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THE CAR PARK IS DIPPING into shadow, at dusk, on a cool summer evening, with the lights of a pub casting a dim illumination on the cars, a few empty spaces between them. In one of the cars, a middle-aged man sends a WhatsApp message before stepping out. At almost exactly the same moment, four or five men step out of other cars, scattered around the car park, and walk towards the first man.

Each man nods to the first man as they approach him with various greetings ranging from “Good evening,” and “Hello,” to mere grunts.

“Good evening,” replies the first man. “I am Husband101, from the website.” The men know what this means and nod. “I’ll go in and get a table. Join me as soon as you are ready.”

The men, following Husband101, enter the pub. Inside it’s half full, with a few spare tables. 

Husband101 goes to the bar, as do the other men, each going to a separate part of the bar and ordering a drink for himself. Husband101 selects a table in the least busy part of the pub and sits down. A few moments later, the others take seats at the table, each with a drink. None of the drinks are pints, some are fruit juice or other soft drinks.

While they wait for the last man to sit, the conversation is stilted, all small talk, with many silences. 

Finally, as the last man sits, Husband101 speaks. “Okay, I am going to identify myself as Mr Wilkins.” Immediately he has their full attention and he continues, lowering his voice and leaning into the table. “As I explained to each of you on the website, my wife wants a gang bang.” 

The men respond with various nods or the odd, “Uh-huh.”

“Many of you will know this from the emails, but I’ll go over it again so we are all clear.”

The men all nod in agreement.

He continues, “You won’t know my wife’s name, Mrs Wilkins will be sufficient. That’s how you should address her.” More nodding in response. “A few months ago, she told me that she has a fantasy of being the subject of a gang bang. She had been afraid to tell me for some years, but when I found out, I told her that I found the idea very exciting. All the while we had children around we couldn’t have done anything about it, but now the children have grown up we have the possibility to explore these fantasies.” 

Mr Wilkins pauses, but there is no response from the men. Some of them sip their drinks, looking over the tops of their glasses at him.

“I know it’s unusual, but I will be taking you to our home.”

The men look at each other, many of them looking quite surprised.

“It’s okay, we’ve taken precautions, but you won’t know what they are. Plus, I’ve already weeded out a few guys I didn’t feel I could trust.”

Some of the men show expressions of acceptance and nod further. 

“The reason we are going to our home is that my wife doesn’t know you are coming tonight.”

Now the men look at each other, some showing concern.

“She and I have discussed this at some length, so you needn’t be alarmed.”

Finally, one of the men speaks up. “But she knows this is happening. She has consented, right?”

The other men make noises in support of his question.

Mr Wilkins responds. “Yes, of course. And you all have my emails in case you are concerned.” He waits, but no further questions are forthcoming. “She knows it’s happening at some point, but she doesn’t know where or when.” He raises his eyebrows. “It’s made our lives quite exciting over the last few weeks.”

“I’ll bet it has,” comments one of the men.

“I’ve been trying to keep her guessing. We’ve had a few occasions when she wasn’t sure if it was happening, both at home and elsewhere.” Mr Wilkins looks across the pub to make sure nobody is listening. “Last week I unexpectedly brought two colleagues home from work. She didn’t know them and she thought she was going to be fucked there and then.” Mr Wilkins looks around at the men, hanging on his every word. “She was afraid to act in case she behaved like a slut with the wrong people. After they left, when she discovered how close she came to disgracing herself, she couldn’t wait to get her knickers off.”

The men snigger in unison.

“It was amazing,” declares Mr Wilkins. “It was a side of her I’ve never seen before.”

The men are clearly getting excited now. One of them downs his drink in one.

“Although I’m glad she didn’t do anything. I’d have had to get another job!”

One of the men smirks.

“So this is what’s going to happen. In a moment, we’ll walk to the house. It’s a few streets away; not far and you should be able to find your way back here. I know this pub, although I don’t drink here, but I know the car park is open all night.” 

The men nod again.

“When we get to the house, come in with me. I’ll introduce you.” He pauses. “I think I’ve got all your names straight. If I get a name wrong, just go with it.” More nodding. “I’ll say we’ve come from the pub. She just won’t know which pub so she won’t expect to recognise you, but it’s quite likely she’ll be ready, as she has been for a couple of weeks now. I’m pretty sure she won’t make a move though, as she won’t want to ruin her respectable reputation as with the other day.”

One of the men mumbles, “Respectable.”

“Then we’ll see what develops. I’ll probably think of something to put us all into a situation when things can develop, but we’ll see how that goes.”

“Okay, sounds good,” replies another man, now finishing his drink.

“Just don’t go for it too soon,” adds Mr Wilkins. “Let the tension develop. As I told you in the emails, this isn’t a rape fantasy, okay?”

“Sure,” says the man who has just finished his drink. Others make further acknowledgements.

“Let’s go.” Mr Wilkins stands up and turns to leave the pub. The four or five men follow him out. Most of the drinks on the table have hardly been touched.

* * *
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ON THE WAY, THE GROUP of men pass, in silence, row upon row of neat, red brick, semi-detached, 1930s houses. Each has a bay window and an arched porch. Streetlights cast a dim illumination at intervals along the leafy streets, but between them the pavements are dark and quiet.

Mr Wilkins and the four or five men gather in the darkness on the pavement, just in front of one such house. It has two bedroom windows above, with clean, white painted rendering across the upper floor. The master bedroom at the front, also with a bay window, looks down onto a tidy front garden with a clean block paved drive at the side. The front downstairs windows are lit with the curtains drawn.

“Just come in with me,” says Mr Wilkins, speaking for the first time since they left the pub. “I’ll let you all in and call out to...” He pauses for a moment, “err... I’ll call out to my wife, to say we are home and you can go in. It might be best if you introduce yourselves. If you are asked, we know each other from the pub.”

The men nod and make various statements of agreement. The quiet street is otherwise deserted, with a few parked cars lining the darkened pavements. One of the men shuffles nervously. 

Shortly, Mrs Wilkins hears a key in the lock of the front door. She looks up from the TV where she is watching an old episode of Inspector Morse.

“Darling, I’m home,” calls out Mr Wilkins. “I’ve brought a few mates back from the pub.”

Mrs Wilkins sighs as she reaches for the remote from the coffee table and turns off the TV. She knows these are all old episodes, but she hasn’t seen this one before, and she has been enjoying watching how the Inspector uncovers the murderer.

Slipping on her shoes, she walks into the hall and looks into the kitchen, only to discover that it’s full of men. For a moment she wonders, how many of them there are, four... or five? Hearing the front door close behind her, at the other end of the hall, she turns around to see Mr Wilkins stepping towards her. 

In that moment, the men are taking in their first sight of her. Mrs Wilkins is in her late forties, with blond shoulder length hair, possibly dyed to cover the beginnings of grey. She’s about five foot three inches with a slim build, with the look of just about every housewife you might see around town or those who live right next door. Her dark blue blouse is buttoned up to her neck at the front, cap sleeved, showing off her bare arms, which are trim. She wears a flowery summer skirt fitted at the waist with wide folds of fabric coming to just below her knees. The men can only just make out that she is wearing flesh coloured hose, or... the men hope, possibly stockings, and slip-on shoes with kitten heels.

She finds herself wondering if all these men have come to fuck her? Or has her husband just brought some friends home from the pub? He’s certainly done this before, but not for some time now. Oh my, she thinks, there are so many of them.

“Hello Darling. I’ve brought a few friends back from the pub. You don’t mind, do you?”

Perhaps a little flustered, Mrs Wilkins turns towards the men in the kitchen. 

The nearest man steps towards her and reaches out to shake hands. “Hello, I’m Pete.”

Bashfully, Mrs Wilkins shakes the man’s hand. “Nice to meet you.” His grip is sensitive but firm. A moment later, another hand is
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