if he wants to fuck her again,” Monica’s hand was quite high up on my thigh now. “You’ll get used to it, even if you don’t get off on it like Jason does.” Then her hand slipped higher, touching my still-hard cock. “Are you sure you don’t get off on it? You seem rather excited for a man who’s supposedly having a meltdown.”
My cock twitched as she rubbed it softly and I pushed her hand away. “I don’t know why I’m hard, Monica, but I do know that you shouldn’t be doing that.”
“Why not?” she teased me with another little half-smile. “Hayley’s getting some tonight. She couldn’t be angry with you for doing the same.”
“Oh, she would,” I laughed harshly, “Me fucking someone else wasn’t part of the deal and she wouldn’t approve, I’m pretty sure of that.”
Monica stood up and instantly regretted my tone of voice, thinking I’d offended her but she didn’t say anything or walk away. Instead, she put her bottle down, then taking hold of her t-shirt at the bottom, she lifted it up and over her head in one smooth movement. She was wearing a silky black negligee top. I could see the shape of her erect nipples through it and before I had a chance to stop her, she undid the button on her jeans and stripped them down and off her legs to reveal a matching black lacy thong through which I could see a dark landing strip.
“What are you doing?” I tried to object but my throat suddenly went dry and my voice came out croaky as I said, “Stop.”
“What am I doing? I’m going to get another beer, then I’m going to have a lay down in your bedroom.” She walked towards the kitchen, and I followed her.
“It doesn’t matter what Hayley is doing,” I said as she opened the fridge door and took the top off another beer. “This isn’t right because you’re married. What about Jason?”
“Jason doesn’t have to know,” Monica said simply, then slipped off the silky top to reveal that the thong was actually the bottom half of a lace one-piece. I could see the dark circles of her nipples and the shape of her breasts through it quite clearly. She tossed the negligee over one shoulder and walked out and up the stairs. “And neither does Hayley, really.”
“Hayley’s got my permission to fuck Ray tonight,” I said as Monica looked through the doors until she found our bedroom. “We don’t have permission to fuck, do we?”
She was standing in the doorway to our bedroom, facing away from me. I couldn’t help but stare at her perfect ass cheeks and had to tear my eyes away. This was madness.
“No, that’s true. We don’t have permission,” Monica agreed. “But right now, your wife is getting fucked senseless. My husband is away, like he always is, conning some poor fucker out of money, and I’m here, bored and horny. Now, I’m going to lay down on your bed, play with my pussy, make myself cum, then have a sleep before going home before Hayley gets home. It’s up to you whether or not you join me. I won’t be offended if you don’t, but judging by how hard your cock is and the way you’ve been looking at me all night, I think you will.”
With that, she drifted into the darkness of the bedroom, leaving me standing there with my mouth open. She was right. Hayley was probably getting fucked all over the hotel suite right now. It must be nearing midnight now, if not later, and the house was quiet, but in my head, I could still hear the moans she’d made while Ray screwed her. That wail she’d let out as she’d cum on his cock.
“You’re not really going to make yourself cum, are you?” I said as I walked into the bedroom, then stopped when I saw her lacy underwear on the floor by my feet.
I looked up. She was completely naked on the bed, legs spread, with one hand between her thighs, and her middle finger buried in her pussy.
“I’d rather you do it for me,” she said quietly but didn’t stop what she was doing. Her other hand went to her nipple, pinching it between two fingers.
“This is just… wrong,” I said lamely as I moved towards her. “Kyle and Jason sent you here to cheer me up, but not this way.”
“Shut up,” Monica said quietly as I reached the foot of the bed, then sat up to take my hand and pulled me up onto the bed. “If you don’t want to fuck me, just lick my pussy. It’ll make you feel better. Why should Hayley get all the fun?”
Was she right? Hayley was getting the best end of this deal. Getting sex with a handsome, well-hung, rich guy and getting to be better off while I did all the work, and had to cope with the humiliation of someone else fucking my wife. Perhaps I deserved some fun. I took off my shirt. “I’m not sure about this,” I said as I unbuckled my belt.
“Neither am I if I’m honest,” Monica said, a note of nervousness in her voice for the first time. “But I’m horny and just feel like doing something spontaneous. You have to live a little, don’t you?”
She was right. I took my trousers and shorts off and got between her thighs but she put a hand to my chest and pushed me back.
“Slow down,” she smiled at me in the dim light, “Lay back.”
I laid down and she slid downwards and I watched as she took my cock in her mouth. I was still erect, but as that warm feeling enveloped me and she started to lick up and down my shaft, I went back to that almost-painful hardness that I’d experienced at the hotel.
“Fuck,” I sighed as she began to stroke the shaft of my cock with one hand while sucking the end, “You’re so good at this.”
“I know,” she said, stopping for a moment. The cold air of the bedroom hit my cock as she spoke, for which I was grateful as I felt like I was close to cumming already. “Ray says I’m the best at it, better than any of the others. He makes me go down on him for ages, until my jaw aches. He’ll make Hayley suck his cock a lot tonight.”
“I know,” I said, without thinking, then quickly corrected myself. “I mean, all guys love blowjobs, don’t they?”
“In my experience, yes,” Monica licked the tip, swirling her tongue around it. “I love giving blowjobs too. Does Hayley?”
“She doesn’t mind doing it,” I moaned at how good it felt. “But I wouldn’t say she loves it.”
“Am I better than her at it?”
“Don’t tell her I said this,” I sighed, as she dipped her head and took one of my balls in her mouth while still pumping my cock slowly with one hand, “But yes, probably.”
“I’ll probably still be Ray’s favourite then,” Monica giggled, then moved, sitting up and then swinging one of her long legs over me. “Although, you never know, after tonight, she might be better. Ray’s not shy about telling a woman exactly what he wants and how he wants it doing. He taught me most of my blowjob skills and I’m sure he’ll teach Hayley a few new tricks tonight.”
“All clouds have a silver lining,” I laughed, then I groaned again as she slid her pussy down onto me. She felt amazing and looked amazing when she then leaned back and started rocking her hips on me.
“Your cock isn’t anywhere near as big as Ray’s,” she teased me, “But it’s not so bad. It’s big enough to get me off, I think.”
“I’ve never had any complaints,” I said truthfully, then we stopped talking and fucked. She arched her back as she rode me faster, making her small tits jut out in front of her. They were only around a B cup, but were perfectly shaped, her small dark nipples hard in the cool night air. When I looked down at her flat stomach and the tidy landing strip below, I could see my cock sliding in and out between her small pussy lips and it looked as hot as it felt.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced, reaching down and blocking my view as she started rubbing her clit while she fucked me, then she suddenly bucked her hips and let out a low moan, totally different to the uncontrolled wail that Hayley let out earlier while Ray screwed her.
“Me too,” I said, rolling her onto her back. I lifted one slender thigh up, marvelling at how soft her dusky skin was and shoved myself as hard and deep into her as I could manage, savouring the feeling as I shot my load inside her. It was only after we’d finished, and were laid side by side on the bed, getting our breath back that I thought to ask her if she was on birth control.
“Yes,” she chuckled. “Don’t worry.”
I didn’t reply. I don’t know whether it was the beer, the exertion of sex or just emotional exhaustion, but sleep overwhelmed me as she snuggled into me and pulled the covers over us.
When I woke with a start, I don’t know how many hours later, she’d gone. Pale light was coming through the gap in the bedroom curtains and I rolled over in bed to look at the clock, cursing as a hangover headache made itself known. It was five in the morning.
I checked my phone. No text messages from Hayley. She was right about being busy later. That hard pang of jealousy returned as the memories of last night came flooding back. The sounds she’d made. What she’d said and done. Then I caught a faint smell, sex mixed with the perfume that Monica had been wearing and I remembered what we’d done and it made me feel a little better.
I texted Hayley, asking what time she’d be home but knowing I wouldn’t get an answer any time soon, I set an alarm for seven o’clock anyway. Hopefully, that would give me enough time to have a shower, freshen up and put these bedsheets in the washing machine before she came home.
I put my head down to get a couple of hours more sleep. I had no idea what tomorrow would hold, but it couldn’t be as difficult as what today had been. Right?




Chapter 5
Something woke me up. For a moment, I had no idea what, then my phone chimed again, the sound of a message alert and I stretched an arm out into the cold from underneath the warm duvet and picked it up from the bedside table.
6.50am. The alarm would be going off in a moment.
Why had I set it so early again? The haze you get from just waking up after only a few hours sleep was still fogging my brain, but then the events of last night suddenly all came back to me, and I forced myself to a sitting position and opened the message.
On my way home. I’ll be there in half an hour. Hope you’re okay.
Shit. Half an hour? I wanted to ask her a million questions, but first I needed to get rid of any evidence of Monica sleeping here last night. I rubbed my sore head as I got up and stripped the covers from the bed, then dragged them downstairs and stuffed them in the washing machine. I could still smell Monica’s perfume on me too, so I headed back upstairs and turned on the shower then text Hayley before jumping in.
I’m up. Washing the bed sheets because I got drunk last night and threw up a bit. I’m really sorry. I was just really anxious about you.
Her reply came straight back:
I’m sorry. I turned my phone off because it was annoying Ray and then forgot to turn it back on to text you before I fell asleep. At least you’re good enough to clean up after yourself.
I got in the shower and started to wash but text her between scrubbing myself and washing my hair.
I assume you did the deed. So, how was it?
Again she replied instantly.
Yes, I did. I’ll be home shortly, so I’ll tell you all about it. I’m in the car with Ray right now.
I got out of the shower, confident that I’d got right of any smells of sex. The mint shower gel that I’d used made me feel a bit fresher, but the hangover was worsening and I was still tired as I put a bathrobe on. I put fresh sheets on the bed and was going to climb in and go back to sleep until she got back, but I had the feeling that my growing anxiety wouldn’t let me rest, so instead, I walked to the window to watch out for her coming home.
The sun had barely risen, so the sky was a milky pink but at least it wasn’t chucking it down like last night, and it was light enough to see a black Porsche come down the street a few minutes later.
They parked at the foot of the drive, and as I watched, the doors opened, Hayley getting out of the passenger side. I was going to wave to her but then Ray got out too. She didn’t look up at the house, instead, she was saying something to Ray as he walked around and pulled her into his arms. It became more than a goodbye hug as his lips found hers in a long, lingering kiss.
I watched in disbelief at the front of the guy. How dare he? It was one thing doing what he’d done last night in the privacy of a hotel room a few miles from here, but to openly kiss my wife potentially in view of our neighbours was too much. I hurried downstairs to open the door and tell her to get inside, but as I got to the front door, it opened and she almost walked into me.
“Hi,” she said, closing the door behind her.
“Hi,” I replied. I didn’t know what to say to her. It was one thing texting her, but seeing her face to face felt strange now, knowing what she’d done last night. And what I’d done.
“I’m shattered,” she said, avoiding my gaze, and kicked off the black heels. “It’s early. Why don’t we go to bed for an hour before you have to go to work?”
“I’ve already had a shower,” I waved a sleeve of the bathrobe at her, but she still wasn’t looking at me, busying herself with something in her bag. “But yeah. I’m tired too. Hungover actually.”
“Was it that bad? That you had to get drunk?” Hayley finally looked at me, with a sheepish expression on her face. “I’m sorry. It’s done now though.”
“I guess.” I couldn’t tell her that I’d stalked them at the hotel and heard them have sex. “I was jealous and worried about you.”
“Come on,” she said, taking my hand and leading me upstairs. “I told you not to worry. It was just sex and I said I’d look after myself if he tried anything weird.”
“I love you,” was the only thing I could say. “I couldn’t help it.”
“Undo my zip for me?” she said when we got into the bedroom. I pulled the zip down, having to stop for a moment because I had a flashback to last night where she asked Ray to do the same thing. It was only when she shrugged out of the black dress that I realised she was naked beneath.
“Where are your bra and knickers?”
“Ray wanted to keep them, as a sort of souvenir.” Hayley screwed up her face and I thought she might cry. “I’m sorry. Are you angry with me?”
“No, I’m not angry.” I realised that I’d spoken a bit sharply. “It just feels a bit strange. You’re my wife, coming home to me after spending the night with another man. How do you think that makes me feel?”
“I feel strange too,” Hayley got into the bed, but didn’t cover herself. Her large breasts looked sexy in the crisp morning light coming in through the window. It accentuated her curves, and I couldn’t help but compare her to the much more petite Monica who laid there last night. “I am your wife though. I’m yours. Come and get in bed with me.”
I slipped off the bathrobe and joined her, as naked as she was. Our skin touched. She felt warm and soft. Like she always did. She pulled the duvet over us, then her hand moved down and took hold of my cock.
“I’m hungover,” I apologised for not being hard.
“You might feel better if we have sex,” Hayley suggested, beginning to stroke me. “Reclaim me as yours. You can do anything you want to me.”
“I want to,” I explained, “But I don’t know if I’m up to it physically.”
My cock was still soft as she kept playing with me. “Would it help if I told you what we did last night? Or would that put you off? I don’t know what to say to you.”
“Aren’t you tired?” I asked, avoiding that question as I still wasn’t sure why I’d got so excited last night and I wasn’t ready to think about it just yet.
“Of course I am,” Hayley looked at me, her eyes staring deep into mine. “How much, if anything, do you need to know about last night?”
“You told me just now, in your text, that you’d done the deed. You said it was all done now. I guess that tells me all I need to know.”
“Yes, we had sex,” Hayley nodded and I felt my cock twitch in her hand as she said that. “I went through with it. For us. Don’t you need to know the details? I won’t say anything more if it makes you feel bad.”
Did I want to know anything more than I already did? I couldn’t tell her that I knew how their night in the bedroom started, with him making her strip for him, then Hayley sucking his cock before he fucked her to an orgasm. What else they’d done after that, I didn’t know. Maybe that was it? They had a drink in bed. Talked. Went to sleep. Had breakfast before dropping her off at home on his way to the airport. Perhaps that was all they did. Probably not though. Could I go back to normality with Hayley now, never knowing what else they did?
“Tell me the basics,” I said quietly. “I suppose I should know what you did at least. I think knowing a little is better than not knowing anything.”
“That’s what I thought,” Hayley’s hand was still working my cock. “I won’t go too deeply into the details if you don’t want me to. He took me for something to eat, only a bit of supper because I’d told him that we’d already eaten and I wasn’t very hungry. He bought a bottle of champagne and kept topping my glass up. I suppose he wanted to get me tipsy. Then after him trying to get me upstairs for about an hour, I finally gave in but I made him work for it. I toyed with him a little bit.”
“That’s funny,” I said, not feeling in the slightest bit amused, but I tried not to show it.
“So we went upstairs to one of the suites. I’ve never been anywhere so luxurious. You should see it. It has its own living room, hallway, bathroom, bedroom with en-suite. Really cool. Anyway, we chatted for a little while, I wasn’t going to let him rush me into anything.”
That was a lie. He’d got her undressed within minutes of getting her in the room, but I couldn’t tell her I knew that. “Okay,” was all I said, prompting her to continue.
“I guess the champagne bubbles went to my head,” Hayley said after a moment of thought, “He made me get naked, which was really embarrassing but I did want to impress him. For you. You have no idea how difficult it was for me. I haven’t done anything sexy like that for years since we first started dating.”
“I can imagine,” I replied but I didn’t need to imagine. I’d been there, listening.
“So then he got naked too, and we got into bed,” Hayley took a deep breath, “Then he wanted me to go down on him, so I did.”
My cock was coming to life in her hand. I was getting hard, and she noticed and taking it as encouragement, she carried on without me having to prompt her further.
“His… dick is... quite big,” she said, and I looked at her face to see that was going red in the cheeks, and she cringed as she continued, “I struggled to suck it at first, and then when he wanted to do it to me, he had to go slow at first.”
“This is a bit more than the basics,” I stopped her. “I was kind of suggesting you just tell me what you’d done, like going down on each other, how many times you fucked. That sort of thing.”
“Oh, right,” she said and I saw that not only was she still blushing, but she had tears in her eyes. “You are angry at me.”
“No, I’m sorry,” I told her again, feeling bad once more. “This is just difficult for me, okay? I don’t know how to handle this sort of thing.”
“Shall I stop then?” Hayley said although she didn’t stop playing with my cock. “Would it be better if you just asked me what you want to know?”
“Maybe,” I said. “It just feels weird, asking.”
“It’s better if we clear the air like this though.
“True,” I agreed, then pondered on what I really wanted to know. What I needed to know. There was a lot, but I was nervous about the answers, and if I was honest, nervous about what effect those answers would have on me. I started with the basic question. “So you sucked him and then you had sex. Was that it, or…?”
“No, that’s wasn’t it. We did other stuff.”
My cock suddenly surged to hardness when she said other stuff. What other stuff?
“Other stuff, like having sex again? More than once?”
“You’re getting really hard,” Hayley noted, lifting the covers and looking down at my penis in her hand.
“I don’t know why,” I half-lied, then changed the subject back away from my erection. “So you had sex more than once.”
“Yes,” her hand felt so good rubbing up and down on my cock. “Do you want to know how many times?”
“Okay,” I suppose it didn’t make any difference, really.
“Four times. Twice before we went to sleep, then he woke me in the middle of the night - that time lasted for ages - and then again this morning before we left.”
“This morning?” I asked although I don’t know why I was surprised. “Did you-”
“I showered before I came home,” Hayley answered the question before I’d asked it. “Obviously I was kind of - icky, from… you know?”
“So he came,” this was a hard question to answer, but I found myself needing to know, “...he came inside you?”
“Twice,” Hayley nodded. “The first time and then again this morning. The other two times he came in my mouth.”
My cock felt like it was going to burst in her hand. Why was I so turned on? “Hayley, you know you said about reclaiming you?”
Hayley didn’t speak, she just pulled me on top of her and guided my cock into her pussy. It felt slightly puffy, but also soaking wet and I slid straight into her with no resistance. I could tell she’d had sex. She sighed as it went in. “Fuck me,” she whispered into my ear but I had more questions.
“What else did you do?” I asked, fucking her very slowly so that I didn’t cum right away. “Did he go down on you.”
“Yes, of course,” Hayley moaned. “He spent ages doing it, the second time we had sex. Even though he’d cum inside me earlier. He seemed to enjoy licking it out of me.”
“Did you cum?” I asked next, even though I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know.
“Yes. I lost count of how many times,” she groaned again, pulling at my backside, trying to coax me into fucking her harder and faster. “He made me cum with his tongue, but he made me cum a lot with his fingers and his cock too.”
“So you liked his big cock?” I found myself asking as I got into a rhythm on top of her. “You must have enjoyed him fucking you if you came that many times. You said you wouldn’t enjoy it. You said you’d just pretend.”
“I tried not to. I couldn’t help it,” Hayley said through her moans, “His cock felt so good. It’s been so long since I had one that big, plus he does it really hard and fast and rough. Fuck me, Paul. Fuck me hard. Make me yours.”
That stung a bit. Wasn’t I big enough for her? I almost vocalised the question, but I was too deep into it now and didn’t want to say anything to spoil the moment and stop this. “So if he wants you again, would you do it? Because he might want to. He still fucks Monica and the other girls.”
“I know he does. He told me,” Hayley groaned in frustration. “And yes, I’d love to do it again, but only if you were okay with it. I wouldn’t if you didn’t want me to. Now just fuck me, please.”
I rammed my cock into her hard, letting myself go, fucking her for all I was worth even though my head was banging with the hangover. “Anything else I need to know?” I gasped between pumps.
“We did anal,” Hayley whimpered, “This morning. He fucked me in the ass. That’s everything. You know everything now.”
He fucked her in the ass. I couldn’t believe it. I’d never done that. Not in all these years. She’d never let me. My mind completely blown, I came, pumping my cum deep into her pussy, then laid down next to her.
“I can’t believe you let him do anal,” I said eventually, once I’d got my breath back. “We’ve never even done that.”
“He’s very persuasive,” Hayley defended herself, “I have done it before with boys before you. I just never enjoyed it.”
I really wanted to ask her again how many boyfriends she’d had before me, to see if the number she’d told Ray might actually be true, but I didn’t.
“Did you enjoy it this time?”
Hayley pulled my arms around her, snuggling into me. “It was better than before with the other boys. I enjoyed it a bit but it’s still not my thing. I just let him do it because he really wanted to.”
“What if I want to?”
“It’s a bit late now,” she patted my exhausted, flaccid cock. “Maybe later, if I’m okay for it. I’m a bit sore down there right now.”
I was going to ask her for more details, like exactly how big he was; if he’d left her sore, but just then my phone chimed with a message and I picked it up. It was from Ray.
Thank you for letting me spend the night with Hayley. She was a great fuck. I hope she enjoyed it as much as I did. If it’s okay with you, I’d like to see her again soon. Please take that as a compliment.
Then another one came through right after that.
Oh, and you might want to check your bank balance. Congratulations on making partner.
I immediately logged into my internet banking app and my jaw dropped open. He’d paid me a bonus, and it was over ten times my normal paycheque from my day job. I turned to show the messages and bonus to Hayley but she turned away, replying to a message on her phone. I leaned over her slightly to read it, hoping she wouldn’t notice and she didn’t.
Last night was fantastic, Hayley. I wish I didn’t have to rush away this morning. Next time, we’ll have more time to fully explore each other.
Hayley replied:
I enjoyed it too. I look forward to this next time that you’re talking about but I need to talk to Paul about it first. Call me when you get back? xxx
I quickly moved away before she saw me looking, and typed my own reply to Ray as she turned back around.
Thank you for the bonus. It’s more than I expected!
Ray replied immediately:
You’re welcome. You have Hayley to thank for the extra money. She was that good!
“Have you seen what Ray’s put?” I showed her my phone, then after she’d read it, I flicked to the banking app and showed her the amount. “And look at how much he’s paid us. You must have really impressed him with your blow job skills or something.”
Hayley’s widened at the number. “He did make me suck him a lot,” she giggled, “I told you I was doing this for us, and there’s our reward straight away.”
“I better get ready for work,” I stretched as I noticed the time.
“I wish you didn’t have to go,” Hayley held on to me. “I love you.”
“I love you too,” I said, kissing her on the forehead, before wriggling away from her to get ready for work.
I took some painkillers for my head and made myself a strong black coffee. While I was ironing my shirt for the day, my feelings began to change as all my horniness subsided, and the stark reality of what we’d all done last night began to kick in again.
Before I left, I went upstairs to tell Hayley that I was going, but she was fast asleep. The duvet was bunched up around her waist so her large breasts were exposed, facing me as she was laid on her side, and I noticed a small red mark on one of them that I hadn’t noticed before. Being careful not to notice, I leaned in closer and identified it as a bite mark. I wasn’t sure how that made me feel, so rather than waking her, I gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek and set off to work.
I had almost as hard a time concentrating at work as the day before. Yesterday, it was all the soul-searching I’d had to do, wondering if I could let Hayley sleep with him or not. Today it was the aftermath of that. It took time to fully digest not only the fact that another man not only fucked my wife, but that they’d done it four times, and that she’d let him do things to her that she wouldn’t even let me do previous. Then to add to that, how much she’d enjoyed it, the inevitable decision over letting her do it again, and finally the most shocking development of all; that I’d slept with Monica. That turn of events had come right out of left field and I didn’t know how to process it yet.
The day was a busy one and went quickly, for which I was grateful. My asshole of a supervisor, Andrew Green, threw me of a few of his usual sarcastic comments, but I let them go straight over my head today, knowing that I’d be in a position to quit very soon.
Once I was out of the office and sat in the car, ready to go home, I decided to call Penny. The rather odd conversation we’d had yesterday was still bothering me. What had she been about to tell me about her and Joel? What was she going to warn me about? I had a feeling it was just the obvious; that Ray was a good lover; that he had a big cock; and that judging from the bite mark on Hayley’s breast, he could be a bit over-passionate physically to the point of being rough.
It was raining heavily again, drumming on the windscreen of the car as I looked her number up and pressed call.
“Hi Paul, I’m glad you called,” Penny answered. “I’m sorry for being a bit abrupt yesterday on the phone. How are things?”
“Everything’s great,” I replied. “I’m sorry for not giving you the chance to explain properly. I was a bit on edge, for obvious reasons.”
“I totally understand. You don’t need to apologise. So how did it go?”
“You were right, she enjoyed it,” I admitted, “And he wants to see her again, which is what you said would happen.”
“I hate saying I told you so,” Penny said with a short chuckle. “How do you feel about that today?”
“I’m not sure yet. We haven’t had time to talk it through yet,” I said honestly. “I’ve thought about it a lot today but I’ve also been wondering about what you said yesterday. You said you were trying to warn me about something and I think you were going to tell me something else. Something about you and Joel?”
The line was silent for a moment, then finally Penny spoke. “Where are you right now?”
“I’ve just finished work - at my day job. I’m in my car outside at the moment.”
“Can we meet for a coffee or something before you go home?” She sounded uneasy.
“I guess so. Where?” I started the car engine, intrigued as to what she had to tell me that she didn’t want to - or couldn’t - say on the phone.
She named a cafe no more just a couple of miles from where I was, so I drove there through the rain to find her already waiting for me inside, with two hot drinks.
“I got you a hot chocolate because I didn’t know if you liked coffee,” she smiled at me as I approached the table.
“You didn’t have to, but thanks. Hot chocolate is fine, especially on a day like today.” I took my drenched coat off and scrubbed a hand through my wet hair before sitting down. Penny’s coat was just as wet, draped over the back of one of the empty chairs next to us.
“So are you really okay?” she asked softly. “Or are you just saying that?”
“I am,” I shrugged and took a warming sip of the chocolate. Penny’s face was lined with concern so I knew she was being sincere and not just nosy. She was attractive without being pretty or striking. Long, straight red hair hung to below her shoulders and framed her face, the focal point of which were her pale blue eyes. Her makeup was perfect, subtle but highlighting those eyes and accentuating her red-painted lips. She was dressed much more relaxed than she was at dinner two nights ago, but the pearl necklace, twinkling jewellery on her ears and wrists, crisp blouse and pencil skirt she was wearing all reeked of quality, so she still seemed every bit as glamorous.
“Joel and I were fine with it, at first,” Penny slowly began to tell me the story of how Joel had been recruited into the Crowe family business, much the same as my own. He’d known Jason through a family member, started off small at first before the offer came in to become partner. Which is when the condition was put on them, the same as it had been with me, that to become partner, Joel had to let Ray sleep with his wife.
“Did you agree right away?” I asked, genuinely interested if it'd been exactly the same as it was with me and Hayley.
“Joel really wanted the job,” Penny nodded. “I’d become used to the money. Ray’s good-looking, confident and had always treated Joel and me respectfully and while I didn’t necessarily want to have sex with him, it didn’t seem like such a big deal. It took us a week of talking it over; it didn’t happen as quickly as it has done with you and Hayley, but then I went through with it and everything was fine. Joel became partner and things were looking up for us, until...”
Penny trailed off, those light blue eyes scanning my face.
“Until what?”
Ray wanted to see me again, but I told him that wasn’t the deal. It was one night. We’d fulfilled our end of the deal, but now I wanted to work on my marriage. You see, things were never that great with Joel and I. He cheated on me once, right before we got married. We’d always argued a lot, probably more than most couples, but we were okay. On an even keel, now that we’d got this extra money coming in. And I just didn’t want Ray fucking that up.”
“So what happened?”
Penny was nervously fiddling with a long strand of her red hair. “Ray wouldn’t take no for an answer. He kept promising extra work, extra money, bonuses if I slept with him, to the point where Joel started to pressure me to go through with it, until finally, I did. Don’t get me wrong, Ray’s a fantastic lover and the sex we had was great, every single time we did it. I never once regretted it afterwards. He has a way of making sure that you feel special, and not like a prostitute, but that’s what I basically became.” She let go of the hair which was now twirled around one perfectly manicured finger and placed both hands on the table in front of her. “It’s what I basically am now. He calls me, and I go. I let him fuck me, knowing that I’ll have a good time and that we’ll get paid a chunk of money. But now, I only do it because it’s expected of me. The consequences of saying no are worse than going through with it.”
“Consequences?” I didn’t like the sound of that.
“I told you,” Penny looked around her, making sure no one was close enough to hear. “You’re getting in with a bad crowd. The Crowes aren’t good people. Once you’re in with them, you’re in forever. There’s no getting out.”
“Course there is,” I said. “Surely, you’ve made enough money now. Tell Ray that you’re retiring. Joel isn’t young anymore, is he? He must be what - 60?”
“Joel knows too much for them to ever let him walk away. Even if he retires, Ray will be keeping tabs on him. Watching him. Asking him for favours. One-off jobs. And he’ll still be calling me, expecting a fuck whenever he’s horny and fancies a bit of his Penny.”
“Does Joel know you feel this way?”
“Yes,” Penny sighed, “But things with me and Joel are over. They have been for a while. Joel’s not great in bed. I don’t know if it was guilt or what, but after his affair, things were never the same in the bedroom. When he found out how good Ray was, how well-endowed he was, he said he felt inferior and lost even more confidence. Then we started arguing. We’d lost something, I don’t know whether it was the lack of intimacy or what, but whatever it was, we couldn’t get it back. We haven’t had sex for years and we live separately now, although no one knows that apart from you.”
“I’m sorry to hear that, but if you’re here to tell me that Hayley and I are going to end up the same, you’re wrong,” I said, trying not to sound insensitive. “Our relationship is strong. It always has been.”
“That’s not what I want to tell you, Paul.” Penny leaned forward. “I’m sure you and Hayley are great. You looked like a wonderfully close couple at the meeting the other night. I will say one thing though; Jason and Monica were a close couple too, but now they’re anything but. He goes out with his friends, fucking any girl he wants, thinking she doesn’t know, but of course she does. She puts up with it, but I don’t know for how much longer. Only Kyle and Lene actually seem to be okay with it, for whatever reason, but those two have always been a bit weird anyway.”
I knew why, but it wasn’t my place to say anything to Penny. I now understood why Monica had come on to me so strongly last night too. Again, I didn’t say anything about that either. “So if that’s not what you want to tell me, what is?”
“I want out,” Penny said so quietly that I could barely hear her, even though we were the only ones in the cafe. “So does Joel, but we can’t get out. Because if we do, I don’t know what will happen to us. I don’t want you to get trapped like we are. You should get out now before you get in too deep.”
“What do you mean?”
Penny glanced around. “Call me paranoid all you like, but before you joined, there were another couple, Joseph and Sarah, and another before them. I forget their names, Carl and...”
“Jessica?” I remembered Annabel telling me about them.
“Yes, that’s right,” Penny replied in hushed tones. “They wanted out, both for different reasons, but Ray wouldn’t let them go. Then one day, we were told that they’d left. When Carl and Jess disappeared, we’d only just started working for Ray, so we didn’t think anything of it. But with Joseph and Sarah, it was different. I was Sarah’s friend. We were close. Ray told me they’d moved to Mexico, but no matter how much I tried to get in touch with her, I couldn’t. We were close, best friends. She wouldn’t have left without telling me. If she’d just moved away, she’d have kept in touch, I know she would.”
“So what are you saying?” I frowned. “You think Ray did something to them?”
“I don’t think,” Penny whispered, “I know it. I did some digging around and found that no one had heard from Joseph either. His family even reported him as a missing person, but when they discovered that he was involved with the Crowes they dropped their investigations. Why would they do that?”
“Maybe they didn’t want anything to do with an employee of a known criminal?” I suggested.
“Or maybe he paid them off,” Penny chewed her lip. “Ask Ray, Jason or Kyle about them and you’ll get told to keep your mouth shut in no uncertain terms. I’m telling you way more than I should. I’m putting myself at risk here but screw it, I’m trying to do the right thing for once in my life. Look, Paul, I know something bad happened to Joseph and Sarah, and I’m fairly sure that Carl and Jess suffered the same fate. If I was you, I’d get out now. While you still can.”
With that, Penny finished her drink, put the cup down and stood up. Before I could ask her any more questions, she’d thrown her coat around her shoulders and gone out into the heavy rain, leaving me alone with just a million doubts for company.




Chapter 6
The following week went without incident. Work was more bearable than usual with the knowledge that I was going to be there for much longer. At home, I didn’t bring up Hayley’s night with Ray, and neither did she. We seemed to have found a happy medium, and I think neither of us wanted to do anything to spoil it.
I left the majority of my bonus in the bank, but I did take Hayley out for some shopping followed an expensive dinner one evening, which got me laid that night when we arrived home. Both Jason and Kyle spoke to me as they gave me some new jobs to do, but besides asking if everything was okay with Hayley and I, they didn’t probe for any further details. But on the day that Ray came home, I had a feeling that this would change and it did.
I’d just got home from work and was talking to Hayley about my day when my phone rang. I was half-expecting Ray to call, and even though it was Jason, I knew that it would be something to do with his father, with it being the day he’d returned home.
“Hello,” the younger of the two Crowe brothers said in a cheerful voice, “Are you guys free later? Dad wants to take us all out.”
“Tonight?” I said, raising an eyebrow at Hayley.
“Yeah, he’s had a really productive trip and wants to celebrate,” Jason replied. “Plus, he feels like we haven’t celebrated your addition to the company properly. So, he wants to take us to Black Cats for a V.I.P. night.”
“The strip club?” I said out loud for Hayley’s benefit.
“It’s known for the dancers, but it’s much more than that,” Jason said. “Say you’ll come. Dad’s paying for everything, and really wants you there.”
I shielded the phone microphone for a moment. “Ray wants to go out tonight. What do you think?”
Hayley shrugged. “We don’t have any plans. Why not?”
I was relieved in a way. I’d expected the phone call to be a request from Ray for Hayley’s company, so for him to want to see us both was a pleasant surprise. Perhaps he’d had second thoughts about seeing her, or maybe he’d got his eye on a new conquest.
“Let’s do it,” I said to Jason. “What time are we meeting?”
We made all the arrangements, then after quickly getting ready, a taxi arrived to take us, all organised and paid for by Ray himself, we were told by the driver and before too long we were met outside the venue by Dwayne, Ray’s beefy bodyguard.
“The boss is inside already,” he grunted and led us through a group of customers queuing to get in outside the non-too-salubrious looking club. They soon parted out of the way of a giant mohawked thug, and we followed him through the entrance and then through an area separated off from the main bar by a velvet rope, and into the VIP section, where Ray, Annabel, the brothers and their wives were waiting for us.
Black Cats was much nicer inside than out. Whereas the exterior was just a brick built double story building that could have been just another bar, the inside was immaculately decorated with exotic plants and ornate sculptures in every corner. The lighting was deliberately dim and the haze from smoke machines hung in the air, adding to the atmosphere.
“How’s it going?” Ray spoke to me first as we made our way over. Another surprise. I genuinely expected him to be all Hayley, but he wasn’t.
“Good. Very good.” I said, shaking the hand that he offered. As I expected, his handshake was extremely firm, and he kept eye contact with me, no awkwardness there. “I like this place. I didn’t know it was yours until the boys told me last week.”
“Have you been before?” Ray said, indicating towards the chair next to him. “Sit down. What are you drinking?”
“A beer, any beer will do,” I replied. “No, I’ve never been, but I’ve heard about it.”
“Who hasn’t?” Ray grinned as he waved over at the barman to bring us drinks. “It had a bad reputation when I bought it, but I’ve turned it around and it’s the best members bar around now. I’m quite proud of the place now.”
“So you should be,” I complimented him, taking a swig of the ice cold beer that Ray passed me as a topless waiter with rippling muscles brought a tray of drinks to the table.
“And how are you?” Annabel asked Hayley, who’d taken a seat opposite me, to Ray’s left and Annabel’s right. The boys were sat at the next table, with their own wives. As I looked over at Hayley, I saw Monica over her shoulder and our eyes met. She smiled, then looked away quickly.
“I’m great, thank you,” Hayley smiled at the Thai woman. Both of them looked lovely tonight. Hayley had her blonde hair up in a complicated-looking bun, which showed off her pale neck and the new gold necklace that I’d treated her to from our bonus. Her burgundy-coloured dress plunged at the front, showing an expanse of creamy cleavage that I knew would have men staring all night and Ray proved me right, not making any attempt to hide the fact that he was gazing at her tits as the two women chatted.
Annabel was wearing a tailored white suit, open at the front to reveal a sheer black top. She was short and petite, so didn’t have the cleavage that Hayley did, but as she shifted to the side, I saw the inner slope of one of her breasts, and they looked firm, round and high, as though she’d had a modest boob job.
“Wonderful,” Annabel clapped her hands together. “I’m always a little bit worried when we first introduce a new couple to the company. Not everyone understands the conditions, to begin with, and those that accept them can’t always move forward afterwards. It just doesn’t work for them, which is completely understandable.”
Wham! And there it was. No worrying about the ‘elephant in the corner’, I should have known that Annabel would just come out with it, even if she was still wording it rather diplomatically.
“No Penny and Joel tonight?” I asked Ray, trying to delicately steer the conversation elsewhere.
“No, they were unavailable,” Ray replied gruffly. He scratched a hand through his grey-streaked dark hair. “Best not talking about them right now. Joel’s pissing me off at the moment.”
“He’s being rather uncooperative lately,” Annabel explained. “Ray and he aren’t seeing eye-to-eye, but it’s nothing to worry about. I’m sure they’ll work it out.”
I didn’t mention my conversations with Penny. They didn’t know that we’d met up and I needed it to stay that way, so in a way, I was pleased they weren’t here tonight.
“Back to what Annabel was saying,” Ray said after a slightly awkward moment of silence, “I’m really pleased that you passed my little test and that you and Hayley are still here and happy to commit your future to us.”
Commit our future? I wasn’t sure what that meant exactly and if letting him sleep with my wife was a ‘little test’, I didn’t want to know what a ‘bigger test’ would involve.
“We’re happy too,” Hayley smiled flirtily at him
“Did you enjoy yourself?” Annabel asked bluntly, making Hayley’s smile drop quickly.
I watched Hayley look at Annabel first, unsure of how to answer, then she turned to Ray, who winked at her and smiled, so she turned back to his wife. “I don’t want to offend you. I’m not sure what the right answer is, but if I’m honest, yes, I did.”
Annabel laughed at Hayley as she cringed comically. “I’m just teasing you. I knew you’d enjoy Ray. He’s quite the animal in bed, isn’t he?” She placed a slender hand on Hayley’s arm, her Thai skin contrasting with Hayley’s paler colour.
Hayley nodded, blushing as Ray put his hand on my shoulder. “And answer me honestly, Paul. Without putting too fine a point on it, I fucked your wife. That’d put a strain on any friendship. Are me and you okay? Still friends?”
I didn’t know he counted me as a friend. I’d barely met him before, but I nodded, despite the rather tactless description of his night with Hayley. “I shook your hand, didn’t I?” I said with a slightly forced smile. “I wouldn’t have done that if we weren’t okay, and I’m honoured that you class me as a friend.”
Ray laughed loudly enough to make Jason and Kyle turn around. His tan had gotten darker while in the middle-east, making his teeth look even whiter. “He wouldn’t have shaken my hand!” he guffawed at Annabel, then slapped me on the back hard enough to make me cough out some beer. “That’s funny. I knew I liked this guy for a reason!”
“It’s why I married him,” Hayley grinned over the table at me.
“I have to say you’re a lucky man being married to Hayley,” Annabel said as the boys turned back to their drinks. “Ray tells me that she’s excellent company.”
“What Annabel is trying to say,” interjected Ray, “Is that she was a really good fuck.”
“Raymond!” his wife admonished him.
“What?” he raised his hands innocently, “I’m just saying it how it is. I don’t have a way with words like you do. She was a good fuck. She sucks cock good and I loved her big tits. I’m sure Paul doesn’t mind me complimenting his wife, do you?”
“I guess it’s a kind of compliment,” I managed to say, “I’d be more offended if you’d turned around and said she wasn’t good in bed.”
“Very true,” he replied. “Look, I just want to be able to talk to you, man-to-man. I hate having to pussy-foot around subjects. I like to be able to be open and honest with my employees. It’s much healthier that way.”
“Makes sense,” I admitted.
“And what about Hayley?” Annabel argued with her eyes narrowed at her husband. “How do you think she might feel, listening to your caveman descriptions of her? Have some consideration for her feelings.”
“I’m sorry,” Ray said, his face dropping and clearly feeling chastised.
“It’s fine. Really, it is,” Hayley assured them quickly. “As Ray said, maybe it’s best that we just talk openly and candidly about stuff. No treading on eggshells then. Besides, I could speak the same way about him. He was a reasonably good fuck, I suppose. Needs some practice at going down on a girl, but I did like his big dick.”
That made both Annabel and Ray laugh uproariously, which again made Jason and Kyle look over.
“What’s so funny?” Jason called over.
“Your school friend and his wife are so funny,” Ray said, trying to suppress the giggles which seemed to have taken him over.
Some tapas was brought out to us, and more drinks; beer for the boys and champagne or gin for the girls, while a beautiful, lithe, topless black girl came to the table, dancing around us in the tiniest of thongs. The topless waiter with the washboard stomach joined her, teasing the ladies by flexing his impressive pecs in time to the bassy music that was throbbing in the background.
“So, Hayley,” Ray said after we’d finished eating, “Do I really need to improve my pussy licking skills?”
I didn’t even know he’d gone down her. She hadn’t mentioned that, but I didn’t say anything I just listened.
“I was just messing with you,” my wife chuckled, her green eyes twinkling with mischief. “You were fine. Paul is the master of going down on a girl though. He can do wonders with that tongue of his.”
“Really?” said Annabel, with an unsettlingly predatory look in her eyes.
“Hands off,” Hayley warned her jokingly, “He’s mine.”
“Perhaps you need to show me, give me a few lessons, Paul,” Ray said, glancing at both Hayley and me hopefully.
“That sounds like fun,” Hayley giggled.
“We have three private rooms in the back,” Ray said, his jesting manner turning slightly more serious. “Where customers can go with a dancer for a private dance. Of course, it’s usually more than a dance.”
“More than a dance?” Hayley asked, a curious look on her face.
“It could be anything from just a fully naked dance, to a handjob, blow job, or a full-on fuck. Both the male and female dancers participate too,” Ray answered.
Hayley’s look of curiosity turned to one of surprise. “Really?”
“There are beds in there,” Annabel added, “I’ll give you a tour later.”
“Forget about that for now,” Ray stood up and took Hayley’s hand, then turned to me, “May I borrow your wife for a dance?”
“Sure,” I said and he led her into the centre of the dance floor and called to the barman to turn the music up. Kyle and Lene joined them on the dance floor and Annabel excused herself for something that I couldn’t hear over the music, and Jason and Monica were nowhere to be seen, so I was left sitting alone. I walked over to the bar, ordered a fresh beer and asked where the toilets were, then went for a much-needed pee while he pulled the drink.
On my way back I walked straight into the one person that I’d been hoping to avoid, Monica.
“Oops, “ she said, catching herself right before rushing into me. “I wasn’t looking where I was going.”
“It’s okay,” I replied, glancing at the ladies toilets behind me. “Desperate, huh?”
“Yeah,” she winced, putting a hand between her legs, “Listen, will you wait here for me? Two minutes. I wanted a quick word in private with you anyway.” I nodded and she disappeared into the ladies.
Several minutes later, longer than I expected, she finally came out, turning her head left and right before spotting me. “Sorry. I needed to freshen up my makeup. Thanks for waiting.”
“No problems,” I said, starting back towards the bar and the VIP area.
“Hold on,” she grabbed my arm, slowing me down. “I don’t want Jason to see us talking. He’s very perceptive. I don’t want him guessing that anything has happened between us.”
“Something happened between us?” I tried to look puzzled. “I don’t remember anything happening. I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I winked at her then said very quietly, “It’s fine. Your secret is safe with me. I don’t want anyone knowing either.”
“That’s good then,” Monica repeated, flicking a lock of dark hair behind her ear. “Like I said, Jason’s so good at reading body language and people in general. I was worried that if you came over and talked to me, he’d somehow pick up on something.”
“So we shouldn’t talk to each other?” I asked. “Isn’t that going to look even more suspicious?”
“Just act natural,” Monica said, looking over her shoulder towards the bar. “And be careful. We should head back. We’ve been gone a while. I’ll go first.”
She walked off in front and I gave it a few more minutes before following suit, to stop anyone realising that we’d been speaking. I didn’t want anyone asking what we’d been talking about.
When I turned the corner into the bar and through into the VIP section, Ray and Hayley were still dancing, alone on the dancefloor now. Annabel was sitting with Jason, Monica and Lene, all four of them just watching and then I noticed why. Last time they’d danced, Ray had taken a few liberties, grabbing Hayley’s behind but this time he’d taken it to a whole new level; they weren’t just dancing, they were kissing and making out.
I stopped and hung back at the edge of the room and just watched for a moment, unsure of what I was supposed to do or how I was going to act if they saw me come back. They turned sideways to me and I saw Ray’s hand on Hayley’s breast, squeezing it through her dress. His other hand was on her ass like before. Their lips moved, the kiss breaking and then resuming. I saw Hayley’s tongue reaching for his. Her hands were on his back, pulling him into her. For some reason, seeing them kiss like that was almost as difficult as hearing them have sex.
“Paul?” Kyle said from behind me, making me jump.
“Sorry,” I said, realising he was trying to get into the room and I was blocking his way. I moved aside but when he saw why I’d been standing there, he turned and looked at me.
“Ah,” he said quietly. “Dad’s at it again. I know how it feels. It takes time to get used to.”
“I know you’re used to it,” I said, still not able to take my eyes off them. “But I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to.”
“You never know, you might even enjoy it if you give it a chance,” Kyle said cryptically although of course, I knew from Monica spilling the beans the night we’d spent together. “I mean, Hayley doing things means you can do things. It liberates you as a couple. You have the freedom to sleep with other women. Dad can even arrange for you with some of the girls here and-”
“I don’t want to do things with other women though,” I sighed. “I just want us to be better off financially. To have that sort of freedom, not necessarily this sort of freedom. I guess I just have to try and get used to it as you say.”
Kyle gripped and squeezed my shoulder. “He won’t ever hurt her. He’s never laid so much of a finger in anger on Lene. She adores him. He treats all the girls like royalty. Makes them feel like queens.”
“How did you feel? Those first few times he slept with your wife,” I asked, hoping I wasn’t getting too personal with the rough-looking elder brother.
“Jealous. Resentful,” Kyle shrugged. “The way I dealt with it was by embracing it, I guess.”
“What do you mean?” I wondered if Kyle was going to open up to me.
“Walk to the bar with me,” he answered, “I’ll tell you over a drink.”
I remembered I’d got a drink waiting, so followed Kyle through the hazy VIP area to the bar. Hayley’s eyes were closed as they danced, so she didn’t see me. They’d stopped kissing, but Ray’s hands were still all over her and their bodies were pressed tightly against each other. His eyes met mine and I just found myself giving him a tight smile and then walking straight past.
I took a prolonged pull of my beer as we got to the bar. “This feels awkward.”
“Don’t,” Kyle said. “We’ve all been in your shoes right now at one time. Anyway, I was going to tell you how I got over it.”
“Go ahead.”
Kyle lifted the beer to his lips and downed it in one long gulp then ordered another. I watched Hayley and Ray start to kiss again as he spoke. “First two times were like Hayley. He took Lene to a hotel and spent the night with her. He fucked the shit out of her and had no qualms in telling me all about it. So, the third time I asked if I could be there when he did it.”
“What? Like in a threesome?” I played along.
“That’s more or less how I pictured it working out, in my head, but it didn’t go like that. I just ended up watching them.”
“You watched your dad fuck your wife? Wow. That must have been rough.”
Kyle looked at me, drawing my attention away from Ray and Hayley finally. He seemed to be weighing me up, wondering how much he should tell me. I guess he wasn’t ready to tell me everything just yet, because he just let out a long breath and said, “Yeah. It was rough.”
“But it helped?” I prompted him to carry on. Anything to distract me from the dance floor.
“Yep,” he finished off the beer and ordered yet another one. “I always watch now. It helps me deal with it. Maybe you should try doing the same. Dad wouldn’t mind, I’m sure.”
I blinked in shock at the suggestion. I’d already heard them have sex and that was bad enough. But to watch them? “I don’t think so,” I said, regaining my composure, “I think that’d kill me.”
“It wouldn’t kill you,” he scoffed. “Maybe it’d help. Maybe not. Don’t know unless you try. Anyway, I’m going to go sit with my wife. She’s looking jealous. Catch you in a bit.”
As Kyle walked off, Ray and Hayley finally broke their embrace, Hayley heading off in the direction of the toilets, while Ray walked towards me at the bar.
“I hope you didn’t mind me hogging your wife all night,” he grinned. “When she comes back, you should dance with her. Husbands should always dance with their wife. It helps keep the romance alive.”
“I’m not much of a dancer,” I shrugged. “Two left feet, as they say.”
“Shame, she’s got some nice moves,” he nudged me with his elbow. “She’s got a lot of nice things going for her actually. I love slim girls as every man does, but I also love it when they’re a bit plumper like Hayley. I can’t get enough of her tits and ass. Couldn’t take my hands off them.”
How was I meant to react to that? “I noticed,” was the only thing I could think of saying.
“I love big tits,” Ray went on. “Monica both has small tits. Annabel and Lene too, but I paid for them both to have implants a few years but even then, they’re not huge and fake is never as good as the real thing. Penny’s got the biggest but even hers aren’t in the same league as Hayley’s. Honestly, last week in bed, I couldn’t stop playing with them. I was sucking them like a hungry newborn.”
I forced out a laugh at the crude joke. “I think she mentioned that.”
“Did she? Did she tell you everything?” Ray put an arm around me. “Some men feel better for knowing everything. Others prefer not to know. So they can deny it happened. If she told you that, I’m guessing you’re one that prefers to know.”
“Yes, she told me everything as soon as she came home that morning, while we had sex.” It felt important for Ray to know that she’d fucked me, that she’d wanted me, after being with him. I needed him to know that she was still mine and that I’d reclaimed her right afterwards. “I made her tell me. She said you fucked four times. Told me all about it.”
“Good man,” Ray said, looking at me differently than before. “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again; you’re a lucky man. She’s a great fuck. Did she tell you I made her cum within minutes of first getting it up her? And that she let me fuck her ass too? She’s a proper dirty one, that wife of yours.”
He was pushing me. He knew I’d just challenged him a little bit, trying to restore my pride and now he was challenging me back. But I knew the way to beat him was just to play him at his own game. “Yes, she told me. She’s not hugely into anal but said she indulged you. She always orgasms quickly when I fuck her too. She’s just a horny woman. Like you said, I’m a lucky man.”
Ray stroked his chin and smiled again. “I like you more and more every time I talk to you, Paul.”
“What are you two talking about?” Hayley said from beside me. I hadn’t seen her come back from the ladies’ room. She’d touched up her makeup and sprayed some fresh perfume. I could smell as she leaned into me for a kiss and I tasted cigars on her lips, presumably from Ray.
“I was just telling your husband that he should dance with you more often,” Ray asked for and then passed Hayley a gin and tonic from the bar.
“Not much chance of that,” she smiled at me, then turned back to Ray. “So, did you ask him?”
“Ask me what?” I said.
“I was getting around to it,” Ray waved a hand, “But we got to talking about you and how good you are in bed.”
“Is that right?” Hayley arched an eyebrow at me.
“Well, you are,” I defended myself then looked at Ray. “So what did you want to ask me?”
“I was going to give Hayley a tour of the private rooms,” he tilted his head to one side. “If you know what I’m saying. If you’re not comfortable with it, we can make arrangements for another time.”
“I told him that it’s up to you,” Hayley said softly her green eyes meeting mine
“She’s so good. If you let me have her again,” Ray murmured into my ear, “There’s another bonus in it for you.”
“What about you?” I asked Hayley. “Do you want to?”
The question seemed to catch her a bit off guard. She looked at me, then Ray, then back to me, but he leaned in close to me again, saving her from having to answer.
“Please, Paul. Let me fuck her,” he pleaded. “At least this time, I’m not having her all night. You can take her home and fuck her all night afterwards.”
“Do you want to?” I repeated the question to Hayley, ignoring him momentarily.
Hayley took a moment. Then nodded.
“Great,” Ray said, taking Hayley’s hand and leading her away before I had time to object. Hayley looked over her shoulder as they walked off. “I love you,” she mouthed at me before disappearing down a corridor and out of view.
I stood there for a moment in disbelief at how that just happened, then realised that Kyle, Lene and Annabel were all standing at the bar next to me.
“My husband has a way of getting what he wants,” Annabel whispered into my ear, echoing what Penny had said to me the other day. “And making women want it too. Don’t be offended. You’ll be rewarded handsomely. Ray is nothing if not generous.”
“Has he taken her to the rooms?” Lene tapped me on the hand to get my attention.
“Yes,” I said simply, feeling slightly humiliated but trying to remember that Kyle, Lene and Annabel had seen all of this before. I had nothing to be ashamed about in front of them.
“He’s so naughty,” Lene shook her head, her platinum blonde hair swaying with the motion. Lene was as tall as Monica, spoke with a Scandinavian accent and looked very much the part of a Swedish bombshell. She was wearing a skin-tight grey dress and her fake boobs were pushed together to make them look bigger than they were. Most men would have found her attractive but there was something about her that I didn't like; something artificial besides her breasts.
“You should see the rooms,” Kyle joined in the conversation. “They’re really nice. The main bar has booths for the same purpose, but the rooms are just for this VIP section. Normally we open this to select paying members, but tonight, of course, it’s just for us. Come on, I’ll show you.”
I hesitated then said with a self-deprecating laugh, “I think I’d rather stay here and get drunk.”
“I’ll show you the two rooms that aren’t currently in use,” Kyle clarified, probably sensing my discomfort with the situation.
“Yes, come on,” Lene encouraged me, “It will make you feel a bit better if you know where she is and that she’s having a good time in nice surroundings.”
“I don’t know,” I polished off my latest beer and was just about to order another one when Annabel pushed down the hand I was trying to get the barman’s attention with.
“Go,” she said firmly. “Have a look around. Then come back here and you and I will get drunk if that’s really all that will help.”
The small Thai woman had such a commanding presence that I couldn’t argue with her. Maybe I should go and humour Kyle and Lene, then come back and take Annabel up on her offer of getting wrecked. Ray and Hayley had been gone for some minutes now and I was already starting to wonder in the back of my mind what they were getting up to.
“Fine, okay,” I said and Kyle led the way down the same curtained-off corridor that Ray and Hayley disappeared through.
“The three rooms are all different,” he said as we rounded a corner and came to the first door. “You have to pay both the dancer that you’re with and the duty manager, who is usually around here somewhere but not tonight for obvious reasons.”
“This is my favourite room,” Lene opened the door, “Wonderland.”
I walked inside, first seeing the large king size bed in the centre of the tiled room but then noticed what was so different. Mirrors. Mirrors everywhere. The walls were lined with them and the entire ceiling was a mirror. The walls were painted black, and the effect was that you could basically see yourself from wherever you were in the room.
“Kind of kinky, eh?” Kyle ushered me out. “Wait until you see the next room.”
The next door was right along the hall, and again Lene took me through. “This is called Paradise,” she said and I could see why. This room was painted brightly, and decorated like a rainforest or something. Fake trees were in each corner, and the large four-poster bed in the middle seemed to be covered in peacock feathers on the canopy and rose petals were scattered across the bed.
“I expected dad to have brought her to this room,” Kyle told me. “He likes this one best.”
“So we could have walked in on them?” I said in surprise and grateful that we hadn’t.
“No, look.” He took me outside and pointed to a light bulb above the door. “If the room is occupied, motion sensors activate the light.”
“Cool,” I nodded. “Let’s go back to the bar then. I have an appointment with Annabel and a crate of beer.”
“The third room is the most interesting though,” Lene pointed out.
“You can’t show me because they’re in there, I presume, they must be.” I sighed at Lene’s disappointed expression, “But, tell me about it if you must.”
“I wonder why he’s taken Hayley in there,” Kyle said to Lene, then turned to me. “It’s called The Gymnasium. Dad rarely goes in there.”
“Maybe he asked Hayley which one she preferred?” the blonde suggested.
“Why is it called the gymnasium?” I had to ask, puzzled by the name.
“Let me show you,” Kyle offered. “Even if they’re doing something already, dad won’t mind.”
“Just tell me,” I replied “I’m not sure Hayley is ready for us all barging in on her while she’s… doing whatever they’re doing.”
“We don’t have to barge in,” Lene said. “Each room has a one-way viewing window for security reasons. The duty manager checks in on the customers and the dancers from time to time to make sure that everything is okay and that no one is getting murdered or anything.”
She said it so casually that I just stared at her for a moment.
“Here, look,” Kyle said, opening what I’d taken to be a cupboard door or something on the wall next to room 2’s door. Through it, I had a clear view of the whole room. “It’s a mirror on the other side,” he explained.
“No,” I still said. “Just tell me about the gymnasium on the way back to the bar. It wouldn’t be right to spy on them like that.”
“It’s hard to describe if you don’t know the terminology,” Lene said slowly. “It’s a bondage-themed room. It’s all red and black inside and filled with sex toys and all manner of BDSM equipment. If you know what BDSM means?”
“You mean… like whips and chains and-”
“More like manacles, ropes, that sort of things,” Kyle stopped me. “And sex toys like varying sized dildos, vibrators, magic wands. That sort of thing. There are a few canes and paddles and spanking equipment but don’t worry, I’m sure he’s not hurting her or anything. Unless she’s into that sort of thing, is she?”
“Not that I know of,” I said, suddenly filled with worry. “But can you go check? I don’t want to see. I’ll stay here. Just go and check that she’s okay for me.”
“Do you want me to go?” Lene asked.
“I don’t care, just go.”
“I’ll go,” said Kyle and walked away presumably towards the third room. I immediately regretted saying that I didn’t care, because I’d rather Lene had gone. Kyle was a guy and I knew he got a kick out of watching, but it was too late now.
A minute or so later, he came back. “Nothing to worry about,” he reassured me. “She’s just giving him a blow job on the bed. No kinky stuff going on, so I don’t know why they’re in there.”
Something in his manner didn’t seem right. He scratched the side of his neck nervously as I looked at Kyle, trying to work him out.
Fuck it. I needed to see for myself. I knew I wouldn’t be able to settle until I knew she was okay. No matter how much it hurt or made me feel bad, I needed to make sure she was fine and not being mistreated.
“I want to see for myself,” I said slowly.
Kyle’s face darkened.
“I’m not saying I don’t believe you,” I said quickly. “I was just thinking. Maybe you were right in what you said earlier, Kyle. Perhaps seeing her with him will help me embrace it and make me feel better. I don’t know until I try, right?”
His face lifted, turning from a scowl into a smile. “Are you sure?”
“Show me.”
Kyle indicated for me to follow him, but stopped me before we got there. “Okay, so I didn’t tell you everything because I thought you might freak out.”
“What?” I asked and felt Lene loop her arm through mine in support.
“There is a bit of something going on,” Kyle told me slowly, “But not in the way of the bondage gear. Dwayne’s in there with them.”
“You’re kidding me!”
“No, but listen,” Kyle put a hand out to stop me walking past him and opening the hatch door. “I know why. I’ve seen it before. Dad doesn’t always trust people because there was an incident once. A girl took him in the gymnasium and talked him into letting her cuff him up and gag him, saying it was a bit of fun. Then she tried to kill him. Luckily, the duty manager saw what was going on but even then, by the time she called Dwayne and he got into the room from the main bar, she’d nearly strangled dad to death. He had to go to the hospital. So now, whenever he’s in there with someone he doesn’t know all that well, he takes Dwayne in with him or has him watch through the viewing window.”
“So Dwayne’s not doing anything?” I said, my initial thoughts of Hayley in a threesome disappearing.
“No, of course not,” Kyle laughed at the notion, “He’s just sat watching.”
“Why does he have to be inside?” I had to ask.
“Dad sometimes likes to have him close to hand,” Kyle shrugged, “Sometimes he likes him to wait outside. I don’t know why. You’d have to ask him.”
“So do you still want to see?” Lene said quietly. She’d walked past us and had one hand on the handle that opened the hatch.
Did I? I really wasn’t sure. I needed to know she was okay. No matter what. She was my wife. My responsibility was to take care of her. I had to be sure.
I joined her at the hatch, Kyle alongside me. “Yes,” I said and she opened it up.
I leaned forward and looked through.




Chapter 7
“Fuck,” I said involuntarily when I saw the scene in front of me beyond the one-way glass, even though it wasn’t as bad as I’d anticipated. Hayley was still clothed, for a start, which I didn’t expect. Ray and she had only been together for a short time, but judging from how quickly he got things moving in the hotel room last week, I’d thought that he’d have her naked by now. They also weren’t using any of the bondage equipment that was the main feature of the black and red-painted room. Just like Kyle said, Hayley was only sucking him.
He was laid on the bed, naked only from the waist down, while Hayley, still in her burgundy dress lay next to him. She had his cock in one hand, and her mouth was over the end, sucking and licking as I watched. Dwayne was sat right next to the bed, maybe six feet away, watching them as intently as I was.
Ray’s head was raised up on the black silk pillows, watching her head bob up and down on his thick cock and then I noticed that the only thing different about her was that she’d let her blonde hair down, as he swept it to the side with one hand, so he could see better. Only when she came up for a breath, taking his dick out of her mouth for a moment, did I appreciate just how long he was, as well as being girthy. He was at least two inches longer than me and perhaps twice as thick.
For a moment, I felt almost minute, but my attention was shifted from my inferiority as Ray finally progressed things, sitting up and reaching down to grab the top of Hayley’s dress. He pulled it down, bringing first one cup of her sexy red bra into view, and then the other, tugging it further down to below her waist. Then he put a finger beneath the strap on her shoulder and pulled it down so that her uppermost breast fell out into view.
I took a sharp intake of breath as he repeated the movement for the other tit, then laid back down onto the red and black silk bed, letting Hayley resume the blowjob, but I saw Dwayne shift in his seat somewhat, sitting a little more upright at the sight of her exposed breasts.
I also felt Kyle look sideways at me, and I glanced at him but he’d already returned his attention back to Hayley and his father on the bed.
“See? They’re okay?” Lene said quietly, so they wouldn’t hear us through the glass. “Do you want to go back to the bar now? Annabel might be wondering where we are.”
“I just want to watch for a little while longer,” I whispered, “Not out of any kinkiness, just so I know she’s okay. Two more minutes, then we’ll go.”
“You go,” Kyle said in hushed tones to his wife, “I’ll stay with Paul. You go and keep Annabel busy.”
“You just want to see her get screwed,” Lene shook her head. “I’m not stupid. I’m staying here if you are.”
“Annabel will be fine,” Kyle said, not taking his eyes from what was now starting to happen in the room. Ray and Hayley were talking. We couldn’t hear what was being said, but Hayley got up to a sitting position while Ray did the same, stripping off his shirt. Hayley’s breasts hung down but were lifted up slightly by the bra and dress pushed down beneath them, making them jut out in front of her more than normal and I chuckled under my breath at Dwayne’s obvious inability to look away. As she moved around the bed, they bounced and wobbled and the big thug’s eyes seemed to bounce and wobble with them like he was hypnotised.
Hayley reached behind her back, unclasping and taking it off altogether, tossing on to the floor near Dwayne’s feet, and then she wriggled the dress over her hips and kicked it off her feet, leaving her in just her panties, which were red and lacy like her bra.
“Told you she had a great body,” Ray said, loud enough this time for us to be able to hear through the glass. “Just because women are a bit plump doesn’t stop them being fuckable.”
“Definitely,” said Dwayne in his gravelly voice. “What bra size are you, Hayley?”
Hayley told him but quietly, so we couldn’t hear the answer.
“What did she say?” Kyle whispered
“She’d a 38DD,” I told him and saw his eyes widen, which made Lene elbow him sharply.
Ray made a gesture at Hayley to continue getting undressed, but she looked at Dwayne, then turned back and although we couldn’t hear her, it was easy to see her mouth the words, ‘I’m feeling a bit shy.’
“Don’t worry about Dwayne,” I could just about hear Ray reply. “He’s watched me have sex hundreds of times and seen a lot of tits and pussies. You haven’t got anything he hasn’t seen before. No need to be shy in front of him.”
“I’m just here to keep an eye on things, like Mr Crowe said,” the giant’s voice rumbled through the one-way pane. “I always keep my hands to myself, unless I get asked to join in, of course.” He smiled, showing a number of gold teeth which didn’t make his ugly exterior any prettier.
Again, Hayley looked from one man to the other, indecision plain to see on her face, so Ray made her mind up for her, shuffling closer to her, and taking hold of her panties at either hip, he gently pulled them down, revealing her freshly shaved pussy, even though she kept her legs pressed together.
I felt Kyle take another intake of breath next to me. He was enjoying this, and then it hit me what was happening. In all the years we’d been married, I’d been the only man besides her doctor to see her naked. Hayley wasn’t even the type of girl to ever go topless on vacation. But in the past week, three strangers had seen her stark naked. Ray and now Dwayne and Kyle were the first men to see her big tits and pussy in all these years, and of course, Ray had become the first man besides me to have sex with her in all that time. And it was about to happen again.
Ray helped her discard her panties, and then when she lay down on her back, he teased her thighs apart and I saw Dwayne crane his neck to see between them. Then Ray positioned himself and pointing his threatening-looking erection toward her pussy.
It was about to happen again and this time, instead of hearing it and having to use my imagination, I was going to see it.
The tension amongst me, Kyle and Lene was palpable as we all watched the head of dick touch her pussy lips, then push against them before suddenly sinking into her. I watched, entranced as he pushed it all the way, making her moan audibly loud enough for us to hear, and her hands went around his back as he put his weight on top of her and began to slowly fuck her.
Dwayne stood up, and at first I felt some alarm, thinking he was intending to join in, but instead, he just moved position, dragging his chair to the side of the bed instead of the foot.
“He doesn’t really join in if asked, does he?” I hissed to Kyle, but the elder Crowe brother just shrugged.
“Sometimes he’s been known to,” he said honestly, “But I don’t think your Hayley is the type of girl to do that, is she? So I wouldn’t worry.”
Ray lifted himself up on his arms, separating his body from Hayley’s, giving us all a better view of his dick penetrating her. He started to go faster and harder, Hayley’s hands sliding down his back to his buttocks, pulling him urgently into her. I looked at her face, eyes closed, and could tell by her expression and breathing that she was going to orgasm.
“I think we should go back to Annabel,” Lene whispered to Kyle. “Leave Paul here if he wants to stay.” She finished by whispering directly into her husband’s ear and whatever she said, it worked.
“I’ll leave you to it,” Kyle said, giving my shoulder a friendly squeeze. “No matter what happens, don’t go in there, okay? Watch until you’ve seen enough, then come and find us.”
They walked away, leaving me at the spying hatch and I turned my attention back to the window to see them switching positions. Ray rolled onto his back, hauling Hayley on top of him and I watched as she took hold of his cock and practically leapt onto it, obviously eager to reach her orgasm. Her tits bounced as she began to ride him fast, one of her hands going between her thighs to rub her clit and seconds later, I heard her cry out and saw her tremble violently as she came before sagging forward onto Ray afterwards. He lifted her head and kissed her and I could see that all three of them were laughing and talking, but too quietly for me to hear what was being said.
I had a moment again where it all hit me. I’d just watched my wife ride another man and orgasm on his dick. If someone told me this would happen a couple of weeks ago, I’d have laughed in their face.
My own cock was throbbing, urging me to take it out and jerk off. I even looked up and down the corridor to see if anyone was around, actually contemplating it for a moment but when I looked up, I froze and then everything after that happened so quickly. I saw Dwayne standing now and Hayley swivelling around on the bed, swinging her legs off so that she was sat in front of him and then his huge meaty hands moved almost in slow motion to her breasts, cupping them and squeezing them while Ray laid on the bed, stroking his cock watching him. Then suddenly, something was said between them and Dwayne released her boobs and walked briskly towards the door. Towards the corridor, with me standing outside.
I practically sprinted away down the corridor, intending to quickly dart into the next room around the corner but the light was on somehow. I didn’t have time to wonder how or why; instead I ran to the next room which was thankfully showing as empty and darted through, closing the door behind me.
I stayed as close to the door as possible, hoping that I wouldn’t trigger the motion sensors that turned on the ‘in use’ light outside, then pressed an ear to the door itself, listening for Dwayne approaching. If he walked in, I’d have to tell him that I was just exploring and checking out the rooms for myself. I knew Annabel and Kyle would back me up.
But he didn’t enter. I heard his heavy footsteps outside, but they faded away after a moment as he walked seemingly back in the direction of the gymnasium room. I stayed in the completely mirrored Wonderland for another minute, still keeping an ear out for Dwayne coming back, but there was only silence from outside. Until I heard a moan. And then another. Could I really hear Hayley from this distance away? What the hell was Ray doing to her?
I had to know. I opened the door a crack at first, peering through and when I saw the corridor beyond was empty, I sneaked out, walking cautiously back towards the bondage-themed room.
It was when I was going past the second room that I heard Hayley moan again and then realised that it wasn’t Hayley. Unless, while I was in the mirror room, they’d moved because the moans were coming from Paradise; the second room that I’d earlier noticed was now occupied as I ran past.
“Don’t stop,” I heard a female voice that definitely wasn’t Hayley. “Please, don’t stop.”
I was torn. I needed to know what Ray was doing with Hayley, and why Dwayne suddenly came out to check the corridor, but curiosity was burning inside me as to who was in room two. Did I have time to look? I could just have a quick look, then go back to Hayley.
The hatch door on Paradise was a wooden sliding one and I prayed that it wouldn’t make any sounds as I opened it and luckily it silently slid to one side with ease.
I should have guessed who it was. I’d presumed that Kyle and Lene had gone back to the bar but they hadn’t. The Scandinavian blonde woman was as naked as the day she was born, on all fours in the middle of the four-poster bed. The swarthy bald-headed Kyle was also totally undressed, revealing a muscular body completely covered in tattoos, and he was kneeling on the bed behind his wife, fucking her hard and fast.
After a moment, he rolled her onto her back, giving me a full view of her modest but perfectly shaped fake tits and the rest of her barbie-doll body, including a completely shaved pussy. Kyle’s dick wasn’t that big, perhaps slightly smaller than mine, but he looked expert with it, lifting her legs over his shoulders and pounding it into her again.
Lene was really enthusiastic, talking to him the whole time, encouraging him, although I couldn’t hear much other than the occasional bit of dirty talk, and she shoved her pussy back on to him, moving in rhythm to his thrusts. She looked like a good fuck and I got a strange vague understanding of why Kyle might enjoy watching her with his father.
They were like pornstars fucking each other but as much as it was horny to watch the couple, I couldn’t stay here forever. I needed to check on Hayley. I’d already spent longer enjoying the Kyle and Lene sex show than I should have. Dwayne could come back at any second, or Ray could have got her tied up or something in the time I’d been away.
Reluctantly, I slid the hatch closed and carefully rounded the corner towards the Gymnasium. The coast was clear, so I tiptoed to the wall next to the door and opened the observation door. I could just hear some soft moans coming through the wall, so I knew they were doing something but I wasn’t ready for what I saw.
My wife was on her back, legs spread grotesquely wide, moaning as her pussy was licked. But the man using his tongue on her clit wasn’t Ray. Her moans were stifled because Ray’s huge cock was in her mouth. The person going down on her was Dwayne. She had one hand on his mohawk, pulling the thug’s face harder against her pussy, while the other hand rubbed Ray’s thick shaft into her mouth.
This couldn’t be happening. The Hayley that I married would never have entered into something like this. Ray must have somehow made her do it, but she didn’t seem to be at all reluctant, because when Dwayne stood up, wiped his face with the back of one meaty hand and started to undo his trousers, she didn’t even glance at him, never mind show any signs of resistance to him undressing.
Was he going to actually join in with the sex? Surely, Hayley would stop him or at least put a pause to the proceedings when he saw him undressing but she actually smiled when she did open her eyes to watch him strip off his trousers and begin to loosen his black tie, and I think I saw her open her legs slightly wider, if that was possible.
I watched as he tossed the tie and trousers to one side and then unbuttoned his white shirt to reveal the physique of a bodybuilder beneath. Huge chest muscles above a defined, thickset midsection, shoulders the size of basketballs and bulging biceps. His thighs were like tree trunks, and even though his dick was only of average length and thickness when he dropped his tight boxer shorts, I moved to the door to stop it.
But my hand froze on the door handle.
“No matter what happens, don’t go in there, okay? ” That’s what I remembered Kyle saying and I let go of the handle like it was red-hot. Maybe they wouldn’t take kindly to me barging in. I hadn’t agreed to this exact situation, but I knew that by letting Hayley come back here with Ray, I’d given them my permission to fuck. The fact that Dwayne was joining in wasn’t part of the deal but if I wanted this job, did I have to let it happen? Hayley had obviously agreed to it. Were we getting paid an extra bonus for the bodyguard’s participation?
“Watch until you’ve seen enough, then come and find us,” was how Kyle finished his warning before he’d left me to go and fuck his wife in the next room. But I couldn’t go and find them. They were fucking now too and I couldn’t just walk in. Could I?
I left the door and looked back through the hatch, expecting the worst but it wasn’t quite there yet. Hayley sitting upright now while the two men flanked her at either side, enjoying what she was doing, alternating between sucking them both.
My wife had a cock in each hand and neither of them was mine. The two men were so big that I could hardly see her as they both changed position a little but I could still see from her movements that she was giving one head while pumping the other’s cock with her free hand. She switched between the boss and his henchman several times as I watched, just waiting for the inevitable to happen.
When it did, when Ray pulled her to a standing position, then gently bent her forward at the waist to suck him, while Dwayne moved in behind her, I took a step away from the window again. This was too painful to watch.
But watch I did. Dwayne reached down and slid his cock inside my wife, then took her hips and began to ram her pussy from behind while she sucked Ray the best she could.
I stood there taking it all in as the two men enjoyed her, unable to move even when they swapped places after a while, Ray getting to fuck her while Dwayne had his dick sucked.
But when they alternated again, now taking it turns, I found myself finally able to tear my eyes away. If there was anything else to see; them fucking her ass or whatever, I didn’t want to see it. I’d had enough.
I felt so strange as I walked away; numb, like I had a week ago in the hotel corridor and incredibly horny and aroused too. I also felt the same sting of jealousy and resentment that it was my wife that they were fucking, and a new emotion too, a type of betrayal at Hayley giving herself to Dwayne without my permission, even though I knew she must have her reasons. She wasn’t a slut. Those things I’d overheard her say to Ray in the hotel room, they weren’t true.
Maybe they were. Perhaps all of this brought that wild side out again. The one that had been repressed all these years while she’d been married to me and had come out now because I wasn’t enough for her.
Stop it, I told myself. She’s doing this for us. It’ll all be worth it in the end.
I found myself outside Paradise, about to open the door and tell Kyle and Lene what was happening but I didn’t get a chance.
“What’s going on?” said Annabel as she paced towards me. “I was waiting for you all to come back and when you didn’t, I went to do some paperwork. I come back almost an hour later and still no one. Have you all got lost?”
“I, um…” I didn’t know what to say, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights.
“Where is everyone?” the Thai woman said, seeming to suddenly realise that I was the only person around.
“Kyle and Lene are in there,” I pointed towards the door behind me. “Ray and Hayley are in The Gymnasium.” As Annabel opened her mouth to speak, I added, “And Dwayne is in there with them.”
Her dark eyes creased with concern momentarily, before she quickly recomposed herself. “Why are you waiting out here? Are you listening?” She glanced at the hatch and then back at me, meeting my eyes. “Or watching?”
Right at that moment, Lene let out a huge cry of ecstasy and Annabel walked over, sliding the door to one side and peering through.
“I looked through to see who it was,” I tried to explain. “They left me… and I didn’t know they’d gone in there. I heard noises and looked, not knowing it was them. I thought they’d gone back to you.”
Annabel was still looking, so I joined her. Kyle was on his back, with the slim Lene riding him vigorously on top. “You should have gone it. They like being watched,” she said coolly when she finally closed the hatch and turned back to me.
“You were on your own?” I said, realising something. “What happened to Jason and Monica?” They hadn’t been at the bar when I’d come back from the toilets but I presumed they’d just stepped outside or something.
“They had a row,” Annabel shrugged. “They’re both hot-heads. I told them to go home and argue and spoil your celebration night.” She walked past me in the direction of Ray and Hayley, taking my hand and pulling me along when I didn’t immediately follow her. “You said Kyle and Lene left you,” she said quietly, “But you didn’t finish telling me where they left you or why? What were you doing?”
“They were showing me the room that...” I didn’t know how to explain without sounding stupid.
“The room that Hayley was being fucked in?” Annabel finished off for me. When we reached the third room, I expected her to open the hatch to see what was going on, but she didn’t. She took the door handle, opened it and walked in, dragging me behind her.
The sight before me was like a punch in the stomach. Dwayne was laid on the bed with Hayley laid on top of him, kissing him and I could see that his cock was inside her pussy. What I could also see was Ray’s hands on her hips as he fucked her ass too.
“This poor man has been on his own, pacing up and down the corridor outside,” Annabel chastised her husband, making him turn around in surprise and causing his dick to pop out of her.
“It’s fine,” I said hurriedly, in a total panic that I was going to be in massive trouble. “I’m fine. It’s all good, don’t worry.”
“Why were you on your own?” Ray asked me. He didn’t seem angry at all, in fact, he seemed more concerned than upset. “Where are the boys?”
“Kyle and Lene brought him down here to show him the rooms, then left him outside watching while they went to Paradise to fuck. I went to finish that stock check paperwork because Jason and Monica had a row and went home. I thought he was still with Kyle but when I finally came to look for them, he was just wandering around, probably wondering what the hell to do with himself.”
I was listening to Annabel explaining to her husband but my eyes were on Hayley. When we walked in, she’d turned around too and when she’d seen me, a look of panic crossed her face.
Are you okay? She mouthed to me. Is this okay?
By this, she meant the fact that she was being double-penetrated by Ray and his pet brute. And no, it wasn’t okay but I wasn’t going to say that right now and cause even more of a scene.
Dwayne didn’t even give me a second glance, in fact, he didn’t even stop fucking her. He’d slowed down, but even while we all talked, his hips were very slowly moving up down, causing his cock, slick with her pussy juices to slide in and out of her.
“I’ll deal with Kyle,” Ray apologised to me, “He shouldn’t have left you like that.”
“Really, you don’t need to, I’m fine.”
“No. It’s not acceptable,” he replied. “I’ll sort him out.”
“Maybe Paul should be allowed to fuck Lene,” Annabel suggested.
“No,” I repeated, more urgently this time because Hayley’s expression changed again from panic to a different type of worry. “Honestly, it’s fine.”
“Were you watching out of curiosity?” Ray asked me then. “Or were you enjoying it? Did you see much?”
“Out of curiosity, yes,” I hurried to answer, “And I saw everything. I think.”
Ray nodded. “I hope you didn’t mind Dwayne joining in. I always have him close by in this room because of the potential for shenanigans.” He indicated towards the bondage manacles attached to the bed frame. “Hayley got rather excited by him watching and when I told her that Dwayne likes to join in sometimes, she called him over.”
“I’m sorry,” my wife said, out loud this time. “I got a bit carried away. I didn’t know you were outside.”
A bit carried away? Really? My wife thought that getting carried away excused her actions?
“We came in here because she liked the look of some of the toys,” Ray said, casting his hands around then pointing at a equipment stand nearby that displayed numerous differently sized dildos and vibrators. “Especially those, but we didn’t get around to playing with them.”
“Are we carrying on or what?” Dwayne grunted from the bed. He was still slowly grinding his dick in and out of Hayley. “Can’t this wait until after? I was close to cumming.”
“If Paul doesn’t mind?” Ray said, and everyone looked at me, including Hayley.
“You might as well finish what you started,” I said simply, avoiding her gaze.
“Great,” Ray clapped his hands together. “You might as well stay here and watch from inside the room rather than outside. He put his hands back on Hayley’s hips and shoved his dick back in her ass, surprising me by how easily it just slid in, especially with his size.
They started to fuck her again, not giving any heed to Annabel and me standing there, but Hayley kept looking at me until I met her gaze.
I love you, she mouthed, then closed her eyes as the men started to really give it to her. Then, Dwayne turned her head with his hands, so that he could kiss her again and that was it; they started fucking like they had been before, as though me and Annabel weren’t in the room.
Now I was so close, I could hear everything. The noise of Ray’s balls slapping against her, the wet sounds of her pussy and ass being fucked, the men breathing and grunting and Hayley moaning increasingly loudly against Dwayne’s mouth as he kissed her.
Then I felt something touch my cock and looked down to see Annabel rubbing the front of my trousers.
“What are you-” I started to ask, but Annabel put a finger to my lips, then reached back down and undid my zip, then my belt and button.
“You’re horny,” she said quietly. “I’m horny. Just let me do this. Ray and Hayley won’t mind.”
Fuck it. Why shouldn’t I? Hayley hadn’t asked permission to fuck Dwayne.
Annabel pulled my trousers and shorts down, then knelt in front of and took my dick in her mouth.
It felt so good. I took my shirt off so I could look down unimpaired to watch the Thai woman suck me and right then, Hayley broke off the kiss with Dwayne and saw me. Our eyes met and everything changed.




Chapter 8
I didn’t know then how it changed, but somehow, almost imperceptibly, it did. It was only a few minutes that we watched each other; me watching her get both her ass and pussy railed by two men at the same time for the first time in her life, and her watching me receiving a fantastic blow job from a stunning mature Thai woman.
Her attention was only taken from me when she had a huge orgasm, during which the two men swapped places on her and that was also the moment that Annabel demanded that I fuck her.
Hayley was completely lost in the sex she was having now, giving me nothing more than a cursory glance as Annabel stripped off her white suit and underwear to reveal a lithe, toned body, golden skin, a pussy so smooth it had to have been regularly waxed and a pair of perfectly shaped breasts. They were slightly too large for her petite frame but I could only tell they were fake when I cupped them in my hands as she sat me on the floor and lowered herself onto my hard cock.
I should have stopped her but at that moment that Hayley and I’d shared a look, we’d disconnected somehow. It was as if anything was okay now. The boundaries had been stripped away and anyone and anything was fair game.
Annabel’s pussy felt incredible and she slid up and down my cock, and after another few minutes of watching Hayley get pounded by Ray and Dwayne, I took charge, lifting her up and laying her on the bed next to the threesome.
Nobody objected, including Hayley. Granted, she had a mouthful of Ray’s dick, but her eyes met mine again briefly as I positioned myself again between Annabel’s slim thighs and guided myself into her. Ray flashed a grin my way as I began to fuck his wife and for a moment, I wondered if I could satisfy her with me being so much smaller than him, but as I got into a rhythm and she began to moan beneath me, any worries about that subsided.
It was the most intense erotic moment of my life when I heard Hayley cumming on another man’s cock right next to me just as Annabel squirmed beneath me with her own orgasm.
When I looked to my side and saw my wife’s hips trembling underneath Dwayne’s huge frame, and saw Ray lose his cum all over her face almost simultaneously, I felt my own erection begin to throb with my own climax. I pummeled Annabel’s pussy for all I was worth until I burst inside deep her then held it there, buried inside her until every drop of my cum finished pulsing out of me.
In a way, I felt a sense of revenge or at least that I was even with Ray now. You might have fucked my wife but I’ve fucked yours now too. And doing it right next to him too emphasized it. It made me feel powerful until he finished wiping the end of his cock on Hayley’s lips and then spoke.
“Did you just cum inside my wife?” he narrowed his eyes at me. Had I overstepped the mark? He’d given no indication that I was doing anything wrong.
I let my limp penis slide out of Annabel, which was followed by a stream of my cum flowing from her, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Yes,” I said, daring to look right back at him. “I filled her up pretty good.”
Ray’s dark expression lifted, and he tilted his head back and let out one of his raucous laughs. “I’m getting to like you more and more,” he said and stepped from the bed.
“I’m gonna cum,” grunted Dwayne. In that tense moment between Ray and I, I’d almost forgotten he was there, which seemed impossible as his hulking form took up most of the bed. The giant muscles in his back rippled and bulged as he drilled himself into Hayley a few final times, making her cry out and then finally he stopped, rolling over onto his back, his dick softening in front of my eyes and Hayley’s pussy oozing cum just like Annabel’s had.
I should have felt something right then; jealousy; anger; sadness; something, but I didn’t. It wasn’t even the numbness that I’d encountered before at the hotel, and earlier while watching through the one-way glass. I felt nothing, and that’s when I should have realised that somehow, we’d disconnected.
Annabel and Hayley looked at each other, as me and the other two men all stepped away from the bed, which was covered in damp patches of sweat, cum and pussy wetness, and they both burst into giggles like naughty teenagers. Not at all like two grown mature women.
“That was fun,” Hayley said, finally turning towards me. “Did you enjoy it?”
I nodded. I couldn’t lie, I’d enjoyed it. I just hadn’t expected it and now, afterwards, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.
“Welcome to the business,” Ray said, pulling up his trousers as Dwayne and I also started to dress. “Consider this your induction.”
“Your wife is a good fuck,” his bodyguard said, much less eloquently.
“Thanks,” I replied, accepting the compliment slightly awkwardly.
“You’re not bad yourself,” Hayley sat up, wrapping her arms around her knees to cover her nudity then waved towards me. “Paul, can you pass me my clothes?”
As I scooped them from the floor and tossed them to her, Annabel slid her slender legs from the bed, wrapped a hand around the back of my head and drew me into a long, lingering kiss. “You weren’t bad either, Paul,” she purred at me, “You exceeded expectations.”
“High praise indeed,” Ray winked at me as Hayley got dressed, trying to preserve her modesty the best she could, although it was a little late for that. “Annabel has high standards.”
Kyle walked through the door then, looking around the room at the five of us with a puzzled expression for a moment, before a look of dawning comprehension took over.
“Have you guys all…?” he started, but his father stepped in front of him threateningly.
“Yes, we have,” he said in a low menacing tone. “But that’s none of your concern. I’m pissed off with you, Kyle. You left Paul all alone so you could go fuck in one of the other rooms - is that how we treat new partners? We don’t even treat our guests that way.”
Without a further word, Ray marched his son through the door to continue the discussion elsewhere, while we all finished getting dressed. Dwayne followed him dutifully like he always did.
“Ray doesn’t favour his sons over anyone,” a now fully dressed Annabel explained, “He treats them like any other employee. We have a strict code of respect and him leaving you like that wasn’t how we like to do things.”
Annabel led us back into the bar, where we one more drink before setting off home. There was an awkward silence in the taxi, which dragged on into the house and it took until we were both laid in bed, staring up at the ceiling, thinking about the evening’s events, before one of us finally spoke.
“Tonight got a little bit crazy, didn’t it?” Hayley whispered into the dark silence above us.
“Yeah. I’m sorry about Annabel,” I whispered back, not sure how she felt about that. It wasn’t something we’d discussed, me sleeping with someone else, but then again, neither was her having sex with Dwayne. “How do you feel about it all?”
“I wasn’t in any position to stop Annabel when she went down on you,” my wife said softly, “Ray told me that she wanted to fuck you, but I didn’t expect it to happen, not really, and definitely not tonight.”
“Neither did I,” I murmured, “I didn’t expect you and Dwayne to happen either. I was really shocked when I looked through saw you.”
“Ray showed me the viewing windows before we went into the room,” Hayley told me, “He said if I was more comfortable, Dwayne could watch from outside but he’d rather he was inside the room.”
“And you said okay?” I had to ask, “Didn’t it bother you?”
“The idea kind of turned me on,” Hayley shifted uneasily next to me, “Dwayne’s this huge, big guy. I like that. Are you mad at me? I never thought it’d go as far as it did. Were you really watching outside the whole time?”
“Yes,” I admitted, “One minute Dwayne was just watching, then I saw them talk to you and suddenly he was feeling your tits.”
“Ray asked him if he liked my body and he said yes,” Hayley was squirming again uncomfortably as she spoke, “Then Ray asked me if I’d mind him having a little feel. That’s all I thought it’d be. A quick grope and that’d be it, but when he was squeezing my boobs he said he’d love a blow job and for whatever reason, I said okay.”
“He came outside then,” I remembered. “Scared the shit out of me because I thought Ray might freak out if he knew I watching. I hid down the corridor, in one of the other rooms.”
“Ray told him to just check everything was fine outside,” Hayley filled in the gaps for me, “He didn’t want anyone unauthorised watching. He actually said you might be out there, and I said that it’d turn me on if you were. But when Dwayne came back, he said it was all clear and we carried on.”
“You carried on?” I prompted her to continue.
“Ray opened my legs and ordered Dwayne to lick me,” Hayley shuddered and I finally realised why she’d been moving strangely next to me. Her arm was beneath the covers and when I traced it down with my hand, I followed it to between her legs and inside her panties. She was playing with herself.
“Why don’t you let me do that for you?” I offered, and she slipped her knickers down, letting my replace her hand with my own.
As I started to tease her clit with my fingers, she put her hands to her tits and began to tease her nipples as she carried on telling me her side of the story.
“For a simple guy like he is, Dwayne is pretty good with his tongue,” her eyes were closed as she told me the rest. “He made me cum, then the next thing I know, he was getting his dick out and Ray told me to suck it. So I did.”
“I saw you sucking both of them at the same time, then Dwayne fucked you,” I said, feeling her clit swelling up in response to my touch.
“I like having two dicks to play with and suck,” Hayley moaned, then let out a sigh as she had a small orgasm, but something about the way she said it made me pause. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, trying to push my hand back to her pussy when I moved it away.
“Have you done it before?” I asked gently, “The way you say you like it, just sounds like you have.” When she didn’t answer right away, I slipped a finger into her wet pussy and began to finger-fuck her slowly. “Be honest. I won’t be angry.”
“Yes,” she said so quietly that it was barely audible, then louder, “Yes. A few times.”
“Before me?”
“Yes,” she said, louder again as I began to finger her harder and faster.
“You told me you’d only been with a handful of me before me,” I whispered into her ear while kissing her neck. Her skin was red hot to the touch. “I’m guessing that was a lie. Tell me honestly, how many men did you fuck before me.”
“Do you really want to know?”Hayley groaned.
“Yes.”
“Fuck me then, and I’ll tell you. As long as you promise not to be angry.”
I got on top of her, wriggling out of my shorts and thrust my bone-hard dick into her. “Tell me.”
“Thirty-two,” she answered, confirming what I’d overheard her tell Ray a week ago.
“And how many more have you jerked off, or sucked off?”
“A lot,” she whimpered as I rammed my dick in and out of her, throwing the covers off the bed so I could give it to her freely. “I lost count.”
“And you’ve had two dicks before, haven’t you?”
She nodded, as another orgasm shuddered through her, “And threesomes. Tonight wasn’t the first time. I did it loads before I met you. Don’t be mad at me.”
I grunted and came, amazed that I did, because I’d never gone from flaccid to hard and cumming so fast since I was young. This whole thing somehow triggered something inside me that I’d never known was there. The thoughts of Hayley with other men, both Ray and Dwayne tonight but also the thought of her being slutty with other men before me turned me on. I couldn’t deny it any longer. I had to just admit it to myself.
Afterwards, we laid there, listening to the sounds of each other breathing until we fell asleep, our legs entwined together, bodies as tangled as our minds were. I dreamt of Hayley in a room full of naked men, them all taking turns with her while I stood outside watching through a viewing window, wanting to tell her to stop; that this would ruin us, but I didn’t. I let them all take her, one after the other, sometimes two or three at a time.
And to my shame, I enjoyed every single minute.
Things were great for the next few weeks. Nothing happened immediately beyond me receiving another generous bonus and a mountain of work to start on. There was that much to do that just one week later, I handed in my notice to a shocked Andrew Green, enjoying every second of his smirking face turning into an angry one as I told him that he was a dick and walked out of the door for the last time.
The first time Ray called Hayley saying he wanted to spend an evening with her was right after I’d quit work. We talked about it briefly before agreeing and within an hour she was on her way to meet him at a fancy restaurant before going back to his house.
It didn’t take much persuading for either of us. Hayley’s sex drive had been higher than ever since the threesome at Black Cats, so much that we’d been doing it almost every night, and she couldn’t wait for the chance to get some of Ray’s huge cock again.
As for me, I’d come to terms with the fact that Hayley being with other guys was a turn on. I didn’t understand it, but I didn’t have to. Was I a cuckold? I didn’t know. I didn’t need to know all about it, the whys and whats of it. It was what it was, and of course, the bonus money that I was set to receive yet again helped with dealing with it all.
That evening, I felt a bit of anxiety, which was to be expected, but Kyle came over with beers and pizza and kept me distracted enough so that I didn’t go crazy and end up stalking them again.
She texted me towards the end of the night, just after a rather drunk Kyle got a taxi home, to say that she was going to sleep over, and then proceeded to give me a list of all the things and positions that they’d done: he’d gone down on her, she’d returned the favour, then they’d fucked missionary, doggy, cowgirl, doggy again, then anal in the shower. She’d cum four times and him twice, once in her pussy and once in her ass. They were in bed about to do it again and she wanted him again at least once in the morning before she came home.
I got in bed, masturbated myself into oblivion and went to sleep, feeling a bit strange again but much more content than I had previously, and slept surprisingly well.
With not having to get up early for my day job, I slept in late, only waking up close to lunchtime when Hayley got into bed alongside me and proceeded to tell me about the rough, hard sex that Ray had given to her during the night and then how he’d fucked her outdoors on his balcony before finally sending her home to me, full of his cum.
“Feel,” she instructed me, taking my hand and pressing it between her legs. Her pussy was wet, cool and sticky with his spunk and I found myself getting hard and more and more turned on as she teased me with more details; of how he’d even made her have her first proper multiple orgasms, cumming over and over again while leaning over his cast-iron balcony railing watching Annabel swimming in their pool a storey below.
I held out as long as I could until she’d finished telling me everything and then finally it was my turn. I got on top and gave it to her the hardest I could, even enjoying it when she said that I was doing it too fast and that I should slow down because her pussy was sore.
And this was how it progressed. Hayley went out once a week to Ray’s house, where she’d spend the night with him, then come home and describe everything to me, but I wanted a bit more. I wanted to see them again, perhaps even join in. Would a threesome with Ray and my wife be too much to ask? Hayley said she’d speak to Ray about it next week, but next week turned into something different. The situation stepped up a level.
“Listen,” Hayley said, the morning after she returned from what was the sixth time with Ray since the night at Black Cats. “I need to talk to you about last night.”
“Tell me,” I said, pulling the covers back for her and she got into bed with me, completely naked, as had now become our usual thing. I pulled her close and kissed her, tasting salty cum on her lips, something I’d become used to. “What did you do this time?”
“I spoke to him about a threesome,” Hayley said, her eyes meeting mine like she always does when she has something important to tell me. “Meaning you and me and him.”
“And what did he say?”
“He said to tell you that he hates to disappoint you,” Hayley said slowly, “But he thinks it might be a bit awkward and weird. He says you can watch, but he thinks that doing a proper threesome might put him off.”
“He was okay doing it with Dwayne and you though,” I pointed out, “And with Kyle and Lene.” Hayley knew everything by now, including the set up with his sons and their wives and Kyle’s little kink about watching his wife sleep with his dad and fucking her together.
“I know he does, but he says with you, it’d be different.”
“I see,” I said, feeling disappointed, “But at least I can watch. I guess that’s better than nothing.”
“There’s more,” Hayley hesitated then spat it out. “We had a threesome last night.”
“What? Who with?”
“He said he was sorry to disappoint me as well as you. We’d talked about that night with Dwayne and I told him that I’d enjoyed it. I told him about my exes and that I’d done threesomes before and that I’d always liked it.” Hayley was blushing although I was surprised that anything could make her blush these days. “He said he felt bad, letting me down, and offered to set up a threesome right there and then. If I wanted to.”
“And you said yes.”
“Of course I did,” Hayley giggled. “Are you mad?”
“No,” I sighed, “Although I wish it had been with me. Who was it? I’m assuming Dwayne again.”
“I do want to do one with Dwayne again,” Hayley confessed, “But no. It was Jason.”
I moved away from her slightly. “Jason? I didn’t know he did that sort of thing. Kyle, maybe.”
“I was surprised too,” Hayley said, shuffling towards me to close the space between us again. “He is quite sexy though. Say you’re still not angry with me.”
“I’m a bit shocked but not angry,” I managed to say after a minute or two.
“His dick’s only average,” she said as she started kissing me, “Not as big as his dad’s but he’s good in bed. They fucked me all night, but it was different to how it was with Dwayne. They did it one after the other, rather than at the same time. Ray watched me with Jason, then the other way around. They never spit-roasted me or double-fucked me, but in a way, it was just as good because between them they kept me up practically all night.”
“It sounds like you had fun,” I sighed, feeling a new pang of envy because another new guy had slept with my wife. How many was that now? “He’ll be trying to get you in a gangbang soon,” I chuckled, despite the jealous feeling that I was trying to force down.
“No. I’d never do that. I’d never do more than a threesome. Anything more than that is a bit too slutty. Even for me.” She yawned. “So, yeah, I’ve hardly slept, so if you want me, you need to do it now.”
With that, she put an arm around me, easing my body over hers. My dick was throbbing already, so it only took me a minute to fuck and cum inside her, then she fell asleep snuggled into me, but I didn’t sleep alongside her. I just lay there, listening to her breathing and staring at her, wondering how my gorgeous wife had changed so much. I’d learned so much about her during my marriage but somehow, I’d never suspected that she’d been lying about her past. There was no way I’d have believed it that if someone told me that she’d slept with thirty-two men before me, had threesomes and generally been a bit of a nymphomaniac by the sounds of it. I’d have told whoever it was telling me that there was no chance of that. My Hayley wasn’t like that. They must have her mixed up with someone else.
But she was like that. She always had been, and now she was again.
And while I was along for the ride, enjoying it with her, deep down I wasn’t completely sure how I felt about it or the long-term implications of it on our relationship. We were having a lot of fun, our whole lives had improved with me not having to work at the shithole of a legal office where I’d been before and the extra disposable income that we now had. But something felt different. Our own sex life was better than ever, but there was just something - maybe a lack of intimacy, or something deeper - that was missing. I never said anything to Hayley about it, but I wondered if she felt it too.
The following week, she spent two nights out. One with Ray at his house as per usual and the other was a threesome with Ray and Dwayne at some swanky hotel out of town. Ray had set it all up for her as a special treat. As always, when she came home the following morning she gave me all the details and I got to make love to her, but it started to feel like she was just going through the motions with me. Our own sex life outside of those mornings had gone back to just being once a week or so and it felt like everything - for Hayley at least, revolved around her nights with my boss.
The work from the Crowe’s had slowed down recently. We had plenty of money in the bank now, but I was starting to become concerned about the slower flow of jobs to do. Jason and Kyle reassured me that everything was fine and not to worry. Ray stopped giving me bonuses when he slept with Hayley too, and I began to think seriously about the situation we were in and how I might need to change it.
Just a week later, everything came to a head. Hayley was out. I didn’t even know where she’d gone with him this night; it had become that casual and routine. I was sat on my sofa, blankly watching the television, my normal practice while she was out having the time of her life when there was a knock at the door.
I wasn’t expecting anyone. Sometimes Jason or Kyle would come over to keep me company with a few drinks but I hadn’t bothered setting anything up for the last couple of times. I got up and made my way to the door, then opened it to someone on my doorstep that I hadn’t seen for a while.
“We need to talk,” Monica said, pushing past me into the house.
“Okay,” I said, closing the door behind her. When I turned around, I saw that she was in a terrible state, dishevelled and wearing a black tracksuit - Monica never dressed that casually. Her normally perfect, long brunette hair was a tangled mess, her makeup was smeared and she had tracks of mascara down her cheeks from crying.
“I need your help,” she said, stumbling forwards into my arms and starting to sob once more. I held her tightly until the tears subsided, then fixed her a drink before sitting down to talk.
What she told me changed everything. Quite spectacularly, everything fell apart and my life changed forever.




Chapter 9
“Ray’s quitting. He’s getting out.”
“What?” That was the last thing I’d expected her to say.
“The deal he did in Dubai all those months ago? It was huge. Millions. But it went wrong.”
“Tell me everything,” I said to her, putting a hand on her leg. We were sitting on the sofa in my living room.
“I don’t know everything,” Monica started, “But I know that it’s something to do with the police. Interpol, to be exact. Ray got the money but he also got tricked somehow.”
“How do you know all this?” I asked, the first tendrils of fear beginning to wrap themselves around my heart. If they were onto Ray they could be on to all of us.
“Jason told me earlier,” Monica wiped a tear from her eye, smearing her mascara even worse. “We had a big argument and he said that unless I started getting back in line, he wouldn’t save me when the shit hits the fan next week. I asked him what he meant by that and he said that Ray’s closing the business down because the police are onto him. He’s got lawyers all in place. Every angle is covered, the police won’t have anything on him or the boys but Jason said that unless I behave myself and do what I’m told, he won’t give me the same protection.”
“What does he mean by behave yourself? He doesn’t know about me and you, does he?”
“No, it’s not that,” Monica put her slender hand over mine, squeezing it. “We haven’t been seeing eye to eye for a while now. He’s arrogant. A bully. We’ve been constantly arguing about the things he does and well - I don’t even know if I love him any more, to be honest.”
“The things he does?” I probed gently.
“Not just the business. Things like fucking other girls, whenever he wants,” Monica gave me a look, pausing for a moment before continuing. “You know he’s slept with your Hayley, don’t you?”
“Yes,” I nodded, feeling bad. “Hayley told me. I presumed you knew.”
“He tells me nothing,” Monica looked down into her lap. “I always find out afterwards, from Ray or Kyle. I wouldn’t mind as much if he told me, but he doesn’t. I could maybe get my head around it if he were honest. Even the weird stuff.”
“What weird stuff?”
Monica looked at me again, an enquiring look in her eyes. “Hayley tells you everything, doesn’t she?” When I nodded, she carried on. “It’s not weird, I suppose but it’s more than I’d do. You know, like the gangbangs and the bondage parties? It’s just not my thing, I guess.”
Gangbangs? Bondage parties? “I didn’t know anything about this. Was Hayley involved?
“Oh right, yeah.” I tried not to let the surprise show on my face, but it must have.
“Sorry. You do know about all that, don’t you?”
“Yes, of course,” I lied, then thought better of it. “No. I mean, I’ve seen the bondage room but Hayley’s never mentioned that they have parties there. Or gangbangs. I know she’s only done threesomes, with Ray and Jason as well as Dwayne.”
Monica’s eyes softened and at first, I thought that I’d told her something she didn’t know but then she took a deep breath and spoke again, squeezing my hand tighter. “Paul, listen to me. Hayley’s been in a gangbang, in fact, she’s done several now and she’s been at the gymnasium parties a couple of times. Hasn’t she told you?”
“You’re lying,” I shook my head. “Or someone’s been lying to you. Hayley would have told me.”
“I’m not lying,” Monica withdrew her hand. “Why would I lie? Besides, this isn’t important. Not compared to what I’ve got to tell you.”
“Not important?” I laughed, standing up. “You’re telling me that my wife’s been lying to me and that she’s some sort of gangbang whore, and it’s not important?”
“Well, she is a whore in a way,” Monica glared at me. “You get paid, don’t you?”
“Get out,” I said, standing there with my fists clenching and unclenching.
“Paul, you need to know what’s happening-”
“I said get out!”
“No,” Monica folded her arms, pushing her small breasts inside the black tracksuit top. “Not until I’ve warned you about what’s going to happen. And then, if you really want, I’ll prove everything to you.”
I just stood there, staring at her. Monica stared back, not moving from the sofa.
“Go ahead then,” I said, finally. “Tell me.”
“Did you ever wonder what happened to Penny and Joel?” Monica asked.
“Of course I did. I asked Ray,” I replied. “Ray said that Joel wanted to leave the business. They had an argument about it, which ended up with Ray eventually talking him into staying by giving him an apartment in Dubai, and that’s where they are now, running things over there.”
“No one’s heard from them for ages,” Monica shook her head. “There’s no apartment in Dubai. Jason isn’t sure, but he thinks that Ray got rid of them, the same way he got rid of Joseph and Sarah, and Carl and Jessica before that.”
“Got rid of them?” I said, dumbly.
“They were causing problems,” Monica shrugged. “I was friends with Joel and he told me that he was planning to get out. He’d made some fake passports and identities, that was his job here. He set it all up. He and Penny were heading to Brazil. Somewhere Ray couldn’t ever find them.”
“So how do you know that’s not where they are?” It made sense. Penny had tried to warn me before all of this started.
“Because I was helping him,” Monica said, then put her hand over her mouth like she’d said something she didn’t mean to. Then she put it down and patted the sofa next to her. “Sit down, Paul.”
“Okay,” I said, now really beginning to worry about what was happening here as I took a seat.
“Ray liked to keep an eye on Joel. He’d often going to his house to sleep with Penny while Joel was out working. After he’d done fucking Penny, Ray would look around their house. Check was going on to make sure that Joel wasn’t up to anything. Joel knew this, so he stored all the passports and everything at my house. Where Ray would never look. He’s done the same here, you know? Checked your house.”
“No, I don’t know.”
“He’s been over here a couple of times. Slept with Hayley in your bed. Looked around.”
“How do you know that?”
“He told me a few weeks ago while we were together.” Monica shuddered, presumably at the thought of sleeping with Ray for some reason, “Ray doesn’t lie about things like that.”
“I doubt it’s true,” I said, although it could be. I was often out because it made things harder to trace if I moved around, using different WiFi sources and it relieved the boredom of working from home all the time.
“We’re getting off the subject again,” Monica folded her hands in her lap and looked at me. “I know Joel and Penny haven’t gone to Brazil because I still have all the fake passports and ID documents at my house. So Ray must have got rid of them.”
“By got rid, you mean-”
“They’re dead, probably at the bottom of a canal somewhere,” Monica said it so casually that I shuddered this time.
“This is a lot to take in,” I said slowly. “I need to think about things for a bit-”
“There’s no time. Like I said, Ray’s got everything ready for when the police raid him next week. He’s changed everything, got rid of evidence. Withdrawn most of the cash in the bank. Changed the businesses into different names, and what I’m here to tell you is that-” she paused, taking a deep breath.
“Spit it out,” I said impatiently.
“-is that, it’s you.”
“What do you mean - it’s me?”
“He’s framed you,” Monica held my gaze. There was no sobbing now. No shakes or shudders. Just a firmness to her voice that made me believe her. “He’s set everything up to point to you. Like you’re the boss. He’s protected himself and the boys and pinned everything on you.”
“That’s ridiculous,” I laughed but shut up when I saw Monica’s face never even flinch. “How is that even possible?”
“It’s what Jason’s told me,” Monica’s eyes were wide. “I’ve seen the proof. Bank accounts made out in your name and money transferred into them.”
“Seen the proof where?”
“In the office at home. I could take you there now and show you. Jason is out-” she hesitated, and I instantly knew what she was going to say. He was with Hayley. I could tell from the look on her face.
“Having a threesome with Ray? Or is it a gangbang?” I finished for her sarcastically.
“I think it is actually,” Monica said, and once again I pushed off the sofa and away from her.
“Why are you here, Monica?” I yelled at her. “Why would you want to warn me about this?”
Monica stood up and walked towards me. “Because I care about you.”
“Yeah, right,” I scoffed. “If you care so much, why tell me these bullshit lies about Hayley? What are you trying to achieve?”
“I just want you to know the truth,” Monica threw her hands in the air helplessly. “For once in my life, I want to do what’s right. Look, if you don’t believe me, come with me. We’ll go to Black Cats, there’s an office there where I can show you the proof about you being set up. And to kill two birds with one stone, I think Hayley’s there, so you can see for yourself that I’m not lying about her either.”
“Fine,” I shouted. “Whatever. I won’t believe it until I see it, so come on then. Let’s go.”
With that, I stormed out of the house, waiting for Monica to follow me out into the rainy night outside, then she led me to her car and we set off towards the strip bar.
Neither of us said anything on the way there. I was too shocked and nervous to make idle chat, and Monica seemed just as tense as I did.
Only when we got out of the car, did she put one hand on my arm and pull me close before we walked through the front doors. “Stay close. Let me do the talking.”
“They do know me here,” I pointed out.
“But if Hayley’s here, word will get to Ray that you’re here,” Monica leaned into me then and kissed me on the lips, catching me off guard. “I’ve got a plan. Whatever happens, just trust me.”
“Plan? What kind of plan?” My heart was thumping hard in my chest as we approached the staff-only entrance side doors.
“I’m going to get you out of this,” Monica said, then I couldn’t hear anything else as we entered the club. Music boomed out above a thick crowd of mostly men that were watching a beautiful red-haired dancer twirl elegantly around a pole on the main stage.
When we pushed through and walked down the corridor towards the V.I.P. section, Monica told me to stay back while she checked that no one was in there that might recognise me.
“The coast’s clear,” she called out to me when she came back, and I followed her across the less busy but still well-populated V.I.P. section towards the bar. Luckily, a barman was working who I didn’t recognise but he obviously knew Monica, and let us walk through towards the office behind it. Monica opened the door and peered through to make sure it was empty, then beckoned me inside.
She locked the door behind us, then quickly sat down and logged into the PC on the desk. The only time I’d been in here before was when Annabel brought me in to explain about the conditions of joining Ray’s company.
“This is crazy,” I whispered, “If we get caught-”
“We won’t get caught,” Monica reassured me, her slender fingers ghosting over the keyboard as she brought up several different windows on-screen. “There you go,” she said after a few moments, then turned the screen around so I could see it better. “If I’m lying, how do you explain that?”
It was all there. Company records with my name listed as Managing Director. Bank accounts in my name with over a hundred thousand dollars in each. Letters and contracts issued to companies with my name as the signatory. I looked at each one in turn, then back to the first one, unable to believe what I was seeing.
“This could send me to prison for decades,” I groaned in despair as the reality of what Monica had said began to sink in. She was telling the truth. There was no other explanation. Ray was setting me up.
“Do you believe me now?”
“I guess so,” I sighed. “What about Hayley?”
“If she’s here, I can prove to you about that too-”
“No,” I interrupted her, “I meant what will happen to her? Is he setting her up to go down with me? Obviously, she’s going to have a hard time convincing the authorities that she knew nothing about it. How would she explain all the extra income we’ve had?”
Monica didn’t answer right away. She logged out of everything on the PC and closed the screen down. “I don’t know how to tell you this, but Ray’s protecting Hayley. They’ve made a story up about you forcing her to stay quiet. The plan is that she’s going to be the one to grass you up. Her guilty conscience is going to get the better of her.”
“What?” I stood up angrily. “Why would she do that? She’s my wife.”
“She’s Ray’s girl now,” Monica said quietly, “Or more precisely, she’s Ray’s bit on the side - his favourite actually - but besides that, she’s kind of Dwayne’s girlfriend. They’ve got really close. Once you’re out of the picture, they’re going to get together.”
“I believe you about them setting me up,” I pointed to the PC, “I’ve seen it with my own eyes, but I don’t - I won’t - believe you about this. It can’t be true.”
“I’m so sorry,” Monica walked to me, wrapped her arms around me and I let her hold me for a moment. This couldn’t be happening. It just couldn’t.
“Hayley can’t be in on this,” I mumbled into her shoulder, “I don’t understand what’s going on here, but she wouldn’t betray me like that.”
“Come with me,” Monica said, pushing herself out of the embrace which lingered a little longer than it should have. “Let’s see if she’s here. Then you can make your mind up for yourself.”
She opened the door and again looked out ahead of me to make sure no one was around, then when it was safe, took me by the band and led me out and through the V.I.P. room and down the narrow corridor that led to the private area.
When we reached the corner just before the first of the three sex rooms, she stopped again and looked ahead before me once more.
“Shit,” I heard her mutter under her breath, then when she turned to face me, pushing a lock of her almost-black hair out of her eyes, “Carlos is outside the second room, keeping a lookout.”
“Okay,” I said, feeling slightly relieved in a way that I might not have to confront the truth. “He knows me, so it’s a no go. Let’s get out of here. Talk it over and decide on our next move.”
“If you leave here without seeing if Hayley’s here, and if so, what she’s up to,” Monica looked into my eyes, “You’ll always wonder. Even if my plan works, which it might not, you’ll always wonder what the truth really was and if I was telling you the truth.”
“But we can’t get around Carlos anyway.” Carlos was Dwayne’s cousin, another of Ray’s heavyweight guards, as big and mean-looking as Dwayne but the difference between them was that unlike the mohawked Dwayne, Carlos was reputedly just as evil as he looked.
Monica held my hands in hers for a moment, seeming deep in thought, then her dark brown eyes looked up into mine again. “I’ll deal with Carlos.”
“How are you going to deal with him?”
“Paradise and the Gymnasium are occupied,” the petite brunette said quietly, “But Wonderland is free.”
“No,” I said instantly. “I won’t let you do that. Carlos is-”
“He’s been trying to screw me for years. It’ll be easy. As soon as you see me take him in room one, go and look through to the other rooms. Hopefully, Hayley will be in there and you’ll see that I’m telling you the truth.” She let go of my hands and took a step backwards.
“You don’t have to do this,” I said, reaching out for her but she stepped out of my reach.
“I’d do anything for you,” she said, then before she rounded the corner and out of my sight, she whispered, “Knock on the door and then get out of sight back to here. As soon as I hear you knock, I’ll finish him off and come out.”
Then she was gone. I walked to the corner and peered around, spotting Monica talking to the hulking Carlos some distance down the corridor. He was dark-skinned and completely bald, so heavily muscled that he appeared to not have a neck. He grinned at whatever she was saying to him, then when she took his hand, he took one quick glance up and down the corridor and let her lead him towards me and the door into Wonderland.
I ducked back around the corner, listening out for the sound of the door opening and closing and heard them walk into the room, both murmuring and giggling. I counted to ten, just in case he walked back out or something and walked as quickly but quietly as I could past the room, towards room two; Paradise. Someone was in there because the light was lit above the door, so I slid the hatch open as carefully as I could and peered through.
Please don’t be Hayley, I thought to myself and then breathed a sigh of relief when I saw a couple I didn’t recognise having sex on the bed. Some average-looking guy with curly brown hair and a lithe black-haired girl who was presumed must be one of the ‘dancers’ that worked here because of the attire she was wearing, or what she had been wearing but was now strewn on the floor.
I watched him screw her in the missionary position for a minute or so, then reminded myself that I was limited for time, so left the exotically-decorated Paradise room behind, closing the viewing door and carefully rounded the corner of the corridor on the way to the Gymnasium. Monica said that Ray had bondage parties in here, which involved Hayley, so if they were here tonight, this was likely where I’d find them.
My hand hovered over the handle on the hatch but didn’t touch it. Dare I look? Did I actually want to? Part of me needed reassuring that Monica wasn’t telling the truth about Hayley, but part of me didn’t want to know, just in case it was the truth. She’d been telling me the truth about Ray setting me up, so perhaps it was true about Hayley being such a slut for Ray and his friends. There was only one way to find out. I opened the door and my heart instantly sank.
My wife was as naked as the day she was born but that wasn’t the worst of it. She was on her back on the bed, legs pulled apart, her ankles tied to the corners of the bed by red velvet ropes, just as her wrists were at the other end. Annabel stood nearby, dressed all in black leather, and holding what looked like some sort of spanking paddle. I should have guessed she would be a dominatrix, she certainly had the personality for it. Hayley wasn’t alone in being restrained; Lene was there too, her hands and feet similarly bound up, holding her naked to the wall at the far end of the room.
Her husband Kyle was one of several men in the room with the two women. He was naked too but seemed content to sit in a chair nearby, stroking his cock while Ryan, the male stripper who danced for Hayley all those months before, sucked her tits and fingered her.
The other men in there were Ray, of course, and Jason. Dwayne was there. Even Nico the bartender who was the last one I recognised. The three other men were all complete strangers, and one of them was black, another mixed race which shocked me as Hayley had never shown any liking for darker-skinned guys. Every single one of them was totally naked, and they were all around Hayley with the exception of Nico, who was standing at the side of Ryan, presumably waiting for his turn to play with Lene and her fake tits.
Dwayne’s huge muscled form was on the bed, laying next to my wife, and he seemed to be talking to her, as their faces kept turning together as they spoke, but he wasn’t actually one of the men touching her. Jason was leaning over the bed, one of her nipples in her mouth while his hand squeezed the other. The black stranger was at the bottom of the bed, his face buried in her freshly-shaven pussy.
It hurt so much to see Ray standing at the foot of the bed with the rest of the guys around him as he and Annabel orchestrated the action, seemingly giving out the orders of what she wanted to happen while Dwayne supported and encouraged Hayley from her side.
As Jason knelt on the bed and fed his cock into my wife’s mouth, and the black guy put his body over her, his dick sliding into her pussy easily, I clutched my stomach as an indescribable pain rocked through me. I took a deep breath, trying to quell a rising wave of nausea and took a few steps away from the viewing window to get my thoughts together.
It was real. All of it. Everything Monica said. Did that mean that Hayley really was planning to let Ray throw me under the bus and become Dwayne’s boyfriend?
I walked back to the hatch and looked through again to see Dwayne kissing her now. Jason was now on top of her, enjoying fucking her, replacing the black guy who was standing with Ray, laughing at some joke or other. His long black cock was hanging limply between his legs, so presumably, he’d cum.
The pain of heartbreak in my gut was still there, but I became aware of another feeling; the now familiar sense of incredible arousal at watching the woman I loved with another man. Why did I feel like this still? While it was consensual, I could understand it, but why was I getting turned on at her betraying me like this? Jealousy and envy stabbed at me but I stood there unable to tear my eyes away, even as Jason pulled his cock from her and sprayed a thick jet of white cum all over her belly, then moved away to let the mixed-race stranger get between her thighs and be the next one to take her.
Ryan freed Lene from the shackles on the wall and was fucking her on the floor, doggy-style while Nico the barman knelt in front of her, his dick in her mouth. Kyle masturbated furiously in his chair, switching his attention between watching his wife and watching Hayley get gangbanged on the bed.
I knew I had to leave. Monica shouldn’t have to distract Carlos forever any longer than was necessary. Every moment I spent here watching, she was putting herself through sex with him for my sake. I watched a few minutes longer, as Dwayne released Hayley from the bed, then as Annabel put a dog collar around her neck, leading from the bed on a leash to kneel before her husband, I knew it was time to go. All the men, including Dwayne, put their cocks in front her face and as Hayley began to go from one to the other, greedily sucking each one in turn, I realised that she wasn’t my Hayley any more. I don’t know what slut she’d become, but she wasn’t my Hayley. She wasn’t my wife. I walked slowly down the corridor, still nursing a painful erection in my shorts, but also nursing a broken heart.
I ignored the couple that were still in the Paradise room and cautiously approached Wonderland, the room full of mirrors, where Monica had taken Dwayne’s bulky brother. No one was hanging around in the corridor, so I knocked on the door as she’d suggested, to let her know that I was done but stopped my hand a hair’s breadth from the wooden door.
I was still struggling to believe was happening to me, and a surge of paranoia was creeping in now amongst all the other emotions I was feeling. What if Monica was still lying to me about something? She could be in there with Carlos setting something up. I knew I was probably going crazy, but I had to know. I slid open the panel that covered the viewing window and looked through.
Monica was on her back on the bed, her black tracksuit top was open, her small but shapely breasts exposed as she had nothing on beneath. Her panties and bottoms were on the floor by Carlos’s feet where he stood at the bottom of the bed, with Monica’s long slim legs wrapped around his back as he pumped his dick in and out of her.
She’d given in to him and let him have her, and she’d done it for me. To give me the chance to see the truth about my wife. I owed Monica so much already, I couldn’t let this go on any longer than was necessary.
As per the plan, I slid the viewing hatch closed and rapped on the door a couple of times, then quickly retreated back up the corridor towards the V.I.P section, and waited a short distance from the corner. If Carlos should come this way with Monica, I was far enough away that I could quickly slip back into the V.I.P. area and try to lose myself amongst the customers in there, but when Monica did eventually reappear, some five minutes later, she was alone.
“Was Hayley there?” she said, zipping her tracksuit top back up. When I nodded, she stopped in front of me. “And are you okay? Was it-”
“Yes,” I answered her question before she even finished asking it. “She was in the Gymnasium like you said, with Lene and a whole group of men. Annabel seemed to be in charge though.”
“She likes that role. Who were the men?” Monica said, glancing over her shoulder. “Tell me as we walk. I don’t want Carlos catching us.”
“Ray, Kyle, Dwayne,” I replied as she took me by the arm and we moved away from the private rooms, “Ryan, even the bar guy, Nico and a few men I didn’t know.”
“And Jason?” Monica asked quietly as we slipped amongst the crowd in the V.I.P. room.
“Yes,” I admitted. I hadn’t wanted to tell her, but she’d asked and I wasn’t going to lie to the woman who had helped me so much. “I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay,” she said sadly. “I’m kind of used to it. What were they doing?”
“They’d got Hayley and Lene both tied up. I guess it was one of those bondage parties you mentioned,” I shrugged. “They were taking it turns to fuck both the women so I guess she really does let them gangbang her.”
“I don’t know what to say,” Monica reached out and stroked my face affectionately. “I can’t imagine how you must be feeling.”
“I feel stupid more than anything,” I said, suddenly feeling uncomfortable and moving her hand from my face. “I’m sorry I didn’t believe you.”
The slender brunette nodded and smiled but then her face took on a more urgent expression. “So now you believe me, do you want to know my plan to get us both out of this?”
“Both of us?”
“I want out,” Monica looked over her shoulder, then satisfied that there wasn’t anyone around that might recognise us, “I don’t love Jason. I hate Ray. I can’t stand this life any more.”
“So, what’s the plan?” I asked. I had nothing to lose but even so, I was fearful of what she was going to say.
“Do you trust me?” she asked. Her dark eyes had the multi-coloured lights of the V.I.P. room reflected in them as she considered me.
“Yes. I do,” I answered honestly. Monica leaned into me and kissed me softly on the lips. When she finally broke the kiss, she told me the plan.
“Well?” she said when she’d finished.
“It’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard,” I shook my head, “But I have nothing to lose.”
Monica took my hand and we left the club. “Let’s do this,” she said as we got in the car.
And we did.




Epilogue
“Baby, I’m home,” my wife says as she joins me on the balcony. I’m on my favourite sun lounger and it’s so hot here in Rio that it’s hard not to doze off when chilling out during the afternoons with a beer, as I like to do.
“Did you have a good time?” I ask, standing up to greet her with a kiss on the cheek.
“Very, very good,” she smiles, “But I missed you. I love you.”
“I love you too,” I smile back, genuinely happier than I’ve ever been.
It’s been a year since I fled the country but the memory of that crazy night will never leave me. How we drove back to Jason and Monica’s house, where we transferred the money that Ray put into a bank account in my name into one of the many bank accounts that Joel had set up in preparation for his escape from the company.
Monica packed as many of her things as she could fit into a suitcase and then we travelled to my house, where I did the same and then we fled to the nearest airport and using two of the fake identities that Joel had prepared for his and Penny’s escape, we flew first to Mexico, and then onto Brazil, trying our best to hide our tracks as best we could.
It had been the hardest thing to do, just upping and leaving my old life behind but I had no choice. It was either that or potentially face a life in prison. I had nothing to lose and everything to gain, and now, one year later I don’t regret a thing, not even joining Ray’s company. If I hadn’t, I’d have never come into all the money that I have now, enough to retire on even after buying our beachside villa and Mercedes.
“What’s on your mind?” she asks me as I gaze out over the blue ocean, reminiscing about the past.
“I’m just thinking about lucky I am,” I say honestly. If I hadn’t met Jason that day on the station platform and been drawn into that world, I’d have never found out the truth about Hayley, about how treacherous she could be, and what a slut she was. Not that being a slut was a bad thing.
“I’m the lucky one,” she says. “Lucky to have a husband that looks after me, loves me, but still lets me be a naughty girl.”
“Come here,” I tell her and she does, swinging a leg over me and straddling my lap. The thin fabric of her bikini bottoms and my shorts mean that she must be able to feel my erection pressing against her pussy.
By transferring the money away, we’d partially cleared my name and Monica also amended as many of the documents and contracts as she could before we left. While we weren’t completely absolved, it meant that there wasn’t enough evidence to keep Ray and his sons out of prison. The story hit the internet, so I was able to keep a close eye on the ongoing developments, and I have to admit I was absolutely overjoyed to see the Crowes all go down and then their sentences increased when the detectives turned their attention to the various disappearances of his former employees, an investigation which turned up several bodies, including those of Joel and Penny. Almost all of his associates were sent to prison too, for obstruction of justice or assisting in various ways.
So, I’m missing, presumed dead, as is my wife, but we’ve never been more alive than what we are right now as she grinds herself against me, enjoying how turned on she makes me. I reach down to her hips and pull at the bows that are holding her tiny green bikini bottoms together but she stops me.
“Before we go any further,” she says, her lips curving into a mischievous grin, “I need to tell you something.”
I think I know what it might be, but I tell her to go ahead. “Okay?” She’s a constant source of surprises, something I love about her.
“I didn’t come home alone,” she says in the sexy low voice that she uses when she’s feeling particularly naughty. “I brought friends. They’re waiting inside.”
I look over my shoulder and see a stunningly attractive young couple standing inside the bedroom. He’s tall and handsome, with skin the colour of chocolate and she’s his girlfriend by the looks of their clasped hands, beautiful with hair as dark as ravens’ feathers, a shy look on her pretty face and a body that a lot of women would die for, full breasts above a toned stomach and shapely legs.
“What is it they’re waiting for?” I ask my wife, although I already know.
“I fucked them both all night, but it still wasn’t enough,” she teases me, “So I brought them with me for some more. I thought perhaps you might like to watch this time.”
“You thought right,” I laugh as we stand up and walk towards the couple, who turn towards each other and start undressing. “You know me too well.”
“Yes, I do, Pablo,” she giggles, using my new name as she undresses and joins the couple on the giant bed where we occasionally enjoy this sort of thing.
I sit on the edge of the bed as the guy sticks his cock in my wife’s mouth and watch as the girl begins to lick Maria, the name she goes by now. We’ve slowly got used to using our new identities, although I still occasionally slip and call her by her old name.
Monica.
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