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Chapter I. Larry

Working from home has many advantages. However, it has one major disadvantage, and it is not about being unable to socialise with colleagues or working in makeshift offices. No. The problem with having an office at home is that there is a good chance that your wife is working from home too. And she might pop into your room just on time to witness a conversation with your boss where she sees you in an entirely different light from what she is used to. Instead of the confident, principled, and self-respecting husband whom she knows, she might witness the behaviour of a spineless, crawling creature sucking up hard to his boss. And that was precisely what happened when Jen walked into my room while I was talking to Larry on a Skype video call on a Friday afternoon. At that moment, I was going out of my way, trying to convince my boss how much it would not be a problem if he and his fiancée stayed in our house during their short visit to London. I was ready to lick the floor, if I had to, to make sure Larry was pleased with me.

“Of course, it won’t be a problem, Larry! Both Jen and I would love to have you and Nancy in our house,” I said with one of the happiest smiles on my face, giving my boss the impression that he would do me the greatest honour on Earth if he stayed in my house.

My wife stood at the door and gestured at me to stop talking my boss into accepting my invitation, but it was too late because Larry said, “Andy, you convinced me! See you and Jen tomorrow at your place. Take care!”

“Have a safe flight, Larry! See you tomorrow,” I replied and hung up the Skype call.

I knew I was in trouble with my wife. There was no way that she would be happy that I had just invited Larry and Nancy to stay in our house for four days, two of which were the coming weekend. I turned around and looked at Jen with a guilty smile on my face.

Jen was not in a mood for smiles when she said, “How come there are no hotels in the whole of London that they have to stay in our house?” She shook her head in disapproval. “Mum was supposed to come tomorrow, and now I have to tell her not to come because we need the bedroom for Larry and Nancy! And who is going to look after the kids? You? You will be spending all your time with Larry. It will be me again! I am tired of this, Andy!”

My wife was right. Her mother was supposed to come the next day to look after Sam and Annabel as we had asked for some help for the rest of the school holidays with our seven-year-old son and nine-year-old daughter.

“Well, hon, I am sure Charlotte and Paul would not mind having their grandchildren with them for a few days. I will drive the kids to your parents tomorrow.”

“Yeah! That’s great, isn’t it?” Jen said without trying to hide her sarcasm. “We’ll tell mum that she will not only take care of our children, but she has to do it at her place!”

“Look! I didn’t have a choice, Jen! Larry has special requirements for his accommodation. What could I have done? I thought you liked Larry and Nancy when we met them at the dinner.”

“I liked them, but it doesn’t mean I want to share my house with them. But really, aren’t there any hotels in the whole of London?”

“Not with his requirements for superfast Internet, no hotel staff, spacious rooms with super king-size beds, and most importantly, he does not want to stay in a hotel in the first place!”

Jen threw up her hands in exacerbation. “I know he is weird, but why not in a hotel? And fine, if he doesn’t want to stay in a hotel, couldn’t he have rented an apartment studio or a house? Or could you not have booked one for him?”

“Well,” I said and cleared my throat. “This is the problem, hon. I was supposed to book his accommodation, but I made the mistake of delegating it to Kostas, and that useless shit hasn’t done anything! Like five minutes before my call with Larry, Kostas told me that nothing had been booked! What else could I have done when Larry arrives tomorrow at lunchtime and I had promised to take care of his accommodation like a week ago?”

“Fire Kostas!”

“Will do!”

Jen pursed her lips and sighed in frustration. Then she rubbed her forehead and said in a calmed down voice, “I’d better call mum to tell her about the change of plans. Please make sure first thing tomorrow morning you drive the kids; I need you back by 10 o’clock to help me move our stuff to Sam’s and Annabel’s rooms. I guess Nancy and Larry will sleep in our bedroom as it is the only one with a super king-size bed that meets their requirements! What a special guest your boss is!”

“Well, he is special, all right?” I said, faking frustration with my wife’s lack of understanding in an attempt to make her more conciliatory. “But we need to please him in all possible ways! You haven’t forgotten that without him, we would have lost the house that you so much don’t want to share now!”

“Oh, that’s rubbish! I don’t need Larry to pay for my house! You forget I still have a job, Andy!”

“You do, but for how long, Jen? And when I told you that taking a big mortgage was a huge risk if one of us stopped working, you said you were the eternal optimist, didn’t you?”

“And someone thought the size of their business would be doubling every year. I wonder who that was.”

Here we go again, I thought. Arguing about money. But I will put her in her place.

I was wound up by Jen’s reminder of my failure to realise the forecasted growth of my business, so I wanted to hurt her feelings when I said, “Well, at least it keeps coming in, but pretty soon you won’t be bringing any money in, will you?” And to piss her further off, I added, “You and I have to squeeze into Sam’s room, I am afraid. Larry needs two bedrooms.”

“What?” Jen squealed, and her jaw dropped in disbelief.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, he does.”

Jen shook her head. “Are you saying that in a three-bedroom house, he is going to take two of the bedrooms for himself and his girlfriend? Who is he? The king of Brunei?”

“No, Jen! He is the guy with the money! He is filming a commercial for our company with himself and Nancy in London, and he needs a second bedroom for the cameraman who is coming with them.”

“A cameraman? You are joking, right? Bringing a cameraman from Dallas to film a commercial in London. Is your boss delusional?”

“Well, I know he is a bit. . . , well, he is Larry. I’ve told you so many times, hon, he is weird, and you saw that for yourself at the dinner. But at the same time, when Larry wants something, Larry gets something!”

I decided to change tact because I didn’t want to continue antagonising my wife. I wanted her to pay full attention to what I was going to say next.

I took a deep breath and said in a conciliatory tone, “Jen, I know you are upset, but don’t forget that he brings in a lot of money! You have to give him that. And he has not only saved the company from the brink, but he has just told me he has found a big client; that’s why he is coming to London, and he will give me half of the commission if I manage the link. For the first time since I started this business, I will make a commission of £35,000 on a single deal, Jen!”

“Thirty-five?” Jen asked with big eyes, and when I nodded with a smile, she became jubilant, clasped her hands together and squealed, “Oh, my God! Andy! Are you serious?”

I loved watching my wife getting excited. The spark in her hazel eyes and the smile on her full lips made her beautiful face truly shine.

“Jen, I am serious! I know this is unheard of. Half of the total commission will be paid to a minority shareholder, but that’s how Larry is! Full of surprises! Being nice to him has paid off! He told me about the commission just before you entered the room. This year in total, I might make £75,000! This is, like, almost twice what I made last year; this is awesome, Jen! It means we will keep the house! Do you see why I had to invite him? We need to make sure we keep him happy so he doesn’t change his mind, hon!”

“Oh, my God! Andy!” Jen could not hold herself any longer, and she jumped onto my lap. She straddled me, wrapped her legs around my waist and gave me a long wet kiss.

Being a sexy, sensual woman, my wife knew how to excite me. Her wavy blonde hair tickled my cheeks. I loved to feel her firm natural round-shaped boobs squashed against my chest and her slender thighs wrapped around my waist. Jen did not have video calls on Friday, so she had put on a little bit more revealing clothes as a small treat for me. Her nipples were bulging out of her solid crop cami top, and I could feel them brushing against my chest through my thin t-shirt. Jen was wearing a light shirred waist ditsy floral mini-skirt, so when she rested her butt on my lap, her skirt rode up, baring her thighs. My wife was pushing her crotch against mine. I loved the feeling of her soft labia pressing against the length of my cock. I was able to feel the warmth of her puffed up pussy lips so well through her lace bikini briefs that I had a boner almost instantly. I grabbed Jen’s thighs and slipped my hands onto her buttocks, pushing her skirt further up.

Then we heard the kids running up the stairs, which meant our little make-out session had to end.

Jen broke the kiss, got off me, straightened her skirt, and a flirtatious smile played on her lips as she watched me adjust my cock in my shorts.

She said, “We’ll play tomorrow when they are with my mum!”

“Yep!” I agreed with her. “Let’s make tomorrow night a night to remember! We’ve got something to celebrate, don’t we?”

She giggled. “Hi-hi! I think we do! Can you drive the kids tonight?”

“He-he!” I chuckled. “I like your enthusiasm!”

We both knew that we had to work until quite late, so driving the kids to her parents that evening was not an option, but we liked the notion.

Sam stormed into the room, shouting, “Mummy, have you finished work now?”

“Not yet, honey,” Jen replied and took Sam’s hand to take him away before she turned to me. “I’d better call mum to let her know.”

“Tell her I will be there by ten,” I said.

“I love you, Andy!” Jen said and blew me a kiss.

“I love you too, honey!” I replied, and Jen and Sam left the room.

My wife couldn’t have been in better spirits. Telling her that Larry had promised to give me half of the commission from the deal with the new client had changed her mood completely. Initially, I had decided to surprise Jen with the news later at dinner, but I had to score brownie points sooner rather than later, so I had gone ahead and told her about the commission straight away. It had been the right thing to do. I had saved myself from having to bear her foul mood for the rest of the day.

I leaned back in my chair and dreamt of what we would do if we did not have to worry about the mortgage repayments for the foreseeable future. Probably we were going to replace my old car and go on proper holidays once the pandemic was over! Maybe we could visit my parents in Innsbruck since we hadn’t seen them for two years. Yes, I might have been a little spineless and a bit of a pushover with Larry; well, I was kissing his ass on the call, and not only on the call. I had been trying to please him since day one, but recently I had been trying way too hard after he had hinted about bringing more business for me in London, and it was well worth it!

I couldn’t help but reflect on how I had come to be in this moment of triumph, able to dream of a future without financial worries. I owed all this to Larry! Larry was more than a boss and a business partner to me; he was my saviour.

When I was made redundant in 2018, I made a conscious decision to start a business instead of finding a corporate job. Thus, in early 2021 I had been running the small affiliate marketing business for three years along with two senior business partners, but it had been a struggle. We were trying hard to stay afloat during the lockdowns when we ran into real trouble in January in the middle of another national lockdown. With a health crisis decimating businesses worldwide, my two business partners at the time decided to sell out. And I didn’t blame them. At the end of the day, there was no way we would be able to make money with affiliate marketing when businesses were closing down. However, the big difference between the other two partners and me was that I only had 16% of the shares. So the money I was going to get if I sold my shares was not going to be remotely enough to cover the mortgage repayments on the house even for a year, and I had no idea what work I could find during the pandemic on my own. On top of that, they had started laying off people at Jen’s company, and the writing was on the wall for her role.

Therefore, I decided that I would be better off if I did not sell my shares and clung to whatever was left of my company. However, when my business partners told me later that someone from Dallas had bought them out, I was not cheerful at all. Someone managing the company remotely in the middle of a global health crisis? I regretted that I had not sold my shares too, but it was too late. I had to stick with my tiny business or whatever remained of it. To be fair, I expected that the new majority shareholder would steal the few remaining clients we had for his other companies, which I had learnt he had, and close our company by the summer. I suspected that it was a hostile takeover. However, to my surprise, Larry did not run the company to the ground as I had feared. My decision to stick around turned out to be the wisest in my life. Against all expectations, within three months we were making profit again, and in six months, with this latest deal, we were on course to double the previous year’s revenue. How was he finding the new business? I had no idea, and frankly, I didn’t care. Actually, I did not have time to care.

As a typical entrepreneur, my new boss expected hard work and long hours. Larry was not only bringing lucrative business, but he also reduced our expenses significantly. He got rid of the office using a cancellation clause in the rental agreement and let go of one of the two employees we had. Thus, from five people working in the office of our company, we scaled down the workforce to three people working remotely: Larry, me, and Kostas. The reorganisation translated into a lot of work for me, especially because Larry did not work much, if at all. He was involved only until he signed a new deal and then passed all the work to me; other than, of course, the management of our P&L. Kostas was a nine-to-five worker who was not an owner and didn’t bother to work hard. So I was doing all the heavy lifting. I did not complain, though. I had not only kept my shares, but we were making money again!

As I sat in my chair, I looked at my computer screen and saw a Skype message from Larry, which read, “Sorry to bother you, Andy, but do you have a large TV in your house?”

Seriously? What does he think of me? I thought, quite annoyed with his question. I’ve told him I have difficulties paying my mortgage, but it doesn’t mean I cannot afford to have a TV! And who talks like this? ‘In your house’! Where else? In my neighbour’s house?

My feelings of admiration for my boss were replaced by feelings of frustration. This was happening to me all the time ever since I had met Larry. Almost daily, I had been torn between awe with his ability to bring in new business and anger with his uncanny skill to make me feel inferior.

I typed, “Of course I have, Larry. Even two. One in the living room and one in the dining room!”

I deliberately put an exclamation mark at the end of my sentence to hint that I was offended by his question, but then I thought again. Well, it’s Larry. I should take it easy on my boss. No need to aggravate him over such tiny things.

I deleted the message and instead typed, “I have indeed.”

But then I re-read his question. He was not asking me if I had a TV, but if I had a large TV. I got annoyed again.

I thought, Hmm! Maybe I should still let him know that I am not a caveman. 

I deleted the message once again and typed, “We have a 55-inch TV set in the dining room and a 65-inch TV in the living room.”

I looked at the message I had drafted, and I liked it. It still delivers the message, but I don’t sound offensive. Good!

I pressed the send message button.

Ten seconds later, Larry’s response came back. “Good. Is the 65-inch TV wall-mounted, or is it on a stand?”

What the fuck? I thought, really pissed off, and hurriedly typed, “It is on a black TV stand, nicely positioned on the long wall of the living room.”

I pressed enter and continued to fume. I mean, does he think that having a wall-mounted TV is a mark of status? Larry can really wind me up. Then I took a deep breath. But, no, I will be patient with him. Yes, I need this guy! I need him to be happy.

Larry’s next question caught me off-guard.

“Then the 65-inch TV will do,” he texted me. “Do you think we can move it to the bedroom where Nancy and I will sleep?”

What is this? I was now totally confused. What for?

Larry must have sensed my question because he clarified with another message, “Nancy and I play an online game in the evenings, and we are at a level that it has to be played on a large screen. I am sorry for the inconvenience this will cause you.”

Oh, this is so disrespectful! And arrogant, I thought. I took a deep breath to calm myself down. Why are you surprised, Andy? That’s Larry for you! At least he apologised this time.

I took another deep breath. This will piss Jen off. I’ll move the TV just before he comes tomorrow. She won’t have time to moan about it.

I replied to Larry, “Sure. No problem.”

“Much appreciated, Andy. Thank you!” came his immediate response.

I leaned back in my chair again and thought that Jen and I would share our home with a couple we knew very little about. It was the 13th of August, Larry and I had been working together for over six months, and we had met in person only once. It happened less than a fortnight before his current trip when he visited London in the first week of August, just after the UK government had ended quarantine requirement for US travellers, and Jen and I had dinner with him and Nancy. The other reason we didn’t know much about Larry and Nancy was because Larry didn’t talk about his private life despite my frequent calls with him, and I didn’t ask. What I knew about him was that he was in his early fifties. Nancy was to become his third or fourth wife. Larry had told me that they planned to tie the knot sometime in April next year. They had a huge age gap; she was in her mid or late twenties. Larry had two grown-up children from his first marriage, but he did not keep in touch with them because, according to him, he didn’t know how to forge healthy long-term relationships. As he had said on a couple of occasions, he was a man who only knew how to dominate, make money, and impress women. I could vouch for his dominating character since Larry always managed to make me do what he wanted me to do, and he had proven to me that he was good at making money. As for impressing women, I was not sure about that, but probably he was right because my wife thought after the dinner that despite his ‘womanising’ style, she had found him confident, outgoing, entertaining, and fun to be around.

To be fair, if I drew conclusions about him from that evening only, I would probably have agreed with her. For some reason, Larry had brought Nancy with him on his business trip to London. He used the opportunity to invite Jen and me to a dinner with his fiancée at a posh restaurant near the rental apartment they were staying in.

Larry showed his outgoing personality right from the beginning of the evening. During our introductions, he presented Nancy as ‘the girlfriend of his dreams’, at which she giggled appreciatively.

Then his extravagant manners became even more evident when he said about my wife, “I knew somehow that Andy had a beautiful wife, but I just didn’t know how beautiful she was.”

And to top this up, he went on to involve his fiancée in his compliments to Jen when he asked, “Would you agree with me, Nancy?”

Nancy, of course, agreed, giggling again before she said, “She is a beauty indeed!”

Jen blushed and had to giggle too.

Larry had this swagger of confidence that he always knew what he was doing, and he did not disappoint throughout the rest of the evening either. He came up with funny stories and showed uninhibited admiration of my wife, throwing jokes at her and making her compliments that often bordered flirtatious behaviour. His behaviour didn’t worry me too much because I was sure that it was just a pretence, a fun flirting to help him liven up the evening. Moreover that I knew my wife would never entertain anything serious of the sort. I trusted her completely. Trusting your wife to handle flirtatious men is key to a happy marriage, especially when it is expected that men will be hitting on her all the time if she is a beautiful woman.

And my wife was indeed a beautiful woman. Despite giving birth to two children, she had managed to keep her body slim and toned. She was suitable for a modelling career at 5 foot 6 inches tall, with a low waist-to-hip ratio hourglass figure, firm butt, C-cup size natural round-shaped breasts, and long slender legs.

On top of that, Jen was blessed with a pretty face. Her oval face shape, high cheekbones, straight nose, full lips, and narrow jawline combined with her smooth white skin created a sense of perfection. She kept her wavy blonde hair at bra strap length, emphasising its volume and natural beauty as it flowed down her shoulders. Her deep hazel eyes and soft eyebrows with shallow arches always attracted attention. Jen had a soft voice that made people feel at ease when she spoke to them. Her smiles had this warmth that many men mistook for playfulness and often made moves on her, only to be rebuffed resolutely.

At 31 years of age, my wife was a sexy, sensual woman in her prime and attracted plenty of attention. However, I knew Jen very well. She was a faithful wife who had never cheated on me or entertained the attempts of other men to flirt with her.

So, when Larry was trying to chat my wife up at the dinner, I was not worried about her. I was more concerned that Nancy might take it badly. However, as the evening progressed, I figured out I had no reasons for concern. Nancy seemed not to mind Larry’s comments about Jen and gladly played along with my boss, laughed at his jokes, or joined him in playfully teasing my wife. So I played along, too, as did Jen.

Surprisingly, Jen seemed to genuinely enjoy Nancy’s and Larry’s company. My wife laughed and giggled for most of the evening, something unusual for her. Jen tended to be reserved when she met people for the first time, but apparently, our new friends had found a way to put her at ease at our first dinner together, despite my boss’s a bit frisky behaviour.

By the end of the evening, Larry was not holding himself back, especially that his inhibitions were lowered by the influence of the alcohol he had consumed. So much that after my boss paid the bill and we were about to leave the table, he made a clumsy compliment to my wife, at least to my standards and certainly to Jen’s, when he said, “Jen, I have been looking at your body proportions, and I love what I see. You have a body of a model. Have you ever considered modelling?”

I expected Jen to show him that he had crossed a line this time, but instead, she giggled. She looked at me smiling, and when she saw I was smiling too, she turned back to Larry and said, “I’ve never considered modelling, but for the right commission, maybe, Larry, maybe, hi-hi!”

“That’s what I am talking about!” Larry said and clasped his hands together as he chuckled. “We will make a commercial with you and Nancy. The two of you, pretty and sexy women, two twin sisters! Yes, the two of you will be the perfect face of the company, appealing to the type of clients I want to attract.”

He then took my wife’s and Nancy’s hands and put them next to each other on the table before he chuckled again. “You have very similar body shapes and the same skin complexion! This could work, Nancy! People will believe the two of you are identical twins when you put on carnival masks!”

“Only that I have to dye my hair blonde! All my hair!” Nancy interjected and grinned coyly at her husband-to-be. “And you know people like my style as it is!”

Both Jen and Nancy had hazel eyes, but Nancy had dark brown hair. Nancy was pointing out that the different colour of their hair would be a problem if Larry indeed intended to film a commercial with her and Jen, presenting them as masked twin sisters, or whatever his idea was.

My boss let go of Nancy’s and Jen’s hands and said, “Well, I have thought about it, honey! Twin sisters don’t have to have the same preferences for dyeing their hairs. One might have decided to dye her hair blonde, the other – brown. It’s a matter of script!”

“It won’t have the same impact. You know what our clients want, don’t you?” Nancy said.

“Leave that to me, Nancy,” her fiancé said. Then he winked at my wife as he asked her, “So, Jen, you will let me film you, won’t you?”

“Ha-ha!” Jen laughed. “Maybe, but I am expensive! You will have to dig deeper in your pockets to pay my commission, Larry!”

“This is a hint for you, Largo,” Nancy said, referring to Larry as Largo for some odd reason. “Jen is trying to tell you that you need to increase the commissions you pay to her husband if you want to get her to model for you!”

“Ha-ha!” both Jen and I laughed at the same time, and then I said, “Well-said, Nancy!”

Then I raised my hand for a high-five with Nancy, and she gave me the high-five.

Larry chuckled. “And you know what, Nancy? You are right! I will raise Andy’s commission! I need the right clients first, but I am working on it.”

The conversation then turned to Larry’s plans to bring larger clients from new segments, which I thought at the time was just empty talk. Well, I was glad to find out less than two weeks after the dinner that he indeed had been working on bringing in larger clients!

After the dinner, despite Larry’s and Nancy’s unorthodox styles, Jen and I thought that we liked them and that they liked us too. We felt that the evening was a successful start of a closer business relationship with Larry.


Chapter II. TV problems

Saturday morning was the most relaxed time of the week in our household, but not the morning when my boss was visiting. 

Jen and I had a hectic day ahead. I had to drive the kids to her parents’ house and come back in time to help my wife re-arrange the bedrooms for Larry’s visit. Unfortunately, we woke up late, and by the time I had left the kids at my in-laws’ and was back home, it was already past 11:30 am. However, since Jen had already started moving our stuff into Sam’s bedroom, we completed the reshuffle by 12:30 pm, including moving the TV from the living room into our bedroom, in which Larry and Nancy were going to sleep.

Jen had just finished drying her hair after taking a shower when we heard the doorbell ring. She hastily put on her clothes and grabbed her lipstick as she said, “I’ll be with you in a minute.”

I ran downstairs to welcome our guests.

“Hi, Andy!” Larry greeted me when I opened the front door, and before I was able to say hello to him, he said, “I’m afraid you will be my cameraman. Jason got the virus and is self-isolating; he couldn’t come.”

My boss came inside without waiting for an invitation, dragging his carry-on suitcase behind him.

“No, problem, Larry,” I said and stretched my hand for a handshake. “I can take a few shots of you and Nancy for the commercial.”

We shook hands, and since Nancy was nowhere to be seen, I asked my boss, “Where is Nancy?”

“That’s the thing! I am furious, Andy! She is self-isolating too. I was going to cancel the whole trip, but I must meet the LSRD folks on Monday if we want to seal the deal.”

“We need the deal. My commission is dependent on it, he-he,” I said and chuckled as I closed the door and then asked my boss, “But, Larry, why didn’t you leave the meeting to me? You could have stayed in Dallas. I am sure I could have covered any points you wanted me to cover.”

“No, you couldn’t. You know that I visit the clients in-person to close the deals; then you take over. That’s how you and I work! But I’ll need your help to tweak a few things for the broadcast since Nancy and Jason are out of commission!”

“Of course,” I said, readily agreeing to help my boss and then, a little worried that Larry might be coming to my house after being in contact with the virus, I asked him, “But, Larry, are you sure you are allowed to travel?”

“Don’t worry! I haven’t been in contact with Nancy or Jason. What happened was that Nancy went to Jason’s place yesterday to shoot some close-ups in advance, but Jason did not tell her he was unwell until his positive test result arrived while she was still in his house. She stayed for the rest of the day and overnight at his place.”

Larry must have read the question on my face because he waved with his hand dismissively and smiled for the first time after I had opened the door for him. “Oh, drop it, Andy!” he said. “He hasn’t fucked her. Jason is professional!”

Then he chuckled. “And what if he did? More fun for her! He’s got a big dick. I’ve seen it, ha-ha! Not bigger than mine, though, ha-ha!” Only Larry was capable of swinging his mood from fury to laughter in a second. However, a moment later, my boss stopped laughing and turned gloomy again. “I will cut the fucker’s balls off when I am back! To ruin the show with his stupidity!”

I tried to calm my boss down by pointing out that there were alternative solutions. “Look, Larry, maybe you can film the commercial some other time. Or do it when you are back in Dallas? Does it need to be filmed here?”

“No, I can’t move the broadcast. It is a special event I have advertised to some very important people. I will explain all to you later!”

Larry put a broad smile on his face, shoved his suitcase and laptop bag into my hands to hold them for him, gently pushed me out of his way, and walked past me. I turned around and saw my wife, who had just come into the hallway.

“Hi, Larry,” Jen greeted our guest as she offered her hand for a handshake.

“Hi, Jen. You look beautiful as always!” Larry replied as he stopped in front of her. Instead of taking her hand, he opened his arms for a hug.

Larry’s compliment to my wife was a little bit out of place because he had met her only once before, at the dinner. Maybe he had also caught up a glimpse of her a couple of times through my computer camera when she had walked briefly into my room to ask me something or bring me coffee, but that was all. And while Jen was indeed beautiful, Larry hadn’t seen her too often to be appropriate to say ‘as always’. However, that was me scrutinising my boss. Larry had his unique way to make people feel appreciated when he wanted to, and his statement certainly had this effect on Jen because she blushed slightly but smiled and gave him a hug.

After they pulled away from each other, I said, “Jen, Nancy and the cameraman have the virus and are self-isolating, so Larry is on his own. He’s not been in contact with them, though, so he is fine.”

“Oh, I am sorry to hear that. I hope Nancy is OK,” Jen said.

Larry assured Jen that Nancy was all right. “Oh, yeah, I am sure she will be fine. I know my girlfriend; she is healthy and fit,” he said. Then a mischievous smile flickered across his face before he added, “But unfortunately for her, she won’t be able to film with me, and this means she will lose her role to a prettier and sexier model, the one standing right before me!”

My boss finished his statement with a broad grin, pointing his finger at my wife’s chest. By that point, both Jen and I had determined that he found her pretty and sexy, and we knew he liked to tease, but this was a little too much.

Nonetheless, Jen and I pretended that his compliment was good, and my wife even smiled before she said, “Thank you for the compliment, Larry! You make me blush!”

Larry shook his head, and his grin became even broader. “It’s not a compliment, Jen. It is the truth. And I know I said I would raise your man’s commission for having you on set. I am a man of my word! For a beautiful model like you, I will get your husband a really nice commission and pay you handsomely as well!”

He then looked at me and winked before he said, “Andy, you know which commission I am talking about! I will do it as soon as I get the deal signed on Monday!”

“Hmm, yes, I know,” I managed to say, but I didn’t smile at all.

So far, I had thought that Larry had been hitting on my wife as a joke, as part of his way of showing that he was the boss, the macho man, the funny guy or whatever he wanted to project himself to be; but nothing else. However, now I was able to see a sparkle in his eyes when he talked to Jen that troubled me. When he was saying the words ‘beautiful model like you’, he was smiling but was also looking at my wife with a predator-like gaze, and for the first time, I got worried as it started to dawn on me that he might have been hitting on Jen for real.

“A beautiful wife is the best asset a man can have in his portfolio, Andy! Use it or lose it!” Larry said and tapped me on the shoulder. Then he looked at Jen and winked at her mischievously. I had never liked people who wink, and Larry seemed to quickly develop the habit when talking in front of my wife. I hated it, but what could I do? He was my boss and my guest, so I had to put up with him for a few days.

“Ha-ha!” Jen laughed as she found laughing was the best way to respond to Larry’s shameless attempts to flirt with her right in front of her husband’s eyes.

She brushed her hair off her neck and rubbed her nape while she stared at Larry’s suitcase as if she had suddenly forgotten what she was expected to do next for our guest. I could see she was embarrassed. With a flushed face, she was trying not to look at Larry, but no doubt she was feeling his prying eyes on her. She was standing there, perhaps wondering if my boss was indeed expecting a definitive answer to his vague proposition to her to replace Nancy in our company’s commercial or if he was only joking. The faint smile that flickered across Jen’s lips told me that at the same time as being embarrassed, she was flattered by Larry’s proposal, even if it was just a joke.

“Larry, here are the slippers for you,” Jen finally said and pointed at the slippers she had prepared for my boss.

He removed his shoes and put on the slippers.

“Come with me, Larry. I will show you your bedroom,” my wife said and turned around to lead Larry upstairs while I carried his suitcase and laptop bag like a true porter.

We walked in silence up the stairs, and Jen led Larry to our bedroom that was becoming his for the following four nights.

“Will this work for you, Larry?” my wife asked him after she opened the door and let him enter the room.

Larry looked around.

“Yes, I think so,” he said before he turned around and asked me, “Andy, can I have my laptop bag, please?”

I gave him the bag, and he pulled his laptop out of it. He put the laptop on the dressing table, just in front of the TV, for which I had barely found enough space on the table. Almost half of the TV was hanging out of the table. It was ugly and irrational, but what else could have I done?

Larry opened the laptop and adjusted its position on the table a couple of times. Then he took his suitcase, opened its front pocket, and pulled a cable out of it.

He showed us the cable and said, “I brought a three-meter HDMI cable to connect the TV! I’ll manage it from here.”

Oh, how kind of you, I thought. Thank you, boss! I thought you expected me to do this for you too.

Larry carefully pulled the TV a little bit forward, squeezed his hand between it and the dressing table mirror behind and plugged the cable into one of the TV’s HDMI outlets. Then he took the other end of the HDMI cord to plug it into his laptop but changed his mind and let go of the cable. He stepped back and looked once again at the TV and the computer.

Then he said, “Andy, I couldn’t help but notice as we walked by the lounge downstairs that the TV stand is not that large. I think it will fit there.” Larry pointed at the space between the window and the dressing table. “Do you think we can bring it in here? Only because the way the TV is placed is a bit unruly, and can flip over, don’t you think?”

Larry looked at me critically. I was fuming. I had gone out of my way to accommodate his whimsies. I had moved a whole TV from the living room to the bedroom for him! And now he was criticising my work! Jen bit her lower lip, and a shadow crossed her face. I knew she had similar sentiments to mine. She had been so pissed off just half an hour earlier when I had asked her to help me move the TV that I was now thankful she still held her nerve. Larry pissed us off real good.

However, I knew we should not let minor irritations get in the way of making a good impression on my boss. So, I put a smile on my face and said, “Of course, we can, Larry.”

“Let’s bring it here then,” he said enthusiastically, and the two of us went downstairs.

Since we did not want to dismantle the TV stand, moving it from the living room on the ground floor to the bedroom on the first floor was an ordeal. Nonetheless, we managed to achieve this feat of human resilience without breaking anything on the way.

After further huffing and puffing, five minutes later, the TV stand was where Larry wanted it. My boss and I embarked on moving the TV from the dressing table onto the stand. However, because we had decided not to unplug the cables from the TV, the power cable got caught in my wife’s illuminated makeup mirror that I had left behind the TV on the dressing table.

“Hold on, Andy!” Larry shouted. “We’ll break the lamp. Let’s put the TV back on the table.”

The moment we started moving the TV back, my boss shouted again, “Stop! Stop! We’ll knock it off.”

I looked over the edge of the TV. Indeed the mirror was now hanging precariously from the edge of the table.

Larry and I were holding the heavy TV, unsure what to do next. We were stuck.

“We need to unplug the cable from the TV,” Larry said.

He tried to hold the TV with one hand and release his other hand in an attempt to reach out for the cable on the back of the TV.

This was a recipe for disaster. The TV was too heavy, it began slipping from his hand, and we almost dropped it on the floor. Larry quickly grabbed hold of the TV with both hands, abandoning the idea of unplugging the cable.

“Let me help,” my wife said when she saw our predicament.

She leaned over the dressing table behind Larry and tried to reach for the mirror, but other than brushing her boobs against his back, she couldn’t do much. My boss was standing in her way.

“Jen, try to unplug the cable from the TV. Then it won’t be pulling on the lamp,” Larry said, continuing to refer to the makeup mirror as ‘the lamp’ for some odd reason.

Larry and I were blocking the passage between the dressing table and the bed with the TV and our bodies. So Jen climbed on the bed, and carefully balancing herself on its edge, she squatted. Then she tried to reach for the cable under the TV. Jen was wearing a black floral half-button midi tea dress with a side hem split, which was not the best outfit for squatting. Since the dress was light and the thigh-high slit was exposing her upper thigh, when she squatted, there was plenty of gap for the fabric to slip backwards and bunch up towards her waist, revealing her slender legs, including her upper thighs. Her thigh on my side was particularly exposed, which meant that Larry could see her inner thigh very well. And I noticed that my boss was not missing the opportunity; he had turned his face towards Jen and was ogling her legs.

When Larry had rung the bell on the front door, Jen had just popped out of the shower, and in a rush, she had only managed to put on her thong and slip into her dress without putting on a bra. On top of that, my wife had not buttoned up the top two buttons of her dress. As a result, Larry and I were able to see most of her boobs in the deep cleavage of her dress, apart from her areolas and nipples.

Jen was still unable to grab hold of the cable, so Larry and I tried to help her by lifting the TV up as much as possible without knocking the makeup mirror with the power cord, but we struggled because the TV was heavy.

Larry said, “Let’s push it up, Andy. Pushing up is always easier than pulling up.”

What my boss suggested made sense. However, this meant that the two of us had to squat and push the TV up, which we did successfully, not without more huffing and puffing, but thankfully without knocking the makeup mirror off the table.

“Jen, do you think you can get it now? The slot is to your left,” I said as I looked up at her.

That was when I saw the full extent of my wife’s exposure. She was squatting on the bed with her legs spread wide open just at the level of Larry’s and my eyes. Both Larry and I could see all the way up between her thighs, including the black floral lace thong, whose front mesh triangle allowed my boss to explore almost every detail of my wife’s pussy. Certainly, he could see that her labia was shaved and that she had neatly trimmed her mons pubis. Larry did not attempt to avert his gaze. He did precisely the opposite; he glued his eyes to my wife’s groin. I found it arousing to watch Jen flash herself and felt my cock hardening up.

Unaware that unwittingly she was showing much more than what she would have liked to show, she reached out once again for the cable.

My wife gasped. “I’ve got it, but I cannot unplug it!”

Jen decided to change her approach. She let go of the power cord and stood on all four on the bed. Using her right hand to support herself on the edge of the bed, Jen reached for the cable with her left hand. She leaned forward as much as she could, and what I was sure Larry was waiting to happen happened. Her boobs hung down in her cleavage. She showed everything. I mean, everything! Including her areolas and nipples. Larry was watching, and a smile of satisfaction lit his face. I couldn’t blame him. My wife had perfect C-size firm round breasts—the best size and shape of breasts according to me—and Larry would have been a fool not to ogle them when he had the chance. I had a mixture of emotions staring at my wife’s nipple slip. I felt a little humiliated that my boss was looking at her tits. At the same time, I was aroused. It was a tingling feeling of excitement of watching my wife exposing herself to another man. There was a third feeling, a feeling of pride. I was proud of Jen’s shapes. I was able to show off with her to my boss. He was able to see for himself that I not only had a high-quality TV set, but I also had a pretty and sexy wife with high-quality assets.

Jen managed to unplug the cable from the TV, and this was a good development for my boss because we avoided a disaster with my wife’s makeup mirror. Had we broken the mirror, Larry would have surely felt bad about it. He might have been thick-skinned, but not that thick-skinned not to acknowledge that ultimately that would have been his fault. Still, at the same time, Jen’s success was unfortunate for him because she got off the bed and put an end to her little peep show. I decided not to tell her about her flashing my boss. I felt she would have felt very embarrassed if I had told her.

Finally, we were able to put the TV on its stand, and Larry re-attached the cables.

He made a few minor adjustments to the position of the laptop, and when he was satisfied that the computer was precisely where he wanted it to be, he turned to Jen and me and said, “Thank you both! This is now perfect!”

“No problem, Larry! Teamwork always pays off,” I replied.

“That is so true, Andy!” Larry said and showed a thumbs-up. “Teamwork is at the core of our business. And speaking of which, I may have to ask you and Jen for another favour.”

Oh, great, I thought. More favours!

I was pissed off with Larry for his bullish behaviour and shamelessly hitting on my wife from the moment he had entered my house. I felt like he was treating us like slaves. At the same time, I felt guilty for still being aroused from watching my wife expose herself, which made me further irritated. I was upset with myself, but with Larry, too, for putting me in such an awkward position. If it weren’t for him gazing at my wife’s knickers or tits, I wouldn’t have been so much aroused. In a way, I felt like he was the devil who had come to my house to expose my vices! And this particular vice, getting aroused by the thought of my wife being a sexual object for another man, albeit only in my head, I had feared the most. I had hidden this fantasy deep inside me and had tried not to stir it for so many years. Yet, Larry had come to expose it, to tempt me and to make me feel vulnerable, weak, to make me disrespectful to my lovely wife.

I was going to tell Larry something abrupt, if not rude, but then I reminded myself that I had to please him despite his whims and shortcomings. It was not wise to antagonise him by showing that I felt offended or was annoyed by him.

If I snap at Larry, I thought with fear, who knows what he will do? Maybe he won’t let me have the handsome commission from LSRD! I have to use reason, not emotions!

At the end of the day, I continued to think, if I have ‘dirty’ thoughts about my wife, it isn’t his fault, is it? Yes, he has unearthed my deeply buried fetish through his behaviour, but he hasn’t done it intentionally. She flashed herself! Only a fool wouldn’t have looked at her. Yes, he did it overtly, but he is an eccentric guy who doesn’t always care for subtlety, so why am I so wound up? And yes, he is hitting on her, but should I blame him that he finds her attractive?

I continued to self-talk in my head as I tried to calm myself down. Fine! He is flirting with Jen. So what? Jokes and hints are just that. Jokes and hints! Words mean nothing. I should take an example from my wife. She goes along with his jokes and lets Larry be himself. She even tries to enjoy herself. No harm was done! He saw her assets, so what? Big deal! I found it fun. He is happy, she is happy, and I will be happy with a handsome commission pretty soon!

“Honey, are you OK?” My wife’s voice took me out of my thoughts. She had gotten worried that I was standing there and staring at Larry’s face without saying anything.

“Yeah. You all right, buddy?” Larry also asked.

“Oh, yeah, yeah!” I replied. “I got slightly lightheaded. The lifting, you know. I am all right now! Larry, would you care for a late lunch?”

“That would be great!” he replied promptly. “Let me change, and I’ll come down in fifteen minutes. Would that be OK?”

“Yes, absolutely,” Jen said, and she and I went downstairs to set the table in the dining room while Larry stayed behind in the bedroom.


Chapter III. Indecent proposal

Fifteen minutes later, Larry came down in the dining room. He had changed into a t-shirt and shorts and brought with him his suitcase, which was a little strange, but Larry was strange. He seemed to have put on his businessman hat because while we ate, he talked about the importance of staying ahead of the competition by finding alternative avenues of attracting new clients. My boss made several compliments to Jen, especially about her food, but this time he was more subtle, and she liked his more measured language.

After we finished lunch, Larry sat back in his chair and said, “I want to ask you to do me a favour, but before I tell you what it is about, can you promise not to tell anyone? It is about a hobby of mine and is a little sensitive.”

He paused and looked at me, then at Jen.

“OK,” I said.

“Sure!” Jen nodded.

Larry looked a little nervous. “I’ve run into this conundrum,” he said. He placed his hands on his kneecaps and paused to think for a few seconds before he continued. “Andy, as you know, I have to meet LSDR’s CEO in person on Monday. It’s to sign the breakthrough deal that both you and I need desperately. If we don’t sign the contract this Monday, it’s a goner or at least we won’t get this handsome commission.

“On the other hand, Nancy and I run this online show of ours. A week before I knew I had to travel to London, I planned and announced two show events. The first one is tonight, and the other one is a week from now. The broadcast is designed for a very special, very important, VIP audience, and I cannot cancel the sessions because my clientele for these events is not one to mess with. Very influential, rich people. They are all returning viewers who I do not want to lose. So when the trip to London came up, I thought that Nancy and I could broadcast with Jason’s help from a rental apartment or your place, as it turned out. However, Jason messed things up. I want to ask the two of you to help me with the broadcast.”

“Is the broadcast the actual commercial for the company?” I asked Larry because I got confused. I wasn’t sure if he was talking about advertising the commercial, which was odd because no one advertises an advertisement, especially one that isn’t ready yet. Or had I misunderstood what Larry had meant by commercial? Had he planned the commercial as an online show like a TED talk or something?

“Oh, no, it’s a completely different thing,” Larry said. “Don’t worry about the commercial. I think you were right. I will film it when I am back in Dallas. What I need you to help me with is the live broadcast tonight.”

“Umm.” I hesitated for a second before I gave my answer. “I guess we could help, but Jen and I are not too experienced in running online discussions.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Larry said. “I will manage the online interaction with the audience. I need you and Jen to join me as performers.”

“Performers?” Jen raised her eyebrows. “Like talking to the audience?”

“Or singing?” I said and laughed at my joke. “He-he! We aren’t any good at singing, Larry! Well, Jen sings well, but I am rubbish at it!”

“OK, look!” Larry said and paused. He looked at me and then at Jen, and after a couple of seconds of hesitation, he said, “I’ll cut it to the chase. Nancy and I are a webcam couple. Do you know what a webcam couple is?”

Both Jen and I had our jaws dropped. We stared at Larry in disbelief. What my boss had just told us was a real bombshell. To say that I was gobsmacked would be an understatement. 

Five or six seconds passed before I managed to say, “It’s sex camming, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Larry said and nervously rubbed his palms along his thighs. “It is webcam sex. Amateur couples performing on camera. Nancy and I perform in the show; sometimes Jason joins in, but he mostly films close-ups and helps with running the game. Our show is game-based. We run it once a month, two sessions only: one for America, and one for Europe and Asia, to cater for the time difference. It’s always a private room with selected clients, all VIP; all are VIP clients! The audience per session is limited to ten people, all important folks. So it is a very targeted, high-quality broadcast in a highly confidential environment. I’ve changed the script for tonight’s session a bit. As per the premise of the story, I am invited by the two of you and—”

“No way!” Jen said and shook her head. “I’m not having sex on camera!”

“No, no!” Larry waved away with his hands. “You don’t have to! I’ve changed the script, Jen! This is what I was saying. I know how to manipulate the game so that we end up only with boobs painting, nothing more!”

“Larry,” Jen said as she raised her voice and stood up from her chair. “I am not showing my boobs on camera or to you!”

“Sorry, Larry!” I also said, still struggling to digest what Larry had just dumped on Jen and me. “We can’t help you with this one!”

Larry’s whole body tensed. He scowled and shouted, “And you told me that you would gladly film with me, Andrew! And Jennifer, you promised me that you would model for me, and now you say you are concerned that I will see your boobs! What’s the big deal? I’ve already seen your titties upstairs, darling! I like them, and they are probably the nicest boobs I’ve ever seen, but I still have seen many, trust me!”

Jen’s face turned crimson red, and instinctively she covered her chest with her hands, realising that she had unwittingly flashed her breasts at Larry while helping us move the TV. Her breathing became shallow and urgent, but she didn’t say a word. She just stared in anger at my boss.

Fuck! I thought. He’s just told her. Arrogant unthankful bastard!

I couldn’t let Larry talk like that to my wife, so I raised my finger at him and said, “Larry, shut up! My wife had no idea what you meant by ‘modelling’. And I thought that you wanted me to film you on the streets of London for an ad or something!”

Larry sighed, realising he couldn’t bully my wife and me into doing something like webcamming, and said in a conciliatory tone, “Look, I would not have asked you if this audience was not special! I cannot cancel. These are eight, possibly ten, repeat clients, and they are all VIP clients, wealthy people. One of them is from the Middle East, an important person there. One is from Amsterdam, a big-money guy; owns companies that produce products suitable for e-commerce. Another guy is from this country. Two are from Eastern Europe. These guys will be putting in a lot of money for tips! By the way, all the proceeds from the session tonight will be yours! I don’t want anything. These are VIP clients; you will rake in at least five grand from the session.”

I shook my head. “It’s not happening, Larry!”

Larry clasped his hands and begged me to help him. “I can’t lose these clients, Andy! They are very important!”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Important to you! Not to me, sorry!”

“Andy, how the fuck do you think I find clients for our company?” Larry asked me as he suddenly changed his pleading tone into a threatening one, and his face turned red with anger. “How do you think I landed the deal I am signing on Monday? How do you think you can get someone to give us a 10% commission upfront for affiliate marketing of £700 000 worth of product sales in the current climate?”

What Larry had just said struck me. That’s how he brings in business! He uses his show to get to important people whom he blackmails after the broadcast into giving him business.

I must admit that I had considered kicking Larry out of my house when he had made his indecent request to my wife and me in the first place. And now, when he revealed how he used his sex show to attract new business, I opened my mouth to tell him to get out. I did not want to do anything with a racketeer. However, the figures that Larry quoted reminded me of what was at stake for Jen and me if I severed all links with him. The numbers made me rethink the whole situation. I had to deal with this carefully. I had to set aside any emotions and use logic to convince Larry that we could not help him at the moment and to buy myself time until I figured out what to do in the longer run.

Larry saw that what he had told me had made an impression on me, on Jen too, because she sat down back in her chair and looked at him. So he said, “Think about it, Andy! £70,000 commission from LSRD for the two of us to share was secured this way. The guys tonight can bring much more than that!”

“Hmm!” I cleared my throat. “Larry, look. Even if we wanted to help, Jen has a corporate job. What if someone sees a webcam recording of her? They do this all the time. They record a girl, then they put the video on a website and then blackmail her. Such a thing will ruin Jen’s career!”

“No, no! No one will blackmail anyone,” Larry said, waving his hands energetically. He bent over and opened his suitcase. He pulled out a half-face Venetian masquerade ball mask, one of those carnival masks that cover the face enough to hide the identity of the person wearing it. I saw that there were other masks in his suitcase along with some lingerie and sex toys.

He waved the mask and said, “We will be disguised. Do you think Nancy and I are that stupid? We wear masks and refer to each other by stage names during the broadcast. Let someone record us! So what? No one can identify us on the video! The clients don’t see our faces, and we don’t see theirs. Unless, of course, they choose to broadcast themselves.”

I got confused. I was not clear how Larry used the sex show to blackmail the clients for business if he didn’t know their identities, so I asked him, “But then how do you get in touch with them? How do you know whom to blackmail?”

Larry smiled with a sense of superiority. “I know who they are. This is a private show for VIP members only, with memberships, deposits. There are no anonymous viewers. And the clients know who I am. I wear a mask only during the session. Just to be clear. There is no extortion, Andy. It is all legit.”

I shook my head. “Larry, I still don’t get it. How do you get them to bring in business to us if you say there is no extortion?”

Larry was amused that I couldn’t get his business model, and his smile extended into a grin before he explained. “They play a game. There are virtual tokens that they use to pay for the acts. There are two types of tokens in my game. The first type is a regular token, like the one you would expect to see in any other online webcam broadcast. These tokens cost $50 each. Then there are the so-called ‘VIP tokens’. These tokens I define before each session, and I tailor them to each client depending on the business they can bring in. The VIP tokens are the reason I run this show. Each VIP token is specific to each client, and when they pay with it, they commit to making a certain business deal that I like to do with the company the client owns or are a CEO of. Some VIP tokens represent commitments for doing affiliate marketing with us, others are for my trading company, and there are tokens for my e-commerce companies. Do you see? I carefully research my prospective clients and their businesses, and I only offer them VIP membership if I am interested in having business with them. So, depending on where the game leads the clients, they can tip us, the performers, to do certain acts. The regular tokens can take the game to a certain level only. It’s like a warmup. Then the clients may, or may not, decide to tip with their VIP tokens for some more expensive acts. These biddings are the game-changers; they are the reason I run the broadcasts. I call the bidder after the show, and we sign the deal they have committed to by bidding with their VIP token. If a client reneges on their promise, they lose their membership deposit, which is in the tens of thousands of dollars; they tend not to lose it, hi-hi! It’s all legit. That’s how I secured the deal with LSRD. The owner of the company tipped Nancy and me during a broadcast last month to do something special. Within a week, he asked his CEO to call me and make a deal. It took me some time to negotiate a few things because I had specified a range for the commission rather than a fixed percentage in the VIP token—lesson learned—but this is now sorted out, and the business is coming to us on Monday! And that’s how we work, Andy. I make the deal happen. Then you take over the operation, so there is no link between the two of us. Divide and conquer!”

Interesting, I thought. So Larry does not blackmail them per se. He exploits their lust to gain business advantages. It’s like hooking them into gambling to get their money. 

Jen shook her head in disapproval of what Larry had just said.

However, I was intrigued by the business model just revealed by Larry. So, I ignored his incompetent use of the expression ‘divide and conquer’ and asked him, “Why do you have to make them do business with you? Can’t you just make the VIP tokens more expensive? Get the cash straight away instead of getting them to do business with you and all the headaches. I don’t get it!”

“For two reasons, Andy,” Larry said and smiled as if he were a teacher explaining something very simple to a slow student. “The first one is that people are more inclined to allow you to do business with them than spending hard cash. It is a win-win for them. They get VIP service in exchange for an opportunity to make money from doing business with my firms. The deals are genuine. No one is ripped off. Almost. Maybe a few preferential commissions, but overall, they are good deals from which everyone makes a profit. The broadcasts open the door to the client’s business, and I beat the competition before it knows the door is open. Then it’s fair business.

“And the second reason is that I believe in the principle: money in the bank doesn’t make you money. A business deal makes you money and grows your business, and down the line will make you even more money.”

I noted in my head that Larry was right about the benefits of investing in a business. It made sense.

I sighed before I said to my boss-turned porn star, “Now, I get it, Larry. But still, we can’t help you, I am afraid.”

“Yeah, sorry, Larry!” Jen said. She had visibly calmed down and had been patiently listening so far. She hugged my arm and added, “I am not as liberated as Nancy, apparently. I won’t show my boobs on camera. I am sorry!”

“No, but you don’t understand,” Larry said and then went to great pains to explain his plan. “There is a way to do breast painting while showing very little. I have it figured out. We’ll paint over a lacy bra, a little skin seen here and there. I’ll use the broadcast tonight as a teaser for next week’s session with Nancy. Look! For the session tonight, I will run the game in such a way that you and Andy won’t get involved in special acts. It will be just breast painting over a skimpy bra! Today’s broadcast will be flying a hold, if you will. It’s only not to lose the clientele for the session next week when I am back in Dallas. Clients are kept in a holding pattern from time to time as the game has an element of risk for them. That’s what they like about it. Certain things may or may not happen in the evening regardless of how much money or tokens they are prepared to put in. They won’t be lucky tonight, making them more eager to return next week and spend much more on Nancy and me. Well, you can argue that manipulating the game like this is unfair, but it will be just a delay tactic. Tonight is the Europe and Asia session, but I will open the invite for these guys to join the American session next week. Nancy and I will make sure we reward them in that second session. Everyone in the camming industry does it!”

Jen shook her head to indicate a ‘no’ again.

“No?” Larry asked and made a funny face.

“Hi-hi!” Jen could not help but giggle at the sight of Larry’s facial expression. However, she replied, “No, Larry! Thank you, but no thank you!”

Larry wasn’t giving up that easily, though, and tried once again to change her mind. “It’s only painting over a skimpy bra, Jen!” he said. “Think about it! If you go topless on the beach, you will show much more. Have you gone topless on the beach?”

Larry made another funny face. He seemed to be good at it.

My wife smiled gaily at him and shook her head.

“No? No topless ever?” Larry asked, put the mask on the table and raised his t-shirt up to below his nipples, exposing a flat stomach and strong abs. He had a surprisingly athletic physique for a man in his fifties. My boss began to move his head from side to side slowly, repeating the words ‘no topless’ and grinning. He imitated surprise as his eyes grew big in such a funny way that even I struggled to suppress my laughter.

“No,” Jen said and laughed. “Ha-ha! I’ve never gone topless! No, Larry, I’ve never done it!” Then she added in a serious tone, “Sorry, I can’t help you, Larry!”

“Sorry, Larry! We can’t help you,” I interjected in support of my wife.

“Right!” Larry said briskly as his face turned gloomy, and he let go of his t-shirt. He grabbed the mask and bent down to put it back in his suitcase. “I am sorry too. I was planning to bring business from at least two of these clients. I won’t be able to if my show is ruined. I will need to keep the whole commission from the LSRD’s deal for myself. Sorry, Andy. It’s a shame to lose – what £35,000? And probably $2,000, maybe $3,000 from the session tonight, but at the end of the day, it is your decision.”

“Hold on, Larry, you can’t—” I began saying before he interrupted me.

“Sorry, Andy,” he said as he tried to tuck the mask in between the other items in his suitcase. “I do need the whole commission in this case. I have business plans that depend on the future cash flows, but now that these cash flows won’t happen, I need to consolidate what I have. You will get 16% from the other clients as per our business arrangements.”

I resorted to pleading with him. “Larry, I need the £35,000, please! I have a huge mortgage to pay, and I am struggling to keep up with the payments as it is. I work hard, Jen does too, but she will probably be laid off by the end of this, latest next month. We share the burden between the two of us, and yet, it is very tight. We will probably lose the house without the £35,000. You know that I won’t make more than £40,000 this year from the other clients. That is in the best-case scenario. And we have other expenses—”

“Sorry, dude! Maybe we will get lucky, and there will be some organic growth later in the year,” Larry said and finally found a place for the mask. He grabbed the zipper to zip his suitcase shut. “I guess I should find a hotel since I won’t be broadcasting, so I am gonna pack and—”

“Can I see that mask?” Jen suddenly asked my boss and stretched her hand towards his still open suitcase.

Larry stayed still for a couple of seconds, in a bent-over position. He stared at the suitcase as if he was pondering whether to fulfil her request or not. Then, without saying a word, he took the mask out and handed it to Jen.

My wife took it and fiddled with it, examining it as if she was thinking of buying it as a souvenir and wanted to make sure it was of good quality.

I watched her in silence, not quite sure what to think. Is Jen contemplating it? No, she isn’t. She can’t be!

Jen stood up and went to the mirror above the mantle. She put the mask on and looked at herself in the mirror.

After examining her image for ten, maybe twenty seconds, she turned around and said, “It does cover the face.”

Then she walked back to the dining table, took the mask off, felt its texture with her fingers and handed the mask back to Larry.

I finally decided to speak. “Honey, what does this mean?”

My wife ignored my question and sat down in her chair as she kept staring at Larry’s face. He was holding her gaze and fiddling with the mask in his hands. He was waiting for my wife to say something. But she didn’t.

Larry placed the mask on the table and looked into his suitcase. He took out a package, which I recognised was a new bra. He looked at the bra size label to make sure he had picked the right one, opened the package and pulled out a brand new white floral lace sheer underwire bra.

“34C, natural, right?” Larry said and put the bra on the table in front of my wife.

Larry was right. He had correctly estimated my wife’s bra size. He had an eye for these things; I had to give him that.

“I haven’t decided yet,” Jen said and did not take the bra, still staring at Larry’s face.

“I know,” Larry said, and this time he smiled at her. “I just want to explain how it will work so that you can make an informed decision.”

He rubbed his chin, looked again for something in his suitcase and a couple of seconds later he pulled out a box, put it on the table and opened its lid. It was a body painting kit.

Then he said, “It depends on how fast they bid, but I will make sure they spend a lot of tokens on trivial things; like, I don’t know, like belly dancing. Thus, when we get to this stage, where I will paint you over the bra, it will be at the very end of the session.”

“Can’t Andy paint me?” my wife asked.

“It doesn’t matter, Jen,” Larry replied. “One of us will be painting, and the other one will be taking the close-up shots. It’s up to you who the artist will be. I can set this in the game. The clients won’t mind as they will be excited by you, not by Andy or me. I’ve sold the show as ‘Making a new hotwife.’ Our audience is all straight men. They won’t be interested in Andy or me but will be watching the pretty wife’s. . . .”

My boss paused to choose the right words, conscious not to say something that could reverse the progress he thought he was making in talking my wife into agreeing to pose for the body painting session.

Larry looked up at Jen before he said, “They will be interested in you, the new woman’s face.” He picked up the bra that was lying on the table in front of my wife and stretched the mesh fabric of one of the bra cups to show its holes. “I will try to end the session at this stage. As you can see. . . . As you can see, you won’t reveal much.”

He stopped talking to give Jen time to think. He extended his hand with the bra towards her, and Jen took the lingerie. She examined it for a few seconds and looked briefly at me as she handed it to me to look at it. I did not take it from her hands but just shrugged my shoulders, indicating it was what it was. It was up to her.

To be fair, I was not sure what was the right course of action. I did think Larry had made a very indecent proposal to me and my wife, something I had not imagined someone would do even in the wildest of my imaginations. While what he was doing was not blackmailing his clients per se, it was still low. And he was definitely blackmailing Jen and me. It bugged me. On the other hand, I started to think that if my wife showed her boobs in a slightly revealing bra, at the end of the day, it would not be a big deal if I could save my £35,000 commission.

Maybe, I started to think. It is time for compromises.

There was another reason other than the money for softening my stance. I did not want to admit it to myself, but the thought of my wife showing her boobs in a skimpy bra to other men turned me on.

Jen looked at Larry and handed him back the delicate lingerie.

“However!” Larry said as he folded the bra in the package as well as he could. “If they decide to bid higher, you may have to take off the bra. Then Andy or I will clean you and repaint you. That is if; only if they are really into it and are ready to part with some of their VIP tokens. The chances of that happening are slim to none because of how I will set up the game. But I just wanted to put it out there as a theoretical, unlikely worst-case scenario.”

Larry stopped talking and looked at my wife, then glanced at me for a brief second and then he moved his gaze back onto her, trying to gauge our reaction to his latest amendment of the game plan.

Jen shook her head but did not say anything. From the look on her face, I knew she was still pondering what to do.

Larry took her silence as tacit agreement with his amendment, so he resumed talking. “Just to remind you that all the proceeds from tonight’s performance are yours to keep. And, if—it’s a big if—but if they use their VIP tokens, whatever business comes from it, half of it will be booked in Andy’s portfolio. Even if it has nothing to do with affiliate marketing, I will find a way to compensate Andy for helping me bring business to my other companies. For example, I could pass some of my affiliate marketing commissions to him. We are not talking about huge commissions; the folks won’t be bidding big at tonight’s session because we won’t be offering anything even remotely explicit, but it might still bring some new business. I will show Andy on the computer upstairs what we could get potentially.”

This time Larry stopped talking for real and waited for Jen’s response.

“Let me think about it,” my wife said simply.

“Of course!” Larry said and started to put back into his suitcase the stuff he had pulled out of it. “I need an answer by nine-thirty tonight, though. The broadcast is scheduled for ten o’clock. If the answer is yes, I need time to prepare the game, set the VIP tokens and the whole thing up and running. If it is no, then I think it is good to give my clients at least half an hour cancellation notice.”

“I get it,” Jen said. “Let me and Andy think about it and will let you know at nine-thirty, the latest.”

“I’ll be doing some work this afternoon. I’ll be in my room, in case you decide sooner, one way or another, let me know,” Larry said, zipped his suitcase and headed upstairs.

When he reached the foot of the stairs, he stopped, turned around and said, “Jen, I just wanted to let you know that while I am pushing this on you out of necessity, I meant everything I said about you. I have thought very highly of you since the day I met you. You are a gorgeous, smart, and sensual woman. Whatever decision you and Andy take, I will still hold you in high regard! Andy is a lucky man to have a wife like you!”

“Thank you, Larry,” my wife said, and a faint, bitter smile appeared at the corners of her mouth.


Chapter IV. In a pickle

“Jen, you don’t have to do this,” I said as soon as I heard Larry close the door of his room upstairs.

“We don’t have to do this, Andy. We! You will stick with me whatever we decide to do!” Jen said.

“Of course, but what I am saying is that he can’t make us do it!”

“But he can make us lose the house!”

“Hmm, look. You still have your job—”

“For another month, Andy!” Jen said and rubbed her temples, the way she always did when she was worried about something. “You were right when you said it yesterday: for another month. Then reality will hit home!”

I put my hand on her knee. “Jen, we’ll review our expenses. We’ll cope somehow. I will still have my job and my dividend from the company.”

Jen put her hand on top of mine. “Andy, I am not sure about your job or dividend. Do you think your company will exist in a month if we refuse to help him with this? You know him better than me, but I have the feeling he will make you pay if we don’t help him. And maybe he has a point about not being able to generate new business without his show; now that we know where his sales magic has been coming from.”

I sighed. “You are right, hon, but—”

“Look, honey!” Jen gently squeezed my hand. “I don’t want to do it. But what is the alternative?”

“Well, the most likely alternative is the one you’ve just pointed out: he will shut down the company. But if you do it, how will you feel afterwards?”

“I don’t know. Bad! Exploited! Abused! Paranoid that someone might blackmail us. And you?”

“The same!”

“And won’t you be jealous?” Jen asked me and looked me in the eyes.

Her question stunned me. It sounded like an accusation, and I felt guilty and in a way exposed that I had felt aroused at one point and maybe still was by the thought of her showing her boobs to another man. I felt ashamed under her stare.

I should have said I would be very jealous, I thought. She expected me to say it, but I didn’t! How stupid of me!

I quickly regained my composure, though, and replied, “I will be jealous, Jen, of course! It goes without saying.” I paused for a second, and I felt that I did not sound convincing enough, so I decided that it would be better to give a more nuanced explanation of what constituted my jealousy. “To be fair, I don’t care that much that eight or ten other pricks will see you on camera. I don’t meet the CEOs. I work with the marketing people, so I won’t ever bump into those guys from Larry’s show even if we end up getting business from them. But Larry seeing you topless bugs me, and it will be worse afterwards. Although you won’t be exactly topless if you are painted over the bra.”

“He said I might have to go topless. But even with the bra on, it barely covers anything, Andy. Have you seen that bra? I wanted you to have a look at it for yourself. It’s as good as if I am without it.”

“Right!” I said and raised my voice as I vented my anger with Larry. “This fucking bastard will see your boobs again!”

I was angry, but I wasn’t jealous. I had told Jen I would be jealous if she did it, but I did not feel jealousy. The way I have figured it out, jealousy is an expression of the fear of losing the person you love to someone else. Larry wasn’t going to fuck my wife or anything like that, so she wouldn’t develop emotional closeness or any other attachment to him to make me fear she could leave me for him. If anything, his actions would cause resentment in her towards him. Perhaps towards me too for letting her do it, but that was why I was leaving the choice to her so that she would not blame me afterwards. My anger was driven not by jealousy but by humiliation. I was feeling doubly humiliated. Larry was coercing my wife into taking part in something as preposterous as breast painting, and I felt utterly demeaned. On top of that, I couldn’t ignore the tingling feeling of arousal stirred in my groin each time an image flashed through my head of my wife taking off her bra to present her tits for painting. And in turn, each time, I felt guilty and ashamed that I had a fetish for sharing my wife; and that led to further anger with Larry because he was the one who had reignited my carefully suppressed fantasy.

“Will see your boobs again!” Jen repeated slowly, making me realise that I had spilt the beans about her little wardrobe malfunction earlier. She asked me, “So it is true then, what he said about seeing my tits while helping with the TV?”

I decided to give a vague answer to her question. “Well, I wasn’t looking at you, to be fair. I was too busy with the bloody TV. Maybe he has seen something. I don’t know, Jen. Even if he has, it is one thing to see you by accident and another thing to make you—”

“Let’s not do it then!” Jen stood up and started clearing the table.

I got up from my chair too and began helping her with the dishes. We talked about her mum and how kind she was to look after the kids for a few days. Ten minutes later, we started the dishwasher, and Jen suggested we call her parents to check up on the kids. We went to the living room, and Jen called my in-laws from there. She put the call on the speaker so that I could take part in the conversation. We talked to Charlotte and Paul, then Paul brought Sam and Annabel, and we had a chat with them too. My wife was smiling and trying to sound cheerful, but I could tell her mind was somewhere else. I was also nervous; however, Jen was really showing it.

“You sound troubled, Jenny,” Paul said at one point. “Is everything OK?”

“We are in a bit of a pickle, dad. Andy and I can’t decide what to do about something. It’s one of those dilemmas, you know,” Jen replied.

My father-in-law chuckled and then said, “Dilemmas! I hate them. The best way to go about dilemmas is to choose the option that you would regret the most if you did not pick it.”

“It’s not that simple, dad,” my wife said. “None of the two options are good.”

Paul thought for a second before he said, “In that case, go with the lesser of the two evils, Jen. Will that work?”

“OK! Thanks, dad. We’ll try!” Jen replied. “We shall leave you now, so take care and speak to you tomorrow. Bye!”

“Bye!” Charlotte, Paul, and the kids said at the same time.

Jen hung up the phone.

“So, which is the lesser of the two evils, Jen?” I asked my wife and looked at her with a bitter smile on my face.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, Andy. Losing your commission and the company is a pretty big evil. If we yield to Larry’s extortion, we will struggle with the emotional consequences, which won’t be easy either.”

“Hmm! I am not trying to sway you in one direction or the other, but I am thinking here, Jen. Should we be so emotional? At the end of the day, many women go topless on the beaches. It’s only your tits, not. . . .”

I stopped talking as I realised that what I was saying objectivised my wife. It was something that would never go down well with her, but to my surprise, she did not react badly.

Jen sighed and said in a calm voice, “You are right. It’s only my boobs. Some women, including celebrities, get their breasts painted, even their whole bodies, for charity events, don’t they? Some do it for the excitement of it. Actually, as long as we are safe from blackmail, I am not that much concerned that there will be people watching me online. I am like you. I am more worried that it would be in front of Larry. Someone you know, someone I know. It would be awkward, during and after. He could turn nasty once he gets what he wants. He’s already boasting that he has seen my breasts while I was helping with the TV; if he is not making this up, that is.”

Well, I thought. Larry is not making this up. Your chest was pretty out there at one point, hon! But of course, I didn’t tell her that.

“That’s the thing, hon,” I said instead, and then I told her something which I wasn’t sure if it was the right time to say to her or if I should have told her at all, but I said it. “I would probably have found it exciting if it weren’t for Larry.”

“Exciting?” Jen asked and looked at me. She was pretty surprised by my statement. She shook her head and said, “I don’t think so.”

The way Jen looked at me made me feel stupid, and I instantly regretted my honesty.

“Sorry!” I said, and my deliberately waffled explanation followed as I tried to dilute the impression that I could be excited by the thought of her showing her tits. “I used the wrong words, Jen. What I meant was that I could see how empowering it could be for a woman, and her husband to an extent, if they were doing it to break a taboo, for example. I mean, if we were doing it for fun, for example, for the pure sexual pleasure, like when you read how couples spice up their relationships, and you know, some do, much more than body painting, but when they do it on their own terms. I guess it could be exciting in the right circumstances, for some. But Larry forcing us? He kills the thrill of breaking a taboo. The thrill of a gorgeous woman entertaining a bunch of pathetic rich men is turned into a humiliation.”

“Yeah, you are right, Andy,” Jen said and sighed, unexpectedly letting me off the hook. “Larry kills the thrill! It’s a no, then.”

I was about to say I agreed with her saying ‘no’ when I paused. There was something in what she had said that had caught my attention. Did she say: ‘Larry kills the thrill’? I asked myself. Has she just admitted that there is some kind of a thrill in showing her boobs for her too?

I didn’t have time to analyse what my wife had just admitted—if anything at all—because next, she suggested something that I didn’t like.

“Honey,” she said with renewed energy, feeling relief that she had finally decided to decline Larry’s request. “I will ask my parents for a loan to keep up with the mortgage payments until we sell the house, and then we will buy something smaller.”

I was not too excited about asking her parents for help, yet again, so I pushed back on her idea. “Jen, it’s too much on them. They themselves struggle. The last time we borrowed money from them, poor Paul and Charlotte had to scrap their plans for a cruise to Australia. Remember? It’s not fair on them, and your brother and sister might say something about it this time. You know how it is.”

“I know, but it will be the lesser of the two evils.”

“Hmm.” I cleared my throat. “Larry has put us between a rock and a hard place. If you look at it as something where he is coming from the position of power, it is blackmail; it is a very mean thing he is doing. But if you look at it as something where Larry is in a pickle himself, then he is just asking for help. And at the end of the day, he is asking for help so that he can help us too. I don’t know!”

Jen paused to think about what I had just told her.

I realised too well that I kept confusing my wife and decided to apologise. “Sorry to confuse you, hon. I keep changing my perspective; I say one thing, then the next minute, I say another. Sorry about that.”

“No, it’s OK. I am the same. You know what?” Jen stood up from the sofa. “Let’s not make a decision now. It’s only 3 o’clock. The weather is gorgeous. Let’s get out and enjoy the sunshine, clear our heads, and then we’ll make a decision.”

“Good idea!” I agreed and stood up too.

We went upstairs into our temporary bedroom to change. When my wife took off her dress, I couldn’t resist but wrap my arms around her waist and pulled her towards me.

At that moment, we heard Larry shouting in his room. He was arguing with someone over the phone.

This guy is ruining the mood. Fucker! I cursed him in my head.

Jen probably felt the same way as me because she smiled and gently pushed me away.

“Let’s leave it for later,” she said and grabbed her white tank top from the closet behind me.

I wrapped my arms around her again. “I want you so much. You know how horny I get around you, Jen!”

“Me too,” Jen said, and we kissed.

“Fuck the whole thing! Fuck it!” Larry shouted in the other room.

Jen and I broke the kiss.

“We’ll do it tonight when he is asleep,” my wife said and smiled. “Can you hold your horses until then?”

“I will try!” I whispered and smiled at her but then looked over my shoulder at the door and added, “Or maybe I should go and kill my boss right now!”

“Hi-hi!” Jen giggled. “Leave him alive for now. Let him worry about his show; he might have a heart attack by then!”

“You are right!” I agreed with her. I couldn’t resist and brushed the nipple of her left breast with the back of my hand.

Jen liked it when I was playful and when I showed that I desired her. She giggled once again but stepped back and put her tank top on. The backless V-neck cami top with its spaghetti straps made her look particularly sexy. However, covering her breasts with it was a clear signal that I had to wait for the evening to have sex with her.

“I love you, Andy!” Jen said and gave me a peck on the lips.

“Love you, hon!” I replied.

Jen turned around, removed her black thong, revealing her firm butt and squatted in front of the bed. She opened the bed drawer and searched around inside it for a fresh pair of knickers to put on. I went to the other side of the bed and pulled the drawer to get clean shorts and a t-shirt because I had sweated while moving the TV and needed to change my clothes. I picked up my new outfit and stood up, just in time to watch my wife take out a white lace thong and her blue denim wide leg shorts. Jen knew not only how to match her clothes but how to dress sexy for me! Putting on a white lace thong meant she wanted to feel and look sexy for me if I caught a glimpse of her panties through the wide legs of her shorts. Jen knew how to tease me, and I sensed I was up for a treat!

We are going out to enjoy ourselves, I thought. Perhaps we will make out on a bench. Oh, I love it when we feel young again!

My wife stood up, put on the thong, briefly flashing her neatly trimmed pussy, and smiled shyly at me when she caught me watching her. Then she put on the denim shorts. Their irregular loose flare style allowed her to reveal a good portion of her upper thighs and hips. The large gaps left by the loose shorts around her slender legs teased the eye each time she moved. She had told me she was feeling horny too, and if I had any doubts about that, her choice of clothes dispelled those doubts unequivocally.

Perhaps Jen is right, I concluded. The best way to cope with what Larry has dumped on our shoulders is to enjoy our day. Why do we have to ruin our weekend because of a prick like him?

“Andy, are you getting ready?” Jen asked me with a smile when she noticed that I was daydreaming and not putting on my clothes.

“Sure, I am,” I replied immediately and got on with changing.

In a minute, we were out of our bedroom. Larry had gone quiet.

We were about to walk down the stairs when I pulled my wife’s hand to stop her and whispered, “Jen, shall we tell him that we are going out?”

She nodded in agreement.

I went to Larry’s room, knocked, and opened the door. My boss was sitting at the dressing table in front of his laptop and was working on something.

“You still haven’t decided, have you?” he asked me as he looked up at me.

“Well, not yet,” I replied. “We are going out to clear our heads, and then we’ll decide.”

“I am sorry that I’ve put you and Jen into this position.”

“I get it, Larry. You are in a pickle yourself.”

The moment I said I was getting where he was coming from, I hated myself. I had been so angry with him just a few minutes earlier when I listened to him swearing and was ready to go into his room and kick him out, and yet, in front of him, it seemed that my courage melted away. Now I was even showing compassion to him. I couldn’t help but feel spineless in front of this guy. I didn’t like the feeling, yet I was powerless to change the way I behaved. His personality and position were just too strong for me.

“Indeed, I am in a pickle,” Larry said and sighed before he added, “Um! Just one piece of advice from me, if I may?”

“Yes, sure!” I said, standing still in obedience.

Larry turned sideways in his chair to face me. “Andy, when making a decision, you need to know all the facts. For example, you may wish to know what role each of us will play. How will we be dressed? How’s the game set up? What exactly is at stake with these VIP clients for you, for our company? By the way, there will be nine clients now. I’ve got one more confirmation for tonight.”

“Umm, these are all good questions.”

“Yes, they are good questions,” Larry said in his patronising manner. “You and Jen need to know all the answers before you decide.”

I didn’t like his condescending tone, so I decided to rebuff him. “Larry, whatever you explain to Jen and me, you can’t tell in advance how she and I will feel once we have done it. Don’t you get it?”

“I get it, and I agree with you. Let me put a more scientific spin on it. Decisions like this one have both logical and emotional components. Answering the logistics questions is essential for the logical component. However, the emotional element can only be helped if you had experienced something like this before. I wished I could give you and Jen a taster! You might be surprised that things aren’t as scary as you think. In fact, I think you will like very much what I will do with Jen!”

I stared at him motionless, trying to figure out what my boss was trying to tell me. Was he implying that he knew about my fetish? Had he sensed that I got turned on by the thought of my wife showing her breasts to other men?

Larry cut short my thoughts as he clasped his hands together and said, “You know what? I think I have an idea how to give you both a taster. Leave that to me for now. Let’s talk about the logistics. Would you like to ask your lovely wife to join us so that I explain to both of you how this will work?”

“Yeah. Good idea. Let me call Jen!”

I popped my head out of the room and waved at Jen to join me.

When she joined us, Larry said in the confident voice of a teacher who knew his subject inside out, “So! There will be nine people online tonight. The tenth person declined the invitation, and in a way, I am happy he did because he could be very demanding, and we don’t want demanding clients on this session in particular. Nancy and I know our clients very well, you see.”

“How did you and Nancy get into camming?” I asked.

“Oh, how did we get into it?” Larry smiled. “Well, did you know that Nancy is a former escort? I met her two years ago when she was still in college. She occasionally provided escort services to keep up with her college expenses. I was in the process of divorcing my third wife—I know, I’ve always struggled with long term relationships—and I liked Nancy after the first night, then booked her again in a week, and so on, until I decided to invite her to move to live with me. When she moved in, I told her I wanted her to stop escorting, and she did. However, when the pandemic hit last year, we ran into financial difficulties. Nancy then threw out the idea that she was still young and could help by doing some escorting again. I was against it because I feared for her safety. Then she came up with the idea for us to start camming as a couple, and after some deliberation, I decided to give it a go.”

“I see,” I said. “And how did you come up with the idea of linking it to your business?”

Larry smiled once again. “Actually, a client came up with the idea after the very first session. Nancy and I didn’t fuck on the session, she only gave me head, and while she was doing it, I praised her efforts telling her she was like a vacuum cleaner and I would put her on my e-commerce channel along with the other vacuum cleaners I was selling at the time. You know, talking for the camera. Straight after the session, I got an e-mail from one of the clients asking me if Nancy and I would be willing to fuck on camera since he liked the size of my dick and the way it is—”

“We get it, Larry! Move on, please!” Jen said. My wife was blushing at this point, being too embarrassed to listen to graphic descriptions of Larry’s manhood.

Larry chuckled before he continued with his explanation. “When I told him that we did not plan to have intercourse on camera, he asked what sum would make us change our minds. I felt offended and asked him whether he had $50,000 to spare. The guy came back with an e-mail saying that he didn’t want to spend that much cash on camming, but he offered me a deal since he had heard me mention my e-commerce business during the broadcast. He asked me if I would be interested in selling his digital art through my e-commerce channel. He assured me that I would make at least $50,000 in six months from commissions and then much more because his art was selling very well. In exchange, he wanted Nancy and me to have sex on camera for him. That’s how the idea was born. Nancy and I switched to broadcasting for selected VIP clients only. By the way, that artist was Jason! Later, he joined the show. Originally for fun. He really wanted to fuck Nancy. But then he felt it was a viable business model for him too because he was offering custom made art and the show was a good way to attract new rich clients for his artwork.”

“Thank you, Larry, very informative!” my wife said with sarcasm.

Larry ignored her jibe and said, “You’re very welcome, Jen.

“So, Nancy and I run the show once a month in a private room format. We’ve built a loyal client base for the last year or so, and we know our clients very well. They are safe; no blackmail or nasty things are going on. So, don’t worry about that at all!

“The show this month was supposed to consist of one session of two hours tonight followed by another two-hour session in a week. However, I’ve just changed the setup to make the session tonight last only an hour. I told the clients it would just be a warm-up session for a three-hour session next week. Some e-mailed back that they were disappointed, but I think all nine will turn up.

“The game we use is called ‘Spin the Wheel’. It’s like a Wheel of Fortune but cam-style, a virtual roulette in a way. I like it because it is a software app which I can configure and control.”

Larry pointed at the setup screen of the game already opened on his computer. “This is where I have defined the prizes the clients can bid for tonight with their tokens. As you can see, each prize describes a sex act performed by the broadcasters, and each prize has a price on it in dollars. A spin of the wheel determines the prize. If the clients like the prize, they have to pay its price with their tokens for the broadcasters, that’s us, to perform the act that the prize describes. Don’t worry about all the prizes you see. Do you see the probability values assigned to each prize? I’ve maxed the values assigned to the prizes we want to be selected tonight, like showing lingerie or the body painting. The probabilities of the other prizes that we don’t want to be selected are so minuscule that the programme will never pick them. Here is the kiss prize, maxed out! Don’t worry! The woman always chooses whom she wants to kiss, so Jen will be in control of choosing Andy, not Larry, OK?”

Larry smiled and looked at Jen, then at me.

“What does ‘Take in a Largo’ mean?” Jen asked as she pointed at one of the prizes on the screen.

“Oh, that one?” Larry smiled. “I am called ‘Largo’ because I am large in the—”

“OK, OK! I get it!” Jen cut short his explanation.

“This prize, in particular, can’t be selected in the game tonight. Don’t worry!” Larry said before he continued to explain how the game worked, switching to another screen. “What you see now is where the clients buy the cash tokens. $50 each.

“And here are the VIP tokens! Do you see how much they cost? They are expensive, right? What you see, however, is not what the client buys them for. The figure shows how much they pay towards the prize price when they bid with the token. What is important is the description of the VIP token. This is what the client commits to doing when they spend the token.

“Andy, I am sure you recognise in these descriptions some affiliate marketing programmes and products in which we want to get our feet wet, right? This VIP token belongs to a guy from the Middle East. Only he sees and can use this token. He is an owner of a company with an affiliate marketing programme, and its products are a good match for our marketing expertise. This token, for example, belongs to a client called Robbie. This is the guy from Amsterdam that I told you about. His real name is Robrecht, but during a broadcast, and in general, I call him Robbie. I have his details if we have to sign a contract for a new business. In fact, I already do some business with him, but he can give so much more! What I am looking to get from him is more business for my e-commerce company. Robbie won’t join today; he’s the invitee who declined.

“In any case, we won’t get to see these VIP tokens used tonight because of the low prices of the warm-up acts we will offer, but just so that you know.”

“Larry, there are some ridiculous figures here,” I said. “A VIP token for a deal worth ten million of sales at 8% commission. This is a huge amount of money! I get they will make loads of money too, but still. Who is going to commit to so much business over a sex act? Eight hundred grand commission?! They can watch top sex acts for a fraction of that!”

Larry smiled. “Well, they are going to pay that much commission anyway to sell the product. 8% is the market rate, and it is normal to commit to these volumes in a deal. But, what you are looking at now is the top prize I am after. If I score it, I am king! Not all prizes are that big. And, don’t forget these are special folks, Andy. I have looked for them a lot. A rare breed of rich people who are so perverse, OK, the word ‘perverse’ is wrong. They are insanely rich voyeurs who like the thrill so much, people who are so crazy about watching this stuff that they are living in their own bubble. That’s why we are organised as a VIP club. And, I must tell you. Some of the acts Nancy, Jason and I can pull off? They are insane! From extreme BDSM like—

“I don’t want to listen, Larry!” my wife said. “We are not doing any BDSM or any—”

“Of course not, Jen!” Larry said in haste. “The prizes that can be selected tonight are variations of kissing, as you can see. Also, a lap dance; a belly dance; breast painting.”

Larry paused to check if Jen or I had any questions or comments, but since we didn’t say anything, he turned around and pointed at the chair beside the window as he said, “And there is our lingerie.”

There were two pairs of men briefs spread on the chair along with a white G-string thong and its matching bra, the one he had already shown us in the dining room.

“Hold on!” Jen said and also pointed at the lingerie on the chair. “Do you expect me to come dressed in that thing?”

Larry replied with confidence, “Yes. Otherwise, we’ll have to ruin one of your bras with paint. Also, Jen, the bra has to be appropriate for the show tonight, if you know what I mean.”

Frustrated that my boss had dodged answering her question, Jen raised her voice. “I get this about the bra, Larry! No need to keep reminding me! But I am not wearing that skimpy G-string. I intend to keep my denim shorts on.”

“OK!” Larry said and leaned back in his chair. “You will most probably have to strip down to your underwear, Jen. There has to be something else to show to our audience other than your wonderful breasts.”

Jen shook her head in disagreement.

“Jen,” Larry said and sat up. “Which one is more revealing? Bare boobs or a bum in a thong? Think about it! You might have to go topless, potentially, right? I’ve told you that going topless would be an unlikely expensive upgrade to the painting over the bra if the folks decide to chip in for it, but it is a possibility. So if you decide to go ahead, you might have to strip down topless potentially, but you are concerned about showing your ass in a thong.”

Jen pursed her lips in frustration but then waved at Larry to carry on. “OK! Go on!”

My boss grinned, proud of his skills to argue his case and convince people, and then continued to explain. “So! Once the wheel determines a prize, the guys have up to ten minutes to bid. They can use the chatter to team up if they want to, or go solo, whatever they like. When they have paid the asking price for the act, we have to perform. If they haven’t matched the asking price within ten minutes or all of them say they aren’t interested in the prize, we spin the wheel again. The session tonight is 60 minutes long, so in reality, there will be no more than three to four acts that we can perform depending on how long it takes the guys to match a price or decide to move on. Also, we have about five minutes to get ready before each performance, and we will take our time tonight. Do you get it?”

Jen and I nodded.

Larry pointed at a handheld camera on the dressing table and said, “We will use this camera for the close-ups because the laptop camera won’t be able to capture in detail that far away. So, Andy, you might want to practise filming with the handheld camera beforehand if you folks decide to take part, that is.”

“Hold on!” Jen intervened. “I want Andy to paint me if we take part, that is. He can’t be the cameraman. He can’t be filming anyway if I will be kissing him because he won’t be able to kiss and film at the same time.”

Larry smiled as he opened his arms, implying that her concern was baseless. “Well, if he is kissing you, then, of course, I will take the camera from him!”

“But, no!” Jen said, still not happy. “I am talking about the painting! Larry, you will be filming! Andy will be painting me! You said it wouldn’t matter who the ‘artist’ was, and now you are altering your proposal.”

“OK! Let me show you something,” Larry said and minimised the game window. He opened a website with photos of body painting and painted breasts.

“Do you see the quality of the artwork? Jaguars, butterflies, flags. My clients go to this website and choose from it what they want to be painted. I have practised a lot to be able to paint to this standard. Can Andy paint to this standard?”

Both Jen and I sighed. The verdict of who would paint my wife’s boobs was clear if Jen and I decided to participate.

“Any questions?” Larry asked us.

We shook heads.

My boss decided to disperse his audience and hugged his hands. “OK, folks! Give me a call if you have any questions while you are out and about!”

Jen and I turned around and headed for the door.

“Don’t buy anything for dinner tonight!” Larry said. “I’ll order some food! Please, enjoy your walk! Life is about having fun! Have fun instead of worry! Anything can be fun if you decide to have fun!”

Jen and I left the bedroom without saying anything. And what was there to be said? My boss had managed to get his way with everything that Jen and I had tried to challenge him about. I was angry with Larry. I felt disgusted with myself for not standing up to him, and I wanted to get out as soon as possible. Jen probably felt the same way because she literally ran down the stairs. We put our shoes on and got out.


Chapter V. Wine and dessert tasting

“Having fun!” I said after closing the front door behind us. “Larry thinks—”

Jen stood in front of me, put her fingers across my lips and smiled. She looked at me with her lovely eyes that always made me horny.

“Let’s not talk about it,” she said. “Let’s have a nice day out! He is right about having fun!”

I sighed. “Yeah, it’s not worth ruining our day because of this nasty, arrogant, ugly bastard!”

“He is nasty and arrogant, all right!” Jen said, took my hand, and we began walking down the walkway.

After we had made a few steps, I stopped and pulled on her hand as I said, “And ugly!” 

Jen stopped walking too, turned around and looked at me. She smiled at me with a face that showed a mixture of playfulness, love, and a sense of feminine superiority, a superiority in understanding emotions better than me.

“OK, he is ugly!” she said.

“Why are you smiling? You like him, don’t you?” I asked her.

“No! I can’t like a guy who wants to force me to undress in front of a camera.”

“You don’t like him because of what he wants to do to you, but otherwise, you find him handsome, am I right?”

“He is a funny guy, but unfortunately, he is very manipulative.”

“I see. Manipulative but handsome and funny!”

Jen’s face now showed that she struggled to explain what she thought of Larry. She took a deep breath before she said, “Look! He is funny and maybe on the handsome side, but his exploitive behaviour makes him unpleasant. What a woman seeks in a man is more than his looks and jokes.”

I put on a teasing smile. “I see. You find Larry attractive!”

“No! I didn’t say that! What I meant was that many women might find him charming and attractive, but I don’t.” She paused, grabbed my arm, and hugged it. She pressed her body against me and said, “I love you. I don’t get attracted to other men.”

I grabbed her shoulder and turned her to face me. Then I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulled her in closer to me and looked her in the eyes.

“So, am I more handsome than him?” I asked her.

“Of course you are! You are my Andy,” Jen replied and crossed her arms around my neck.

We kissed, and I loved the way she was kissing me, with a lot of tongue and passion—a wet, sensual kiss. My wife was horny, that was for sure. Fifteen or twenty seconds passed before we pulled away from each other and resumed our walk.

It seemed that we had cleared the air. Jen had made it clear beyond doubt that she couldn’t sympathise with someone like Larry. She had assured me of her love for me too. My wife seemed content and happy. I was content too. And why wouldn’t I? She had said she loved only me, and then the kiss!

That passionate kiss that she gave me was very convincing, I thought.

But convincing of what? I continued to think as we walked in silence. Convincing that she is horny. But why? Why is she horny, considering the circumstances? What turns her on so much? Or rather, who? Me? Or Larry? 

The more I thought, the more it seemed to me that Larry was the reason my wife was so turned on, not me, or at least, I wasn’t the only reason. I felt that Jen indeed found Larry attractive at a subconscious level despite how incredible it was after what he had dumped on us and what he was coercing us into doing. And why would she find him attractive? Because he probably exuberated something that I never did: domination and self-confidence bordering arrogance. My wife seemed to like not only his looks but his masculine dominating nature, at least on a physical, primitive level. Did that bother me? It did. But on the other hand, it turned me on.

We had been walking for about five minutes in silence, and at that point, I decided to stop analysing my emotions and focus on spending quality time with my wife. So I asked her where she wanted us to go, and we agreed to go shopping first!

Jen and I were worried about our financials, but we are the type of people who will not cut spending on little luxuries like eating out or buying a nice dress for my wife. We know that regardless of how much we save on small things, we won’t be able to plug budget holes like payments on our mortgage or loan for new furniture. So Jen and I spent some money shopping to treat ourselves. Then we had coffee; called the kids again; walked along the Riverwalk, and made out on a bench, like we used to do when we were younger; and we were back home at about 6:30 pm.

When we entered the house, I closed the front door behind us and put the shopping bag on the floor. 

It was time to ask my wife the question.

“So?” I said as I kicked off my shoes and put on my slippers.

Jen knew what I was asking her, but she was not in a hurry to answer my question. Instead, she took off her left shoe, massaged her ankle, then took off the right shoe and rubbed her right ankle. Then she put on her slippers, stood in front of the hallway mirror, and looked at herself in it. She fixed her hair, straightened her tank top and was still not saying what she had decided. She moistened her lips with the tip of her tongue, and following a careful examination of her face, she brushed her left eyebrow with her thumb, fixing some perceived imperfection.

Finally, after taking another critical look at herself in the mirror, my wife turned around and looked at me. I loved the look she gave me: horny, craving, loving. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulled her closer to me, and we kissed. I slipped my hands onto her bum, giving it a nice squeeze. Then my hands wandered further down to the back of her thighs, and, stroking her bare skin, I slowly moved my hands upwards until I found the hem of her loose shorts. I pulled her shorts up high, pushing the fabric into her butt crack, thus exposing her butt cheeks and allowing my hands the pleasure of ravishing the smooth skin of her buns.

I pressed my erection against her stomach.

When we ran out of breath, we broke the kiss, and I said, “We’ll say no!”

At that moment, I was thinking that there was no way I was letting Larry anywhere near my gorgeous loving wife. I am keeping this treasure for me, only for me!

“Yep! We’ll say no!” she said and smiled at me, happy that we had both come to the same conclusion.

I grabbed the shopping bag from the floor, took Jen’s hand and whispered, “Are you coming with me upstairs?”

She nodded with a playful smile, and we headed for our bedroom. Just as we reached the foot of the stairs, we heard Larry shouting from the dining room, “Jen, Andy, dinner is ready!”

At the same time, we smelled the pleasant aroma of something being cooked in the kitchen.

Jen slapped me gently on the butt and whispered, “We’ll do it after dinner.”

I put the shopping bag in the cupboard under the stairs, and we went to join Larry for dinner.

When we entered the dining room, we were up for a pleasant surprise. Larry was standing behind the dining table with the cork opener in his hand. He had set the table for three people; there were glasses, plates, cutlery, napkins and two bottles of red wine on it.

He announced with a grin, “Chef Larry at your service tonight!”

Then he said in a polite tone, “Would you care for some Texan food for dinner? I decided to cook something for my wonderful hosts, popped out and did some shopping, and I hope I’ve done well in the kitchen!”

“Ooh, you shouldn’t have!” Jen said and couldn’t help but smile at Larry.

“Yes, Larry! Pizza home delivery should have been fine,” I also said. At that moment, I thought that he was very kind to us despite his ongoing blackmail on Jen and me.

“No, I insist!” he said as he raised one of the bottles to show us its label. “Would you care for some wine? I’ve got Chateau Belair-Manage, vintage 2015?”

“Larry!” My wife squealed and shook her head as she smiled again. “It’s very expensive! It’s £130 a bottle!”

“This one is a little more than that, but it is one of the best!” Larry said and proceeded to open the bottle. The broad smile wasn’t leaving his face even for a second.

I had to give it to him: he knew how to make an impression when he wanted to. Jen’s and my reaction proved just that. He seemed to be able to assuage our anger with him by showing us his friendly and caring side.

Jen and I didn’t have any other choice but to go and wash our hands and come back and sit down at the table. Larry poured wine in the glasses and took a seat across the table from Jen. Smiling and exuberant, he raised his glass and looked her in the eyes as he said, “Cheers!”

I took my glass too, and Jen followed suit. She prepared to clink glasses with him and me. However, I decided to tell my boss about our decision before the toast.

Instead of cheers, I said, “Larry, Jen and I have decided—”

“No! Don’t tell me anything now!” Larry said to me. “You will tell me after dinner! Please! Cheers!”

My courage to confront him with our decision evaporated in an instant. I raised my glass, and the three of us clinked glasses.

Larry asked us how we had spent the afternoon and led the conversation in a way that made us talk a lot. The guy knew how to take an interest in other people, in their lives, feelings and opinions. So much that Jen, and even I, enjoyed talking to him about how we felt about the current state of the world, the situation with the pandemic and our dreams of living in a bigger house outside the city. Larry made us a compliment about what a well-suited couple we were and asked us how we had met. We went on to tell him how Jen and I had met in Innsbruck while she was visiting with her friends. The trip down the memory lane put Jen further at ease. She kept smiling and playing with her hair while she recollected for us what she had thought and felt about me back then. It was all good stuff what she had thought of me!

When we finished the first bottle of wine, Larry went to the kitchen and brought the meal. It was a beef brisket. I wasn’t sure how Larry had managed to prepare it in a few hours, considering that the meat had to be marinated overnight according to my limited cooking knowledge, but I might have been wrong. Or it could have been that Larry had used ready marinated meat, or his recipe did not require marinated meat at all. Whatever his trick was, it worked because the food was fantastic. 

We carried on talking while we ate. Larry spoke about his childhood and how he grew up on a farm with six of his siblings. He shared some funny stories from his life on the farm, which made Jen and me laugh quite a lot.

My wife kept adjusting her V-neck cami tank top because her cleavage opened up each time she leaned forward to pick up her glass of wine or take a bite of food. A few times, she smiled shyly when Larry’s and her eyes met while she was holding her hand over her chest or fixing the straps of her cami top to prevent her boobs from spilling out of it. At one point, Larry jokingly told her that a piece of food had fallen into her cleavage. Despite his laughter, Jen got tricked into believing it was true and turned around to ask me to check inside her cleavage. I already had a boner from watching her efforts to cover her breasts and Larry’s attempts to sneak a peek at them. So looking at her boobs was almost too much for my dick to take. However, I managed not to blow my load in my pants while inspecting her tits and then laughed at Larry’s joke. Jen turned back, facing Larry, and burst into laughter too. She stretched her arm over the table and playfully slapped Larry’s hand. Little did she realise that her cleavage opened up as she did so, and my boss had an unobstructed view of her bouncing boobs.

By half past seven, we had finished the main meal and the second bottle of Chateau Belair-Manage. I don’t know whether it was the alcohol or the delicious food, or Larry was just so good at manipulating people. Whatever the reasons, both Jen and I laughed at his jokes and enjoyed his company thoroughly. By this time, we had almost forgotten what he had asked us to help him with, and we felt really at ease around him. Perhaps this had been his plan all along: to make us feel good around him and soften our resolve. Maybe Jen and I were experiencing a peculiar case of the ‘Stockholm syndrome’ when the victims bond with their captors or abusers. Whatever was happening to us, it had worked to Larry’s advantage because I felt that not him, but Jen and I would be the rude ones if we turned down his indecent proposal.

My wife and I were having a good time with my boss, that was for sure. And to keep our good mood going, Larry went to the kitchen and brought the desserts.

“I hope you like Italian pastries, Jen. Do you like tiramisu or panna cotta?” he said as he showed the tray with the desserts. 

“Aah!” My wife clasped her hands together. “I love tiramisu! Did you make the pastries yourself, Larry?”

He chuckled before he replied, “No, but I know where to get them from. I may not be from London, but I happen to know the best Italian bakeries in town that offer home delivery!”

Larry was standing with the tray in one hand like a true waiter and was smiling at Jen. She got up from her chair and went to look at the desserts.

Our dinner host put his free hand on my wife’s back, exposed by her backless cami top, and as he gently nudged her closer to the tray, he slid his hand onto the small of her back. He said in an enticing voice, “Pick any you like, Jen! That’s why I have ordered a mix.”

I was so turned on by watching another guy touching my wife’s exposed back that I had to squeeze the tip of my cock under the table if I didn’t want to blow my load in my pants. 

Jen seemed not to mind Larry’s hand on her bare skin. Unfazed by his touch, she giggled and said, “Oh, I will!”

Keeping his hand on the small of her back, Larry led her to the table. My wife took her seat as he finally let go of her.

Jen looked at me with a spark of mischief in her eyes and called dibs on the tiramisu. “I am having the tiramisu, Andy!”

“I am having the cannoli then!” I replied, and I laughed, shaking my head in amusement.

“But wait, I have a special dessert wine!” Larry said, left the tray on the table and went back to the kitchen.

When he returned, he brought a bottle of wine, which I could tell was expensive just by looking at its label, but since I was not such a wine connoisseur as my wife was, the sight of the bottle didn’t trigger the same reaction as hers.

“Oh, my God! Larry!” She almost jumped off her seat. “Chateau d’Yquem! This is insanely expensive!”

“Not insanely!” he said and grinned.

I decided to interject. “It’s like, what, £120 a bottle?”

Jen shook her head. “Way more than that, Andy.”

“2009 is one of the best vintages of Chateau d’Yquem. I’ve brought it from my wine collection, especially for you, my friends!” Larry said and took the corkscrew as he prepared to open the bottle.

“It’s £300 a bottle, Larry! You shouldn’t have!” Jen said as she kept shaking her head but smiling.

Larry winked at Jen. “Let’s not talk about how much it costs but enjoy the moment and savour the wine. That’s why I brought it.”

Looking at my wife’s face, I could tell that she was delighted that my boss was showering us with attention despite her objections. I must admit, I liked his effort too. I liked feeling important, even though I knew it was not me but my wife, who was the main object of his attention.

Larry began opening the bottle while I pulled out my mobile phone and googled the vintage.

“It’s $700 a bottle!” I said just when Larry popped out the cork.

A smile of superiority spread across my boss’s face. “Andy, I know it is your house, but I am the host of the dinner. So please, be polite and enjoy the wine!”

Larry poured us a glass of wine each.

“Is it indeed $700?” I asked as I took my glass.

Larry took his glass too and sighed but still smiled at me. “OK! I know you, partner. You won’t settle until you know. Yes, its retail price is around that. Now, let’s enjoy it along with the desserts. Cheers!”

The three of us clinked glasses. Indeed, the wine was the best I had ever had.

As we ate the desserts, not surprisingly, the conversation centred around pastries.

“How come you say you don’t like panna cotta if you like Italian desserts, Jen?” Larry asked my wife as he took a spoonful of his panna cotta and put it in his mouth.

“I don’t know,” Jen replied. “I tried it once, didn’t like it. Too liquid.”

“Maybe the one you tried wasn’t set enough. Try this one! It’s really good,” Larry said and took another spoonful of his panna cotta. He reached his hand with the spoon across the table towards Jen to feed her the spoonful of dessert.

Without any hesitation, my wife leaned forward, forgetting to cover her cleavage and letting Larry see her full breasts once again. The sensation of watching her flash her tits at him was not something new for me by then. However, that was a moment of revelation in another sense. Taking Larry’s spoon in her mouth, the same spoon that had just been in his mouth, revealed how much my wife felt comfortable around our guest, and in a way, intimate with him. 

Larry slowly pulled the spoon out of her mouth, watching her lick the remaining cream off the spoon. After Jen swallowed, she ran the tip of her tongue over her lips to make sure no cream was left on them. It was insanely erotic watching her do that, and my boss certainly felt that way too, judging by the way he was staring at her face.

“It’s delicious, actually,” Jen said, and her eyes met Larry’s.

The tiny smile that flickered at the corners of her mouth told me that seeing the look on his face made her realise what an impression her ‘dessert tasting skills’ had made on him, and she liked it.

Jen leaned back in her chair but held Larry’s gaze and, suppressing a giggle, gave him a thumbs-up. “You were right. The one I had tried hadn’t set properly.”

“That’s it!” he said and went on to explain. “Panna cotta should be silky smooth and just firm with a gentle wobble. It takes a minimum of four hours to set, but that depends on the portion size. Mine is of perfect size, firm and velvety at the same time!”

I wasn’t the only one who made an association in my head of the words size, firm and velvety with cock because my wife blushed, and a second later, she burst into laughter. Larry and I joined her.

“No more talk of size, firm and velvety, please!” Jen said after we stopped laughing.

Larry raised his hand. “I promise!”

He took another spoonful of panna cotta and again reached his hand with the spoon towards Jen.

An enticing smile spread across his face as he playfully tilted his head to one side. “Another one, Jen? There isn’t much left!”

Jen smiled shyly, almost flirtatiously but still shook her head. “No, thanks!”

“Come on, Jen!” Larry encouraged her. “Don’t be shy! It’s delicious!”

My wife hesitated for a second but then gave in to the temptation and leaned forward as she opened her mouth. The alcohol had lowered her inhibitions enough for her to forget again to keep an eye on her cleavage. She offered another tantalising view of her boobs to my eager boss. Jen closed her lips around the spoon as Larry slowly slid it out of her mouth. If it was erotic for me to watch her take his spoon in and out of her mouth, I am sure it was doubly erotic for him to watch her lick the spoon at close quarters alongside the sight of her tits hanging down right in front of his face.

After Jen had swallowed, she sat back in her chair and only then remembered to adjust her tank top.

Larry put the spoon in his mouth without any hesitancy and licked the spoon clean; not that there was anything left on it, but he did it nonetheless, slowly and thoroughly, with an almost exhibitionist fervour, as he stared my wife in the eyes.

Our guest pulled the spoon out of his mouth with a pop and said, “I love its taste so much!” 

At that moment, it probably dawned on Jen that Larry was, in fact, openly hitting on her because she hastily broke eye contact with him and looked down at her plate. She resumed eating her tiramisu, but then she dropped a piece of it right into her cleavage. She immediately pushed her chair backwards, and still sitting, she bent forward and looked inside her tank top, trying to see where the chunk had landed.

“I got it!” Larry said and put his spoon on his plate.

Before Jen or I could react, he grabbed a napkin in one hand, leaned over the table towards my wife and using his other hand, he pulled down on the hem of her cami top above her cleavage, stretching the material away from her chest. Jen knew that he had an unobstructed view of her breasts, and she blushed; however, she didn’t pull away. Holding the fabric of her tank top away from her skin, Larry wiped the mascarpone cream from her chest. 

“Thank you, Larry!” Jen said and smiled, still flushed red, once he let go of her camisole.

She looked at me, only to see my ‘It’s OK’ smile.

“No problem, Jen!” Larry said as he sat back in his chair.

My boss refilled our glasses with wine, and we decided to share the fourth dessert that he had ordered, a ricotta and cinnamon trifle with salted amaretto. By this time, none of us had any qualms about dipping our spoons in the same glass to eat the delicious trifle.

While enjoying this last dessert, I looked at the empty bottle of Chateau d’Yquem and realised that I had just become a big fan of French dessert wines.

I said, “Larry, I never thought I would like a dessert wine, but this one changed my whole view of drinking wine.”

I wasn’t only trying to make him a compliment about his choice of wine. I was genuinely surprised by how much I liked the dessert wine.

He grinned at me. “It changes your perspective on drinking wine, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” I replied. “I’ve always thought that dessert wines are some sort of perversion if you will. But this one changed my view completely. I didn’t expect it.”

“Sometimes, when we least expect it, something happens that changes how we see things. It is true for so many things,” Larry said. He swallowed and added, “Let me tell you about a sexual experience of mine from my early twenties that influenced my approach to life quite a lot.”

Larry then went on to tell us a story that made an impression on me and certainly on my wife. At the time of the events of the story, he had moved to live in the city and shared accommodation with five other blokes and his older sister. Larry had become good friends with his flatmates. The group of friends used to drink a lot, gamble, and indulge in all sorts of vices. One night, when they were pretty drunk, and his sister was out with her boyfriend, Larry and his friends ended up gangbanging two of his sister’s best friends. It was all consensual, but Larry felt bad afterwards, thinking that what he and his friends had done had been degrading to the two women. When he later shared his concerns with his sister, he was shocked to find out that her female friends found gangbanging empowering. According to them, they felt empowered not only because they could experience new lovers and new things each time but also because in group sex, women set the rules. His sister, who was just getting married at the time, confessed to him that she had been gangbanged several times by his friends without him knowing about it. She told him that she had an agreement with her future husband to join a gangbang group as a couple.

Following that whole experience, Larry had learned to separate sex from love, and his understanding of female sexuality and the women’s sex drivers had grown exponentially. I wasn’t sure whether he did it by accident or intentionally. However, he stared at my wife when he concluded his story by saying that women, even married women, if not more than single ones, wanted to have sexual adventures but were too shy to admit it. Jen was already blushing, and at that point, she couldn’t hold his gaze any longer and looked away. Interestingly, while my wife would usually stop Larry, or anyone else for that matter, from making sexually explicit references in front of her, this time she had let him tell the story without interruptions.

Jen fidgeted with her spoon before looking up at Larry and saying, “You can’t generalise, Larry. Women aren’t all the same.”

He smiled at her. “True, but they share some common traits, and one is that they want to vary sexual experiences, no less than men do.”

My wife did not change her stance. “Larry, as I said, you can’t generalise.”

Larry said with confidence, “Actually, I can. On this occasion. There is a reason for the high percentage of women in surveys who report fantasising about sexual adventures. In the high eighties per cent and even ninety! Being dominated, having a threesome, having sex with total strangers, doing it with someone they know isn’t their spouse. You name it!”

My boss paused and waited for a response from my wife, but since none was coming, he tried to provoke one as he said, “I’m sure you have at least one of the fantasies I mentioned. You are just too shy to admit it.”

It looked like Jen took offence with his statement because she made a face.

Her voice went up when she said, “I am not shy!”

However, when she giggled, Larry knew she was still in a good mood, so he continued to probe for an answer by saying, “So you do have a secret fantasy, Jen, don’t you?”

My boss made one of those funny faces that can always make you laugh regardless of your mood. He was very good at making funny faces.

Jen raised her finger at Larry as she tried to look serious, but she was barely able to suppress her laughter. Still, she managed to say, “I said I was not shy. I didn’t say I had a secret fantasy.”

“So, you didn’t say, but you have one?” Jen’s ‘interrogator’ asked her and tilted his head to one side.

Larry enjoyed toying with my wife, and she was playing along.

“You won’t trick me to tell you!” Jen said.

This time, she couldn’t suppress a giggle when Larry made another funny face. My wife stuck her tongue out at him, and he chuckled.

He briefly looked at me and winked before he turned his attention back to Jen. “Why not tell me, Jen?”

A smile spread across Jen’s face, and I knew that smile. It was the smile she always had when she felt she had outwitted someone.

“Deliberate ambiguity, Larry, deliberate ambiguity!” she said, stressing the word ‘ambiguity’. “That’s why I won’t tell you. You say you know the women’s traits, but you must have missed learning an important lesson about women. Women like to keep things ambiguous! We are mysterious creatures. Ha-ha!”

Jen burst into laughter.

“Ha-ha!” Larry laughed too. “You got the better of me! Well done, Jen!”


Chapter VI. Guess the animal game

Our dinner host decided to change the subject of the conversation and glanced at his watch before he announced, “It’s eight o’clock. Time for digestif!”

“Oh!” I exclaimed. “More treats for us?” 

“Yes,” he said. “I’ve got cognac for the two of us, but I have the feeling our gorgeous lady here prefers Baileys, so I’ve got that one too.” Larry clasped his hands together. “Shall we move to the lounge?”

I had no idea how he knew that my wife liked Baileys, but he certainly scored another brownie point with her by showing how much he cared for what she liked.

And delighted as she was, she giggled before she said, “You want to get us drunk, Larry!”

“No, not at all!” Larry chuckled and got up from his chair. “I want us to have fun, and I think we are having fun; don’t you agree?”

“We are having fun, but I think I am drunk,” my wife replied.

She had a point. Having just treated ourselves to Larry’s exquisite dessert wine, we were all a little more than tipsy.

Nonetheless, Jen and I followed our dinner host to the living room. It was obvious that Larry’s idea to have a digestif was not a spur of the moment thing because he had already put glasses on the coffee table. There were also two bottles of liquor, Hennesy and Baileys. The only thing missing was ice, which Larry quickly acknowledged.

“Just a sec! The ice!” he said, and, unusually steady for someone who had drunk as much as we had, he turned around and went to the kitchen.

Jen and I stood in the middle of the room and looked at each other. We felt awkward; it felt like we had to talk about something, but neither of us had the courage to broach the subject. I smiled at my wife, and she smiled back at me. We knew what the elephant in the room was. Jen knew she had let Larry flirt with her, and she had flirted back. The alcohol in her bloodstream probably didn’t allow her to realise how much she had transgressed. Certainly, she hadn’t realised she had given him ample opportunity to ogle her boobs, but she was aware she had joked around with him way more than she had ever done with anyone else other than me. For my part, I felt complicit with her because I had let her do it. Even more, I had enjoyed watching her do it.

Probably a minute had passed, and we were staring at each other like teenagers on a first date, not knowing what to say or do. However, I knew I had to say something to break the awkward silence.

“He’s very nice, isn’t he?” I said finally.

“Indeed, he is,” Jen replied.

I cleared my throat. “He managed to surprise us with this dinner, didn’t he?”

“Yes, he did.” Jen fidgeted with the spaghetti strap of her tank top as she kept looking at me. Since I was not saying anything, she probably thought that my silence was some sort of accusation, and she felt it necessary to explain her behaviour during the dinner. “I was playing along with him, you know,” she said, “trying to be nice to him since he was nice.”

“Mm.”

“I mean, he is your boss, and you know, going along with his jokes and laughing. I guess, as you have said, we have to please him. It’s good to be polite and kind to someone when they are polite and kind to you.”

“Absolutely, Jen! You are doing the right thing. We have to please him. When he is nice to us, it’s only normal for us to be nice to him too. Also, he can be so funny and entertaining. Why not enjoy some good company and wind down after all the stress?”

When Jen heard my words, she smiled a smile of relief. Apparently, she had not expected her husband to approve of her a little frisky behaviour so quickly and unequivocally. And probably she felt that if I had approved of it, she hadn’t crossed a line and did not have to doubt her judgement. Yes, my approval meant a lot to her. She was relieved.

“Jen, he is nice, but we are gonna stick to our decision, right?” I asked her as I reached my hand towards hers.

She took my hand, and we interlocked fingers.

There was some delay in her reply, but she still said, “Yep!”

Jen did not sound as enthusiastic as she had been in the hall when we had decided not to help Larry. I let go of her hand and stood in front of her. I was about to ask her if she was absolutely sure, but I didn’t have the chance to do so because Larry came back with the ice bucket. He had returned too quickly to have used the fridge ice dispenser. I figured he had bought bagged ice. This confirmed my suspicion that he had meticulously planned the whole evening in advance. Of course, I wasn’t a fool. The reason he was going out of his way to impress us was not that he wanted to thank us for having him in our home. He was doing it to swing our decision in his favour. He wanted us to like him and, in a way, feel more intimate with him, especially my wife. His game plan was to lower our inhibitions enough so that things that seemed unthinkable became thinkable. Judging by Jen’s behaviour and her unconvincing answer to my question about pushing back on his request, it looked like he was succeeding. Did I mind this development? I wasn’t sure I minded it. The alcohol and my almost constant hard-on around Jen and Larry had muddled my thinking too.

Larry put the ice bucket on the table, and as a true gentleman, he offered his arm to help my slightly tipsy wife take a seat on the sofa. Then he sat in the armchair across the table from her.

“You know how to host dinner parties, Larry!” I said as I sat down in the other armchair next to him, carefully holding onto the chair’s arms for support because I felt a little drunk too.

“Oh, yeah, I am good at it,” Larry said in his typical self-confident manner and poured the drinks.

After we clinked glasses, Larry decided to tell us a funny story from a trip he had taken to Colombia when he had become embroiled in a drug trafficking operation, or so he had thought. Whether he made up the story or not, I couldn’t tell, but he told it so well that Jen and I laughed our socks off.

As Jen was laughing, she put her feet on the sofa and hugged her knees to her chest. She didn’t realise that the wide legs of her shorts opened up, and the fabric rode up, exposing a good portion of her butt cheeks for Larry and me to see from across the table. I should have been concerned about my wife exposing herself to him, and I should have done something to stop her, but I didn’t do anything about it. Again I found myself turned on watching her while knowing that my boss next to me was ogling her butt cheeks at will.

Jen was still giggling at the hilarious turn of events in Larry’s story when she let go of her knees and took her glass from the table. After she had a sip, she held the glass with both hands and leaned her back against the backrest of the sofa. Still keeping her feet on the sofa, she began swinging her knees from side to side, opening and closing her legs, as she listened to Larry’s next joke about Texas and Texans. The wide legs of her shorts couldn’t have done a better job of exposing her inner thighs all the way up to the white triangle of her lacy thong. Each time she opened her legs, that tiny triangle of fabric flashed like a beacon light, pointing to the area of her groin where the jewel of her femininity was hiding. I was sure that Larry could see, as did I, the outlines of her pussy lips through the thin fabric covering her labia. The see-through lace mesh above offered my boss and me an even better view of my wife’s neatly trimmed mons pubis.

Jen tilted her head to the side, and looking Larry in the eyes, playfully, almost flirtatiously, she asked him, “Are all Texan men full of confidence and bravado like you are, Larry?”

“Well, they are confident but not like me. I am special! Don’t you agree? Just look at me!” he said. Larry pulled up his t-shirt sleeve and pumped up his biceps.

He said in a serious voice, “Full of confidence and very athletic!”

Truth be told, he was athletic, and if it weren’t for his chuckle that followed, one could have thought that he was taking himself seriously. And probably that was why my wife found him so funny and entertaining: you wouldn’t know whether he was serious or joking until it was too late and you were already laughing.

“Hi-hi!” Jen giggled. “You are special, all right!”

“Oh, yeah!” he said. “Look what tricks I can do!”

Larry drew on his repertoire of funny faces to make my wife laugh again, and the more she laughed and giggled, the wider she opened her legs with each swing. Her thong started to get bunched up in her slit, and soon her right pussy lip was peeking out. Her shorts obscured the view, but not enough to prevent Larry from seeing that she kept her labia shaved clean.

I couldn’t take it any longer. Not that I was worried about my wife flashing Larry. I was, but I was more concerned about myself. I found it so erotic to watch her open her legs in front of this other man, even if her legs stayed open only for a fraction of a second, that I was worried that I would ejaculate in my pants if I didn’t do something about it. I stood up, and, trying to walk sideways in an attempt to hide the tent in my shorts, I went to sit on the sofa next to Jen. I took the glass from her hands, put it on the table and I wrapped my arm around her shoulder. She lifted her legs on the sofa and sat with her knees to the side, cuddling up to me.

My wife continued to giggle as she watched Larry make funny grimaces, imitating something, which I couldn’t quite get what it was because I had stopped following their conversation.

“It’s an armadillo,” Larry answered my unspoken question. “I am quite good at imitating various Texan animals. Look at this!”

My boss provoked another giggle from my wife with yet another funny face.

Still shaking as she struggled to control her laughter, Jen grabbed my arm and rested her head on my shoulder. She was looking at Larry with a childish spark in her eyes, trying to figure out what creature he was describing.

“It’s a squirrel!” she shouted excitedly.

“No, it’s a raccoon,” he replied. “He-he! You were close, though. Tell you what, Jen! Let’s see if you can guess the animal by its stride! Lay on your back, close your eyes, and stretch your legs!”

Before Jen could say anything, Larry sat on the sofa at her feet and placed his hands on her ankles.

My wife looked up at me. I could read the question on her face: shall she go along with our guest’s weird game or not? She was in the mood to play along with Larry’s funny experiment but still wanted to check with me before she went ahead. I gave her the go-ahead with a smile. Jen lay on her back with her head on my lap and rested her feet on Larry’s lap. She stretched her arms above her head and closed her eyes, ready to play Lary’s guessing game. I leaned back and put my hands behind my head. And I was set to watch the game! Without further ado, Larry placed his palm on her foot and slowly ran his hand up her leg, moving his fingers in a zigzag motion as he tried to imitate the steps of some animal. He was brushing her skin with his other hand, probably trying to tell her that the animal had a bushy tail. Feeling ticklish, Jen giggled when he reached her knee.

“So, can you guess the animal from its tail and footprints, Jen?” Larry asked her as his fingers crawled up her lower thigh.

The moment Jen felt Larry’s hand moving above her knee, she reached down to grab his wrist, but she stopped herself just before her hand touched his. Perhaps she decided that it would be an overreaction on her behalf, and she put her hand on her chest instead.

Larry’s hand slipped further up her leg, reaching her mid-thigh when my wife opened her eyes and shouted excitedly, “Raccoon!”

“Correct!” Larry said with a grin and removed his hands from her legs. “How did you guess?”

“Hi-hi!” Jen laughed. “The stumbling walk and the bushy tail. I am good at it, am I not?”

“Yes, you are!” Larry replied. “Let’s try this one!”

Jen closed her eyes, and Larry’s hands began moving up her leg again. His right hand was leading, and his left hand was dragging behind. He was gently pinching her leg with the fingernails of his right hand every couple of inches or so. At the same time, he caressed her skin with the palm of his left hand. It was clear that he was imitating claws and a bushy tail dragged by an animal.

“What is it, Jen?” he asked her as his hands reached her kneecap.

“Umm! It has a bushy tail,” Jen said and giggled but kept her eyes closed before she asked hesitantly, “Is it an opossum?”

Larry chuckled. “No, opossums don’t have bushy tails!”

His hands moved further up her leg like the first time, but this time his right hand slid on the inner side of her thigh and soon crawled up to the hem of her shorts. I expected Jen to push Larry’s hand away when she felt his touch so high up on her thigh, but instead, she giggled and kept her eyes closed. I noticed that her breathing was becoming deeper and more urgent, and then I knew why she had not reacted the way I had thought she would. Influenced by the alcohol and the whole build-up of teasing and joking, my wife was simply carried away in the moment. A gradual warm-up accompanied by a bit of alcohol was the key to get her a little frisky. That was probably the only way my lovely Jen could fall into the trap of doing something she would never do in normal circumstances. And that was precisely the strategy employed by Larry, and it was working not only on Jen but on me as well. For I was so turned on that I gave up hiding my erection. I didn’t care that Jen could feel my cock pressing against her shoulder or that Larry could see the tent in my shorts. Which he did because he winked at me as if to tell me: I told you so. I told you that you would like what I would do to Jen!

Larry whispered, “So, what Texan animal is this one, Jen? It has claws and a bushy tail.”

His hand changed direction and, tracing the hem of her shorts, it crawled to the outer side of her thigh, then slid up her hip, bared by the irregular cut design of the hem.

“I don’t know. A fox?” Jen said.

Her frequent breathing, flushed skin and erect nipples pushing through the fabric of her cami were clear signs that she was very aroused.

Instead of giving my wife a signal that she was getting carried away, I encouraged her to play on. I took her hand in mine and said, “What about a porcupine, hon?”

She seemed to listen to me, squeezed my hand and said, “Larry, is it a porcupine?”

Larry chuckled. “No, porcupines don’t have bushy tails, Jen!”

He looked up at me and shook his head, disapproving of me giving my wife wrong advice.

Larry’s hand moved up her waist and turned towards her stomach. She felt ticklish, and the thin material of her tank top couldn’t hide the contraction of her stomach muscles as she giggled. She pulled her hand out of my grip and covered her belly with both hands.

“OK. I will give you a clue, Jen,” Larry said as he leaned over her and his fingers walked over her hands until his hand reached my wife’s left breast.

He didn’t cup her breast, though. His hand just brushed over it and crawled up her chest onto her bare skin.

“These animals like to chew,” Larry said as he placed his hand on the spaghetti strap of her tank top, just above her boob. “When they get in the attic,” he said, and at the same moment, slid his hand under the strap, “they can easily chew through wiring. They also keep you up at night with their constant scurrying back and forth.”

At that point, Larry’s hand slipped under my wife’s cami, and his fingers started to move quickly back and forth on her chest under the tank top as he imitated an animal pacing up and down. In reality, he was feeling her breast, short of fondling it but clearly, the tips of his fingers gently brushed her nipple.

Jen grabbed his hand and opened her eyes. What he was doing was too much for her.

“A squirrel!” she squealed as she pushed his hand away. She raised her head and looked up at him. “It’s a squirrel!”

Her face was flushed red from the alcohol but also from embarrassment. She had let Larry touch her boob in front of me. She must have also realised that both he and I had noticed she was turned on, which must have added to her embarrassment.

“Correct!” Larry confirmed with a grin and sat up. “It is a fox squirrel. We have them a lot in Texas, and they cause all sorts of damage. Let’s do a third round, Jen. For luck! Three is a lucky number!”

Jen looked up at me and took my hand in hers. She was hesitating. She knew she had let her guard down, and it would be better if she declined Larry’s invitation. But on the other hand, if she said ‘no’ now, she knew it would look like she was admitting that she had lost control during the previous ‘round’, and worse, that she didn’t trust herself not to lose control again.

“This game is fun. And educational,” I said and gently squeezed my wife’s hand.

“Yes,” Larry interjected. “I play it with my sister, Sarah, and her husband when they come to visit. We have to do a lot of research to prepare for it, and it is a knowledge booster for all of us.”

Whether it was my reassuring squeeze of her hand or Larry’s implied assertion of the innocence of the game that he had played with his sister and her husband was hard to tell. However, my wife felt assured that she was not crossing boundaries too much and decided to give a go to Larry’s a little unorthodox game for the third time.

She laid her head onto my lap and closed her eyes before she said, “OK! But no rattlesnakes, Larry, I hate snakes!”

“Sure!” he said and grinned at me. “It will be a mammal. So that is a clue, Jen! Here we go!”

Larry once again put his hand on my wife’s ankle and started to run his fingers along her leg. This time, he spent more time gently digging his fingernails into her soft flesh, imitating claws.

When he reached her knee, he didn’t stop there but confidently moved his hand onto her inner thigh.

“It has long sharp claws,” he said and squeezed his fingers into claws, lightly scratching her skin as he imitated the grip of claws.

Jen felt ticklish and giggled.

“A bear?” she asked hesitantly, still keeping her eyes shut.

“No,” he replied as he grinned at me and continued to slide his hand up my wife’s leg until his fingers touched the hem of her denim shorts.

Both Jen and I were aware by that time that we were in uncharted territory, having let Larry play with her in a way that would have been inconceivable for us as a normal couple just a few hours before. However, neither of us was prepared for what he did next.

“They often burrow underground and like to pay a visit to private lawns and flower beds to dig for food,” he said. At the same time, he slipped his hand into the leg of Jen’s shorts, making its way between her legs until his palm cupped her labia, feeling her pussy through the flimsy fabric of the lace thong briefs she was wearing underneath.

Jen immediately opened her eyes, reached down between her legs, and grabbed his forearm. She pulled his hand out of her shorts and pushed it away, shouting, “Armadillo!”

Then she tried to get up, but since Larry was hovering over her, she couldn’t, so she put her hands on his chest and pushed him to move away, gently but firmly, and with urgency. Her chest was moving up and down rapidly, betraying the panic that had swept through her, having realised she had let our guest go too far.

“Yes, it is an armadillo. My favourite Texan animal, Jen!” Larry said as he sat up. He leaned his back against the sofa backrest before he added with a smile, “This animal is unstoppable. It goes everywhere. A real varmint, as we say in Texas.”

Larry got up from the sofa and went to sit in his armchair. As he walked, he gave both Jen and me an excellent opportunity to appreciate the massive bulge in his shorts. There was no doubt that he was having an erection like I was. The difference between him and me was that his dick appeared to be far superior in size to mine. 

Jen sat up, put her feet on the floor and stood up. She straightened her shorts and sat back on the sofa. The first thing she did after that was to look at me. I must admit: I had not seen Jen so flushed.

My lips stretched into a broad smile as if I had just watched the most heart-warming comedy of the year, and, rubbing her shoulder reassuringly, I said, “Hon, you are very good at it! It was great fun to watch!”

Larry praised her too, shouting from across the table, “You are great at guessing animals, Jen! You are just a natural!”

Jen acknowledged my boss’s compliment with a brief smile before she grabbed her glass of Baileys and downed what was left in it in one gulp. She put the glass on the table and looked at her watch.

Then she looked at me and rubbed my knee. “It’s nine o’clock, honey,” she said.

It was her way of telling me that the dinner was over and it was time to wrap things up. Suddenly, she looked relaxed and composed, as if nothing had happened on the sofa or before that. Perhaps she had decided that it was better to move on rather than beat herself up about her little transgression and thus draw even more attention to it.

“Right!” Larry said and rubbed his palms together. “I think having a nice dinner and some fun together provided a good context for you to make the right decision. I will go and clear the dining table so that you have a few minutes to discuss and decide, but before I do that, I want to apologise for tying your decision to Andy’s commission. I am sorry about that. I like you both, and the least I want is to hurt you. The truth is my other companies are in financial difficulties due to the pandemic. They are tiny businesses and don’t have much cash reserves to weather the storm. I need as much cash as I can get to boost their balance sheets. If I lose the prospective business from the webcam clients tonight, I will withhold Andy’s commission not to punish him but because I need cash to save my companies. I hope you decide to help me, I really do. But if you say ‘no’, I won’t like it, but I will still like you, and the moment I can afford it, I will help you. I wanted to clear this out! So, shall I leave you to have a chat?”

“Larry,” I said and cleared my throat, having decided not to let my determination waver as it always did when I looked my boss in the face. “I appreciate what you’ve just said, and I’m glad you’re honest with us. We like you, and we had a great time this evening. Relaxing, joking. It was great. However, we have already taken a decision, and we’ll stick to it—”

I felt Jen’s hand on my thigh. She gently squeezed it and said, “Larry, we have already decided, and we’ll let you know our final decision in a minute, but I need to visit the bathroom first. Would you excuse me?”

What she did was odd. 

Couldn’t she have waited for me to tell him? I was a little annoyed with her, but then I realised she wanted to talk to me in private, and I said, “I need to take a piss, too.”

“Of course!” Larry said. “I’ll take care of the glasses!”

Jen got up from the sofa and headed for the door. It was clear from her walk that she was more than tipsy. I quickly followed her and caught up with her at the bathroom door on the first floor. She turned around and looked me in the face.

“Jen, what’s up?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said and rubbed her collarbone, which she always did when she was nervous or hesitant to say something. “He’s been so kind and, um, I don’t know. He seems a good guy. He’s just so uninhibited if you know what I mean, and that makes him look too bumptious at times, but he means no harm.”

“Um.” I paused to think about what she had just told me.

I asked myself: Is she trying to say that she has changed her mind about finding Larry manipulative and arrogant after having a nice dinner with him? No doubt she is attracted to him physically, after what I saw tonight, but to say that she likes him as a person?

As if to answer my unspoken question, Jen said, “I mean, I find him less intolerable.”

“I know what you mean, Jen. I also find him less unbearable. He’s made an effort. In fact, he has been almost normal at times.”

My wife leaned her back against the doorframe and sighed before she said, “I don’t think he is lying that he is under pressure. If we do it, we’ll help ourselves by helping him. I don’t know. In the worst-case scenario, I will have to show my tits only. What do you think?”

“Umm. Yeah. I don’t know, Jen.”

“I need to take a quick shower. Why don’t you go freshen yourself up too, and then we’ll decide?”

My wife had a point about me needing to freshen up. Whether because of the alcohol or the emotions, I wasn’t sure, but I was sweating profusely and needed a shower too.

So I said, “OK. Let me have a shower and think about it. I’ll meet you in our room in fifteen minutes—sorry, in Sam’s room—and then we’ll decide! I guess Larry can wait a little longer.”

“Yep! Let’s do that!” Jen said and slapped my butt playfully.

She went into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. I went to the bathroom on the ground floor, thinking that probably Jen was right.

Showing her tits to Larry, I thought as I entered the shower, and to some folk whom we’ll probably never meet in person, is not a big deal. Jen should be fine with it. Come on! She’s already shown Larry her titties; at least three times. And what did she do during the silly game on the sofa? She let him brush her boob, and probably his hand touched her pussy. Over the thong, but still. She enjoyed the little teasing, and I enjoyed it too! It was fun. How bad can it be if she gets her boobs painted over a lacy bra, or even if she goes topless? It’s not like she will let him fuck her or something.

As I was soaping myself, I began imagining what it would be like if my wife decided to go ahead with the webcamming. The mental image of her, baring her boobs for the camera, with her hardened nipples anticipating that first touch of Larry’s paintbrush, was enough for me to get an instant hard-on. I could picture Larry in my head, holding the paintbrush in one hand and rubbing some paint off her nipple with the index finger of his other hand. And Jen trembling at his touches. I was so turned on that I had to stop soaping my dick for a moment if I didn’t want to finish myself in the shower.

I continued to imagine Jen sitting on the bed and smiling shyly at the camera. Then she suddenly says in front of a bunch of avatars on the screen, “If you guys want, I’ll be happy for Larry to paint my pussy lips. They are freshly shaved!” She lifts up her legs, and Larry slowly pulls off her thong. She spreads her legs wide open. And there is her pussy with puffed up pussy lips, revealing the pink entrance of her vagina at the bottom and her engorged clit at the top of her slit, laid bare for Larry and his horny friends to see! Larry’s paint-stained fingers stretch and touch my wife’s labia. A deep sigh escapes her lips.

I squeezed the base of my cockhead, but it was too late. My dick began throbbing and twitching, and there was no holding back. I grabbed my cock and wanked it until I had milked the last drop of sperm out of my balls.

I felt good and bad at the same time. Releasing the sexual tension that had been building up throughout the day felt great, liberating, and refreshing. However, with the change of hormone levels in my blood after the sexual release, self-recriminating thoughts began flooding my mind.

I had masturbated in the past while fantasising about watching my wife being touched by another guy. And sometimes, it had involved more than just touching. In fact, I had imagined Jen being fucked by another man. One of my favourite fantasies was that she comes back from work and tells me she has been promoted, but then she breaks down in tears because she has let her boss fuck her in exchange for her promotion. I want to see her pussy; however, she doesn’t let me as she wants to take a shower first. After some convincing, she pulls down her panties, and they are still wet with her boss’s spunk, dripping from her vagina. The fantasy was a huge turn on for me, but each time I had indulged in it, I had felt bad. I had felt ashamed of myself and told myself how unmanly it was to desire to share my wife.

So I did precisely that after I had just cummed in the shower fantasising about my wife’s pussy being touched by Larry. I felt ashamed.

Don’t be stupid, Andrew! I told myself. No real man will share his wife. Not for fun.

Then I went on to justify myself. You don’t really want Jen to show her boobs on camera. The excitement you feel about it is your coping mechanism, making this thing feel like an exciting adventure, but you and Jen don’t really enjoy it! Indeed, you both got carried away on the sofa, but it was just the alcohol talking and the pressure. If Jen shows her boobs on camera, it would be to get your £35,000 and indeed to help your business partner. A friend in need is a friend indeed! It is nothing more than that! Even Larry probably did what he did on the sofa because he wanted to prepare Jen and you for the show. He had promised a taster, and he did precisely that with his game: he gave you a taster. And now you know that you and Jen won’t do it for fun! What happened on the sofa wasn’t done for fun. Jen was trying to please Larry without crossing her boundaries. At least not crossing them too much. And when she crossed them, it was because of pressure and alcohol! 

And this in the shower? I looked down at my now flaccid cock. Well, it was to let off the mental steam. Nothing more! But you are not a cuckold, no! If you let Jen show her boobs on camera, you will do it only to save your business!

I might have been fooling myself about the reasons for mine and Jen’s behaviour, but my self-talk helped me set aside my troubling thoughts. By the time I had finished showering, I had convinced myself that if Jen decided to do it—because I had decided to leave the decision to her—we would be doing it only to help Larry and save my income.

When I got into Sam’s room, Jen was still not there, but just as I started to look for clean boxers in the bed drawer, she came in, wrapped in her towel and holding her clothes in her hand.

“Where are my boxers, hon?” I asked her.

“Andy!” Jen said and paused, holding her gaze on me. At that moment, I knew she had made a decision. She took a deep breath and said, “Wouldn’t it be more sensible if you popped into Larry’s room and asked for the underwear you and I are supposed to wear for the session? I think he is already in there.”

“You are right,” I said, wrapped my towel around my waist and left the room.

I went straight to Larry’s room and knocked on the door.

I heard him say, “Come in!”

I opened the door and stepped in.

Larry was standing in the middle of the room, dressed in briefs only, the ones he had prepared for the show. I already knew he was well endowed, especially after I had seen the tent in his shorts during the ‘Guess the animal’ game in the living room. However, seeing him in the tight stripper briefs brought home how very hung he truly was.

Larry grinned at me and said, “You can take Jen’s as well, Andy!”

He pointed at the lingerie still lying on the chair at the window.

I went to the chair, took the clothes, and asked him, “How did you know?”

“I am Larry! I always know!” he said with an even wider grin and winked at me.

I turned around and headed for the door.

“Andy!” Larry called my name, and I stopped.

Still facing the door and without turning around to look at him, I replied, “Yes, boss?”

“I don’t always know,” he said. “But I am someone who always surrounds himself with the right people. That’s how I know they will make the right decisions. That’s how I knew that you and Jen would make the most logical decision. I only had to help you and her by giving you a little taste of the fun you could have in my camming show! You both will like it more than you can imagine!”

I left his room without bothering to comment on his words.


Chapter VII. An unexpected kiss

As I stood in front of the door of Sam’s room, it suddenly occurred to me that I might have misunderstood my wife, or worse, she might have sensed my cuckold fetish and might have been testing me to see how far I would go with it, only to laugh at me once I showed up with the lingerie. 

What if I have just fallen into her trap? I asked myself, but then I thought, Well, there is only one way to find out!

I opened the door and joined my wife in our temporary bedroom. Jen was still wrapped in her towel and was blowing her hair dry. She had left her thong on the bed.

If she hasn’t put on her knickers yet, it means she is waiting for me to bring her the outfit for the show. No, there’s no trap, I concluded. She genuinely wants to go ahead with it.

Without saying anything, I stretched out my hand with the lingerie selected for her by Larry. Jen stopped the hairdryer, put it on the nightstand and took the G-string thong from my hand.

She briefly looked at the thong and gave it back to me.

“It’s too skimpy. I’ll wear my briefs!” she said.

My wife wore thongs but wearing this one was a little bit too much for her. Indeed, what Larry wanted her to wear was not an ordinary G-string, but one of those skimpy sling strings called micro G-string thongs which barely covered the slit of the pussy.

Jen removed her towel, took her white lace thong from the bed, and quickly put it on. Then she took the bra from my hands and put it on too. I could see a lot of skin and a good portion of her nipples and areolas through the mesh lace of the bra cups.

She caught my glance and said, “Yeah, it doesn’t hide as much as I wished it did, but I will still try to keep it on me.” She took a deep breath before she added, “Let’s get this whole thing over with and help your boss and ourselves!”

Without further ado, I removed my towel and put on the briefs provided by Larry. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I was pleased to find out that the outfit made me look more endowed than I actually was.

Jen headed for the door. She had not liked Larry’s choice of panties because they were too revealing, but much of her butt was exposed even in her own thong. My heart thumped with anxiety, still unsure if what we had decided to do was the right thing to do, but my dick voted for it with a rapidly growing hard-on. Just the thought that my wife would appear in front of my boss in her revealing underwear and a few minutes later in front of another nine blokes made me extremely excited.

Yet, I grabbed Jen’s hand and stopped her.

“Jen, are you sure about this?” I asked her.

“I don’t know. I guess I’ll find out in a few moments. Let’s go!” she said with determination and pulled her hand out of my grip.

I knew my wife, and I knew where her determination was coming from. When she was nervous about something, she wanted to get it over with as soon as possible.

I followed Jen as she walked straight to Larry’s bedroom. She opened the door and entered the room.

Dressed only in his briefs, Larry was sitting in the chair in front of the dressing table. He was busy making some final adjustments to the game’s setup. The sight of his almost naked body and athletic physique suddenly brought home the reality of what was going to happen in a few minutes. My stomach churned, and I felt something akin to fright. My wife must have felt the same way because she put one leg in front of the other and hugged her breasts with her arms in an attempt to cover her crotch and chest. I closed the door behind us and stood next to her. We were standing in silence as if we had been called into the teacher’s office to be reprimanded.

Larry looked at us, and the broad smile on his face showed how pleased he was that we had turned up for the broadcast. He stood up, moved the chair away so that there was a clear line of sight from the laptop’s camera to the bed in front of it, and still smiling, he walked up to Jen. I saw out of the corner of my eye that my wife stared at his crotch. It didn’t escape to her that the man in front of her was hung up. She was already blushing, but when she caught herself staring at Larry’s crotch, her face flushed crimson, and she looked away.

“Relax, Jen!” Larry said and put his hands on her hands. Then, slowly, he pulled her hands away from her chest.

“This bra is made for you, Jen. You look fantastic,” my boss said and smiled comfortingly at her as he let go of her hands.

He stretched his hand towards her bra cup, trying to touch it, but Jen abruptly stepped back.

“You see?” Larry said, smiling and shaking his head. “This is the reaction I was afraid of. We can’t allow this to happen in front of the audience. Just relax, Jen! I am not going to grope you. Just a quick touch as if I am touching you with the paintbrush; just relax! Imagine that we are playing the animals guessing game, can you?”

My wife nodded and bit her bottom lip nervously.

Larry reached again to her chest, and the back of his hand brushed her nipple through the fabric of the skimpy bra.

“It’s not that scary, is it?” my boss said with a reassuring smile.

“No,” Jen replied quietly, almost inaudible, as she stared him in the face. She looked pretty animated.

“And if you smile a little, it will be great!” Larry said, reached for her chest again, and this time he placed his whole palm on her boob.

As his hand made contact with her breast, Jen trembled, but she made an effort to smile, and a nervous smile flickered across her lips. Larry caressed her boob for two or three seconds. He decided that he had spent enough time training my wife to tolerate his touches and let go of her breast.

Then he explained how the show would start. “When I open the virtual room, the two of you will be sitting on the bed. I want you to be hugging each other. I will introduce us to the audience and explain that you are a couple who has invited me to join you in bed. Next, you will wave at the camera to say hello. Make sure you smile and look relaxed and natural; don’t frown! Then I will spin the wheel.”

Jen adjusted the cups of her bra and had a look at herself in the mirror above the dressing table.

Larry said to her, “Jen, you look gorgeous!”

That was when he noticed that she was not wearing the thong he had selected for her, so he said, “You didn’t like my thong. That’s all right; yours is very good too. When a woman has a sexy ass, any lingerie goes well on her.”

Jen blushed once more when she heard his compliment, but she still said, “Thank you,” and continued to look at herself in the mirror.

I was holding the thong that Larry had given me and handed it to him.

I said apologetically, “Sorry, boss! It’s too skimpy, and we thought it would not look good on her.”

Larry took the thong from my hand. “That’s OK, Andy, no need to apologise. Hers matches with the bra too. But, why did you think this one wouldn’t look good on her?”

He looked at me, and for some stupid reason, I felt intimidated to provide an answer. It was probably the habit I had developed over the past six months always to answer Larry’s questions.

“Well,” I said as I tried to explain. “She is shaved down there, but further up she is not that well shaved and—”

“I’ve shaved my pussy lips,” Jen said as she turned to face Larry. She sounded irritated. “I have trimmed my mons pubis too, but I don’t have a landing strip while the G-string in your hand, Larry, has to be worn on a pussy that is shaved in a pencil landing strip. Does this explain why?”

Amused by Jen’s feisty response and perhaps enjoying toying with her, Larry grinned before he replied, “Absolutely! I only raised the point because sling strings are very popular with the clients, but not to worry, I’m sure they will like your panties too.”

Larry took one of the Venetian masks from the dressing table and gave it to me. “Andy, please put it on and try operating the camera. Let me know if you have any questions!”

I put the mask on and took the handheld camera. Larry hung the sling string on the headboard pole and went to his laptop. He fiddled with the cam-link setup for about a minute before what I was filming appeared on the laptop screen.

“I think I’ve got the hang of it,” I said.

“Oh, yeah, you’ve got it,” he said. “It’s streaming. Let me turn the TV on.”

He took the TV remote control and turned on the TV. He screen-shared the cam-site and what I was filming on the TV screen. Then he hurried up to take the body painting kit out of his suitcase and put it next to the laptop on the dressing table.

Larry opened the lid of the kit box and said, “We’ll do it in front of the laptop camera, Jen. You’ll sit on the edge of the bed, and I will do my best not to drip paint on the carpet.”

Jen was busy at the mirror adjusting her bra, but she looked at the edge of the bed where she was supposed to sit for the body painting.

“Sure!” she said briskly and turned her attention back to her chest. 

She leaned over the dressing table to look closer in the mirror at the bra, and in the process, she stuck her butt up in the air.

Then Larry did something that neither she nor I expected. He went behind her and cupped her left buttock.

My wife swiftly turned around, grabbed Larry’s hand by the wrist, and pushed it away.

“What the fuck?” she screamed.

“Sorry,” Larry said with a shy smile as he stepped back. “I was just testing your reaction. I may have to touch your butt during the show, you know.”

“No, you may not!” came back my wife’s immediate reply, and she stared him in the face with a spark of anger in her eyes.

“Look, Jen!” Larry said. “You can’t react like this in front of the camera every time I touch you.”

My wife shook her head in disagreement.

“Jen, if you have agreed to help me, please help me,” he said and looked at her with pleading eyes. “Please! Don’t ruin the show by overreacting while broadcasting. It would be worse than refusing to help me at all. You were so much more relaxed in the lounge. What’s up with you now? Stage fright?”

Jen stood still, thinking about what Larry had just said.

It seemed that his words got through her because she said in a much more calmed down voice, “I guess it’s stage fright, Larry. Coupled with the fact that I am not used to be touched by someone else other than Andy.”

“I get that,” Larry said. “Just imagine that we are in the lounge, drinking Baileys and guessing animals. Can you?”

“I’ll try,” Jen replied.

Larry looked at his watch. “We’ve got less than ten minutes. Shall we try once again? Just to make sure we both know where our comfort zones end, and Andy’s too. Let’s see if he could film while he is watching me with you.”

Jen looked up at me and said hesitantly, “Sure!”

Larry put his hands on her shoulders and nudged her to turn around and face the mirror again. Jen complied.

He stepped close behind her and whispered, “Jen, just stay still and watch yourself in the mirror.” Then he instructed me, “Andy, film, please.”

My wife stared at the mirror as she was told. Larry wrapped his arms around her stomach from behind, and Jen instinctively grabbed his hands but then let go. What a sight my wife was with this other man’s arms wrapped around her, with his hands placed on her stomach, gently rubbing her bare skin. Larry kept his crotch away from her butt, but it was still only a couple of inches away.

The smooth skin of my wife’s butt cheeks, only partially covered by her thong, was so enticing that Larry couldn’t stay like this for long. He pressed his crotch against her butt at the same time as his chest pushed against her back. Jen trembled at the contact of his muscular body against hers.

“Imagine we are playing the ‘Guess the animal’ game, Jen!” Larry whispered in her ear as he leaned his face towards hers, hooking his chin over her shoulder.

His cheek brushed against hers, and his hands started roaming up her stomach until they reached the cups of her bra. Jen grabbed the edge of the table, and the muscles of her arms tensed.

Larry was watching my wife in the mirror. He noticed how nervous she was becoming and said in a soothing voice, “Relax, Jen! Relax! Try to live in the moment and let the moment carry you. Think of nothing else. Let go! Relax and let go! Immerse yourself in your physical sensations!”

My wife’s breath deepened as she listened to my boss, and his hands squeezed her breasts over the fabric of the bra. It was a gentle but firm squeeze.

Larry continued to talk into my wife’s ear. “Smile, Jen! You have such a beautiful smile; please show it!”

Jen looked at me. I moved the camera away from my face and gave her a thumbs-up with a smile. The corners of her mouth curved into a faint, shy smile. I put the camera back in front of my face, and she looked back at her image in the mirror.

Encouraged by the progress my wife was making towards overcoming her ‘stage fright’, Larry asked her softly, “Shall we try to remove this bra?” 

Jen’s breathing accelerated. I was sure I would have been able to hear the thumping of her heart in her chest if it weren’t for my own heart trying to break free from my rib cage.

Without awaiting her answer, Larry’s hands moved onto her back, and he unclasped her bra.

The erection in my briefs became rock hard, making me realise that seeing my wife in the hands of another man aroused me so much that even masturbation twenty minutes earlier was unable to stop me from getting a hard-on. Yes, watching my wife with another guy was the most potent aphrodisiac for me.

Shit! I am a cuckold! No doubt about it! I thought. 

For some reason, I remembered a scene from the movie ‘Along came Polly’ where the French scuba-diving instructor was telling the guy whose wife he had just fucked how to cope with being a cuckold. The new cuckold was told to tell himself, “Hey, I am a hippopotamus, and there is nothing I can do about it.” The strong French accent with which the scuba-diving instructor spoke made the quote stuck in my head, “And as soon as he accepts this, he live life happy. Happy as a hippo.”

Yep! I am a hippo, I thought, and there is nothing I can do about it. So I’d better enjoy living in the moment. Happy as a hippo!

Larry’s hands moved up to Jen’s shoulders, and he gently slipped the bra straps off her shoulders and down her arms. My wife’s breasts popped out of the cups. She was still holding onto the edge of the dressing table and watched in the mirror as her bra slipped down to her wrists. Larry moved his hands back onto her chest, and a second later, he cupped her boobs.

Jen sighed when she felt Larry’s hands on her breasts.

I was not sure if this was a nervous sigh or a sigh of arousal. Regardless of what had caused Jen’s moan, it was very erotic. So erotic that I stopped filming, put the camera on the bed, and squeezed the tip of my penis to prevent premature ejaculation. Larry was also very aroused because when he pressed his crotch tighter against Jen’s butt, she stretched her arms backwards and pushed his hips away. His cock had poked her in the butt!

My wife knew by that point that she had brought the two men in the room to trance. She must have liked the feeling of empowerment this gave her because she smiled at herself in the mirror. And it was a genuine uninhibited smile, the first one after we had entered the room.

Jen tensed, and her smile was swiftly replaced by a frown the moment Larry ran his thumbs over her hardened nipples. Feeling his touch must have invoked thoughts of how much this was going against our marital vows because she looked at me with a worried face. However, Jen didn’t say anything. She just stared at me, determined to pass the test. She let my boss feel her breasts for ten, maybe fifteen seconds before she grabbed his hands and pushed them away. My wife had decided that she had given us enough time to establish whether we could go ahead with the show or not.

“Don’t you think that is enough?” she said and pulled her bra up, looking at herself in the mirror. She pushed the bra straps up over her shoulders and adjusted her boobs in the bra cups.

“Yes, it is,” Larry agreed and helped her clasp the bra at her back.

Then he said, “Jen, just one final test for the unlikely event that I have to touch your gorgeous ass during the broadcast.”

Larry put his hands on her butt cheeks, causing her to tense again. Jen quickly regained her composure, though, and stayed still as he squeezed her flesh.

She let him keep his hands on her bum for only a couple of seconds before she decided that he had tested her enough. She turned around, forcing Larry to let go of her, and said, “OK for this one time. As long as it does not become a habit of yours!”

Larry just chuckled.

Then he turned around, took one of the Venetian masks from the dressing table and said, “Here is your mask, Jen.”

He gave her the mask.

Jen put her mask on, pushed Larry gently out of the way and got on the bed. She sat crossed-legged with her back leaned against the headboard. Jen rested her hands on her lap and began to wait patiently for the start of the show, in which she knew she was going to play the central role. Jen was nervous, but she kept her composure well enough to smile at Larry and me and appear relaxed.

I joined my wife on the bed. As I sat next to her, I wrapped my arm around her shoulders.

Larry rubbed his hands and said, “OK! It’s almost ten o’clock! It looks like all nine are online, so let’s open the room and let the show begin!”

He put on the last carnival mask, bent over his laptop, pressed a button, and the live streaming commenced. Larry had extended the displays, and everything was displayed on the large TV screen. Jen and I appeared in one of the two larger windows of the cam-site app. The footage of the two of us was being filmed by the laptop camera. What the handheld camera was filming appeared in the second larger window. However, I had left the handheld camera on the bed next to me, so it showed a static image of the edge of the dressing table. Avatars of the attendees appeared in the smaller windows of the cam-site app.

Larry made the announcements, and nine people greeted us from the speakers. I waved at the laptop camera, and so did Jen, very shyly, but she waved and even smiled.

My boss pressed a button on the laptop, a spinning wheel symbol appeared on the screen, and the first prize was selected: ‘Kiss and rub, the doggy style!’.

“Off you go, guys! The tip is only $850!” he said and pressed the app’s mute button.

He joined Jen and me on the bed and sat on my wife’s other side.

“Hmm!” Larry cleared his throat. “You see. We haven’t talked about this act specifically, but it will be fun. So, Jen, the easiest way to do this, I think, is for you to stand on all four, on the bed. In parallel to the laptop’s camera view, with your butt close to the edge. Andy will crouch or kneel on the bed in front of you and will start kissing you. I will take the handheld camera, stand on the floor and film your backside while I rub you.”

“Hold on!” Jen said. “You aren’t touching me!”

Larry’s lips stretched into a smile. “Jen, only through your panties!”

My wife shook her head energetically. “No! We haven’t agreed to that!”

Larry sighed. “Look! That’s why we did the warm-up, didn’t we? To make sure none of the acts is too uncomfortable. We’ve tried touching, and we know it’s not that bad, is it? As for what we have agreed: we did agree to do a few extra things as long as they are lighter—Am I using the right word? Yes, lighter—than the boob painting. This act is lighter, isn’t it? Come on! The broadcast is announced as a super kink session after all! We have to show them something for their money! Look! They are bidding!” My boss paused and pointed at the TV screen before he continued, “Eight hundred and fifty. They’ve matched the asking price in no time. Let’s do it! Don’t let me down at the first hurdle, please!”

Larry was a master manipulator. I was amazed how he was pushing forward with his agenda by referring to half-truths, to things half-spoken, or assumed, as something that had been agreed to. He also skillfully used time pressure to his advantage. Jen and I knew nine people were waiting for us to perform, and we did not have time to debate. My wife had rightly said that Larry was very manipulative. She had seen through him, and yet, he was succeeding in making us do what he wanted us to do. Perhaps he was able to do so because he had managed to soften our resolve during the dinner. Or because deep down, at a primitive level, Jen liked his masculinity and his dominant side. Or because I did not resist him enough, under the duress of my fetish. Most probably, it was the combination of all these factors that helped Larry manipulate Jen and me. I was aware of all that. And yet, I still wanted us to do what he wanted us to do.

Jen was hesitant, but when she saw that I crawled to the foot of the bed and kneeled up, she sighed and stood on all four in front of me. Larry got off the bed, took the handheld camera, unmuted the cam-site app and stood on the floor at the edge of the bed, about a foot behind my wife’s butt. I leaned towards Jen, and we started kissing. We were very animated. There was no tongue involved. It was an awkward position, too, because Jen could not use her hands, and my neck was stretched out. It was uncomfortable. I decided to change position, so I stood on all four like Jen, and it worked better.

In the middle of the second kiss, my wife suddenly stopped kissing me, and I noticed, despite her mask, that her face flinched. I looked up at the TV screen to check if what I thought was happening was indeed happening. It was. Larry was touching my wife’s crotch. He was rubbing her pussy from behind with one hand, over the thong. At the same time, he was filming with the camera in his other hand. Jen resumed kissing me, introducing more rigorous tongue action, and I responded in kind. I liked it and started to get a hard-on. Besides how exciting it felt to be watched making out with my wife, it was doubly arousing knowing that another man was rubbing my wife’s pussy at the same time. We must have been kissing for a couple of minutes when Jen broke the kiss and raised her head. I looked up at her face. She opened her mouth and stayed still. The expression on her face was hard to read because of the carnival mask, but from what I saw, it showed a mixture of excitement and unease. I looked at the TV screen again, and I found out why. Larry was running his fingers along the length of her slit, still over the fabric of her thong, but it was clear that he was spreading her pussy lips and rubbing her clit.

I thought it was time to give some moral support to my poor wife. Holding myself on one arm, I leaned forward and put my hand on the back of her head as I whispered in her ear, “Jen, I like it!”

Jen did not say a word but crossed her arms around my neck, and supporting herself on me, she lifted her head up. The arm I had propped myself up with began to tremble, strained by the sudden weight of my wife’s body, but somehow I managed to steady myself. She looked briefly at me and lunged her face forward. Her mouth found my lips, and we kissed. A deep, wet kiss. As our lips intertwined, our tongues played passionately with each other. We kept kissing for a while, breaking up the kiss for a second or two to catch our breaths and resuming kissing again. My heart was thumping from excitement and the uncomfortable position of my body. My wife’s breathing had become deep and heavy. I managed to catch a glimpse of her face between two of the kisses. She was aroused! Despite the mask, I saw that her face was flushed red and the way her lower lip was puffed up, hanging down and exposing her lower teeth, drooling saliva, told me everything! I saw the sure signs that Jen was massively turned on. I put even more tongue into my next kiss, and Jen rose to the challenge. I tilted my head once again to have a quick look at the TV screen, and it was just in time. Larry pulled my wife’s thong to one side, revealing her pussy. The close-up shot he took of her groin showed how engorged her pussy lips were. Her vagina was wide open and wet. Larry slid his fingers along the length of my wife’s slit, and a moan escaped her lips as she pulled her mouth away from me. However, the moment he inserted his middle and index fingers into her pussy hole, she pushed herself off me and rolled onto her back, forcing his hand to slide off her private parts.

Lying on her back and panting heavily, she said, “That’s enough!”

We heard the guys clapping from the TV screen.

Jen adjusted her panties, crawled up to the headboard, and sat down, leaning her back against the headboard. I sat next to her.

“Five minutes break, folks,” Larry announced as he went to the laptop, left the handheld camera on the dressing table, and put us on mute.

“You were not supposed to do that!” my wife snarled and raised her finger at Larry, then repeated, “You were not supposed to do that!”

He grinned. “Sorry, Jen! We have to make a show. Look at their faces! They loved it. They really enjoyed it. I enjoyed it. Andy, you enjoyed it too, didn’t you?”

Larry looked at me with his penetrating gaze, which I hated whenever he did that to me. I felt small and embarrassed. I knew very well what my wife was accusing him of and what he claimed I had enjoyed: him exposing her pussy and inserting two fingers into her vagina. I didn’t know what to say as I did not want to admit that I had seen what he had done to my wife or least of all to tell my wife that I had enjoyed watching it.

Things turned from bad to worse when Jen looked at me too, raised her eyebrows and asked me, “Did you see what he did?”

I shook my head. “No. What did he do?”

Thankfully, Larry did not wait for her to quiz me further. He said, “Jen, you enjoyed it! Be honest!”

Jen turned her attention back to my boss and said in a surprisingly calm voice, “Larry, you know that feeling something physically does not equate to enjoyment the way normal people define it. I am a sexually sensitive person, but that doesn’t mean I have enjoyed it.”

“Really?” Larry said with a cheeky smile. “I think you were having fun. I certainly loved it.”

Jen did not say anything. Instead, she kneeled up and adjusted the thong between her legs once again. She must have felt wet down there to be tinkering with her knickers. While she was doing that, Larry climbed back on the bed, and before Jen or I could realise what he was doing, he kneeled up in front of her, wrapped his right arm around her waist and pulled her close to him.

My wife was stunned by Larry’s unexpected move on her and stayed still on her knees with her left hand still between her legs as she stared at his face.

He grinned at her and said, “Jen, stop worrying about your panties. You’ve got the best cameltoe I’ve ever seen!”

If my wife had been stunned when Larry grabbed her by the waist, she was gobsmacked when she heard his words. She swung her right hand to slap him in the face, but he was quick. He caught her hand with his left hand and held it in the air, not taking his eyes off Jen’s.

They stared at each other for five, maybe ten seconds, and then Larry leaned his face towards my wife’s and planted his lips onto hers. To my utter surprise, Jen parted her lips and let his tongue in. She let him kiss her. It wasn’t a long kiss, only five or six seconds, but it was a deep wet kiss.

When Larry let go of her, and she pulled away from him, a string of saliva stretched between their lips.

Clapping from the TV screen rewarded their free performance.

As if in a trance, my wife wiped her lips with the back of her hand. She sat down, leaning her back against the headboard. I took her hand and gently squeezed it. She did not look at me but stared at the TV screen without saying a word.

Jen was confused; she looked confused. I didn’t know exactly what was going on in her head, but I could guess. She was angry with Larry for coercing her to do what she was doing in the first place. She was also mad at him for going way beyond what she had agreed to. At the same time, she had liked him touching her, and she was supposed to hate it, which bothered her. And probably she realised that she had enjoyed his touches only because she had subconsciously developed the hots for him. And that was really worrying her. I had no doubts that Jen liked him as a man if she had let him kiss her sensually the way he had. It made sense to me because, after all, she had admitted that she found him funny and attractive.

Whatever Jen was feeling at that moment, it was undoubtedly a confusing mix of emotions. My wife must have been agonising inside, torn apart between lust and restraint, attraction and self-control, but she was trying not to show it and kept staring at the TV screen as if nothing had happened.

I, for myself, knew that I was torn apart too. I had stopped trying to hide my now constant erection. There was no point. I couldn’t hide it even if I wanted to in the tight briefs I was wearing. I found it insanely exciting watching my wife getting carried away and surrender herself to her desires in the hands of this manipulative, nasty, and yet astonishingly seductive man that my boss was. I hated him for what he was doing to my wife, and at the same time, I wanted him to do more with her. It was like an intense itch that you scratch until it bleeds and becomes raw, and the moment you think the itch is sated and you begin to regret that you have broken your skin, the itch comes back with a vengeance. So you scratch harder, and it gets itchy again, and you can’t help but scratch it again and again. Yes, I had an awful itch!

And all of what Jen and I were feeling was amplified by the presence of the online audience. We knew that the guys enjoyed watching my wife’s emotional struggle and surrender to pleasure. We knew that they were witnessing my humiliation in the hands of my domineering boss. Their presence made everything feel surreal.


Chapter VIII. Broadcast hiccups

Larry’s voice woke me up from my thoughts. “Let’s spin the wheel!”

My boss went to the laptop, unmuted the app and spun the virtual wheel.

I looked at the alarm clock on Jen’s nightstand. It was 10:20 pm. What else can happen in forty minutes? I asked myself.

As if to answer my question, the prize that came up on the TV screen read: ‘Largo gets a blowjob’. The price tag was high, $1,400.

Larry immediately muted the app, and it was a wise move on his behalf because the moment Jen saw the prize, she squealed, “Fuck! No!”

My wife shook her head and said, “It’s not happening! I am not doing it!”

Larry’s face turned crimson red. It seemed he didn’t know what to say.

Jen kept shaking her head and repeating, “I am not doing it! I am not doing it!”

Larry finally said, “Sorry, Jen, It was—”

“It is not what we agreed to, Larry! Forget it! I’m out!” Jen said and got up on her knees as she prepared to get off the bed.

Larry ran up to her and put his hands on her shoulders. “Jen, it was not supposed to happen. I’ll fix it. Please get back on the bed, Jen, please! Trust me, I’ll fix it, Jen! Please!”

Larry gently pushed my wife to sit down. Then he went back to the laptop, pressed its power button, and held it. The laptop restarted.

Jen was furious and began to wind herself up. “I knew this was a stupid idea, I knew it! I should have never agreed to do it! Helping with something like this! How stupid was I?!”

She hugged her knees to her chest, and with a crackling voice, continued to wind herself up. “It always starts with good intentions, and I should have known better!”

She turned her face towards me, and I noticed the moisture in her eyes through the eyeholes of her carnival mask.

“You should have stopped me, Andy!” she said. “If I am stupid and weak, you should have stopped me! This was such a stupid idea, so stupid, so. . . .”

Larry was quick to intervene, sensing that my wife’s emotions were getting out of control. He ran up to her again, sat on the edge of the bed, and took her hands in his. His intervention was a welcome development for me because Jen turned her attention to him just when I had started to feel uneasy with the way she was accusing me of failing her.

Without taking his eyes off her face, Larry said with a very soft voice, “Jen, Jen, it is not a stupid idea. It’s not stupid at all! And you are a great woman. A beautiful, caring, smart, strong, wonderful woman and a brilliant wife. The best wife one can ever have!”

It seemed that his soothing words had a positive effect on Jen because she began to calm down.

“I must have forgotten to disable that prize,” Larry said and looked at his laptop, which was now up and running. “But it’s fixed now! Let’s continue, please! I’ll spin the wheel again.”

My wife hesitated for a moment but then said, “You’ve got to stick to what we have agreed, Larry! Otherwise, I quit!”

Larry nodded. “Understood, Jen! Understood!”

He let go of my wife’s hands and went to log in to the cam-site app. In a few seconds, the session was restored. Larry unmuted the app before he said to the audience, “Sorry for the small technical glitch, folks. The system kicked us out. Let’s spin the wheel again.”

“Hold on, Largo!” someone shouted from the screen. “The prize was a blow job. We were just about to start bidding!”

“Oh!” Larry pretended to be surprised. “We didn’t see it. The app must have frozen at our end first. We need to spin the wheel.”

The same guy spoke again. “But Largo—”

Larry said to him, “Look, Jass. I hate to do this too, but the software won’t work unless we spin again. I am afraid I can’t collect your tips because the game at my end didn’t register the selected prize. We have to spin the wheel again. Sorry!”

It seemed that Larry had managed to get his way because he spun the wheel again, and no one protested.

This time the prize was ‘Pop, lock and lick it’. Its price was $1,500. It was even higher than the price of the aborted blowjob. Neither Jen nor I knew what ‘Pop, lock and lick it’ meant, but Jen shook her head disapprovingly, concluding that if the new prize cost more money than the ‘blowjob’, it was probably something even more provocative and less acceptable to her.

Larry quickly pressed the mute button and turned his face towards Jen and me as he said, “I’m so sorry, my friends! I must have forgotten to remove the special threesome kinks. But fear not! I have a solution!”

Before Jen or I could say anything or indeed ask him what the act entailed exactly, he unmuted the app and said to our audience, “Come on, guys! Start bidding!”

Larry muted the app again and turned his attention back to Jen and me.

He looked a little rattled but smiled reassuringly. “For this position, one of us will be lying on their back, one will be kneeling over the face of the person lying, and one of us will be standing in front of the person kneeling to get a blowjob from them while the person kneeling is licked by the person they have straddled.”

In different circumstances, Jen and I would have burst into laughter at the confusing instructions provided by Larry. However, we were in a very tight spot, and the last thing we thought of was to laugh. The only thing we both figured out from Larry’s convoluted description of the threesome sex position was that we had to perform blowjobs and licking, and these were red lines for Jen and me.

Jen shook her head vigorously and said, “I don’t think so!”

I also said, “Forget it, Larry!”

“Folks, I know I’ve messed up! But please help me!” Larry pleaded with Jen and me. “We are halfway through the show! This is not as bad as it sounds. I have it figured out. Just listen to me! I’ll reset the app before the next spin, but please, help me with this one. Please, stay with me!”

With her upper lip pulled up, my wife shook her head. “I am not going to lick your balls or give you a blowjob, Larry!” she said.

“But you don’t have to, Jen! You forget about Andy!” my boss said.

“Go fuck yourself, Larry! I am not a gay to blow you!” I immediately shouted at Larry and showed him a middle finger. At that point, I cared very little that the audience saw my unfriendly gesture at Larry.

“Are you slow or what?” Larry retorted, getting pissed off himself. “Of course, you won’t! Nor will Jen! I wouldn’t blow a man either!” He took a deep breath to calm himself down and resumed his explanation. “Think about it! I am lying on my back, Jen kneels over my face, and I pretend to lick her. She will keep her thong on! I won’t take close-ups, so they won’t see that we are faking it. And she just takes your cock into her mouth for a couple of minutes! That’s all. She doesn’t need to suck you even; just pose for a few minutes! My show is at stake as much as our business. Your house is at stake! Remember that!”

Jen and I were sitting in silence, trying to imagine how what Larry had just told us could work. Larry kept looking at us, waiting for us to comprehend what he had just said.

Jen tried to rub her face, but her mask stood in the way. So she only sighed and looked at me.

I said, “I guess we could try it, Jen.”

Jen looked at Larry and asked him, “You’ll pretend only, right?”

Larry nodded.

“No touching!” Jen said.

He nodded again. “No touching, Jen. You will keep your panties on. I will keep the camera focused away from you, so they won’t see that we are faking it!”

“I’ll pretend to blow Andy through his briefs,” my wife said.

Larry threw up his hands in desperation. “How’s that gonna work, Jen? Andy will be in focus. We can’t fake this part. Think about it!”

“No way!” came Jen’s response. “I am not going to blow him on camera.”

“Come on, Jen!” Larry said as he slightly raised his voice. “Don’t tell me you’ve never put your husband’s cock in your mouth! The two of you will have your masks on. No one will recognise you, for fuck’s sake! Don’t ruin the show! Don’t lose your house over this!”

“Fine!” Jen said as she waved her hand in frustration. “Don’t you dare not to fix the stupid roulette for the next spin!”

“How long should the act last, Larry?” I asked my boss after I remembered that this was the question I had missed asking about the previous act. I wanted to know when the performance was supposed to end. I didn’t want to come across as not knowing what I was doing like I had felt during the first act. However, there was also another reason for my question. I was aware of how aroused I was, and I knew I would be even more aroused watching my wife squatting or kneeling over another man’s face. I worried whether I could last long enough in my wife’s mouth with all the stimulation around me.

“Just two or three minutes, max five!” Larry said, then he looked up at the TV screen. “They’ve matched the price and are waiting for us. Let’s do it!”

Larry unmuted the app, grabbed the handheld camera and got on the bed. He lay on his back and extended his free hand towards Jen, inviting her to kneel over his face. My wife grabbed his hand and stood up. Holding his hand and careful not to lose her balance on the wobbly mattress and step on him, she straddled my boss over his face. Larry managed to point the camera at her groin as she spread her legs over him and slowly lowered herself onto her knees with her crotch hanging over his face. What a view her cameltoe was on the large TV screen, coming closer and closer to the camera lenses, with the outline of her labia majora clearly discernible through the lacy fabric of her thong! I could only watch in awe as part of my wife’s pussy lips bulged out on either side of the thin strip of cloth between her legs as she slid her knees on the bed sheets and spread her thighs to the limit, with her crotch hovering only an inch or so above Larry’s mouth.

At this point, my boss pointed his camera at me, sticking to his promise not to film what was happening between my wife’s crotch and his mouth.

Larry focusing the camera on me was an invitation to take up my position in front of Jen. Taking care not to lose my footing on the mattress, I stood on the bed before my wife. I pulled down my briefs, and my cock sprang free. It is needless to say that I was sporting an erection. However, when I looked down at my wife’s face, who had just looked up at me, I couldn’t help but notice that my balls were hanging straight above Larry’s head. While I had never been shy being naked around another guy, the erotic circumstances on this occasion made me feel very uncomfortable. The fact that another man was looking at my cock from such close quarters immediately affected my erection. Within less than 30 seconds, I began losing it. Jen realised what was happening and promptly grabbed my dick and slid its head into her mouth. The warmth of her mouth felt good, and my erection came back. Jen began moving her lips around my cock, but she was not working hard. She was not sucking nor using her tongue; she just imitated a blowjob as we had agreed. Larry had focused the camera on Jen’s face, and it felt both intimidating and exciting at the same time to watch my wife give me head on the big TV screen, especially that I knew another nine guys were watching us.

Larry was good at keeping the camera trained on Jen’s face and my dick, despite his efforts to move his head back and forth between my wife’s legs, an inch or so away from her pussy, abiding by our agreement to fake licking her and not to touch her.

I was pleased to find out that despite my restored erection, I was in no danger of blowing my load in Jen’s mouth. I was able to hold my ejaculation, not only because she was deliberately not stimulating my cock too much. Masturbating in the shower earlier had turned out to be a brilliant move. I was having a hard-on, felt Jen’s lips on my cock well enough to maintain erection, but was in no danger of ejaculation. And that was key because ejaculating in my wife’s mouth was something I wanted to avoid at all costs. I did not want to come across as a rubbish lover in front of an audience by finishing so quickly, and I knew Jen would not have liked it either in the circumstances.

Just when I thought that Larry’s plan had worked better than I had expected, someone shouted from the screen, “Largo, let us watch how you lick her, please!”

Larry pretended that he had not heard the guy and continued to film my cock being sucked, but then someone else shouted, “Come on, Largo! Film the action between Jen’s legs!”

My boss stopped moving his head and looked up at my wife’s face. She pulled my dick out of her mouth and looked at him.

“Jen, what shall I do?” he whispered.

My wife’s chest was rising up and down rapidly. She wasn’t sure what to do either. She kept staring at Larry’s face, and another ten seconds or so had passed, and she was still unable to decide.

“Come on! Is this a webcamming broadcast, or what?” another client shouted.

That’s when I felt I had to step in and help my wife in her predicament. I caressed her cheek with the back of my hand and nodded when she looked up at me. Was I acting as a husband, or rather as a horny cuckold who enjoyed pimping his wife? Probably the latter. But I was not judged by Jen. On the contrary, she appreciated my timely tacit approval because she whispered, “OK.”

Larry was watching the interaction between Jen and me closely, and the moment she whispered ‘OK’, he reached between her legs with his free hand and pointed the camera at her labia, zooming in. I looked at the TV screen and watched as he pulled aside my wife’s thong, exposing her pussy. Jen spread her knees further apart, lowering her crotch until Larry’s tongue made contact with her vulva. She shivered at his touch but did not pull her pussy away. Larry gently spread her pussy lips with his tongue and began licking her slit up and down.

My wife’s breathing became deeper, and she closed her eyes. When Larry’s tongue found her clit and tapped it, she grabbed my cock in a hurry and took it as deep as she could into her mouth. She started to suck me hard, and I realised that she used me to distract herself from the fire building in her pussy. Sucking my cock helped her suppress any moans, which she must have felt bubbling up inside her. However, my dick couldn’t help her when Larry’s tongue moved down to her vaginal opening and spread apart her inner lips. He pushed his tongue into her vagina as deep as he could. My wife let go of my penis and sighed in a deep, low-pitched voice. She wrapped her arms around my hips, grabbing my buttocks with both hands and pressed her cheek against my thigh.

“Fuck!” she whispered and dug her fingernails into the flesh of my butt cheeks.

When Larry pulled his tongue out of her pleasure hole and moved to suck her engorged clit into his mouth, she couldn’t take it any longer. She pulled herself up on my hips and stood up, grabbing my shoulders. Red-faced and panting, and, still straddling Larry underneath her, she leaned against me and pressed her chin against the side of my neck.

I felt her warm breath in my ear when she whispered, “That’s enough!”

Then she repeated loudly, “That’s enough!” and stepped away from Larry and me.

She reached down between her legs and adjusted her thong before she sat down on the bed, leaning her back against the headboard.

The clapping from the audience showed that we had done well.

I pulled up my briefs and went to sit next to my wife.

Larry got off the bed and went to his laptop. He had an erection; there was no hiding he had enjoyed going down on my wife. He muted the app and turned around as he said, “Thank you, Jen! I thought we could get away with just—”

“Let’s not talk about it, please!” my wife said to him and waved him away.

Larry turned his attention back to his computer and did something quickly in the settings of the game. Then he spun the wheel, and the prize that was selected was called ‘Breast painting!’

The price tag was relatively high: $1,800.

“Larry!” Jen raised her voice to attract my boss’s attention, and he looked at her over his shoulder.

“This is now over the bra, Larry!” she said. “I’ve done more than enough to help you. I am not going topless!”

Larry took a deep breath and sighed before he whispered, “OK.” Then he unmuted the app.

“Largo,” someone shouted from the audience. “Isn’t eighteen hundred for boobs painting a little too high?”

Larry replied with a smile, “Well, what can I say? My friend’s wife is an exceptional woman.”

Another guy chimed in his support for Larry’s statement, “True to that! Let’s bid!”

Despite the perceived high price tag, it took less than a minute for our clients to pay the asking price.

Larry read the messages in the app and said, “Jen, our clients want me to paint a tiger on your chest. Do you approve of it? The gentlemen would love to see it lying across your chest, but you have the final say.”

He displayed on the screen a photo of a woman with a tiger painted on her chest.

Jen had a much stronger character than me. After the emotional rollercoaster we had gone through, she not only smiled but giggled before she said, “I’d love to have that on my chest. The gentlemen seem to know what I like!”

She crawled to the edge of the bed and sat crossed legged, facing the laptop camera. I went to sit in the chair next to the window for a better view of the body painting exercise.

Larry started to mix some paints, and less than a couple of minutes later, he took the paintbrush and dipped it in the paint.

He was about to make the first stroke with the brush on the left cup of my wife’s bra when a deep voice came from the TV screen. “Hold on, Largo! What is this? If we are paying to watch breast painting, we want to watch breast painting. Don’t trick us with painting a bra! We can paint a bra ourselves!”

“Oh, hi, Robbie!” Larry said with unhidden surprise as he recognised the voice and forced a smile on his face. He looked at the laptop camera and put the paintbrush on the mixing palette. “I didn’t realise you had joined us. I thought I saw an e-mail from you saying that you wouldn’t be able to make the session.”

The Robbie guy said, “I joined just in time for ‘Pop, lock and lick it’. Loved it! I wasn’t going to watch your show tonight, but Nash called me to tell me that I was missing the best broadcast ever with the top beauty that Jen is. So I thought, better late than never! And here I am!”

“Yeah, Largo,” the guy called Nash interjected. “I couldn’t let Robbie miss out on a show with a jewel that Jen is!”

Wow! I thought. These guys talk like my old granddad! Top beauty, jewel, best ever! Really? Where does Larry find these guys? Not that Jen isn’t a beauty, but still, we know what they have all come to watch. Her pussy and tits, not her beauty!

It seemed that I was the only one who took a cynical view of the compliments Robbie and his friend were showering my wife with because both Larry and Jen smiled.

“He-he!” Larry chuckled. “You are making Jen blush.”

My wife played along and said, “Yes, I am blushing now!”

Jen looked confident and relaxed. I concluded that after she had let her pussy be touched and licked on camera, she felt that, in a way, the current act was much easier to do.

“Ha-ha!” Robbie’s laugh was loud and somewhat hoarse. “I like you when you blush, Jen,” he said and then turned his attention to Larry. “Largo, don’t try to cheat. I chipped in a hefty tip to see this gorgeous woman’s boobs, not her bra!”

“Hmm!” Larry cleared his throat and, looking at Jen, he bit his lips nervously a couple of times before he said, “The thing is, Robbie, the thing is that Jen has agreed to let me paint only over her bra.”

We didn’t have to wait long to hear Robbie’s response, imitating Larry. “The thing is, Largo, the thing is, we don’t pay to be cheated.”

“Look!” Larry said and scratched his nose. He didn’t like Robbie’s arrogant tone. “Nora and I will do a special full-body painting session next week as a bonus.”

“I am not talking about next week, Largo. I am talking about now! You may not have me as a client next week if you think you can cheat me. I am sure others on this call share my sentiment,” Robbie said.

Larry hated the way Robbie talked to him; it was clear from the expression on my boss’s face. And I loved seeing Larry rattled like this. Usually, he was the arrogant one, making others do whatever he wanted, but now he was the one on the receiving end. I enjoyed watching him struggle, so despite that my cock wanted to see my wife show her breasts on camera, I decided to take revenge on Larry for all the humiliation I had suffered at his hands. I said, “Larry, we did so much more than what we had agreed to do, so be a man of your word! You said it would be over the bra. It has to be over the bra!”

Well, to be fair, he did tell us that his clients might want Jen to go topless, but I wanted to make life hard for Larry.

Larry confronted me with a question that immediately killed my enthusiasm. “Andy, you haven’t forgotten that this is as much for you and Jen as is for me, have you?”

“I don’t care,” I said bullishly, but I was bluffing. The moment he had reminded me that I would lose too if Jen pulled out of the show, my heart had missed a beat, but I kept my cool.

Larry didn’t like where the conversation was going, and for a few seconds, he wondered how best to deal with the situation. He chose not to argue with me. Instead, he looked at the laptop camera and said, “I have promised Jen and Andy that it will be over the bra, Robbie. You should know that they have not done any webcamming before and—”

“And that’s what I like about them,” Robbie said to my boss. “I like that they are newbies!”

“Well, Robbie, I might lose the show, but you leave me no choice, and I am—” Larry began saying, but Jen put her hand on his knee, and he stopped mid-sentence, turning his head to look at her.

My wife reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She took it off and tossed it on the bed behind her, revealing her boobs for the camera, to the utmost pleasure of the guys on the website, and even more so to Larry’s relief and satisfaction. Jen’s audience rewarded her with clapping and cheering.

Without further ado, Larry began painting her breasts. He started with her left nipple as he had initially intended but without the bra on it. From the way he was moving the paintbrush, it became evident that he had practised a lot. As I had imagined while in the shower, my wife’s nipple hardened under the touches of the brush. Jen was sitting still, looking at the camera, not smiling but relaxed and appearing comfortable, and soon, the artwork began taking shape. In less than five minutes, Jen’s whole left breast was painted. Larry took special care to spread the paint smoothly between her breasts, making a seamless transition onto her right breast and finishing his work with the final strokes of his brush on her right areola and nipple. Five minutes before the end of the webcamming session, my wife had a well-painted picture of a tiger on her chest.

“There you go!” Larry said as he stepped back to assess his work.

He liked what he saw because he smiled, looked at me and asked me with pride in his voice, “Do you like it?”

Jen turned sideways to make sure I saw her entire chest and the corners of her mouth bent into a coquettish smile.

I showed her a thumbs-up and said, “Hon, you look great!” Then I said to Larry, “You paint very well, boss!”

“He-He! I do.” He chuckled. “Did I tell you that I graduated from art school? I was supposed to be a painter, but well, I ended up as a salesman. Maybe I should have stayed a painter. Jason is a painter and is doing well for himself. But hey, that’s life. Choices.”

Larry put his hand on Jen’s stomach and rubbed her gently. “Jen, thank you for being such a great model. Just stay still for a second in front of the camera. The guys might want to take a screenshot of your chest.”

Jen turned her chest to the camera and stood still. A few seconds later, the men started to clap and thank her. My wife smiled at them, and they sent her virtual kisses in the app messenger. Some blew her kisses on the screen as well. She blew them a kiss too and waved them goodbye.

My boss stopped the streaming session. He turned around and leaned his back against the edge of the dressing table. He removed his mask and put it on the table behind him.

Larry looked at my wife, then at me, and then he praised us. “You both did extremely well! Well done, and a huge thank you! I am in eternal debt to you both for saving my show and my business; our business that is!”

Jen removed her mask and put it on the table.

“Phew!” she exhaled relief and pointed at the towel on the hook on the door. “Can you pass me the towel, Larry?”

He handed her the towel and said, “Well, we had some hiccups here and there, but overall we did very well. And it wasn’t that scary, was it, Jen?

Jen covered her breasts with the towel, and ignoring his question, she announced, “It’s time for me to take a shower.”

“I guess it wasn’t that bad after all!” I said, responding to Larry’s question, and removed my mask. It turned out that it wasn’t very comfortable wearing Venetian masks.

Jen stood up and headed for the door.

“Good to know, Andy,” Larry said. “But I would like to hear from the star of the show as well. How was it, Jen?”

When my wife heard Larry asking her the question again, she stopped, turned around and looked at him, but was still not saying anything.

“Well?” he said and waited for her response.

A faint smile tugged at Jen’s lips for a fraction of a second before she finally said, “It wasn’t that bad, but I won’t do it again! Trust me!”

I knew my wife. She felt a huge burden off her shoulders after she had gone through the session, and that ghost of a smile was the uninhibited manifestation of her relief.

Larry chuckled. “Why not? Are you sure you won’t do it again? You are really great at modelling.”

Another elusive smile played on my wife’s lips. She shook her head and said, “No, Larry! Don’t even think about it!”

Jen turned her back to him and walked towards the door. When she put her hand on the door handle, she stopped, turned around and said to Larry so sternly that his smile froze in place, “My husband gets his commission now! No ifs or buts! I want to see you paying him tonight. You have to find the money! Otherwise, I will rip off that thing between your legs that you seem so proud of!”

She nodded toward Larry’s crotch. At that moment, he was rubbing his still erect cock through his briefs. He smiled sheepishly and let go of his private parts.

“Oh, yes,” Larry said. “Of course, Andy will get his £35,000. I’ll let him draw on the money as soon as payments start coming in.”

“No!” Jen waved her finger at Larry. “He is not waiting for anything. You have to pay him right away. £38,000. That includes the money earned from the show tonight. When I come back from the shower, I want to see his account credited with thirty-eight thousand pounds!” My wife stressed the words ‘thirty-eight thousand pounds’.

Jen smiled at me. Her smile expressed everything she wanted to tell me: we did it, and we won! Indeed we had just gotten what we wanted. Now Larry had to pay what he had promised. I felt that ultimately we had a win-win outcome. In a way, it was more than a win-win. It was a triple win because, in addition to Larry saving his show and Jen and me winning the money, I had enjoyed watching my wife do things I had only dreamt of before. I liked what we had done despite the lingering feelings of guilt and jealousy. My new ‘hippo’ status was still a little uncomfortable to contend with, but I did not regret what we had done. We had only dipped our toes, not jumped in the deep end, and that was perfect. I had managed to sate my desires by playing soft but not going the whole way. The more I thought, the more I felt it was a triple win! I was happy.


Chapter IX. The call

My wife was just about to turn the door handle when a ringing filled the air.

Larry looked at the TV screen. “It’s Robbie!” he shouted and went to his laptop.

He answered the Skype call as a video call, and I hastily put my mask on.

“Hi, Larry!” Robbie greeted my boss. “Is Jen still with you?”

What struck me at first was that Robbie had turned his camera on and was calling Larry by his real name while Larry was not wearing a carnival mask. However, I remembered that Larry had said he and his clients knew each other and hid their identities only during a broadcast. Then I was surprised by the way Robbie looked. It was the first time I was able to see his face. He was actually old. Not old-old, but he was in his mid to late seventies. I had not expected men to be interested in sex at that age, but apparently, I had been wrong.

My wife let go of the door handle and turned around to listen to what Robbie wanted to say. She stayed at the door, away from the laptop camera, so Robbie could not see her face.

“Yes, she is with me,” Larry said and picked up Jen’s mask from the table. He tossed it to Jen, and she caught it. My wife hurriedly put it on her face. Pressing the towel against her chest with one hand, she went and sat down on the edge of the bed beside Larry and waved at Robbie with her free hand.

Robbie waved back at her and grinned.

“All right!” he said. “I’ll cut it to the chase. I want a private session for me right now with the two of you: Jen and Larry.”

Jen shook her head energetically, signalling ‘no’.

Robbie ignored her and continued to speak to Larry.

“Larry, I want you and Jen to have sex for me!” the old man said.

“No way!” Jen said and was about to stand up, but Larry put his hand on her thigh to hold her down. He rubbed my wife’s leg reassuringly. Gently moving his hand up and down her thigh, he tried to calm her down.

Larry behaved as if my wife’s thighs were his to caress, and Jen seemed not to mind it. It looked like the barriers between them had gone. But what else did I expect? They had become close to each other during the broadcast. So close that Larry had inserted his tongue into her pussy hole, and they had kissed! My stomach churned at the thought, but at the same time, the boner in my briefs reminded me that the sight of this other man’s palm caressing the smooth skin of my wife’s thigh was exciting as hell.

I went and sat down on the edge of the bed next to Larry just when he said, “Umm, Robbie. The situation is this: Andy and Jen are a traditional couple. They are faithful to each other, and they are not into the webcamming business or the Lifestyle. They did me a favour with tonight’s session because I am not in Dallas. I am in London, and Nancy couldn’t come with me. She is self-isolating in Dallas because Jason is sick with the virus, and she was in contact with him. I will be back home for a session with Nancy next week. She won’t be in quarantine by then, and in any case, I don’t care about the virus. We’ll broadcast a special session for you.”

Robbie shook his head. “You don’t understand, Larry! I enjoy watching Nora, but I want to see Jen in action. Open a private session for me to be legit, and I will pay with the token I know you want so much. Straight away! No Spin the Wheel, no nothing! Ah, and no masks. I want to be able to see Jen’s face when she takes it in.”

Jen shook her head once again. Her lips were trembling. She was barely holding herself from lashing out at Robbie for his disrespectful demands.

I decided to intervene and said, “I won’t allow this to happen, Robbie. We just—”

Larry put his other hand on my knee. He wanted me to shut up and leave him to deal with Robbie. I was grateful that my boss did not rub my leg the way he continued to rub my wife’s thigh.

“Robbie! Let’s take a step back, please,” Larry said in an unusually conciliatory tone, something I was not used to hearing from my boss.

“What step back are you talking about?” the old man on the other end of the line shouted, rather aggressively. “I offered you a deal. You either take it or leave it. But I am warning you. If you turn my offer down, it won’t come back again!”

Larry held his nerves and said in a calm voice, “Robbie, you know that the deal that this token is about is going to be equally beneficial for you too. You will make good money out of it. My e-commerce company has the channels that you need and—”

“Larry, Larry!” Robbie said, shaking his head. “We know each other very well, don’t we? And yet, you don’t understand. I don’t care about money. I am 79, for fuck’s sake! Having an erection makes me happier than any profit I can make. I had an erection watching Jen. No Viagra, no nothing. I know that watching her with you will get me off.”

“It’s not happening!” Jen said and stood up, pushing Larry’s hand off her thigh.

My wife went to the door, then turned around, removed her mask, and threw it onto the dressing table. Then she said loudly so that Robbie could hear her, “I am not a prostitute!” 

She left the room, slamming the door behind her.

Robbie seemed undeterred and said with an even voice, “Talk to her, Larry! You know how to convince people. Call me in the next one hour. If not, cancel my membership and refund my deposit, please! Bye!”

It appeared that Robbie was about to cut off the call.

“Robbie, hold on! Just a sec!” Larry shouted as he tried desperately to keep his top client on the call. “Look, she might be more willing, I mean, I think it will be a hard sell, but she might be more willing if there is any chance at all to do it with her husband instead of me.”

“No,” Robbie said.

“Why not?” I asked, unable to resist interjecting myself into the conversation once again.

I was getting pissed off with Robbie. It was not that deep down I did not want Larry to fuck my wife. I would not have dared to admit that to myself back then, but I wanted him to fuck her more than I wanted to fuck her myself. However, I felt that Robbie preferred Larry over me because the old man thought that I was an inferior lover, someone with a smaller penis than Larry’s; and while that might have been the case, I didn’t like it. It felt degrading and humiliating.

It seemed that Robbie deciphered my feelings because he turned his attention to me and said, “Andy, no disrespect, but I am not interested in watching a husband fucking his wife. There is no thrill. I want to watch a wife fucked by another man. I want to watch her surrender for the first time to another man’s cock. And that’s what I want to watch your wife do for me tonight. I want her to cuckold you with Larry. I was a cuckold husband myself, but since Lilly passed away, I’ve missed the thrill so much that I can’t pass on this opportunity. You are a cuckold by nature. I know it. The moment I saw you, I knew you were the perfect cuckold for the job. Help Larry convince Jen to do it! You will love it. Perhaps you don’t know it yet, but you are blessed that you are a cuckold. You are about to have the most amazing sexual adventure in your life. Come out of the closet and take the plunge! Let Larry do your wife, and you will relish the experience. She will love becoming a hotwife with his help. He is an outstanding lover! Let him initiate her into the Lifestyle. She will love him fucking her. There is a good reason why he calls himself Largo if you catch my drift. And remember: I will love watching it happen and will pay Larry handsomely to do just that. I’m sure you can negotiate with him a suitable compensation for you and your lovely wife so that you earn some easy bucks on top of the fun.”

I hadn’t heard someone using the word ‘love’ so many times in a speech about cuckolds as Robbie. But that was not what impressed me. I was astonished by the fervour and confidence with which he had tried to sell the cuckold concept, and I just sat speechless and stared at him.

Robbie let me digest what he had just told me for a few seconds before he gave me a thumbs-up with a grin. Then he turned his attention back to my boss and said, “Larry, I want to see the ‘armadillo’ in action on Jen. Nothing else. Do you understand? You have an hour to make it happen.”

“Yes,” came Larry’s obedient answer.

Robbie took a sip from a glass on his desk before he continued to lay down his demands. “I want to see her in the panties you’ve hung on the pole behind you! You know they are my favourite!”

Both Larry and I looked over our shoulders at the G-string thong that Jen had refused to wear.

“And no masks!” Robbie added.

“You know the rules. We wear masks during a broadcast,” Larry said.

Robbie waved off Larry’s comment. “Nah! Don’t bullshit me! The rules that you invented. I’ve been to other shows, Larry. There are no masks! Plus, it will be only me! We know each other well, we even do some business together, don’t we? So what’s the big deal?”

“It’s about Jen and Andy, you know, they are concerned about blackmail,” Larry said.

“Oh, come on!” Robbie said and threw up his hands in exacerbation. “I am prepared to do business with you worth ten million euro, and you think I am about to blackmail you or Jen or Andy? Where’s the trust? All right! I will broadcast myself, and you are free to record me as I am watching live porn! Who has more to lose if the recording goes public? You, Jen, Andy or me, a well-known businessman? It will be a one to one session, for fuck’s sake!”

Larry scratched his nose thoughtfully. “Umm. . . .”

“Make it happen!” Robbie said and dropped off the call.

I removed my mask, and Larry and I looked at each other.

“You heard the man!” Larry said.

“It’s not going to happen, Larry!” I said straight away. “Robbie is wrong. I am not a cuckold, and Jen is not a hotwife.”

“I don’t care about what you think of yourself or of your wife, Andy. I know two things. One is that this deal will be a game-changer for my e-commerce business, especially in the current tough environment. The second is that I would love to fuck your wife, and she will love it too.”

“Great! And I don’t care about your e-commerce business, and I am not a cuckold to let you fuck my wife!”

Larry sighed and slapped his knees. He stared at the laptop as he bit his lower lip. Then he turned to face me and put his hand on my shoulder.

“Andrew! Do you realise how much money I will lose?”

“Larry, I don’t care! I got my £35,000 plus the—”

“Hold on! If Robbie pulls out, Jackson, possibly Nash, Jass and Ali will pull out too. My webcamming show will be destroyed, and I won’t be able to bring in the new business to shore up my company’s financials. I will need the £35,000.”

“Are you reneging on our agreement, Larry?” I shouted and stood up, pushing his hand off my shoulder and clenching my fists. I stared at Larry threateningly, ready to punch him in the face.

He remained still, unimpressed by my threat. “Andy! Let’s not think about what will happen if things fall through. Let’s look at the positives that running a show for Robbie will bring to us all! You will get—”

“Larry, I can’t let you fuck my wife. I am not a cuckold.”

“You know what? I’ll be blunt with you. You are a cuckold, Andy. You know it, but you do not want to admit it to yourself. I’ve known you for quite some time now, and I know you are a beta male. And that’s fine. It doesn’t make you less of a man. Let me tell you something about myself. I am an alpha male, but I had to let Jason fuck Nancy in front of me several times for the show. During these sessions, I experienced what beta males experience. And you know what? I liked it! There is always pain and humiliation watching your girlfriend or wife getting fucked by someone else, but there is no denying that there is a huge turn-on as well. Have I felt less of a man because of my beta male experience? No!”

I felt a protruding pain in my chest at the realisation that Larry might have been right. I sat down. His words had made an impression on me. Larry recognised that and continued making his case as he said, “Andy, you liked watching what I was doing to your wife just a few minutes ago, didn’t you? Just admit it!” He fixed his gaze on me.

I decided to dodge his question by pointing out that ultimately my wife was the one who had to be convinced.

“Jen will never agree to do it,” I said.

Larry’s face stretched in a smile. “I am not sure about that.”

Angered again by his condescending tone, I shouted, “Jen is not into becoming a hotwife, Larry!”

“They never are,” Larry said with confidence, “until they try it. Then they love it. I’ve been a bull for quite a few married couples, buddy, and learned to recognise the hotwife in a woman. Jen loved what I did to her. She is into it, but like you, she does not want to admit it. Neither to you nor to herself.”

I calmed myself down and set about explaining to my boss what I thought Jen was going through. “Larry, maybe she liked it on a physical level but emotionally—”

Larry was quick to interrupt me. “OK, I get that. Emotionally she is attached to you. There are also the marriage vows, the perception of herself as a good wife, the stigma, all this. That’s why it is about easing her gradually into it the first time. And then, when she experiences mind-blowing sex as she has never experienced before, she will love it. It’s physical, yeah, but it changes one’s perspective, and it becomes much easier to separate emotional attachment from physical sensation. But let’s talk money! Let me show you what Robbie’s token is about.”

Larry opened the game setup window and double-clicked on Robbie’s token. The business to be channelled through Larry’s e-commerce company was valued at €10,000,000.

My boss said, “Let’s do the maths! Robbie will give me at least €10,000,000 worth of trade. The total commission on that is about €800,000. I have an American buyer that will buy €5,000,000 of the product within a week! That is a commission of €400,000 in the first week after signing the contract with Robbie! I can put some pressure on Robbie to sign the contract next week; he will because he’s got a lot of inventory that he wants to get rid of. And here is my offer to you: I will pay you a £150,000 consultation fee from my other company as soon as I get this first commission. You won’t do anything and be paid £150,000, Andy! Think about it! One hundred and fifty grand in less than a week for doing nothing!

“Andy, let’s not lose Robbie. He is a top client. Look at his deposit!”

Larry pointed at Robbie’s membership deposit, which was displayed on the screen. It was a staggering $100,000! This is ridiculous, I thought. I have to work years to save this amount of money, and some people put a deposit like this one for a fucking webcamming show!

My boss read my thoughts and said, “Yeah, these are rich people, Andy! That’s why they can demand such things from us. But remember that no one wants to lose $100,000 for nothing. Even the rich! However, at the slim chance of Robbie reneging on his promise, he will lose his deposit, and I promise you, I will gift it to you, and you will still get $100,000. How much is left on your mortgage?”

I swallowed nervously. We were talking about vast amounts of money, vast at least for me, and the only thing that had to happen to get the money was for my wife to get fucked by another man for the first time in our married life. The prospect of this happening was so exciting and so frightening at the same time that I felt goosebumps running down my spine.

“£179,000,” I said, but it seemed that I had lost my voice, and my words were barely audible, so I repeated, “£179,000.”

“And you get £150,000! And with £38,000? And with the income from the current clients, like what, about £40,000 this year? That’s £228,000! You can repay your mortgage in full, can’t you? And still have money left in your bank account to take your wife on a nice vacation. Wouldn’t that be great?” 

Larry looked at me with his usual piercing gaze. I made the exact same calculation as he had, and it did sound good, very good.

“It would,” I replied quietly.

Larry continued to talk me into letting him fuck my wife. “You will be mortgage-free and have something aside, Andy! Think about it! This is a chance once in a lifetime.”

I was staring at the laptop screen, feeling overwhelmed by the internal struggle raging inside me. Shall I do it? Shall I talk to Jen? It’s scary, outrageous, but also exciting, and money-wise it is very good. Even too good to be true. That’s when a thought struck me. But can I trust Larry? What if he fucks my wife and pays us nothing? He hasn’t paid us a penny so far!

“I can’t trust your promises, Larry,” I said. “One time you say thirty-five thousand are mine, then ten minutes later, you say they aren’t.”

“OK!” Larry said. “Watch me!”

My boss logged into our company’s bank account from his laptop. Then in front of my very eyes, he made a payment of £38,000 to my account with payment details ‘Partner’s commission’. He left only £2,650 of operating cash in our company’s bank account, but he had fulfilled his promise to me.

Larry put his hand on my shoulder, looked at me and said, “Exactly what you and Jen asked for! I am trustworthy! Let me help you make another £150,000 tonight! Let me talk to Jen, and then, the two of you will decide.”

“Let me speak to her,” I said, got up and went for the door in a hurry.

When I got out in the corridor, I shut the door behind me and went to look for my wife in the bathroom. I saw that the bathroom door was open, and I peeped in. Jen was mopping the floor. She was wrapped in a towel, having just gotten out of the shower. She was with her back turned to me, so she didn’t notice I was watching her.

What a figure my wife had! And her nimble moves! Watching her made me rethink what I was about to ask her to do.

Am I nuts? I asked myself. There’s no way I am asking my beautiful wife to let Larry fuck her. No way I am doing that! What we’ve done so far is all I needed. I’ve got 38 grand and don’t need to be greedy for 150 more. I felt the thrill of watching my wife being kissed, groped and licked, and that’s where it ends.

Jen finished mopping, propped the mop against the wall and turned around. What a pretty face she had! She was serious, deep in thought, perhaps reflecting on what she had done with Larry, but when she saw me, she smiled at me softly. I smiled back at her but didn’t say anything, neither did she. We stared at each other in silence.

She is so beautiful, and she’s still mine, I thought. I have to keep her mine! Yeah, I have fulfilled my cuckold needs with a bit of petting, and I don’t need to risk losing her to Larry or opening the can of worms that comes with sharing your wife, the trauma of regret, jealousy, and God knows what else. I don’t regret anything right now because she has not been fucked. If she has sex with Larry, that will change everything. 

Jen got out of the bathroom, and I wrapped my arms around her waist. I pulled her closer to me, and we kissed.

We broke the kiss, and I whispered, “I love you, Jen!”

She flicked my nose. “I love you too, Andy!”

Jen took my hand and led me into our room. I closed the door behind us, eagerly anticipating what was coming next because I was sure that my wife wanted us to have sex. I also desperately wanted us to fuck. We were eager to fuck because we had been horny all day, but also, there was an element of reassurance. After what happened between Larry and my wife, if we made love, that would be like starting a clean sheet, like moving on and proving to ourselves that nothing had changed between the two of us.

My wife was about to take off her towel when I asked her, “Jen, do you regret what we did?”

I don’t know why I did it, just when I was so keen to have sex with her and I knew bringing up the question was a buzz killer, but it just slipped through my lips.

Jen paused and looked at me for a second, then she stepped back from me before she replied, “No. We had to do it to get what we wanted. Your boss has to keep his promise now.”

“About his promise. Let me show you something,” I said and went to my nightstand, where I had left my mobile phone.

I took the phone and opened my online banking app. I went to Jen and showed her the payment from Larry. “Here! Larry has just paid us 38 grand!”

“Has he? Already?!” Jen asked and took the phone from my hand to take a better look. A broad smile spread across her face as she returned the phone to me. “This is great! Wow! It was not for nothing!”

Then she hugged me, pressed her cheek against mine and whispered in my ear, “I love you, Andy!”

“I love you too,” I whispered back, dropped my phone on the bed and wrapped my arms around her hips, grabbing her ass with both hands. I pulled her closer to me and started to knead her butt cheeks over the towel.

Jen pressed her crotch against me, and I felt her warm breath in my ear as she hooked her chin over my shoulder and said, “We get to keep our house, Andy! I am so happy!”

“Me too, Jen! We did it!”

She placed a kiss on the side of my neck, and a second later, she gently pulled on my earlobe with her teeth.

Gosh, she is horny! I thought. And so happy! I can’t be happier either! 

But then another thought crept in. Hmm, Andy! Is that really so? Couldn’t you be happier? Aren’t you missing the greatest opportunity in your life? Right here, right now? You could be mortgage-free in a week, maybe two!

I felt the same way I had felt when Larry had done the maths for me in the other room: greedy and excited to take action and embrace a brighter future. To top up my excitement, the image of my wife, panting and gasping as Larry rubbed her pussy, emerged in my head. The image was so vivid and arousing that I squeezed Jen’s butt cheeks and pressed my cock against her stomach.

Jen got the message that it was time to fuck. She pulled away from me, grabbed my cock through my briefs and rubbed her hand along the shaft.

Lust was written all over her face when she asked me, prolonging each word, “Shall we celebrate?”

“Yep!” I grabbed the knot of her towel on her chest and was about to untie it when I decided to joke and said, “Maybe we should consider doing webcamming ourselves. It’s going to be easy money!”

“Hi-hi.” Jen laughed. “I doubt we will be making that much money each time.”

My wife was laughing, genuinely, without inhibitions, for the first time after dinner. I had feared that she might feel remorseful about our ‘adventure’ with Larry at one point. Seeing her laugh like this put me at ease.

And then I said it. I shouldn’t have because I had decided against talking to my wife about Larry’s preposterous proposal, yet I did it. “We can make £150,000 tonight! If you come with me and listen to what Larry has to offer,” I said.

Jen pulled away from me and stepped back. The smile on her face had disappeared.

“I won’t speak to him,” she said.

The stern look she gave me made my heart skip a beat. I had pissed her off.

Fuck! Why did I do that? I blamed myself. Stupid, stupid!

Jen turned around and removed her towel, showing me her sexy butt.

She folded the towel and put it on the chair next to the bed. Without looking at me, she asked me, “Are you coming to bed or not?”

Thank God! I rejoiced in my head. I haven’t ruined the mood, at least not entirely!

Jen pulled the duvet back as she got ready to get on the bed, but then she suddenly paused. She stayed still for a couple of seconds before she turned around and looked at me.

“Did you say £150,000?” she asked.

“Yes! £150,000!” I replied.

“Fuck!”

Jen looked past me at something on the wall behind me and rubbed her breasts with the flat of her hand, thinking intensely about something.

“We could repay the mortgage in full, like, straight away,” she said with a lamenting tone as she continued to stare absentmindedly at the wall behind me.

“Mmm, we could.”

Jen looked at my mobile phone on the bed, and while she continued to rub her tits with one hand, her other hand slipped down between her legs and began slowly scratching her mons pubis, just above her pussy. She stayed deep in thought like this for about ten seconds and then suddenly snapped out of it. She crouched, opened the bed drawer, and pulled out fresh white bikini knickers and her white full slip nightdress. She put on her panties and slipped into the nightdress. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed and tapped on the bed sheets, inviting me to sit down next to her. I did. 

My wife stared at the world map on the wall. We had put the map there with the idea to develop Sam’s interest in Geography. Both Jen and I dreamt of travelling around the world and hoped that if we couldn’t fulfil our dreams because we were always short of money, at least our son could travel if he became a geographer. Perhaps my wife was looking at the places we could visit if we got £150,000 and repaid our mortgage. Or imagining how Sam and Annabel could travel one day if we invested the money in a better education for them.

Jen put her hand on my knee. “Andy, with £150,000, we can repay what’s left on the mortgage.”

I nodded with a smile. “Yes, indeed! That’s what I’ve just told you, Jen. We can.”

Telling me the same thing twice was not typical for my wife. The prospect of getting a hundred and fifty grand must have made quite an impression on her. I felt vindicated that I had told her about Larry’s offer. It’s good that I told her about it, I thought. She will reject the offer, no doubt about it, but it will be her turning it down. It will come in handy to remind her of it when she starts moaning again about how we don’t have money because we never take risks or think outside the box.

Jen let go of my knee and massaged the nape of her neck. Then she sighed and crossed her arms in front of her chest. She sat still for about a minute as she continued to think. Probably she was wondering what it could have been if Larry had offered the money for something else, something more trivial like doing the accounts of his companies or advising on how to save tax, which my wife was qualified and had the experience to do.

I decided to break the silence and said to her, “Jen, let’s not chase wild geese. Let’s go to bed and—”

“Do you trust Larry to pay us £150,000?” my wife asked before I could finish my thought.

When I heard her, my blood turned cold. Oh, shit! I thought. She is actually considering getting fucked for £150,000! Is this what she is telling me? Gosh, I thought she would never agree to it. Fuck! What was I thinking? Did I really want her to fuck him when I told her about his offer? Yeah, part of me probably wanted her to do it, but only because I thought she would not accept it. I am such an idiot! Fuck!

I looked at my wife. She was waiting for my answer. I can’t back off now, I thought.

“Well, he’s just paid the LSDR commission,” I replied.

I put my hand on Jen’s thigh, and I stroked it, pushing up her nightdress as I said, “Jen, you know that having sex on camera will be very different from just letting Larry play with your pussy. You might have enjoyed that but—”

“Please, don’t call it enjoyment! And can you not be so vulgar?” my wife said and looked away at the door. 

My comment had irritated her. Why did she become so defensive? Because she feels guilty for liking what he did to her, that’s why!

“Jen, why did you let him kiss you on the mouth?” I asked her.

I asked her this particular question because I knew that mouth kissing for my wife was very intimate, almost as intimate as intercourse. It meant emotional connection, and that worried me.

Jen looked at the wall clock, then at the door again. Then she took my phone from the bed, unlocked its screen since she knew my passcode and looked at my online banking app, which was still open.

“It’s good he paid you the commission,” she said. She wasn’t answering my question.

However, I wasn’t prepared to let her off the hook that easily, so I said, “You must have liked him being intimate with you if you let him kiss you.”

Jen shook her head. “No! You know very well why we went on the broadcast. For your commission!”

“Yes. But did you?”

“Did what?”

“Did you like him kissing you? Touching you?”

“Andy, let’s not talk about it,” Jen replied as she put my phone on the bed and turned her gaze at the map.

“Why did you let him kiss you, Jen?” I asked her and stared her in the face. At the same time, I slipped my hand between her legs and started to crawl my fingers up her inner thigh.

Jen couldn’t avoid my gaze any longer and looked at me. She raised her voice as she said, “I don’t know, Andrew! I was confused, aroused, worried, ashamed, watched by a dozen men. Who knows what was going through my head?”

I loved her when her cheeks were turning red. Her breathing had become fast and shallow as she struggled to control her emotions. My hand slid further up her thigh and reached her panties, but she grabbed my wrist and pushed my hand away.

I grinned at her and said, “Indeed, Jen! Who knows what was going through your head? Maybe only Larry knows. He certainly knew how to shove his tongue into you! Twice!”

I stressed the word ‘twice’ referring to the fact Larry had kissed her and inserted his tongue into her pussy.

My comment pushed Jen over the edge. She knew what I meant by ‘twice’. I had managed to really piss her off. She turned sideways to better face me and said, further raising her voice, “You know what? Maybe you are right! Maybe he knew! Maybe I needed manly support! And it wasn’t coming from you!”

I was listening to her very carefully, and in any other circumstances, her words would have stung me. But at that moment, I was so aroused by the image in my head of her being kissed by Larry that I was impervious to any worries. I was looking at her sitting next to me, with her face flushed red, struggling to control her emotions, and that made me horny like a bull.

I put my hand on her thigh once again, but she grabbed my wrist and squeezed it. Clutching my wrist, she stared me in the eyes for about ten, maybe fifteen seconds. I was grinning stupidly despite the pain her grip was causing me. Then she shook her head and said, “You don’t get anything I am saying to you, do you?”

My silly grin widened. Perhaps I was still under the influence of the alcohol, or I was so horny that I couldn’t think straight, or just the pressure of the past few hours was taking its toll on my nerves. Whatever the reasons, I was acting weird. It seemed that my wife realised that because she released my hand and exhaled a deep breath before she said, “Yeah! You don’t get it.”

I tried again to put my hand on her leg, but she pushed it away.

Yep! No sex for you, you genius, when you can’t keep your mouth shut, I thought, but I still tried to wrap my arm around her waist.

Jen hunched away from me. However, it seemed that she had calmed down because she smiled at me and said, “You are drunk and horny! But hold your horses as you’ll have to make love to me in front of the camera.” She stood up and added, “Let’s go and negotiate our scene on our terms!”

Her words brought me back to my senses. Oh! That explains! I thought. She believes that the deal is to have sex with me. Oh, dear!

I shook my head and said to her, “Jen, you must have misunderstood me. Robbie wants to see you fucked by Larry, not by me.”

“Andy, Robbie wants to see a dick shoved into my pussy. He doesn’t care whose dick it is. Let’s go and talk to Larry!”

She grabbed her mobile phone from her nightstand and asked me, “Are you coming or not?”

“Yes, I am,” I said.


Chapter X. Armadillo

We went to Larry’s room, and I raised my hand to knock, but Jen pushed the door open before I could touch it.

“It’s our house, Andy!” she said and entered the room with confidence.

Wow, I thought as I followed her. My wife is so combative! This is what a hundred and fifty grand do to a woman!

Larry was doing something on his laptop. Like me, he was still in his ‘sexy’ briefs. When he heard us walking in, he turned to face us and smiled.

He waved at Jen to come to him as he said, “Jen, let me show you what is at stake.”

“I don’t need to see anything,” my wife said. “I trust my husband. He told me you would pay us £150,000! I’ll do it on two conditions. The first is that you won’t be touching me. And the second is that before we do it, you will let me record you making a full confession of how you use the webcam show to secure new business and that you promise to pay my husband £150,000 for filming me having sex. I’ll keep the recording and will ruin you if you don’t keep your word.”

Jen unlocked her phone and prepared to press the record button of her camera.

Larry raised his hand and said, “Hold on, Jen! Don’t record anything yet! I am not sure how exactly the first condition will work, but fine! We’ll figure it out. However, the second condition is a non-starter for me. It’s like having me by the balls.”

“Yep!” Jen said. “This is exactly what I want. To have leverage over you.”

“Umm.” Larry paused to think, then he said, “You do realise that releasing such recording will ruin me, but also your husband and you, don’t you?”

Jen nodded. “That’s my nuclear deterrent, Larry! Mutually assured destruction!” She was deadly serious but still giggled. “Hi-hi! I’ve read a book about the Cold War!” Then she added in a menacing tone, “If you renege on your promises, I will unleash it.”

Larry thought for a couple of seconds, then said, “I don’t intend to renege on my promises. If anything, I intend to continue working with Andy. But fine, go on, record me.”

Jen pressed the record button, and Larry explained how he used the webcamming show to acquire new business for his companies.

At one point, he paused talking and checked the Skype messages on his laptop. He said, looking at the screen, “Robbie is asking if we have made a decision.”

“Tell him we are in the process of making it,” my wife said.

Larry sent his message to Robbie, then turned and looked back at Jen and me. “He is happy to wait until 12:30.”

“Good!” Jen said. “Now, carry on talking. Tell on record what Robbie will pay you and what you promise to pay us for his private session at 12:30.”

Larry grinned at her. “You aren’t only pretty, Jen, but business astute too! I adore women like you!”

“Thanks!” Jen sneered at his comment and nodded towards her phone, prompting him to say what he would pay us.

Larry resumed his explanation. “Right! So, in exchange for watching the private session tonight, Robbie will sign a contract with me to sell his products through my e-commerce company. The total sales will be worth €10,000,000. The commission is 8%, and that is €800,000. I will pay Andy a consultation fee of £150,000 within a week of signing the contract with Robbie. If Robbie’s deal falls through for whatever reason, Robbie will lose his membership deposit of $100,000 within a month, and I will pass the $100,000 to Andy. Happy?”

Both Jen and I nodded.

“So, what do you expect from us in exchange?” I asked my boss.

Larry looked at me. “Andy, it’s straightforward, really. Jen will be topless, wearing only the G-string thong I gave her earlier.” He pointed at the micro G-string thong hanging on the headboard of the bed. “And for the next one hour or so, Robbie will be watching while you film me fucking her.”

“No!” Jen squealed. “Andy and I will have sex while you film us!”

Larry shook his head and said, “Robbie wants me to have sex with you, Jen.”

A wide grin spread across Larry’s face as he stared at my wife. It was a lustful grin that for sure got under Jen’s skin. He pissed me off, too, especially when he put his hand on her hip and said, “It’s just sex, Jen.”

Jen turned crimson red. She stepped back and pressed her phone’s camera button to stop recording.

“No!” my wife said once again. “I’ll do it only with my husband.”

Larry’s face turned serious. “Jen, Robbie was very specific. He wants to watch you and me, not you and Andy. Ask your hubby!”

Jen stepped forward towards Larry and pointed at his laptop. “Let me talk to Robbie! He doesn’t care who is fucking me. He wants to watch me getting fucked. That’s all he wants.”

She put her phone on the dressing table and reached out for the keyboard.

Larry took her hands in his. He rubbed her knuckles comfortingly with his thumbs and staring her in the eyes, he said in a very calm, soft voice, “You are wrong, Jen. He won’t pay anything unless you and I do it.”

“It doesn’t make sense,” Jen said and pulled her hands off his.

“It does,” Larry said. “He has a very good reason why he wants me for this act! Andy can’t do it as well as me.”

He truly pissed me off. I felt genuinely offended.

“Hey! Fuck you, Larry!” I shouted. “Your cock is not so much bigger than mine!”

“Well. Actually, it is!” Larry said with confidence and a sense of superiority. “But that’s not the point. There is another reason.”

His arrogant assertion that his dick was bigger than mine, albeit true, was offensive to me and made my blood boil, but I decided to swallow my pride and not overreact. So I just asked him, “What other reason? That he wants to see me cuckold-ed?”

“Umm, that one too,” Larry replied. “But the main reason is that you don’t have what I have.”

“He does, Larry!” Jen interjected. “I have been married to Andy for over ten years, and I know better than you. Trust me! He has what you have!”

I love my wife! I thought. She’s standing up for me! She loves me, and I should cherish her! 

Larry sniggered at Jen. “Yeah, right! As if!”

“Larry, Largo, whatever!” I shouted. “Jen and I were ready to help you again, but since you are such an arrogant prick, go and fuck yourself!”

I had finally vented my frustration with his egotism, and it felt good.

Jen now decided to give my boss a piece of her mind, too. “Larry! You are so self-absorbed that you have lost touch with reality. You think less of other people because they are tight on money, but you have no idea how insignificant you are!” She grabbed my hand and said to me, “We are done here, hon. Let’s go!”

Larry threw up his hands in despair. “Oh, come on, guys! You can’t just walk away from such an offer! You’ll miss such a great opportunity!” Larry turned his gaze on me. “And why do you turn on me, Andy? Out of spite! Out of envy that you don’t have what I have for the sex act that Robbie wants!”

“Oh, shut up, Larry! He has everything you have!” my wife said in anger.

Larry stood up abruptly, pushing his chair back and swiftly pulled his briefs down. “Does he have this?” he shouted.

Jen gasped and covered her mouth with her hands. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. I was also gobsmacked. It wasn’t the size of his cock, which was huge, definitely bigger than mine. But it was what his penis had attached to it. Larry’s cock had a piercing!

The tip of his penis was pierced with a metal ring that was going through his urethra opening and was coming out of the bottom wall of the penis, where the glans and the shaft came together. There was a small metal ball attached to the ring.

“It is called Prince Albert piercing,” Larry said, lifting his cock so that we could see it properly.

That was when we saw that he also had a series of eight or ten piercings on the underside of the shaft of his penis, with two smaller metal balls attached to the ends of each piercing.

“And this is called Jacob’s ladder,” he added with pride in his voice.

Larry gently pulled up the ring that was pierced through the tip of his penis and went on to explain further. “The first documented piercing like this one was Prince Albert’s. He was known as a great lover because of it, and people started doing it as a potent sex enhancement tool. Especially nowadays since it was proven to be true scientifically.

“Fucking a woman with this piercing gives her unparalleled pleasure. The ring has weight to it and stimulates the g-spot. All women I’ve fucked tell me it feels really good when I am fucking them from behind. Jen, if you let me fuck you the doggy style, it will hit your g-spot, and I guarantee to give you multiple, powerful orgasms like you’ve never experienced before.

“And the Jacob’s ladder is like a super pleasurable ‘ribbed’ condom. The friction it gives you is awesome. You’ll love it, Jen!”

Larry couldn’t stop smiling as he watched my wife standing still as if in a trance, with her mouth covered by her hands, listening to him and not taking her eyes off his cock.

“Do you want to touch it?” he asked her.

Jen shook her head and stepped back.

Larry ran his hand over his now semi-erect cock and said to my wife, “Jen, it will feel good, trust me! With my girth, when I penetrate you, I will bring your clit so close to your vagina that your clit will be stimulated all the time. You are up for g-spot and clitoral orgasms at the same time, many of them!”

I was shocked, still struggling to process what I was seeing, but also taken aback by Larry’s audacity to speak to my wife like that in front of me. I said to him, quietly, almost whispering, “Larry, you are talking about my wife’s pussy, mate!”

“Yes, and about 150 grand, buddy,” he said without looking at me, his eyes fixed on Jen’s face.

If he had planned to awe and shock us with his heavily pierced dick, he had succeeded. I hadn’t seen anything like it, not at least in real life. It all felt so surreal! Me and my wife standing a couple of feet away from his monstrous cock, listening to him talking my wife into agreeing to let him fuck her with that monster and his reminder of the 150 grand at stake, further adding to the feeling of surreal detachment.

“So this is what Robbie meant by ‘armadillo’, didn’t he?” I said, and it felt like my words were coming from miles away.

Larry nodded. “Yep! Robbie has seen it in action on Nancy and wants to see Jen climaxing on the ‘armadillo’ as he calls my penis. By the way, he is the only one who calls it that. Maybe I should use it as my trademark name, hi-hi!”

Jen uncovered her mouth. “We can’t go ahead with the deal,” she finally said and looked at me.

“Why not, Jen? Why not try it?” Larry asked her and stroked his cock.

Jen looked back at his manhood and mumbled something that Larry and I didn’t catch.

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that,” he said.

Jen cleared her throat and made an effort to speak louder. “Because I am a married woman! That’s why.”

My boss let go of his cock and said, “Jen, I am not asking you to marry me. It’s only one-off sex for the camera. Nothing more. Only you, me, Andy, and Robbie will know. No one else.”

Without saying anything, my wife looked away from Larry’s dick and her gaze set on the laptop. She bit her lower lip and rubbed her neck.

Fuck! Is she actually considering it? I asked myself. Yes, she is! She is hesitating! Fuck!

Then I thought. For fuck’s sake, Andrew. Admit it! You are thinking of it too. Yes, you want it to happen, don’t you?

Sensing my wife’s hesitation, Larry continued to talk to her. “Think about it, Jen! At least $100,000, at least! Almost certainly £150,000! Many women and I mean literally many, do it for far less, if for anything at all. Some do it just for sheer pleasure. I’ve had women who asked me to fuck them only to find out how it felt to be fucked by a pierced cock like mine. Well, all of them wanted a repeat! You should go for it. Your husband is happy for you to do it! Right, Andy?”

Jen and I looked at each other. I saw it on her face: she was scared, but she was contemplating doing it. At that moment, I realised that the decision was down to me.

Larry was right to an extent. Part of me wanted him to fuck my wife. However, another part of me didn’t because I feared the aftermath a lot. I felt letting Jen getting fucked by Larry was going to be the most humiliating moment of my life when I would lose all self-respect and possibly the respect of the woman I loved. I feared how I would feel after the deed was done and if I could control my jealousy. But most of all, I dreaded the possibility of Jen deciding to leave me for Larry or someone else more hung than me after tasting what Larry had.

My fears were real, but they were trumped by my lust. I was so turned on imagining how Jen’s vagina would be stretched by Larry’s cock that I began to contemplate what would have been unthinkable just a few hours before.

Jen looked back at the dick in front of her, then again at me.

Larry sensed what was going on between Jen and me and decided to put me on the spot. Knowing that my wife was listening carefully, he said to me, “Andy, tell your wife! Tell her all will be alright. Tell her that you want to watch her do it, tell her! And think about it, buddy! No mortgage at all! Finally! Just for an hour of fun watching your wife with another man! And your wife having the time of her life with a man who knows what he is doing! I would love to make her happy, and I have the right tool to make it happen! Think about it!”

“Maybe, Jen. I don’t know,” I said and shrugged my shoulders. “At the end of the day. . . .”

“I just. . . ,” Jen began saying something but stopped mid-sentence when her eyes glanced again at Larry’s cock. She pulled on her lower lip with her teeth as she fell in deep thought.

She was agonising over a decision that could change our lives forever. I was agonising too. I knew I could end this all by grabbing her by the waist and taking her out of the room, but I could not do it. The lust in my head, the greed in my heart and the cock in my pants did not allow me to do so. They wanted me to watch my wife being fucked by this other man. I felt lightheaded just looking at Jen as she considered the unthinkable.

A grin of superiority spread across Larry’s face when he looked at me and saw my inner struggle. I didn’t like it and went to take a seat in the chair behind him. That meant I had to stare at his ass, but at least I was not giving him the pleasure of watching me gaping at his superior cock.

Jen stepped to her side to see my face since Larry was standing in the way. Then she said, “Andy, I won’t be able to look at another man’s face while. . . . While he is fucking me, I won’t be able to look at his face; I just can’t.”

I didn’t know what to tell her, but my boss knew. He said, “It’s Robbie’s show tonight, but we control how we fuck, not Robbie. We’ll do it doggy style, so you don’t have to be looking at my face, Jen.”

He pulled his briefs down to his ankles and stepped out of them. He bent over, showing me his ass crack, while his cock and balls dangled between his legs. He grabbed his pants, stood up and threw them on the chair. Then he stepped to my wife and took her hand in his.

“Keep looking at your husband, Jen,” he instructed her and slowly, as if not to scare her, he pulled her hand towards his cock. He whispered, “Keep looking at him, Jen, keep looking!”

Jen was staring at me as if in a trance.

I watched in the mirror on the wardrobe door how my wife trembled when her fingers touched the tip of his penis, but she did not pull her hand away. Instead, she wrapped her hand around his cock. Of course, she couldn’t wrap her fingers fully around it since it was very thick. Larry directed her hand onto the metal ring of his piercing, and she ran her fingers on it very gently, making sure not to pull on it or hurt Larry in any way. A couple of seconds later, my boss let her hand slip onto the underside of his shaft. Jen wrapped her hand around his phallus as much as she could and felt the rungs of his Jacob’s ladder as she ran her palm down his shaft.

“Let’s do it, Jen!” I said as the pounding of my heart almost drowned out my voice.

My wife did not say anything. She just kept her gaze on me and her hand on Larry’s cock.

“Jen?” Larry called her name softly.

“Will it hurt?” she asked quietly while she continued to stare at me.

“Not at all. It will be great, Jen. Trust me!” Larry replied.

“I don’t know,” Jen whispered.

My boss used his free hand to brush aside a strand of hair from her cheek. “Jen! If you don’t like it, we’ll stop straight away. I promise you.”

Jen was still hesitating, staying still and not taking her eyes off me. She let Larry guide her hand up and down his shaft, running her palm and fingers over the metal rungs one by one.

“Your husband is OK with it. He wants you to do it,” Larry said and then encouraged me to confirm. “Tell her, Andy! Tell her you are OK with it!”

“I am OK with it, Jen!” I said and swallowed nervously.

Larry wrapped his other arm around my wife’s waist, and his palm landed on the small of her back. Still holding her hand on his now erect cock, he pulled her body in closer to his. The rapid movement of my wife’s chest betrayed her inner struggle and growing arousal.

My boss pressed his cheek against hers and whispered, loud enough that I could hear him, “I’ll be very gentle, Jen. I will go very slowly, and if you feel the slightest discomfort, I’ll pull it out!”

Larry pressed his body tight against hers as he hugged her, trapping her hand on his cock, and Jen put her chin on his shoulder. They stayed like this, feeling the warmth of their bodies for ten, maybe fifteen seconds, while Jen kept looking at me. Larry planted a kiss on the side of her neck and whispered once again in her ear, “Take the ride with me, Jen! You want it, I want it, we all want it. You will love it!”

“OK,” Jen said quietly, barely audible. She wasn’t taking her gaze off me, probably wanting to make sure she would be able to see if there was any sign of disapproval from my side.

However, I only smiled at her.

Then she finally pulled her hand away from Larry’s cock and out of his grip. She put her hands on his chest and gently pushed him off her. My boss let go of her and stepped back.

“We’ll do it, right?” he asked her once again.

Jen nodded. “Yes.”

“Fantastic!” Larry said, sighing relief.

He put on his briefs and went to his laptop.

Then I saw on the TV screen that he typed in the Skype chat box to Robbie, “She is game. We’ll start at 12:30.”

Robbie’s response came straight away, “Great! Looking forward to it!”


Chapter XI. Trepidations

As soon as Larry closed the Skype chat, he turned his attention back to my wife.

“We need to shave you now,” he said and took her hand to lead her towards the door.

So far, Jen had been staring at me, but now she looked at Larry.

“Why?” she asked him.

“Because you need to wear that G-string”—my boss nodded towards the thong hanging on the pole of the headboard—“and as you said yourself, these panties go with fully shaved private parts or a pencil-thin landing strip. I know what you will say: ‘Let me do it myself!’ or ‘Andy will do it!’; but no, Andy can’t do it, nor can you. I know how to shave you down there so that Robbie likes what he sees. We have to make him happy now that he is putting the big token in the game. He has been my number one target since the very first VIP session. I have to make him happy in all possible ways!”

How much did I love hearing the arrogant and dominant Larry say he wanted to please someone else in all possible ways! All those months, I had been the one saying I had to please my boss in all possible ways! There is always a bigger fish in the pond, and here Larry had met one.

“Plus, if he is pleased, he might give us something for our affiliate marketing business on top,” Larry added as he looked at me.

He placed his hand on the small of my wife’s back and nudged her towards the door. As Jen turned around, our eyes met for a fraction of a second, and I thought she wanted to say something, but Larry did not give her a chance. He just led her away, and she let him do it.

The moment Larry closed the door, I buried my face in my hands.

The husband in me suddenly woke up. What are you doing, Andrew? You are selling your wife for money! Who does such a thing? Are you a man at all? Right now, another man is shaving her private parts! The private parts of your wife! Her labia is perfect, like everything else of her. Her pussy is well-groomed, and yet your boss found something not up to his standards. And why? Because he wants to humiliate you! As if he hasn’t already humiliated you enough. Bastard! He’s. . . . But it isn’t him, is it? It’s you who betrayed your wife. You relinquished your wife to him! And for what? For money! And not only for money! You know it’s for your wicked fantasy, don’t you? Remember this when you come to regret what you have just done! Because you will regret it! This wicked fantasy of yours is going to cost you your wife!

I became restless so much that I jumped onto my feet and started strolling back and forth in the room.

The nagging voice kept going on in my head. You are such a pushover, Andrew! You kowtow to his every whim! Look at yourself! You’re still dressed in the stupid briefs your boss wants you to wear. You’ve given him your wife! He has fingered her pussy; felt and painted her boobs; he has licked her slit! And he is shaving her vulva right now; he is going to fuck her with his monstrous cock; he’s probably going to hurt her! Worse! He will damage her pussy. It will become loose, too wide for your dick! Probably she will never want to have you inside her pussy after she has been fucked by his superior cock! With the gadgets on his massive dick, yeah, you have no chance to compete with him. And you are pacing here, back and forth, helpless, humiliated. You are a traitor of your wife, whom you love and who loves you. You are going to lose your Jen! And for what? For money! And for your cuckold fetish! 

But then the enticing voice of the cuckold in me started to whisper in my ear. It portrayed a different version of what was happening and about to happen. Is it that bad, though, Andy? To get money for watching your wife getting fucked when you both want it! Is it that bad? Think about it! She wants it; you know she wants it. You’ve seen she’s got hots for your boss. You saw it during the dinner and then during the broadcast. You want it to happen too. You want Larry to fuck her! You almost blew your load when you saw her pussy stretched by his fingers. Imagine how much more awesome it will look when he stretches her vagina with that cock of his! You want to see her brought to orgasm by that cock of a special breed. And you know what? It is alright! Life is about fun! He touched her, licked her, and even kissed her. Her words were ‘don’t call it enjoyment’, but in fact, she had enjoyed it. De facto, she admitted that she had enjoyed it, at a physical level, but that is the most important thing about sex, isn’t it? She wants the money too, but she would never have agreed to do it if it were only for the money. She likes to try something new! She wants someone big and buff like Larry. He is what? 6’2” or 6’3”; he’s much taller than you at your meagre height of 5’7”. Jen has always liked tall men in good shape. One of her male cousins, what was his name? Jonathan! Yes, Jonathan. Do you remember this one time when she joked that she would have fallen for him if he weren’t gay? She finds him handsome, and he is much taller than you. Jonathan is at least 6’ tall and broad-shouldered. And Larry has broader shoulders than yours, and yes, his dick! Of course, she would like to try his dick. Remember when you and Jen walked on that dude that was jerking off in the hotel room? He was hung like a bull! Yeah, she’s always denied it, but she was impressed with his cock size; otherwise, why did she ask you afterwards if men had penis jobs like women had boobs jobs? You owe it to Jen. Let her try a bigger cock. Yeah, Andy, let your wife enjoy getting fucked like never before. Now is your chance to make it happen! There may never be another chance like this one, and you know it. It’s the perfect opportunity because she likes Larry as a man. He has the swagger, doesn’t he? And she likes that. She likes his confidence. Trust your instincts! You want Jen to be a hotwife for one night. Yeah, not a permanent lifestyle change but just a one-off experience. Having a new sexual experience will bring excitement to your relationship, the two of you will become even closer. And it will be great fun. Trust Larry and Robbie on this. They both told you it would be fun. You know Larry well to know when he is honest.

The words ‘you know him well’ in my head made the nagging voice come back. You know Larry well! Yeah! You know him! And he knows you and your wife. And that is a problem. Larry is not some faceless man. He is a man whom you know. Every time from now on, when you look at his face, you will see the man who fucked your wife. Every time he says something to you, you will hear, ‘I have fucked your wife, Andy!’ It will be awful! Oh, come on, you don’t want this! You are a shadow of a man, Andrew. You feel compelled to let your boss have his way with your wife for the stupid money. He’s always treated you like a beta male. Making you do all the work in the company while he speaks to the CEOs and the people with power. He decides how much to pay you as if you are not a co-owner! Even as a minority co-owner, you should have a voice. You should! But he never gives you that voice, does he? And now what? He behaves as if he is the boss in your house! Taking the best bedroom for himself, using your oven without asking for permission, making you his sidekick while he enjoys watching your wife’s boobs, feeling them, and rubbing her pussy. He did a close up of her pussy! She had her pussy perched over his face. He licked her and inserted his tongue into her vagina! He looked at her pussy through those lenses. And you did what? You acted like a clown who didn’t have a clue how to keep his wife for himself! Your boss is shaving her labia right now, something you have always wanted to do and have not dared to ask her, but now you are letting him shave her! And who knows? Maybe he is already fucking your wife in the bathroom! And for sure, in a few minutes, you will be a cheerleader for him as he fucks her senseless on camera. He demands, and you give. What will he ask next? To let him fuck you in the ass! Probably he thinks he can do that. 

Bastard! If he thinks I am gay, I will show him! I will stick a broom up his ass! No way I am letting him fuck my wife! No fucking way! I am going to put a fist through his teeth, and that’s it! I will take back what is mine before it is too late!

I went to the door, and just when I turned the door handle, I stayed still because the greedy and horny cuckold in me whispered again. Andy, let him do her! Don’t pass on the chance to fix your financials! You won’t have another one! What’s the big deal to let your wife get fucked once? Only once! So many husbands get cucked by cheating wives. And for what? For nothing! At least you and your wife will get £150,000! £150,000! For a one-off fuck which she will do with your permission while you watch her! Which is worse? She fucks someone else behind your back for nothing, or she fucks a man in front of you for £150,000 while you enjoy watching them? She will get fucked, yes, but afterwards, she will go and wash her pussy and then she will be yours again, and you will have £150,000 in your pocket! And most importantly, you will have had the fun of your life. And your wife will have experienced probably the best sex ever. Larry told you: women begged him to fuck them. And he is going to pay you and your wife to treat you and her to the experience. What did Robbie say to you? Robbie knows from his own experience: you are blessed to be a cuckold! You will have the most exciting experience watching your wife getting fucked. Your dick wants you to watch your wife’s pussy pounded by someone else. And then to take that pussy back! Wow!

I looked down at the tent in my pants, and yes, the cuckold in me was not wrong. My cock was hard as a stone.

I sighed. I didn’t know what to do.

Suddenly, the door opened in my face and almost hit me. Fortunately, in my near nervous breakdown, I was holding the handle tight, so the door didn’t swing open all the way but swung back; otherwise, it would have broken my nose. I heard a thump on the other side. I stepped back and opened the door wider. It was Larry.

“Oops! You’re all right?” he said and rubbed his forehead. “I didn’t know you were at the door.”

“I am fine, Larry!” I said. “I think I am strong enough to hold the door.”

“Yes, you are, young man! You almost knocked me out. I’m lucky I got away only with a bump on my head. I’ll never mess with you, Andy!”

Did he know I was questioning my masculinity and said this to cheer me up? I asked myself. Whatever! It made me feel better hearing him say it.

“Did you finish with. . . ,” I murmured and did not finish my question as I struggled to say the words ’shaving my wife’s pussy’.

“No! We haven’t started yet,” he replied. “That’s why I came to call you. Jen wanted to have a drink first. She is downstairs. Come and join us for a drink!”

“What about Robbie? Won’t we be late?”

“Don’t worry about him. Now that he knows we are game, he will wait for however long he needs to. He is not stupid.”

I felt weak. I had never felt so vulnerable in my life as I felt at that very moment. I almost cried when I asked Larry, “Do you think I am stupid, Larry?”

Larry was the last person on Earth to cry on his shoulder, the very man who was about to fuck my wife, but at that moment, I did not have anyone else to ask for help, and I badly needed help. Because that was what it was. My question was a cry for help. I needed assurance from someone that what I was doing was OK.

“You? Where is this coming from?” Larry replied, looking genuinely surprised by my question.

“Letting you fuck my wife and everything—”

“Dude,” Larry said and put his hand on my shoulder. “If anything, you are the smartest of all of us. As Robbie told you, you will have the most fun and will be paid handsomely.”

“Yeah, but it is my wife that—”

“Andy, there are three things that the really smart people have figured out: life is short, life is about having fun, and sex has nothing to do with love. Those smart people that have grasped these concepts are the happy ones.”

I shook my head, on the verge of becoming despondent again. “That’s the theory, but the reality is different.”

Whether Larry sensed that my mood swings were a threat to his plans, or he genuinely felt for me, I can’t say. However, he immediately countered my statement and did not let me wind myself up. And he did not do it in his usual condescending tone as I had come to expect from him, but instead, he said to me in a comforting and soothing voice, “No, Andy, the reality is not different. Tonight, it will be only about sex! You and Jen will have fun and will still love each other as much as now and even more. Yes, she has some fears; you have some. Of course, both of you are concerned about how each of you will feel afterwards. It’s normal and is part of the thrill!

“Look, everything will be alright, and everyone will be happy! You will become one of those happy people who have fun in life. You will make your fantasy come true! Jen will have the best sex ever; I am not boasting. I know this for sure! And I know it not only because of my . . . , well you know what, but because I am so very keen to fuck her”—Larry paused for a second when he saw I was making a grimace—”Sorry! I didn’t mean it in a bad way. What I am saying is that I am not doing it just for the money. If you are initiating your wife into the hotwife lifestyle, you don’t want to do it with some bull who is not interested, like one of those bored-to-death porn stars we watch in videos. No, I am passionate about it. I am looking forward to doing it. I have wanted to fuck your wife since the moment she entered the restaurant dressed in that sexy dress of hers when I first met her! And I am determined not to disappoint!

“Robbie, for his part, will get off by watching a wife getting fucked by another man in front of the hubby for the first time, and unless Robbie is stupid, he will let me make him more money by letting me sell his product. And the pockets of everyone involved? They will be happy too!”

Larry let go of my shoulder and looked at my face, trying to figure out how I was taking in what he was saying.

I cleared my throat. “Hm, Larry, you make it sound like a great thing to be a cuckold, but the man inside me revolts against it. I feel like—how can I say it?—a loser.”

“Andy, letting your wife have fun does not make you less of a man or less of a husband. It’s the exact opposite! It shows confidence and that you care for your wife. Screw the outdated, suppressive, fucked up norms! You and your wife love each other, trust each other. Let us have fun! The old man with the money is paying for it. So, why not? Eh?”

Fuck! I thought. Larry is indeed an alpha male. Not because of his genitals. No! But because he knows how to talk to people, he can convince!

Indeed, Larry’s lecture changed my perspective, and I started to think that it was natural for him to fuck my wife. That nothing was out of the ordinary or unexpected, and I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

Larry put his hand on my shoulder again and said to me, “Let’s not keep Jen waiting. Let’s have a quick drink with her and come back for more fun, shall we?”

We left the bedroom, and I followed him down the stairs into the living room, walking after him like a lost puppy.

Jen was sitting on the sofa. She had crossed her legs, holding a glass of Bailey’s in her hand. Her mid-thigh nightdress had ridden up a little, revealing a good portion of her upper legs, and she looked super sexy.

When Jen saw us, she smiled at me. It was a tight-lipped smile as if we were meeting for the first time, and it felt downright awkward.

And to make it even more awkward, in my emotional confusion, I waved at her and said, “Hi.” Just a dry short ‘hi’.

Jen seemed to be holding it together better than me because she did not wave back. She just said, “I thought we should have another drink before we go back to playing porn stars.”

She looked away from me as she took a sip from her glass.

Shit! Why is it so weird? I asked myself. We feel somewhat distant from each other. Why? Then I answered my question myself. Because we both know that she won’t be only mine very soon. What can put more distance between a wife and a husband than this? Fuck! He hasn’t fucked her yet, and it feels this way. I can’t stop thinking of what will happen to her pussy in a few minutes. Fuck! Someone else’s dick will be pumping in her vagina! Fuck! Feeling a little twitch of my cock reminded me how intertwined pain and pleasure sometimes can be. And I had to admit to myself: It’s such a turn-on knowing that her pussy is about to be fucked by someone else!

I wanted to say something to Jen to make us feel less awkward, but I couldn’t think of anything. My mind was focused on thinking of the pleasure hole between her legs that was about to give pleasure to the guy standing beside me. It’s so painful to think of how my wife’s pussy will be fucked by someone else, and at the same time, I can’t wait to see it happen. And then reclaim that pussy as soon as he is done fucking her. It will feel great! My cock seemed to agree with me because I felt another twitch.

Standing there and not saying anything wasn’t very helpful, and Larry decided to intervene by commenting on my wife’s statement belatedly. He said, “Andy, the truth is Jen badly needed a drink. I think she got scared when I told her we had to make sure we didn’t cut her down there just before going on stage, he-he! The moment your wife heard the word ‘cut’, she squealed, ‘Oh, my God! I need a drink first!’ She slipped her nightdress on, grabbed her panties and out of the bathroom she went. I think I have triggered her stage fright again! He-he! Right, Jen?”

Wow! I thought. So she did undress in front of him in the bathroom after all! When Larry said they had not started, I assumed she had not undressed. However, she had removed her clothes, presenting her pussy to him to shave her. Wow! 

An embarrassed smile flickered across Jen’s face, but she didn’t say anything. Blushing a little, she put her glass on the table, uncrossed her legs, and lifted her bum to straighten her nightdress. And she flashed her naked pussy! Because she was still not wearing her knickers but was sitting on them!

I felt like Jen had betrayed me, although I was being ridiculous because my wife had done exactly what she had gone to do with Larry. While it bugged me that she had not refused to undress, at the same time, I had a massive boner at the image in my head of her standing nude in front of Larry, completely surrendering her pussy to his hands.

Having fixed her nightie, Jen took her glass from the table and sat back, crossing her legs again.

“Well,” I said finally. “Having a quick drink is a good idea.”

Larry and I sat down in the same armchairs across the table from Jen as we had sat during the digestifs. My boss poured cognac for him and me, and we put ice in our glasses from the ice bucket, which he must have refilled before coming to fetch me from my room. We both began taking small sips in silence, savouring the cognac’s flavour, while Jen watched us from across the table.

She was looking fidgety. Her left foot was bouncing nervously, and she kept raising her glass to her lips only to stop short of taking a sip and lower the glass. She was glancing in my direction, but her gaze was passing through me. She was too nervous to maintain eye contact. Probably a couple of minutes had passed in silence like that when she abruptly put her glass on the table.

“Honey, are you OK with this?” she asked me.

Oh-oh! She has second thoughts, I thought and put my glass on the table, too. That’s why she asked us to have a drink so that we could talk about it again. Maybe I should have asked her first if she was still OK going ahead with it. She must be thinking I don’t care about her. How stupid of me!

Seeing doubts creeping into Jen’s mind, Larry intervened. He clapped his hands and said, “You know what? I’ve been thinking. I’ll ask Robbie to amend our existing contract for the new business so that you don’t have to wait for your 150 grand. You’ll get the money as early as next week.”

150 grand next week! Sounds great, I thought. He is good. Bringing up the money point at the right moment.

“I am OK, Jen,” I said to my wife. “And you?”

“I guess I’ll find out afterwards,” she said and took her glass. I noticed a slight trembling of her hand as she drank from it. She was tense.

“You’ll be perfectly fine, Jen,” Larry interjected.

Jen took another sip and put her glass on the table.

She pointed at Larry’s crotch and asked him, “Won’t those things rip the condom?”

It was an excellent question because my wife was not on the pill.

Good question, I thought. After all, I wouldn’t want to raise Larry’s bastard child!

“Yeah, they will,” Larry said. “That’s why we won’t use condoms. I’ve had a vasectomy. You can’t get pregnant from me. I am safe to play with, he-he!”

Jen gave my boss a tight-lipped smile, picked up her glass and drank from it.

Then I asked, “What about STDs?”

“Oh, come on, Andy!” Larry said, faking frustration, but then he smiled. “Don’t offend me, buddy! I don’t have any. If you don’t trust me, we can add it to our voice recorded contract.”

He made one of his faces and said, raising his right hand, imitating taking an oath, “I hereby solemnly swear that if I pass anything to Jen, she has the right to cut my balls off!”

Jen giggled and added, “And your dick!” It was the first time in a while that she laughed. I felt good seeing that my wife was getting more comfortable.

“All right. Since we are asking these types of questions, can I ask you a question of my own, Jen?” Larry said.

Jen nodded and brought her glass to her mouth.

Larry asked her, “Did you give birth to your children naturally, or did you have c-sections?”

“What?” Jen squealed and jumped in her seat, almost spilling liquor onto her nightdress. “How’s that relevant?”

“Um”—Larry hesitated for a second—”I just wanted to find out if you are tight down there—”

“What the fuck, Larry?!” Jen’s voice screeched. “Are you a gynaecologist or something?”

“Sorry, I mean, no, I just, I. . . .” Larry struggled to explain himself, so he paused, took a deep breath and said, “Look! I am sizeable, not boasting. Sorry, Andy!” He paused and looked briefly at me before he turned his attention back at Jen. “Jen, communication between us is key to avoiding surprises. We have to perform on camera, and it has to go well. We need to know what to expect and how to be prepared. A woman who has given birth naturally is usually looser than someone who hasn’t.”

“Larry, haven’t you already seen her vagina?” I couldn’t help but ask.

My boss said in a calm voice as if he was talking about his cat, “Seeing it is not the same, you know that, Andy. She looked tight, but—”

“I am tight down there, all right?” Jen snapped at him. “So what? You are not going to fuck me now, is that it?”

My boss was quick to apologise. “Jen, I didn’t mean to piss you off. I am sorry. I don’t want to come across as rude, but it is important that your vagina is—”

“You’re talking about my private parts, you dickhead!” Jen shouted.

She shook her head in frustration with the whole discussion raised by Larry’s question but made an effort to calm herself down and took a long sip from her glass of liquor. Then she twirled her glass in her hand and watched the creamy liquid swirl. She left the glass on the table and rubbed her collarbone, still thinking about something.

She looked up at Larry and said, “I am worried now since you raised the subject. Do people indeed have sex with those things on your dick? Don’t they take them out?”

“Of course they don’t take them out!” Larry replied with a smile, looking surprised by her question as if my wife was supposed to know how piercings worked. “That is the whole point of having piercings, Jen! They are perfectly safe to have sex with. Don’t you worry! I have a lubricant that we will use. I guess you will be a little nervous in the beginning, so it should help.”

“I will be nervous, Larry! I am nervous right now,” my wife said and looked at me but continued to talk to Larry. “But no lubricants, thank you! I can’t stand them! I am a healthy woman that gets sufficiently wet naturally if you wished to know!”

Jen stressed the word ‘naturally’, apparently still worked up by Larry’s question about giving birth naturally. My wife had always wanted to be considered a natural woman. She had never liked anything fake or artificial, perhaps because she was blessed with a body of natural beauty, including perfect natural boobs.

“He-he!” Larry chuckled and said to her, “No worries, Jen! Andy and I will warm you up with the traditional means”—he winked at me—”Right, Andy?”

“Sure,” I replied.

Larry went on to assure my wife. “Even if you are tight down there, with the right foreplay, you will—”

“Alright! That’s enough now!” Jen shouted and threw up her hands in the air. “Can we not talk about this anymore, please?!”

She buried her face in her palms.

“Sorry, Jen, sorry,” Larry said apologetically and leaned over the table towards her.

He wrapped his hands around her wrists and tried to uncover her face, but she pushed his hands away. Nonetheless, Jen let go of her face and looked at him.

She said in a dejected voice, “Larry, you can’t talk like this to a woman to whom you want to make love. It’s degrading. I know that for you, it is just a financial transaction, but still. Show some respect, will you?”

“No, Jen, you got me wrong!” Larry said emphatically. “It’s not just a financial transaction for me, not at all. You mean so much more to me. I am so sorry for my folly. The pressure is making me act like a disrespectful idiot. I value you a lot; you are a wonderful woman.” And just when I saw my wife’s face beginning to soften around the edges as she listened to his kind words, he added, “Being tight down there doesn’t make you less attractive; it’s actually more pleasurable for me.”

He sat back in his seat and stared at his glass, having realised he had blown it again with his last statement and perhaps regretting aggravating my wife with his question in the first place.

Jen shook her head in desperation. “Larry! Let me reassure you! My vagina is as tight as it should be, and I’ve never had complaints. And yes, I have given childbirth to both my kids naturally. Happy?”

“Yep! Happy!” Larry said and made a sign of zipping his mouth.

“Let’s get it over with!” Jen said and stood up abruptly.

She grabbed her knickers and headed for the bathroom on the ground floor, where she kept her shaving razor. Larry and I followed her.

Jen peeled off her nightdress when we entered the bathroom, bouncing her naked boobs and revealing her pussy. She stepped off her slippers and gave me her nightie and knickers to hold. Larry made the most of the chance to ogle her naked body.

When he realised that she had noticed his gaze, he looked away and murmured, “Sorry, Jen!”

“What for?” Jen asked him and grabbed her razor from the shower caddy.

“I made you feel uncomfortable with my gaze! I’m sorry,” he said.

“Since when have you become so sensitive, Larry?” Jen scoffed at him. “You are going to fuck me, for fuck’s sake! What’s the big deal of seeing me naked?”

Larry was taken aback by my wife’s arrogance, but I wasn’t. I knew her very well. Being arrogant was her way of boosting her self-confidence whenever she feared something.

Jen stood up straight, with her legs apart a bit and handed the razor to Larry. She propped her leg on the side of the bathtub to give herself more spread, leaning one hand against the wall for support.

She raised her finger at her new stylist and said, “Don’t you dare to cut me!”

Despite her efforts to come across as confident and in control, she must have felt very embarrassed showing her bare pussy to this man whom she barely knew, especially in front of me, because she couldn’t stop herself from blushing. 

Larry squatted in front of my wife, and she closed her eyes. Her body trembled when he ran two fingers over her outer pussy lips.

“They are perfectly shaved,” he said. “I will just shape a thin landing strip above, and that will be it.”

I had to pinch my dick to avoid ejaculating in my pants while I watched my boss soap my wife’s pussy and then shave her already neatly trimmed mons pubis into a thin landing strip, taking great care not to cut her skin. Jen stood still with closed eyes all the time. Her face was tranquil, and she flinched only once when Larry began to rinse the soap from her pussy with warm water using the handheld shower, and his hand brushed her clit. After he washed the soap away, he inspected his work and made a slight correction, just a little trim at the top of the strip. Then he took the towel and dried her pussy and legs.

All this time, I had been struggling to hold myself from blowing my load in my briefs. It was so erotic watching my wife’s pussy shaved and washed by another man right in front of me that I knew if it had lasted a little longer, I would have ejaculated.

“All done, Jen,” Larry said and patted her hip before he stood up.

My heart thumped in my chest. What he was saying was that she was ready to get fucked! The point of no return was coming, and my heart was reminding me that if I wanted to stop it, I had to act fast. My dick throbbed, however, reminding me where my allegiances lay: with cuckoldry. Yes, I wanted my wife to get fucked because I was a cuckold by nature, as Robbie had said.

Jen opened her eyes, and Larry gentlemanly offered her his hand to hold on to. She let go of the wall and took his hand before she put her foot on the floor.

I was not the only one struggling to contain my erection. Larry had a massive erection, too, and when my wife let go of his hand, he adjusted his dick in his briefs. Jen pretended she did not see what he was doing. She slid into her slippers, took her nightdress and panties from me and without putting her clothes on, she left the bathroom. Larry and I followed her up the stairs to the bedroom. We savoured the view of her ass and pussy from below as we walked behind her.

Jen entered the bedroom, followed closely by Larry, but then she turned around and pushed him out of the room, saying, “I want to talk to my husband in private for a minute.”

Larry made room for me to pass as he said, “After you, sir!”

I entered the room and shut the door behind me. 

Jen tossed her clothes onto the chair in the corner, locked her arms around my neck and looked me in the eyes. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer to me. It felt so good feeling her naked body pressed against mine, her tits squashed against my chest, her thighs brushing mine and her slim stomach rubbing against my abs. I pressed my erection even tighter against her mons pubis, and we stayed in silence like this for some time, savouring the sexual tension flowing between us. 

My hands slipped down onto her butt, and I squeezed her butt cheeks, but she moved her hands onto my chest and gently pushed me back, just a tiny bit, but enough to let me know that I had to hold my horses.

Then she said, quietly but very clearly, “Andy, are you sure you want me to do this?”

It was the question I dreaded. Of course, I was not sure. But could I tell her that? I couldn’t. I knew we both would regret whatever decision we made anyway. So what was the point to discuss it at that point?

I mustered all my confidence and said, “Yes.”

Jen sighed. “Andy, you know that once it’s done, it can’t be undone. If he fucks me now, I can’t be unfucked.”

“I know. But, Jen, are you OK doing it?”

“I am OK now. I don’t know if I’ll be OK afterwards.”

“Do you mean he can hurt you with those things? He is also quite large.”

“No, silly!” Jen said, and a smile briefly crossed her lips as she locked her arms around my neck again. “Just before he ran upstairs to call you, he swore to me again that he would be gentle. And you will make sure he is. You will look after me while he fucks me, won’t you?”

“Of course I will,” I said and caressed her cheek with the back of my hand. “But there is no way to know how rough these things feel until he enters you.”

I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her closer to me.

Jen bit her lower lip a couple of times and looked away from me, thinking of something. Then she looked back at me and said, “Well, I kind of know what they feel like. Hmm. He suggested I tried how they felt, and in the bathroom, before we went to the living room, I gave him a blow job!”

Jen paused and stared intently at my face, trying to see my reaction. My heart murmured. I was both jealous and excited as I imagined my wife squatting in front of Larry’s dick and taking it into her mouth.

“His cock is huge,” I whispered as my words just slipped through my mouth. I had not expected to hear something like that from my wife, neither I had expected that she would ever be able to take a cock that huge in her mouth. “Did you. . . .Did you choke on it?” I asked her.

“No!” She said straight away. “I decided to swallow his cum or whatever his vasectomised testicles produced. It was salty. I felt it was easier that way with a huge dick like his. Then I was worried that he would not get a hard-on to fuck me so soon after that. That’s why I suggested we had some drinks to give him more time to recuperate, but I saw he was alright when we were in the bathroom. I’m sorry I did it behind your back. Are you jealous now?”

She stopped talking and looked me in the eyes with such a penetrating gaze that I felt unease and looked away.

I gulped, but I looked back at her. The words struggled to come out of my mouth, but I somehow managed to say, “No, it’s OK, Jen. I love you!”

“I love you too!” she said and kept her eyes on my face for another fifteen or twenty seconds without moving or saying a word before a tiny smile flickered across her lips, and she said, “I lied to you, honey! I didn’t give him a blowjob or anything. I just wanted to see your reaction to check if you can handle it. Because him fucking me will be a bigger thing to deal with than a blow job. You know that, don’t you?”

“You got me, Jen!” I tried to chuckle, but it came out forced, so I just smiled. “You got me! I did think you had blown him. But I was cool with it. You saw me, right? I was cool. Because we love each other, and love trumps everything, jealousy inclusive.”

I somewhat dodged giving her a straight answer about how I felt. Because if I had to be honest with her, I had to tell her that I was very much jealous, but at the same time, my desire to see her fucked by another man trumped my jealousy. So when I said that jealousy was trumped, I did not lie to her. However, it wasn’t love but my cuckold desire that trumped my jealousy.

We stayed in our embrace for a while before I asked my wife, “Does he arouse you? Please be honest with me, Jen!” I pressed my body tighter against hers so that she felt my hard cock against her stomach.

She responded with a question. “What do you expect me to say, Andy?”

“The truth.”

“He does when I allow myself to be aroused by him, if you know what I mean. But that is pure sexual sensation; it is not love. I love you!”

“I love you too,” I said, and we kissed briefly. Then I added, “Jen, it does not need to be unpleasant, you know. You need to let him arouse you, and you need to let go so you can enjoy the ride, but also for the camera.”

Jen nodded. “I know.”

My hands slipped down onto her butt yet again, but she pulled away from me and said, “Let me do it with him first, then you will have me. I’ve got the feeling that if you and I have sex now, both of us won’t be horny enough to let him fuck me, you know how it is. And since we both want to go through it now—”

I sighed. “You are probably right, Jen.”

She took the mask from the dressing table and went to the bed to pick up the micro G-string thong. I turned around and went to the door to let Larry in.

“Why are you so aroused when you share me?” Jen asked me unexpectedly.

I paused with my hand on the door handle. I was taken aback by Jen’s question. So she does know I am a cuckold, I thought. How does she? 

Oh, fuck it! She ain’t stupid, I thought a second later. She’s seen my boner several times today. And the fact that I am letting her do it? She knows. Why do I care anyway? We’ve gone thus far; there is no point. 

“I think I am a cuckold, Jen,” I said and looked at her over my shoulder.

Jen wasn’t looking at me. She had put the sling string thong on and was busy adjusting it at her pussy. She heard me but did not ask me anything else or comment on my confession. She didn’t even look up at me. Her reaction, or lack thereof, confirmed to me that she had known about my fetish for some time.

“OK, let’s call him in,” my wife said.

I turned the door handle, but she called my name. “Andy!” 

I paused again. “Yes?”

“We may regret it afterwards!”

“I know. But will we not regret it more if we don’t do it?”

Jen sighed and then nodded. “You are right! Let my bull in!”

I opened the door, and Larry rushed in. He must have been waiting anxiously behind the door because he looked at his watch and said with a sense of urgency, “Let’s do it!”

He had also been listening to my conversation with Jen since he looked at my wife and said to her. “It will be fun, Jen! And don’t worry about Andy. He wants this much more than you can imagine.”

I decided not to say anything.

Jen didn’t say anything either and prepared to put on her mask, but Larry stopped her. “Wait!” he said. “We won’t be wearing masks, Jen.”

“What?” Jen’s voice went crescendo, and her eyes went big. “I am not letting him see my face!”

“Jen, it’s safe. It will be only him,” Larry said. “I will record the session. We will have leverage in case he does something stupid. Although it’s very, very unlikely that he does. He has more to lose than us. Trust me!”

Jen shook her head. “No! I am not doing it without my mask on.”

Larry went to her and reached his hand towards her mask. “Jen, it is safe, trust me! I know his business, and he knows mine. I know his children. It will be enough to tell his daughter what he is doing to get him into big trouble, let alone if the recording goes public. He wouldn’t even dare thinking of blackmailing anyone because if anyone, he is the one worth blackmailing. I carefully research everyone before I invite them to my VIP club. I know this guy the best out of all my clients. I already do business with Robbie, only that I want to do big business with him. We know each other very well, and I trust him. If he were not trustworthy, I would not have invited him to become a member of the club.”

Jen looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I think it’s safe, Jen.”

My wife looked at Larry, and still hesitant, she handed the mask to him, staring him in the face. Holding her mask in one hand, he smiled at her and clasped her chin with his other hand. He gently tilted her head up, and, looking at her face with admiration, he whispered, “God! You are beautiful!”

Larry let go of her chin, and his hand softly caressed her cheek. Jen trembled at his touch but kept staring at his face. Larry continued to explore her body as he stroked the side of her neck, brushing away a strand of hair and then his hand slipped onto her chest. He ran the back of his hand over her erect nipples, and my wife’s chest began shaking, her stomach muscles tensed, and quivers ran down her thighs. Her breathing became heavy and frequent. Jen’s reaction was probably due to the enormous stress of what she was doing and about to do and sexual arousal at the same time. Larry’s hand moved back to her face, and he slowly ran his finger across her lips, gently plucking her lower lip until his finger found its way into her mouth, feeling the moisture of her saliva.

He took his finger out of my wife’s mouth and murmured softly, “Jen, let me be your lover tonight. Just tonight! Let me take you to a place you’ve never been before. Just this one time, tonight.”

Jen nodded.

Looking at Larry’s face, I knew that at that moment, he wanted to fuck my wife as much as, if not even more than, he desired to get new business from Robbie.


Chapter XII. It’s just sex

A chime filled the air, and we looked at the TV screen. Robbie had sent a Skype message: ‘Are we starting soon?’.

Our VIP client had begun losing patience, and rightly so because it was past one o’clock.

Without trying to hide the tent in his briefs, Larry went to his laptop and opened the cam-site app. A few seconds later, Robbie’s face appeared on the TV screen. My boss spun the virtual wheel so that Robbie could bid with the token we had agreed upon. Larry insisted that the token was transferred through the game. The software probably had a mechanism built into it to ensure these virtual transactions were recorded and were legally binding. The prize selected was: ‘Largo fucks Jen’. It took another minute or so for Robbie to bid with his token and my boss to make sure the transaction went through.

When Larry concluded that all was good, he turned around and instructed my wife, “Jen, can you hop on the bed, please?”

Jen kicked her slippers off and got on the bed. She was getting nervous again. As she crawled on the bed on all fours, I saw that her thigh muscles were trembling. I felt sorry for her, but then the sight of her bum from behind and her pussy lips bulging out of the micro thong was overwhelming. My lust took over me again, and I rubbed my cock.

“Andy, grab the camera, please,” Larry said after noticing I was getting distracted.

Yes, I thought, I can’t just have fun. I have to do some work for these 150 grand.

I took the handheld camera and climbed on the bed next to Jen. She was avoiding looking at me. Instead, she was watching Larry, who removed his briefs unceremoniously at that moment. He was sporting a full erection. I might have been interested in cocks before, but only as tools for fucking women. I had never had any homosexual interest, at least not strong enough to contemplate the question. As such, I had never spent time looking at other men’s penises longer than what was necessary to determine how good these men would be as bulls for my wife as part of my cuckold fantasy. This time, however, I couldn’t help but stare at and admire Larry’s phallus. My interest was still not driven by a sudden gay urge, but for the first time, I appreciated the shape of the male form outside the context of a vagina. I could only imagine what was going through my wife’s mind. She was sitting on the bed and was staring at the swinging baton of flesh decorated with metal rings and balls. That cock was coming closer and closer to her and was about to be going into her pussy very soon. It must have been overwhelming for her.

Larry got on the bed in front of Jen and kneeled at her feet. Looking at the determination with which he approached my wife, I wondered if he was going to pull her panties aside and shove his cock straight into her pussy.

Is this going to be over so quickly? I wondered.

I turned the camera on and pointed it at Jen’s crotch, ready to film my wife getting fucked by another man for the first time in our married life. I decided to blow my load in my briefs if I could not hold it while filming. I was going to be ashamed of myself, but what could I do? I had to film, not to attend to my dick.

Larry said to Jen, “Jen, lie on your back and spread your legs open for me.”

My wife adjusted the pillow behind her and lay on her back, spreading her legs as instructed. Larry put his hands on her ankles and gently pushed her legs up and further apart as he asked her, “Can you bend your knees a bit? And spread your legs a little more!” Then he praised her for following his instructions, “Yep! That’s it! Perfect!”

The flimsy G-string didn’t do a good job covering my wife’s pussy. Her outer pussy lips were exposed, and only the slit between them remained covered by the fabric. I focused the camera on her crotch. Larry kneeled between my wife’s legs and leaned his body over her, propping himself on his right hand. I had to move away a little to make room for him.

Filming your wife getting fucked is not easy, I thought.

Larry said to Jen, “Jen, you told me in the bathroom that kissing is very special for you, but I think it will be easier for both of us if we kiss. To warm up. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

“I know,” Jen said and briefly glanced at me as if she was seeking my permission to let her kiss him.

I gave her a thumbs-up. I knew that my wife would not be able to relax enough if she wasn’t kissed.

Larry saw my gesture, and that was enough for him. His hand cupped Jen’s breast, and when he leaned his face towards hers, she tilted her head slightly to the side, and they started kissing. Larry didn’t play with my wife’s breast for too long and moved his hand from her boob to her crotch. He began rubbing her pussy through the thin material of her thong. I switched to taking close-ups of his hand as it was warming Jen’s pussy up. A few seconds later, Larry pulled aside my wife’s thong. His fingers parted her pussy lips and started to rub her slit gently from her clit down to her vagina and back up to her clit. At the same time, he broke the kiss and began to suck her nipple. My wife closed her eyes and arched her head backwards, pushing up her chest. I decided that Robbie was more interested in what was going on with my wife’s pussy than with her tits, so I kept filming her groin area.

The first moan escaped Jen’s lips. It was more in the form of a low-pitched sigh, but it was a clear sign that her body was responding to Larry’s touches.

Shit! I thought. She is getting aroused. She wasn’t lying after all and could allow herself to get aroused by him.

A pang of jealousy hit me. The fact that my wife openly enjoyed this other man’s touches caused me pain. It was an emotional pain like the one caused by the loss of someone very close to you. In a way, it made sense. I was losing the faithfulness of my wife at that very moment. It was one thing to listen to her telling me she could let herself get aroused by another man, and it was very different to watch her doing it. Seeing her getting excited during the first broadcast when Larry licked or rubbed her was different too. Then she was fighting back the arousal. Now, she was not. She wanted to get aroused.

Watching Jen giving herself to Larry was undoubtedly painful. At the same time, what I was witnessing gave me a rock hard cock. It was a massive turn-on. And while my inner battle raged on, I kept filming the action at my wife’s crotch.

Larry kneeled up, slid his hands underneath Jen’s butt and grabbed the elastic strap of the thong at her back. He pulled gently on the string, nudging Jen to lift her hips and let him take off her thong, and she did. He slid her panties down to her knees, and with some further help from her, he took it off and tossed it on the floor. My wife’s pussy was laid bare in front of the alpha male who was going to enjoy the feeling of penetrating her vagina very soon.

Such a big fuss for this G-string, and its role was so short-lived, I thought, trying to focus my mind on such insignificant detail as the point of Jen wearing the G-string. I was avoiding thinking of the significance of what would happen at any moment. If I had not distracted myself, I would have probably been consumed by the internal struggle between jealousy and lustful excitement.

Larry crawled backwards on his knees, put his hands on my wife’s ankles and, keeping her feet flat on the bed, he gently pushed her knees further up and apart, spreading her legs wide open and thus making her pussy stretch open as well. Then he plunged himself on the bed, with his head between her legs, and holding her ankles to keep her legs spread apart, he started to lick her pussy.

The moment his tongue tapped her clit, Jen let another moan escape her lips, and her hands grabbed onto the bed sheets. After flicking her clit for a few seconds, my boss moved his tongue further down her slit. My balls were about to burst when I saw the pink of my wife’s engorged inner pussy lips pushed open by Larry’s tongue as it circled the rim of her vaginal opening and occasionally slid inside. When he felt she had produced enough lubrication, he focused on spreading her wetness along her slit and onto her clit.

After a couple of minutes working my wife up, Larry decided that it was time to penetrate her. He kneeled up between her legs and gripped his fully erect cock in one hand. His dick was massive.

God! I thought. Will my wife be able to take this thing in?

I’ve heard Robbie shouting from the cam-site app, “Point the camera at her face, Andy! I want to watch her face as he enters her.”

I pointed the camera at my wife’s face but kept looking at her pussy. Larry guided the head of his cock towards her pussy hole, but the moment his tip touched her vaginal opening, Jen cried, “No!”

She pushed Larry in the chest, and he sat down on his backside, caught off guard by her reaction. My wife sat up, pressed her back against the headboard and hugged her knees to her chest. She said with a guilty look on her face, “I can’t do it!”

“Jen!” Larry called her name and kneeled up, still holding his dick in his hand. His crumpled face showed he was worried by her reaction. “Jen, I will be very gentle. Let me do it; you are so wet. You are ready. Let me in, please. We both agreed to do it!”

“I can’t. I just can’t!” my wife whispered and shook her head. Her eyes turned moist, and a tear rolled down her cheek.

Larry continued to talk to her. “Jen, it will be all right! Jen! We’ve gone this far, Jen. We can’t stop now!” He let go of his dick and reached for her shoulder to comfort her, but my wife pulled away.

Larry looked at me and mouthed, “Dude, we have a problem.”

Then he turned his attention back to Jen. This time she let him rub her shoulder as he said to her, “Jen, you told me in the bathroom that you liked me as a man. You said you could enjoy sex with me if no strings attached. Let’s do exactly that! Andy is OK with it. Why do you have doubts now?”

“It’s just,” Jen said and sobbed. Now tears were rolling down her cheeks. “I just can’t do it with you, Larry.”

Larry took a deep breath and exhaled. “You said you liked me, didn’t you?”

My wife tried to brush her tears away. She looked at my boss with a guilty look on her face and sobbed again. “I did. But I don’t love you. I love my husband.”

“It’s just sex, Jen,” Larry said. “It’s a one night stand! That’s what we are doing. Nothing more. Let me fuck you just this one time. Then you will continue to be with your Andy. Nothing will change.” Larry stroked her cheek with the back of his hand.

Jen grabbed his hand and pushed it away. “I can’t do it knowing you are not my husband. Sorry, Larry! I love Andy!”

Larry sat back.

Then my wife outstretched her arms towards me for a hug. I left the camera on the bed and crawled up to her. I sat on her left side, and she cuddled up to me. I started to caress her hair, comforting her.

“It’s OK, Jen. It’s OK,” I whispered and kissed her on the cheek. “You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to.”

Larry put his hand on my wife’s ankle to get her attention. “Jen, listen to me! Please! You and Andy will lose a hundred and fifty grand and much more.”

“You don’t have to do it, Jen, if you don’t want to,” I kept saying to her and kept stroking her hair. “You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to.” I kissed her head and said, “Forget the money and don’t do it! You thought he would excite you physically so that it could be just sex, but you found out that was not the case. It’s like rape if he doesn’t excite you.”

“It’s not that he doesn’t excite me, Andy,” my wife said and pulled herself slightly away from me. She wiped the tears from her face and looked at me. “I just can’t let him do it while I am looking at his face. When I look at him, I keep telling myself that he is not you, and I just can’t let him fuck me.”

“Well, if you don’t want him to fuck you, then forget the stupid money and—” I started to say, but she interrupted me.

“I want him to fuck me, Andy. But I just can’t let him,” my wife said as she wiped another tear.

“Hon, you don’t make sense,” I said.

“Hold on, Andy!” Larry said and raised his hand. “She makes sense. She makes perfect sense. I have an idea.”

My boss took the camera from the bed and crawled to my wife’s right side. He lay down on his left side, holding the camera in his right hand.

Then he said, “Jen, lie down on your left side. Andy, lie down next to her, facing her, and start making out with her.”

“Oh, OK, that’s even better! I will be the porn star for 150 grand,” I said and grinned as I removed my briefs, and my hard cock sprung free. 

Larry smiled at me and shrugged his shoulders.

I may not become a cuckold, after all, I thought, but at least I will get to fuck my wife on camera. I did not want to admit it to myself, but I regretted the recent development of the show, although I said to myself that maybe it was for the better.

As instructed, Jen lay on her left side, and I lay on my right side, facing her. I wrapped my left arm around my wife’s shoulder and kissed her briefly. I looked at her face. Then we kissed again. This time the kiss was longer. We continued kissing as I started to rub her back with my left hand, pressing my chest against her tits. I noticed that Larry moved closer to my wife’s back and pressed his crotch against her butt. He left the camera behind him and grabbed her right ankle. When he nudged her to lift her leg and bend her knee, Jen hesitated for a second, but she did it, resting her leg on my hip and thus exposing her pussy for Larry to film.

My wife’s tongue and mine were intertwined in a dance of passion when she abruptly stopped moving her tongue, opened her mouth and gasped, hitting my teeth with hers. I immediately found the reason as I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Larry’s hand had slipped between her legs and was rubbing her pussy from behind. I pressed my lips on Jen’s, and we resumed kissing. A few seconds later, Larry let go of my wife’s pussy to get one of the pillows, which he put just behind her ass and under his left hip.

Oh-oh, I thought. He still wants to fuck her! Maybe I will become a cuckold after all.

Larry grabbed the camera and started to film a close up of my wife’s groin from behind. I decided to watch the action on the TV screen and slightly turned my head towards the screen but continued to kiss Jen. Larry’s filming wasn’t perfect because he did not have an easy job handling the camera with his right hand only while propping himself on his left elbow. However, the images were clear enough to satisfy the two voyeurs: Robbie and me. My boss started guiding his cock without using his hands by only moving his pelvis towards my wife’s pussy. 

At that point, Jen sensed what was about to happen and stopped kissing me. She looked me in the eyes, and I smiled at her. She didn’t smile back, but instead, she wrapped her right arm around me and hugged me, burying her face into my chest. I felt her teeth pressing into my flesh as she pushed her open mouth against me. Larry’s penis made contact with her pussy, and she shivered. Her fingernails dug into my back as she hugged me tighter.

I looked up once again at the TV screen, and it was just in time to see Larry’s cockhead pressing against my wife’s vaginal opening. Jen’s breathing became heavy and urgent.

I felt my heart thumping in my chest and heard my pulse in my head. I had goosebumps running up my spine when I thought: It is about to happen!

Jen’s inner pussy lips spread open, and Larry pushed his cock more firmly. My wife whimpered, but he thrust again, and then once again. His cockhead, along with its ring, slid in. At the same time, Jen gasped, and I felt her teeth scraping against my chest. She hurt me with her nails which she dug deeper into my back, but I stayed still, rubbing her back with my hand, determined to show her my support.

Larry didn’t move his cock for a few seconds, giving my wife’s vagina time to adjust to his size and then he pushed again. This time half of his shaft, along with most of its metal rungs, went in, triggering a sharp, muffled cry from my wife of the word, “Fuck!”

Jen raised her head and looked up at me. Her face was red, and her chest was moving fast, with heavy breaths. I looked up at the screen once again in time to see Larry thrust again. His cock went further in, and my wife’s pussy devoured the last of the rungs of his Jacob’s ladder. Jen sighed a long, low-pitched moan, “Ugh!”

I wasn’t sure if it was a moan of pain or pleasure, probably both. I looked back at her.

She murmured, “He’s in, Andy. It’s done now!”

“Let him fuck you, Jen. I want you to,” I said, let go of her back and brushed her cheek with the back of my hand.

Jen’s face flinched. A quick look at the TV screen showed me the reason why. Her new lover was pushing his penis inside her once again. This time Larry’s entire cock went into my wife’s pussy, up to his cock base, stretching her vaginal entrance to its limits.

“Fuck!” Jen cried and dug her fingernails once more into my back. “Fuck!”

Robbie’s voice came over the speaker. “I love it! I love it!”

Larry did not stay still for too long. He gave my wife about twenty seconds to relax her vagina and began thrusting in and out of her pussy with long slow strokes.

“How does it feel, Jen?” I asked my wife as I put my hand on her shoulder.

“Stretched!” was her brief answer followed by the moan, “Oh!”

“Does it hurt?” I asked her.

She shook her head.

“Do you feel his rings?” I kept asking.

“Yeah!” she said in a low-pitched voice followed by another high-pitched moan, “Fuck!”

Her breathing was growing heavier and heavier. Larry had started to fuck her with slow long strokes, but he was gradually increasing the pace, and within three or four minutes, he began to fuck her in earnest, rhythmically shaking her body with his thrusts. While in the beginning, Jen had gasped with each of his inward thrusts, now she started to moan constantly. Larry fucked her like this for at least another three or four minutes, then he stopped. He handed me the camera, and I took it from him.

He rubbed my wife’s buttock and said softly, “Jen, I think you have opened up well now. Would you like to stand on all four, slowly? I will help you so that we try to keep my cock inside you.”

Jen started to roll over onto her stomach, still trying to keep her right leg propped on my hip. I moved backwards, making room for her, but not too much so that her foot did not slip off me. Larry held her hips as he tried to move his pelvis along with her butt, without his cock slipping out of her pussy.

However, it was difficult for him to roll in sync with her, so when she had rolled over halfway, holding herself up on her elbows, he stopped her as he said, “Hold on, Jen! It won’t work. Let me pull it out.”

I was smart enough to leave the camera on the bed behind me. I held Jen’s right knee with both hands as I sat up, making sure not to let her leg and pelvis drop suddenly, causing some tear to her vagina if it got caught on Larry’s cock piercings.

Since Larry’s dick had already begun to slip out, when he propped himself up on his left hand, he took the base of his penis in his right hand and started to carefully glide his cock out of my wife’s vagina, simultaneously pulling his pelvis backwards.

Gosh! What a sight my wife was! Having her right knee up in the air, being held by my hands only, while her pussy was left at the mercy of this other man as she was letting his long shaft with its shiny metal rings slowly slide out of her vagina. The rungs with its metal balls were popping out one by one, pulling inside out the pink skin of my wife’s cunt!

And then came Larry’s engorged cockhead, stretching Jen’s vaginal rim so much that she waved her right hand at Larry, pleading with him, “Slow down, please!”

Larry listened to her and stopped pulling his cock out.

“Andy, I need your help here,” he said. “Can you pull her leg further out to spread her pussy a little more so that my ring does not get caught in?”

I followed his instructions, and finally, Larry’s monstrous cock slipped out. His penis glistened with my wife’s vaginal juices, especially the metal balls of his piercings.

Robbie missed the best sight! I thought since I was convinced that the laptop camera couldn’t show him what I was seeing.

I let go of my wife’s leg, and she took the doggy style position. I grabbed the camera.

“Here, Jen,” Larry said and gave her the pillow. “Put your head on it and lower down your upper body so that you prop your ass up.”

Jen followed his instructions and buried her head in the pillow, propping her ass up.

Larry went behind her and helped her spread her legs further apart.

“Just spread them a little more, Jen,” Larry said to her as he kept pushing her legs gently apart, and my wife did as he asked her to do. He ran his hand over her puffed up pussy lips. “Spread your legs a little wider! Just to open your pussy a little more so that Robbie can see better while I am penetrating you.”

“Andy, close up, please,” Jen’s bull said to me and kneeled up behind my wife’s ass. Her pink anus was stretched open right in front of my boss, but he was not interested in it. He ran his hand over her pussy once again. He was a gentle lover despite his arrogance, and he knew what he was doing. I had to give him that. By caressing my wife’s genitals, he wanted her to relax in the new sex position, and, at the same time, he was communicating to her that he was about to penetrate her again so that she was at ease. He guided his cock with his hand to my wife’s yawning vagina and pressed the cockhead against her pussy hole.

Larry thrust in, and the tip of his penis went in. It was surprising how nicely my wife’s pussy opened up this time to take in the cockhead with the ring as if her cunt had been taking in penises that come with rings all the time. My boss thrust in a second time, a powerful, deep thrust and his whole shaft slid in. I had no idea my wife’s vagina was so deep and could accommodate such girth so easily. Not that I was small, but what her pussy was getting at that moment was something of a different magnitude altogether.

Larry rubbed my wife’s back as he whispered, “Here we go again, Jen.”

Then he grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart as he began fucking her pussy at full speed straight away. Jen’s anus was opening and closing with each thrust of the large cock in and out of the adjacent hole.

“Yep! Your wife was right,” Larry said between his puffs and looked briefly at me. “She doesn’t need artificial lubricants. She has the best pussy I have ever fucked! Tight enough to provide a nice grip and good friction but perfectly slick to let me move with ease. I love it!”

Indeed my wife’s vagina had loosened up and lubricated so well that Larry had no problems thrusting in and out the full length of his thick shaft as he fucked her at pace. He was pulling out with ease all the rungs of his Jacob’s ladder, keeping inside only his cockhead with its special ring. Then he was shoving everything back in, slamming the base of his cock against my wife’s labia majora.

I was glad that in her position with her head buried in the pillow, moaning, and repeating the words ’Fuck’ and ‘Oh, my God’, Jen could not hear Larry’s compliment because she was not going to like it. She would have found his words repugnant had she heard him. I didn’t like his comment either. I felt jealous and humiliated, yes, very humiliated that not only this other man was enjoying my wife, but he had the audacity to praise her intimate parts as if he were the man entitled to take pleasure from them, not me. My cock, of course, thought otherwise. I felt pre-cum oozing from it. It was too erotic to watch and, weirdly, arousing to listen to Larry, who continued to praise my wife’s pussy.

I only heard part of his words, “Her pussy is so warm and wet, so slushy. . . ,” and I dropped the camera on the bed. I turned away and squeezed the tip of my penis to prevent premature ejaculation.

Thankfully, Robbie’s shouts changed my train of thought and thus saved me from embarrassing myself by blowing my load in my pants.

“Film, Andy! Film! For fuck’s sake! Show me her pussy!” Robbie continued to shout.

I grabbed the camera and resumed filming Larry, who was doubling down on his efforts to ravish my wife’s pussy, filling the room with the sound of his crotch slapping against her thighs and butt cheeks.

From that point on, I filmed diligently, and five or six minutes later, Larry started to ejaculate, and his loud groans became the dominant sound in the room. My wife’s now constant moans turned into a series of high-pitched squeals of ‘Oh’. She raised her head, grabbed the bars of the headboard, and her body convulsed in spasms of pleasure as she orgasmed. I heard a series of grunts coming from the cam-site app, and I figured out that Robbie was masturbating and had just succumbed to the bliss of his orgasm. His moans mixed with the sounds of sex filling the room, amplifying the sense of sexual ecstasy.

Larry made a massive thrust, shoving his dick all the way up into my wife’s pussy and leaned forward, closing any gap between her butt and his crotch, making filming of the area pointless. He reached from behind and grabbed my wife’s hanging boobs. He squeezed her tits and stayed still, closing his eyes as he unloaded the last drop of sperm, or whatever liquid his vasectomised testicles could produce, into her womb. I directed the camera at my wife’s face, which was twitching with pleasure as she continued to climax, biting her lower lip and staring at the pillow below.

Larry was done ejaculating, and he let go of my wife’s breasts, kneeled up, put his hands on her buttocks and resumed thrusting in her pussy, albeit at a slower pace. He kept fucking her, gradually slowing down his strokes, until my wife eased out of her orgasm. After another minute or two, Larry withdrew his still erect cock and slumped on the bed on his back next to Jen. My wife let go of the headboard, turned around and lay on her back too. Her legs were still trembling out of excitement and exertion.

“Wow!” Robbie shouted from the screen. “This is what I call hotwife initiation!”

A second later, I heard some rustling coming from the TV screen and Robbie’s voice. “Fuck. What a mess! Where are the stupid tissues?”

I didn’t want to look at the screen. I felt disgusted with him. Wanking shamelessly while watching my wife getting fucked!

What a disgrace for a 79-years old man! I thought, although later upon reflection, I felt my irritation with Robbie had been baseless. The guy had paid to get off while watching. Also, if I had not had to film, probably I would have masturbated too while watching the hot scene between my wife and Larry.

Larry turned onto his left side, propped himself up on his elbow and leaned his face towards my wife’s to kiss her.

She pushed him in the chest and said, “Get off me! You’ve got what you wanted, haven’t you?”

Larry seemed to get the message because he pulled away and said, “I just wanted to give you a thank-you kiss, Jen, for the amazing fucking!”

“You’re welcome!” my wife said somewhat grudgingly. “Now, leave me alone!”

Jen covered her face with her hands, and it appeared she was sobbing. 

I turned off the camera as I decided that I should not film my wife in her distressed state, but Robbie shouted, “Hey, Andy! We are not done yet! Give the camera to Largo and get the sloppy seconds. What cuckold will you be if you do not fuck your wife with her lover’s semen still inside her?”

Now, I loved this guy! He was the only one thinking about me. I was concerned about my wife, who seemed very upset, and I wanted to comfort her. However, at the same time, I had been holding myself for too long, and I wanted to fuck her.

I lay next to her and caressed her cheek.

“Jen, honey,” I whispered. “Are you OK?”

Jen uncovered her face and looked at me. She was crying. After the passion was over and the deed was done, she was filled with second thoughts, shame, embarrassment, guilt, and regret. I had feared that, and it seemed it had happened.

“Are you OK, hon?” I asked once again.

“Yes,” she murmured and swept her tears away. Then still lying on her back, she propped herself up on her elbows and asked me quietly, “Would you like to take me back, Andy?”

She spread her legs open and bent her knees, keeping her feet flat on the bed. She wanted me to fuck her in the missionary position.

However, I had a problem. In all the rush and emotions surrounding the evening, I had not taken any condoms with me. I had also done something stupid earlier on. I had moved all my condoms from the nightstand in our bedroom to Sam’s bedroom in the morning when I had thought I would need them there. In hindsight, I should have taken only a couple and left the rest in our bedroom, but who could have guessed the turn of events?

Fuck it! I cursed in my head. There’s no way I am leaving this room before taking back what is mine!

I kneeled between my wife’s legs and looked at her vulva. Her pussy lips were still spread open and engorged. Her vagina was gaping, and I could see about an inch or so into it.

Gosh! I thought. He had fucked her real hard! I’ve never been able to see so deep inside her pussy!

Larry’s ejaculate was dribbling out of Jen’s vagina into the cleft between her ass cheeks. Some of his spunk was dripping onto the bed sheets. Her shaved labia, inner thighs, and the part of her ass buns that I could see were red from the slapping of my boss’s crotch.

I lay on top of my wife, supporting myself with my left hand placed on the bed next to her right shoulder and used my right hand to position my cock at the entrance of her pussy.

Jen watched me prepare to penetrate her, looking much calmer than a few seconds before. She even smiled at me, a slightly sad smile, but still, her smile made me feel more comfortable she was OK.

When my cockhead touched her labia, she put her hand on my chest and, gently pushing me back, she whispered, “Honey, have you put on a condom?”

“I’ll pull out, Jen,” I said and entered her in one single thrust.

Yes, she was loose, but it still felt good. Her vagina was warm, wet, and spongy. It felt mushy, even squashy. I eased myself onto my elbows, and I was finally ready to fuck the woman I loved.

They should call it the squashy seconds, not the sloppy seconds, I thought, and I started to thrust up and down her pussy.

Jen rested her head on the pillow and stared at the ceiling. She placed her hands on my shoulders and rubbed me gently, trying to help me ejaculate quickly.

I am an OK lover. I usually last one to two minutes, at best three minutes, and since I had been overly excited for so long, I thought I would ejaculate very quickly.

However, as they say, sex is in your head. While I was fucking my wife, I couldn’t get rid of the image of her gaping vagina out of my head. And then the thought came to me that somehow Larry’s large cock with its rings must have permanently stretched her out. Of course, it had stretched her pussy out a bit, and probably her vagina was indeed looser after he had fucked her, but there was no way it would have been permanent. And for sure, I couldn’t have been feeling the impact of his cock that much because Jen’s vagina must have adjusted quickly to my dick.

Nonetheless, the mental images in my head of her pussy stretched around the enormous penis with the metal rings made me believe Larry had widened her vagina, and indeed I started to feel my wife’s pussy loose. I increased the pace of my strokes as I didn’t want my cock to go soft due to insufficient friction with Jen’s loose vagina. Fortunately, I did not lose erection, but I was not cumming either. I kept thrusting for a minute, then two, then three, then probably four, and I was still not coming closer to release.

I was sure Jen was not keen to be fucked again after she had been ravished by Larry’s ‘armadillo’ and had only asked me to fuck her because she loved me and felt sorry for me missing out. She most probably had felt obliged to let me do her and had hoped for me to finish quickly, not expecting to get any pleasure out of it. However, as I kept thrusting back and forth, she began to get aroused. I saw it on her face. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. I slowed down my strokes, and we kissed. When we broke the kiss, I smiled at her, and she smiled back at me.

Now that I felt reassured by her smile, I began to think that she was not loose at all. If anything, her vagina felt squishy, as I had initially determined. I resumed fucking her with renewed energy.

I was coming closer to the point of no return when I felt a touch on the small of my back.

“How do you like the sloppy seconds, Andy?” Larry asked me. “It feels good, doesn’t it? Smooth and velvety; slick and warm. Nothing compares to thrusting in an already loosened vagina!”

Fuck! I thought. Why the fuck did you have to speak, Larry?

So far, Larry had been lying on his side and watching Jen and me in silence, but apparently, he had decided he had to talk to me. From the tone of his voice, I knew he did it with good intentions, genuinely trying to help me savour the moment. But his intervention had the opposite effect. It reminded me that he had just drilled my wife’s pussy with his tool, and again I felt her pussy loose, and my moment passed.

I doubled down on the speed and power of my thrusts. I started to slam my dick into my wife’s pussy with little regard if I hurt her by hitting her labia with such force. I was fucking Jen frantically, trying to build up again to the moment of no return. Ironically, I had fought so hard to prevent cumming while I had been filming and watching. And now, I was fighting even harder to cum, but it wasn’t happening. The first moan escaped Jen’s lips, then a second followed.

Hearing her voice brought me closer to climax, but then I wondered if her moans weren’t fake. Is she not faking it? Probably she doesn’t feel me well either and is feigning pleasure to help me cum.

The moment passed again. I looked at my wife’s face and saw that she had closed her eyes. She was constantly moaning.

If she is faking it, she is doing it very well, I thought and started to rotate my hips after every five or six thrusts. I liked drilling her pussy like that; I had always enjoyed it. I felt the pleasure building up in my balls. It was growing stronger and stronger.

The trick with rotating hips has always worked for both Jen and me, I thought. It works very well right now too. It’s good to have something up in your sleeve for moments like this one. It’s incredible how my dick can move so well around. The moment I thought that my cock moved smoothly, my analytical brain came up with a stupid idea: Doesn’t it feel a little bit looser now, after she was stretched by the ‘armadillo’? Yeah, her pussy does feel loose. That’s why I can move so well.

And there it happened again. My build-up to orgasm suffered another setback.

For fuck’s sake! I told myself. I am going to fuck her until I cum. Whatever it takes, I will cum! I will fuck her until I cum!

I had been thrusting for ages, I was sweating, my wife was sweating even more profusely than me, and I was still not cumming. Jen’s face was flushed red, her lips were engorged, and her boobs were wobbling up and down in sync with my thrusts. She was panting out of exertion and the continuous stimulation of her groin. She moved her hands from my shoulders onto my butt and started to squeeze my ass cheeks, probably in another attempt to urge me to cum. She began moving her pelvis up and down, trying to help me orgasm, but probably also for her own pleasure.

At one point, Jen let go of my ass and grabbed the hair of my head. She started to pull on it. She opened her eyes and raised her head as she shouted, “Oh my God, Andy! Fuck me! Harder!”

It looks like she is genuinely into it, I thought, and my observation brought me closer to the edge.

“Harder, Andy! Fuck me! Harder!” she continued to shout.

Why is she shouting ‘harder’? I asked myself. Maybe she can’t feel me well because she has become so wide!

And I was back to square one. My elbows started to hurt, so I propped myself up on my hands and tried to thrust harder and deeper.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” my wife began crying in a high-pitched voice.

She can’t be faking it, I thought.

Jen wasn’t faking it. Her stomach muscles tensed up, and her face twitched with pleasure; she was orgasming heavily.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Jen cried and arched her head back, pushing her chest up.

Larry cupped one of my wife’s breasts and squeezed it. He leaned his face toward hers. Jen had arched her head back, and her mouth was wide open, and her body was shaking back and forth as I fucked her, but he still managed to find her lips. This time my wife did not refuse the kiss, and they kissed. Larry’s mouth then moved from her lips to her chin, to her neck and down to her other breast, finding her nipple and giving it a little bite.

I arched my back and fucked Jen’s pussy as hard as I could. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and I felt her thighs shaking against my hips. She was having one of the longest orgasms I had ever seen her have. Knowing that she was climaxing brought me to my own climax at last, and I started to ejaculate. It was the most prolific ejaculation I had ever had. I kept thrusting, unloading my sperm inside her, while Larry’s mouth found the side of her neck, and he began smooching her neck.

After about twenty or thirty seconds, Jen’s and my orgasms began to pass, and I slowed down my thrusts. Coming back to her senses, Jen pushed Larry in his chest, and he pulled away from her. This time Larry did not lie down but sat on the edge of the bed and gave a thumbs-up to Robbie on the screen, whom we had completely forgotten about.

A couple of minutes later, I pulled my dick out of my wife’s pussy and lay on my back next to her.


Chapter XIII. The wager

I heard hands clapping and Robbie’s voice on the speaker. “Well done, Andy! I’ve never seen a cuckold hubby take the sloppy seconds the way you did. I have just checked. You fucked your wife for almost thirty minutes! Wow!”

Then Robbie turned his attention to Larry and said, “Largo, this guy knows how to fuck! Maybe you should kick Jason out of your show and take Andy for the threesomes with Nora!”

Larry said something witty to Robbie, but I didn’t listen any longer to what they were talking about because I was immersed in the euphoria after release and was relishing the moment of bliss. I stared at the ceiling as I thought about how good it felt to have finally fucked my wife after being horny for what had felt like ages. Jen was lying on her back next to me, and her hand found mine. I gripped hers, and we held hands. I did not look at her, but she was quiet, gently rubbing my knuckles with her fingers, and I assumed that her calmness was a sign that she was feeling OK. It felt fantastic. Lying on my back next to my lovely wife, having fulfilled my deepest carnal fantasy, and gotten paid for it, felt so good, so liberating.

Release feels so good! I told myself, and then all of a sudden, the word ‘release’ struck me. I remembered that I had promised Jen not to empty myself inside her and had forgotten to withdraw.

Fuck! She will kill me! I thought. She doesn’t like the morning-after pill. What am I going to do now? I fucked it up! Maybe I should keep quiet, and she will forget. In any case, what are the chances of her getting pregnant by me from one fuck? We had a couple of oops moments in the past after Sam, and I did not get her pregnant, did I? Yeah, I should keep quiet, and it will just pass. But, then, what if she gets pregnant, though? After all, I emptied a massive load of sperm inside her womb. Yeah, there is a risk, but there’s always a risk; even with a condom, it is not 100% safe. They say it protects 99.9%, like the disinfectants. They put these labels because there is always some risk. There is a risk that she can get pregnant, but how big is it? Fine, it is higher than if I had used a condom, but there were mitigating factors tonight, weren’t there? Not least, Larry’s ejaculate must have stood in the way of mine since he emptied himself first, and his sperm is infertile, so it served as a protective layer, so to speak. And we did it only once, and she was stressed. No, the chances are slim, very slim. But if she does get pregnant, I will never hear the end of it—

My worrying thoughts were interrupted by my wife, who rolled over onto her stomach and moved her upper body on top of me, laying her breasts on my chest. Her nipples were still erect. I liked feeling them rub against me. Jen smiled, and she looked prettier than ever, despite being sweaty, with strands of wet hair plastered to her face.

She brushed aside a lock of hair from her forehead and said, “You are the best, Andy! You truly are!”

We kissed passionately. Robbie was winding Larry up about something, but neither Jen nor I paid attention to their argument. It felt like my wife and I had been reunited after being apart for a long time, and we wanted the moment to be ours only.

We broke the kiss, and Jen propped herself up on my chest. She looked into my eyes and said, “I love you, honey!”

“I love you too, hon,” I replied.

We stared into each other’s eyes as if we were a young couple who had just confessed their love to each other for the first time.

The spark in her eyes! What a change! From sorrow and regret just a few minutes ago to love and excitement! I am so much happier when she is happy, I thought. I have claimed my wife back by fucking her so thoroughly. She knew it would work. That’s why she wanted me to have sex with her straight after Larry: to take his mark off her.

I caressed her cheek, and that was when I saw a love bite mark on her neck. Shit! I thought. He’s not only fucked her but has branded her. 

Having seen the happy spark in her eyes, I had grown confident that we were past the point of regrets and we could talk freely about our adventure, so I said to Jen, “You have to cover the hickey on your neck with a scarf when you log in for work on Monday!”

My wife immediately put her hand on the purple mark on her skin. She knew what I was referring to. A shadow crossed her face, and I knew I had made a mistake bringing up the sensitive subject. 

I tried to fix my error and said to her, “Jen, I don’t feel bad at all. It feels like nothing has changed between us; do you agree?”

“Yes, and no, Andy,” she said, and her hand moved from her neck to between her legs, and she cupped her pussy. It was an instinctive reaction that said it all: what had changed was that her vagina had been fucked by another man’s cock, and she was not able to forget that. She moved her hand back onto my chest. The happy spark in her eyes had been replaced by sadness, but her gaze was still soft.

“My love for you hasn’t changed, Andy,” she said. “But what we did will stay imprinted in our memories forever. It will haunt us. It already haunts me!”

I searched for the right words to say when our conversation was abruptly interrupted by Larry. He did something that neither Jen nor I expected. He grabbed my wife by the waist and flipped her over onto her back. I was caught totally off guard: one second, my wife was lying on my chest, and the next, she was flat on her back next to me with Larry hovering over her.

She was even more startled than I was.

“What the fuck, Larry?” she shouted at her assailant.

I sat up and looked at Larry, who had pinned my wife on her back. He was holding her arms down, and, sporting an erection, he climbed on top of her.

“Get off me!” Jen screamed and tried to wriggle free, but Larry kept her pinned down.

My boss inserted one knee between my wife’s legs and used it to push her legs apart. He quickly put his other knee between her thighs.

“Let me show Robbie who is the real alpha male, Jen!” Larry shouted.

“I was just winding you up, Larry!” Robbie’s worried voice came from the cam-site app.

Jen made another attempt to free herself. She bent her knees and attempted to knee Larry in the chest. However, he just pressed his crotch against hers, and her legs remained spread around his waist. He didn’t penetrate her, but his cock was menacingly pointed at her pussy.

“Get off me!” my wife shouted. “This will be rape if you don’t get off me, Larry!”

I grabbed Larry by the shoulder and tried to pull him off Jen as I shouted at him, “Let go of my wife, you bastard!”

He let go of Jen’s left arm and pushed me in the chest, and since I did not expect him to be so quick, I fell on my back, letting go of his shoulder and almost falling off the bed.

Before I sat up, he paid for his action as Jen slapped him in his face with her free hand. However, he grabbed her forearm and pinned her down again.

“Let me fuck you, Jen!” he shouted at her and pushed his pelvis forward, but because my wife was wriggling, he couldn’t penetrate her, and his cock slid over her pussy.

Larry realised that Jen’s now intensified squirming and twisting could hurt his dick if he tried to penetrate her, so he pressed the length of his cock against her stomach. This helped him keep my wife restrained under him with her legs spread open around his hips.

Jen felt helpless and began sobbing. “Please, let go of me, please!”

“Let go of her, you prick!” I shouted, but Larry ignored me.

He said to my wife, “Let me show you that I have the prowess and stamina, Jen! Please, let me!”

“I don’t care,” Jen said as tears began rolling down her cheeks.

Larry continued to beg her. “Just this one more time, Jen! I have fallen for you. Let me show Robbie how I make love to a woman who I really want!”

My wife seemed to give up because she stopped wriggling and said through tears, “You fucked me once. Was it not enough?”

“I will never have enough of you, Jen,” Larry said and made another attempt to find my wife’s vagina with his penis by moving down his pelvis and making a slow thrust.

This time he appeared to be getting closer to his target because my wife’s face flinched for a moment. When I looked down between her legs, I saw his cockhead sliding between her outer pussy lips, stretching them apart but narrowly missing her vaginal opening. Larry ended up only sliding the length of his cock against her slit. It was just a question of getting the right angle of his next thrust, and he was going to succeed in penetrating her.

Jen sobbed. “Please! Let go of me! I don’t want to cuckold my husband for a second time!”

I couldn’t sit and watch any longer.

That’s it! I have to punch him in the face, I thought.

I was not afraid of a physical confrontation with Larry. He was bigger than me and well built, but I was younger and had a good chance of winning a physical fight with him.

Larry probably knew that because the moment he saw out of the corner of his eye that I clenched my fists, he shouted at me, “Andy, I’ll give you everything! Listen to me! I’ll sell the company to you for £1 first thing on Monday morning!”

I paused, and Jen also stopped wriggling.

Larry said in a calmer voice but still holding my wife pinned down, “I will sell you my shares for £1 on Monday. I wanted to do it anyway cos I have too many companies to deal with. You’ll keep the clients and the commissions. I will focus on my e-commerce company and Robbie’s business. I will pay you the £150,000 on Monday as well. You will have the whole company for yourself as well the other half of the LSRD commission! I want to fuck Jen one more time and show Robbie what I can do! Go grab Jen’s phone and record my promise. Robbie is a witness!”

Robbie tried to mediate. “Larry, you don’t have to do this. When I said you did not impress Jen, I was just—”

“Shut up, Robbie!” Larry shouted as he looked at the screen over his shoulder. “Are you a man of your word or not?”

“I am!” Robbie said and chuckled. “He-he! I knew this would be an awesome show but did not expect to be that much awesome!”

Jen and I looked at each other. We stayed in silence for about ten seconds, maybe more, while Larry kept Jen pinned down.

Then my wife said, “Andy, my phone is on the dressing table. You know my PIN.”

She had just agreed to get fucked by Larry once again.

You know what? I thought. All considered? It doesn’t matter! Her pussy can take it one more time. But this deal right now? It is a chance once in a lifetime!

I got off the bed, grabbed her phone, unlocked it, and pressed the record button on the phone camera.

“Go on!” I encouraged Larry to speak.

Still not letting go of my wife, he repeated what he had just said to us. I stopped recording and put the phone away.

Jen looked at Larry’s face, and without saying a word, she wrapped her legs around his waist.

“Film, Andy! Film!” Robbie began shouting. “You are on camera duty!”

I showed him a middle finger.

Larry let go of my wife’s left hand and reached down for his cock to properly guide it into her pussy. However, Jen slapped him in the face really hard.

“What the fuck?” he squealed as he grabbed his cheek and looked at her in shock. “I thought we had a deal!”

Jen slapped his other cheek with the back of her hand and said, “This is for going violent on me and my husband, you bastard! Never do it again! Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do,” Larry said as he let go of her entirely and kneeled up, pushing her legs off him. He rubbed his cheeks that had gone red before he said, “I am sorry. It wasn’t gentlemanly, and I apologise.”

Jen stared at him for a few seconds before she said, “I’ll beat the crap out of you later! Now you can fuck me.”

She reached down and grabbed his cock. A cheeky smile appeared on her face, and she let go of his manhood. “What? Have we lost erection?” she asked my boss.

My wife’s wallops apparently had a dampening effect on Larry’s libido.

“It will come back,” he murmured as he looked down between his legs and took his flaccid cock in his hand.

He tried to wank it, but Jen pushed his hand away with hers and grabbed his cock again.

“Leave that to me!” she said. “Work on my nipples! You must keep my oven warm!”

Jen began running her hand from tip to base, occasionally sliding her hand down onto his balls, gently squeezing them, and then running her hand along the shaft back up to his cockhead. Larry lay on top of her, propping himself on his elbows and began sucking her nipples, which hardened within seconds.

Larry stopped smooching Jen’s nipples and raised his head. “Can I kiss you, Jen?” he asked her. “It will help me. It will also help heat the oven.”

My wife loved mouth kissing; it had always helped her get aroused, so I was not surprised when she said, “OK.” 

Larry planted his lips onto hers, and they began a long wet kiss. After twenty seconds or so, they broke the kiss to catch their breaths. Then they resumed kissing and repeated the cycle until they were panting hard. Jen decided that Larry’s cock was hard enough, and she lifted her pelvis slightly, guiding his now erect penis to the entrance of her vagina. The moment Larry felt her wet pussy touch the tip of his cock, he broke the kiss, lifted his head and his upper torso, propping himself on his hands and pushed his cock forward.

My wife sighed. Then she said, raising her voice, “Go slow! Gently, please!”

“Sorry,” Larry said and paused for a second. Then he pushed once again, very slowly as she had asked him. “Is it OK now, Jen?”

Jen nodded, and he continued to push his cock slowly into her vagina until he felt it was well inside. Then he stopped and waited for her pussy to relax around his girth.

I got off the bed and took a seat in the chair next to the window. I didn’t need to watch from close quarters this time. I knew what was going on between my wife’s legs and was content to watch from the comfort of the chair. I prepared to witness how my wife gets fucked by my boss for a second time, or rather by my former boss. For some reason, I fully trusted his words that he would transfer the company to me, and I had begun to regard him as an ex-boss.

Jen gasped when Larry thrust again. She wrapped her legs around his waist and curled her arms around his neck as she prepared to be fucked hard and long. Without further ado, Larry started to fuck her with long deep thrusts.

Robbie shouted something from the TV screen. I was too preoccupied watching my wife getting fucked to pay attention to him, but I heard the words ‘Off you go, Larry! The stopwatch is running!’

Larry did not put any effort to be inventive. He just kept thrusting back and forth for about five minutes or so when my wife had her first orgasm. She grabbed the pillow that was lying next to her head and covered her face with it. Larry increased the speed of his thrusts, and she let out a series of muffled moans of the words ‘Oh, my God!’ and ‘Fuck!’ while her body shivered in orgasm.

When her climax passed, she threw the pillow away and grabbed the rail of the headboard. She arched her back, pushing up her tits. Jen got tired of keeping her legs wrapped around Larry’s waist and put her feet flat on the bed.

Larry slowed down his strokes and started to suck her nipple, which brought Jen to another orgasm, making her cry out ‘Oh’ several times in a high-pitched voice.

As her orgasm faded, my wife let go of the headboard and waved at me to join her on the bed. I climbed on the bed and crawled to her and Larry, who continued to pound her pussy.

“I’ll be chafed after this! I hope it is worth it, Mr Executive Director,” she said. Her words were breaking up as her body was shaking from Larry’s thrusts.

Her bittersweet smile said it all. She had sacrificed our marriage vows, but we had secured our financial future by becoming a webcam couple for the night.

“Oh, it’s very much worth it,” I said and smiled back at her.

The way Jen talked to me made me think that she was done with the pleasure of the fucking. She was just waiting for Larry to finish.

Larry tried to kiss her on the mouth, but she turned her face away.

“No, Larry! No more kissing!” she said to him. “Kissing was part of the warm-up only. It has never been part of the deal.”

“And soon fucking won’t be too, Larry!” I added.

Jen looked at me and nodded in agreement.

Larry did not say anything but raised his upper body, arching his back, and continued fucking my wife with long deep strokes, slamming the base of his cock against her labia. Jen might have decided that the time for orgasms was over, and the rest of the fucking was just completing the transaction. However, her heavy breathing indicated that the heat was building up in her groin again. It was not surprising since the cock of her lover was still ploughing her vagina. As she had said, she was a human being with physical senses. At the same time, I saw worry and concern written on her face despite the constant pounding of her pussy. She was thinking through what had happened and was still happening. We both understood what had happened. I had become a cuckold, and she had become a hotwife. Our relationship had changed overnight, and nothing would be the same, that was for sure. Was it for bad? We hoped not. We still loved each other, or at least I hoped so. Our financial woes were over, which was the main thing after all; that was very comforting. However, someone else had his cock between my wife’s legs. And that was hard to be ignored.

Jen looked away from me. It was too much to bear looking at my face while she was being fucked by another man’s cock.

For about three minutes, I watched my wife’s boobs wobble, rocked by the thrusts of the man in charge of her pussy. Then Larry grunted. It seemed that he could not hold his load any longer and was coming closer to release. He did not want to. I saw it on his face. He winced and bit his bottom lip as he fought to suppress his ejaculation. Indeed, it made sense that he didn’t want to cum. He wanted to prove to Jen and Robbie that he had stamina. Unfortunately for him, it seemed that my wife was back in the mood and was reaching her third climax. She began to oscillate her hips.

Larry grunted once again, but then I saw him reaching his hand between his legs as he slowed down his thrusts. He must have pressed the base of his penis to suppress his ejaculation. Once he had passed the danger zone, he resumed thrusting, and my wife began to moan, still rotating her hips.

She grabbed the two vertical bars of the headboard above her head and sprung her body up in an arc as she experienced her third orgasm. In a minute or so, her climax passed, and Jen relaxed.

Larry stopped thrusting, adjusted the position of his hands, and resumed fucking my wife’s pussy with deep, slow thrusts.

“More tempo, Largo, more tempo! Give it to her! Come on! Fuck this beautiful woman with some gusto! Don’t waste her time!” Robbie shouted on the other end of the line, and Larry increased the speed of his strokes.

Two or three minutes later, Larry was still thrusting vigorously in Jen’s vagina. He was sweating all over his body, as did my wife. She was moaning again, and her body shuddered in a fourth orgasm.

Larry was also getting close to the tipping point as he began huffing and puffing, and his face tensed again.

As the waves of pleasure running through Jen’s body subsided, she swept away the sweat from her forehead and wrapped her arms around Larry’s back. My wife then started to rub him gently to help him climax.

Larry struggled to hold his cum in and slowed his thrusts to a stop. “What’s the time, Robbie?” he shouted.

“Twenty minutes, Largo! Nine minutes to win the wager,” Robbie announced.

That was when I realised that they had a bet, and I asked Robbie, “What’s the wager, Robbie?”

“Didn’t you hear us?” Robbie replied. “I will give him ten grand if he beats your time. If he doesn’t, he will suck Jason off at the next webcam show! Ha-ha! I would love to see that! Ha-ha!”

I saw the cheeky smile on my wife’s face, and I knew she had just decided to fail Larry. She raised her legs and extended them straight out, in the spread eagle position.

“Fuck me in the eagle position, Larry!” she said.

Larry raised his body slightly and, still keeping his cock inside her, he moved his hands up, closer to her shoulders. Jen spread her legs really wide. Hanging over her, Larry resumed thrusting. He thought that changing the sex position would buy him extra time, but he had not anticipated that the sight of my wife’s butt, thighs, and pussy spread like that would be such a turn on.

That was not all that my wife had up in her sleeve. She reached around her hip and found his balls.

Larry grunted. “Jen, what are you doing?” he asked her, stuttering his words.

“Helping you cum,” Jen replied and squeezed his balls, pressing them against his perineum.

“Jen, no!” Larry muttered, “Let—”

He couldn’t finish his sentence. He grunted and started to shudder.

“Fuck!” Larry shouted and pressed his crotch firmly against my wife’s.

Jen let go of his balls and ran her hands up his sides until she reached his shoulders. She rubbed his shoulder blades, gently scratching his skin with her nails. It was her usual way to help the man fucking her ejaculate.

After Larry finished emptying his load, he resumed thrusting. He tried to keep going for another two or three minutes, but his dick was softening, and it became so soft that at one point, he could not thrust any longer.

“I think we are done, Larry,” my wife said. “Get off me now, please!”

Larry appeared not to listen to her and tried to continue to thrust.

“If it is not hard, it won’t move, Larry,” Jen said and pushed him in the chest. “Pull it out, or you will hurt me. And yourself!”

Larry had no choice but to take his flaccid dick out of my wife’s pussy. He got off the bed, sweaty and exhausted, and looked at the TV screen.

“Twenty-seven! Two minutes short, Largo,” Robbie said. “I’ll e-mail Jass and Nash that you will be sucking Jason next Thursday! Sucking him dry! Remember?! Hi-hi! That’s what you said! It will be fun watching! Hi-hi! Hi-hi! Can’t wait!”

“Robbie, I have to cancel the broadcast next week,” Larry said as he slumped in the chair in front of the laptop. “I am not back in Dallas until Friday. I am signing a deal for my affiliate marketing—”

“No, Larry,” Jen said as she sat on the edge of the bed and put her slippers on. “Andy is taking over, remember? We don’t need you here. There are flights to Dallas tomorrow morning.”

She bent down, grabbed the G-string thong from the floor and tucked it between her legs to stop cum dripping from her pussy onto the bed sheets. I sat on the edge of the bed next to her. I hugged her and thought what a fighter she was.

Larry stared at Robbie for a few seconds, trying to figure out an excuse for postponing the broadcast the following week, but then growled, “Fine!” And closed the cam-site app session without even bothering to say goodbye to our client.

Jen and I got up and prepared to leave the room. My wife was making half-steps, holding the piece of cloth between her legs as she tried hard not to let semen drip from her pussy onto the carpet.

Larry turned around in his chair and looked at us. He stretched his hand to me and said, “Congratulations, Andy! You are more alpha than me.”

I shook his hand.

He then offered his hand to Jen and said with a smile, “Congratulations, Jen!”

My wife hesitated for a moment whether to take his hand or not, but then she decided to do it, and they shook hands. However, Larry didn’t let go of her hand when she tried to pull it out of his grip.

“You are a gorgeous woman, Jen,” he said, and his grin broadened. “Even if I had lost all my companies and had to let Jason fuck me in the ass because of you, it would still have been worth it for the sake of fucking you!”

“I am glad you think so!” Jen said with a smile that was supposed to be sarcastic, but there was also something else.

There is pride in her smile, I determined. She is proud of herself that she outsmarted Larry. She made him cum when he didn’t want to. She took revenge on him by putting a dent in his confidence and humiliated him in front of Robbie and me. Not only that! She set Larry up for more humiliation: now he will have to blow another guy! However, what she is most proud of is that she enchanted Larry so much that he lost his company to me in an attempt to impress her. Well done, Jen! You are such a winner!

Jen pulled her hand again, and this time Larry let go of it.

Then she said, “It’s almost three-thirty, Larry. You might want to pack up and get going. I am pretty sure there is a morning flight at 10:15 to Dallas.”

She rubbed her pussy clean of sperm with the thong. Then she folded the skimpy artefact from the show and threw it at Larry, who caught it.

“You can keep it for Nancy when Jason fucks her next week,” she said.

Larry pretended he did not notice her jibe and put the stained panties on the table next to his laptop.

My wife took her bikini bottom and her nightdress from the chair in the corner and headed for the door.

Larry jumped off his seat and went in front of her, opened the door for her, and as she walked past him, he put his hand on her naked butt, and my wife stopped mid-step. Larry said to her, “I meant it when I said your pussy was the best I had the pleasure to fuck! I wished I had tried your ass too! I am sure it would not have disappointed me either!”

My wife was standing still and listening to him, but when he finished talking, she turned around and slapped him in the face. He let go of the door and grinned at her. She hit him again, and then once again. Her slaps must have hurt, but he still grinned at her.

She swung her arm again, and Larry had time to step back and avoid the wallop; however, he didn’t and let her slap him real hard.

“And I meant it when I said I would beat the crap out of you!” Jen said, turned around and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind her.

“What a diva!” Larry said with admiration, looking at the door and rubbing his reddened cheek.

“Well, my wife is something, isn’t she?” I said with a sense of pride.

“Oh, yeah!” he replied.

I put on the stripper briefs, slid into my slippers, and said, “Jen is a trooper.”

“Um, she seems she is!” Larry agreed with me and put his briefs on too.

“She took it better than I expected,” I said. For some stupid reason, I almost felt like I needed reassurance from Larry.

He looked at me and smiled. “I don’t know, dude. If you say so. You know her better.”

We stood still for a few seconds, and it felt awkward, at least to me. Staying in the same room with the guy who had just fucked my wife was weird. I am glad I won’t work with him going forward, I thought. As I thought, it feels weird even looking at his face now!

“I am gonna rebook my flight,” Larry said and went to his laptop.

“You do that,” I said and looked at the bed where the three of us had had our romp.

The bed sheet was stained, and I decided to help my wife by changing it. After opening all four drawers, I found where Jen kept the clean bed linens. I removed the stained bed sheet and bunched it in the corner. Then I embarked on putting the fresh one on the bed.

“Let me help you,” Larry said when he saw I was struggling to stretch the fitted sheet over the four corners of the mattress.

He got up from his chair, and the two of us worked together in silence to pull the bed sheet taut and tuck the elastic edges all the way under the mattress. A couple of minutes later, the bed was made up.

“Thank you, Larry,” I said.

“You’re welcome, buddy!” he replied. “The two of us are a great team!”


Chapter XIV. Reckoning

The door suddenly opened, and Jen stormed into the room. She passed by me, completely ignoring me, without saying a word, not even looking at me. She grabbed her phone from the nightstand where I had left it after recording Larry and turned around. Her face was red, and her eyes were watery.

I reached my hands towards her. “Jen, you OK?”

She waved me away and was about to say something, but instead, she covered her mouth with the back of her hand that was holding her mobile phone and choked back tears.

I was completely caught off guard by Jen’s distressed state. With my panic growing exponentially, I went to her and tried to hug her; however, she pushed me away, shaking her head.

“What’s wrong, Jen?” I asked her.

Instead of answering my question, my wife ran for the door. With tears rolling down her cheeks, she left the room, closing the door behind her.

I stood there worried and began feeling sick in my stomach. I looked at Larry. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Women can be emotional sometimes.”

“Emotional?! God! Didn’t you see her, Larry?! She is distraught!” I shouted.

Larry didn’t say anything. He went to his laptop, leaned over it and began logging off.

“She seemed all right just a few minutes ago,” I said and rubbed my temple.

“They are sometimes like that, dude!” Larry said without looking at me, busy removing the cables from the back of the laptop. “Sometimes they look strong, in control, assertive, even aggressive, but that is just an appearance while inside they are falling apart. Women are complicated, Andy.”

I squeezed the back of my neck. “Jen is very upset. Very, very upset! Fuck!”

Larry stood straight, turned around and looked at me. “What did you expect?” he asked me.

I cupped my face, almost about to start crying myself. “She doesn’t even want to talk to me! She must be feeling terrible. She must be. . . . I, I just can’t believe . . . . How could she be so emotional when—”

“I’ve just fucked her inside out, dude!” Larry said. “Of course, she will be emotional!”

“But such a mood swing. She seemed alright just a few minutes ago, and now she is so upset!”

“Dude, she was on her own for those few minutes and had a chance to collect her thoughts. That’s when what she had done sunk in. She just got fucked by another man, she, a married woman! It’s a big deal for her. Of course, she will be upset!”

Larry was telling me that my wife was rightly freaking out that he had fucked her. Just an hour or so earlier, when he had talked me into letting him fuck her, he had assured me that all would be alright and great fun to do. It was a complete change in the narrative by Larry, but I was so dejected that his hypocrisy did not register with me.

What have I done?! I asked myself. I felt lightheaded, my heart raced, and I felt sick. I took a deep breath and blew out air slowly as I tried to calm myself down, but I couldn’t and continued to panic. I was totally shaken up. Perhaps seeing Jen crying and rejecting me would not have been such a shock to me if just ten minutes earlier, she had not looked like she had overcome remorse and guilt. She had been combative, fighting Larry; she had even smiled at times, telling me how much she loved me. And suddenly, she was crying and refusing to talk to me. I had not expected such a sudden mood swing from her. Not at all.

“It’s going to be bad, very bad!” I said, shaking my head.

“It’s going to be bumpy, Andy!” Larry said. “She is feeling guilty and remorseful. Her whole world is upside down. Think about it! She just got fucked like a rag doll in front of her husband. Of course, she will be upset. She’s been a faithful wife all her life! It’s a big mental and emotional shift.”

“I am toast. I have fucked up big time!”

“Dude, why are you still here? Go and speak to your wife!” Larry said, almost raising his voice at me. “Don’t just stand here and bemoan your fortune! I don’t need you here; she needs you there with her!”

“Yes! You’re right!” I said and left the room in a hurry.

The moment I closed the door behind me, I felt like I was going to be sick. The world seemed to crumble around me. 

I have to speak to Jen; otherwise, I will lose my mind worrying! I have to find her and talk to her!

I went and looked for Jen in Sam’s room, but she was not there. Just when I was about to check for her in Annabel’s room, I heard the running water from the bathroom. Jen was taking a shower. I went to the bathroom door and turned the door handle, but the door was locked. I knocked. There was no response, just the noise of splashing water from the shower. 

After hanging at the door for about a minute, I decided that there was no point standing there. If Jen is taking a shower, maybe she has calmed down a bit. I’d better take a shower too, get rid of these stupid briefs and then speak to her. 

I went to the bathroom on the ground floor.

Whilst I was in the shower, it all came down on me. Shame, remorse, and guilt hit me hard. But the worst was when jealousy reared its ugly head. 

My wife got fucked by another man! Several times! 

For the first time, I realised the full gravity of what had happened. No, it was more than a realisation. It was a feeling. It was a painful feeling in my chest that felt like it would rip its way out and destroy me. 

What have I done? My marriage won’t be the same again! 

I was not in a rush to get out of the shower. I let the hot water hit my shoulders, and I wept. The sinking feeling in my stomach was getting worse the more I thought about the consequences of our actions. However, I had to go through the pain; there was no other way. I had to analyse my feelings, identify the problems and hypothesise solutions. I knew myself too well to know that using logic was my best and only way to solve problems. And I started doing just that, thinking about everything that bothered me, meticulously identifying the real causes behind each of my feelings and coming up with potential solutions.

The first problem that I had was that I feared my wife would blame me. I came up with a solution: Accepting the blame is always the best course of action to deal with her blaming me. I will just take it under the chin, and she will feel better. This shouldn’t be that hard to deal with; I am used to taking the blame.

Then I dreaded that Jen would lose respect for me. Not if I remind her that she was the one to walk into Larry’s room. I did not drag her into it. I asked her several times whether she was sure about it. But I will be kind to her. I’ll make sure I don’t upset her when I tell her that.

Then I worried that she would blame herself and feel guilty to the point of self-flagellating regret. I will take the blame. It’s already decided. Also, I’ll remind her that we did it for money, yes, that’s right. It will work!

The worst of all was when I thought she would fall in love with Larry and leave me for him. After all, he was someone who had been married several times, meaning he was good at seducing women into marrying him. Despite his most recent financial losses, Larry still had much more money than me. My wife found him attractive; she had even enjoyed kissing him, and of course, she had enjoyed him fucking her. The only way I could prevent losing her to Larry was to keep them away from each other.

That was my ‘Aha’ moment! I have to keep them apart! It won’t be hard to do because Larry is going back to Dallas. He will sell the company to me, and I will break all ties with him. He will not see my wife ever again! 

Once he’s gone for good, time will be on my side! Memories, regrets, all this will fade away with time. Maybe I can speed things up by taking her somewhere for a couple of weeks! Now I have the money! Having money helps! I will regain my wife’s respect. I will shower her with presents and attention. Yes, this is not a bad idea! I will treat her to a luxury holiday. We’ll rent a villa in the Caribbean.

Only one problem remains. Now that she’s acquired a taste for larger cocks, she might not be satisfied by me! What if we go on holiday and she meets someone as endowed as Larry? 

But hold on! Larry might be bigger and might have gadgets, but I outlasted him! He said I was more alpha than him in front of her. I will stick to that! Jen doesn’t know why I lasted so long. I don’t need to tell her. I’ll tell her that sperm competition made me last so long. That’s it! Sperm competition helped me show my true potential! I’ll cling to it.

Twenty or thirty minutes later, I got out of the shower. I was full of optimism because I had a plan of how to move forward and was determined to act on it straight away. The first thing I had to do was to go and speak to Jen. I dried myself and went upstairs to Sam’s bedroom. My wife was still not there. I put on my pyjamas and sat down on the bed, waiting for her to come so that we could talk. However, five, ten, fifteen minutes passed, and Jen was still not coming. I was worried, so I got up and went to the bathroom to check up on her. I stood in front of the door. The shower had stopped, and I heard rustling coming from behind the door. Jen was drying herself. I knocked on the door, but there was no answer.

“Jen, are you OK?” I asked and knocked again.

There was still no response.

“Jen, can we talk?” I said and turned the door handle. The door was still locked.

“Jen? Talk to me, please!” I shouted, getting desperate to hear her voice.

She did not respond.

Regardless, I decided I had to talk to her through the door. “Jen, I know how we can move forward. Let’s talk, please! I love you!”

My wife opened the door. She had put on her nightdress and had been crying. She gently pushed me out of her way and walked past me in silence.

I followed her and caught up with her just when she opened the door of Sam’s bedroom. I put my hand on top of hers as she was holding the door handle.

“I am going to bed,” Jen said in a voice that sounded miles away.

I wanted her to look me in the face and leaned my face in front of hers. However, she was refusing to look at me and turned her head away. She pulled her hand out of mine and stepped inside the room.

The sinking feeling in my stomach came back.

Maybe things are so bad that there is no coming back from this. Perhaps all is lost, I thought, and my heart skipped a beat. I had good reasons to despair. I had never seen my wife so dejected. She had never been so cold to me.

Jen turned around and tried to close the door in my face. I grabbed the door and held it open.

“You can sleep in Annabel’s room,” she said quietly and tried to close the door again.

I realised that Jen didn’t want me around her! And it scared the shit out of me.

Have I just lost my wife? I asked myself in despair.

“Jen, are you upset with me?” I asked her as I let go of the door but put my foot in it.

Jen pushed me gently in the chest without saying a word. She wanted me to leave her alone. Her eyes filled with tears.

“Jen, what’s wrong?” My voice crackled. “Please, tell me!”

My wife shook her head, and a tear rolled down her cheek. She pushed me in the chest again, nudging me to move out of the door.

“Let’s talk about us,” I said.

“I need to be alone,” Jen said and pushed the door.

“Jen, let’s talk about us, please!” I pleaded with her.

“I don’t know if there will be us, Andy!” my wife whispered and began sobbing.

My heart sank. “Jen, please! Are you saying you are leaving me?”

She did not answer my question and just pressed on the door. I removed my foot but grabbed the door handle.

“Is our marriage over, Jen?” I asked her, and I couldn’t hold my tears either.

“I don’t know,” Jen said quietly. She pushed the door again, and I let her close it.

I thought I was finished. My whole world crumbled around me, and I didn’t know what to do.

While I was wondering if I should knock on the door or just give up, Larry popped out of his room.

He must have noticed that I was distraught but pretended he hadn’t and said, “Andy, I’ve packed up. The taxi will be here in an hour. Would you mind if I took a quick shower?”

“Go downstairs!” I said abruptly.

When Larry reached the head of the stairs, he stopped and turned around. He looked at me and said, “Andy, a moment of reckoning always comes after such things. It hurts. But now is the time to man up. Jen will need you to stand by her.”

I had felt a grudge against Larry ever since he had come to my house. I had felt violated and disrespected when he had been hitting on my wife. I had been torn between arousal and humiliation throughout his presence, making me irritated, which had led to me blaming him for how I had felt. At times I had wanted to fight him. I had considered kicking him out of the house. I had wished him to fail. I had hated him and had been angry with him. However, for the first time, I had come to accept him the way he was. Perhaps because I had stopped blaming him for what he had done. Any man in his position would have wanted to fuck a beautiful woman like my wife. It was me who had allowed it to happen, so if anyone were to blame, it should have been me.

“How can I stand by her, Larry, when I feel terrible myself?” I asked him with humility and sadness that seemed to take him by surprise because he gave me a long look.

There was genuine concern in his eyes. 

He scratched his chest, thinking about something for a few seconds, and then said, “Look! I will tell you something that might sound odd, but I know it always works. The trick is to stay horny, Andy! Horniness trumps jealousy! Horniness is stronger than remorse and beats guilt, shame, and embarrassment altogether. Remember that! And it works that way for both men and women. It takes a little longer to kick in for women, but it works for them too.”

Larry turned around and walked down the stairs, but he stopped and looked at me when he reached the bend. He must have seen how despondent I was because he sighed. And then Larry did something I did not expect. He walked up the stairs and waved at me to come to him.

“Give me a hug!” he said and opened his arms when I came to him.

In any other circumstances, it would have felt very ‘gayish’ to hug each other, and I would not have done it, but at that very moment, I saw in Larry only a fellow who wanted to comfort me, and we hugged.

I couldn’t help it, and I sobbed. “Larry, she doesn’t want me around her. She does not want me to be with her! She pushed me out of the bedroom!”

He tapped me on the shoulder. “Buddy! She says she doesn’t, but she actually wants you to be with her.”

We pulled away from each other.

I wiped my tears and said, “I am not sure she wants me to join her.”

“Go and check the door,” Larry said and nodded towards the door of Sam’s bedroom. “If she doesn’t want you, she has locked the door. I bet she hasn’t. Come on!”

I tiptoed to the door like a thief who was afraid of being caught and slowly turned the door handle. Jen had not locked the door.

I sighed relief, turned around and looked at Larry. “How did you know?” I whispered.

“Larry knows everything,” he whispered back and grinned in his typical cheeky way.

“Thank you, Larry!” I murmured, still holding the door handle. “And sorry for, you know, crying on your shoulder like this!”

“Oh, don’t be silly!” Larry said. “That’s what brothers are for.”

What brothers is he talking about? I thought.

Larry must have seen the confusion on my face because he clarified. “We are more than brothers, Andy. We have fucked the same woman, haven’t we? How much closer can we be?”

And there he was: the typical arrogant, pompous Larry who pissed me off so much! Was he saying it to wind me up so that I pulled myself together? Or was it just Larry being himself again? Whatever the reasons for Larry’s renewed arrogance, my blood rushed to my head, and I whispered in anger, “Larry, once you transfer the company and pay me what you owe me, I want you to fuck off! And we shall never meet or talk again or anything! You get that?”

Larry nodded. “If you wish so. Maybe we should catch up once a year, or on some special occasions. Remember! We have become close like brothers!”

Before I could respond, he chuckled and turned around. He walked down the stairs, and this time he didn’t stop when he reached the bend. Perhaps he felt he had helped me enough and went on with his life.

And I didn’t need his help anymore. I had regained enough confidence to open the door of Sam’s room. I went in and closed the door quietly behind me. My wife had turned off the lights. She was already in bed, so I climbed on the bed and lay down next to her.

I couldn’t fall asleep, however.

Thirty minutes passed, maybe more, and I was lying on my back and staring into the darkness. I stayed awake despite being exhausted. My wife was lying on her side with her back turned to me. She wasn’t sleeping either; I knew the pattern of her breathing when she slept.

Various thoughts and scenarios were racing through my head, rendering sleep impossible. I listened to the sounds in the house. Larry came back to his bedroom after he had taken a long shower. I heard him going downstairs a couple of times. He was quiet, and yet I was able to hear him, so heightened my senses were.

I had been lying in bed for probably over an hour when I heard Larry’s bedroom door open and close, and then I recognised the noise of his carry-on suitcase being pulled behind him. A minute later, I discerned the sound of the front door opening and closing. A car drove away, and Larry was gone. I sighed.

How much his visit had changed everything in less than a few hours!

He had done my wife. Yep, he had thoroughly fucked my wife! I had to accept the fact and somehow get over it. He had fulfilled my fantasy, solved my financial problems, and made me the sole owner of my company. He had made me a cuckold. If a man could do all this in less than twelve hours, such a man is a true alpha. I had to accept that.

I heard my wife’s quiet voice. “Andy!”

As I had guessed, she wasn’t sleeping either.

“Yes, Jen!” I whispered.

“Can you hug me?”

I turned onto my side and wrapped my arm around my wife from behind. She took my hand and pressed it against her chest. We stayed like this for about five minutes, then she turned over to face me and cuddled up to me.

“I am sorry, Jen!” I whispered.

She did not say anything, just cuddled up closer to me.

“I am sorry, Jen,” I repeated.

“Andy!” she whispered. “I let Larry fuck me. You allowed it to happen.”

“Do you hate me for that?”

“No. I am a little angry with you, but mostly with myself.”

“I am sorry,” I said and rubbed her shoulder.

“Me too,” she whispered.

We hugged each other in silence for some time.

“I can’t stop thinking about him,” she whispered just when I was drifting off.

“Try not to think about him,” I said to her.

My wife did not say anything, and we continued to lie in silence. Maybe another ten minutes had passed when she said, “I can’t.”

Then after a minute or so, she whispered, “Images of him keep coming to me.”

I asked her, “Why? Did he make such a big impression on you?”

The moment I asked the question, I realised how stupid it was, so I was not surprised by Jen’s answer.

“Of course he did! He fucked me!” she said.

“Are you in love with him?” I asked, and fear froze my heart.

Probably five minutes had passed, and no answer was coming. I ran my fingers across my wife’s lips and tried to see her face in the dim light coming through the window blinds. It was already bright outside.

“Have you fallen in love with him, Jen?” I asked her again.

My wife raised her head slightly and stared at me but was not answering my question.

“Jen?” I prompted her.

“No. I am not in love with him,” she finally said. “I don’t know him well enough to fall in love with him. But I feel a connection with him.”

“Why?”

“Because he fucked me, Andy! That’s why.”

“Did you like it?”

Jen did not answer my question. She put her hand on my chest and sighed. A couple of minutes passed, and she wrapped her arm around me. Jen pressed her body tightly against mine, and I felt the warmth of her breasts, stomach, and her thighs. Especially her thighs, those thighs between which there was the pussy I had let her give to someone else.

I decided to ask her again. “Jen, please be honest with me. Did you like him fucking you?”

“What we did is in the past. We can’t change the past, Andy,” she said.

“True!” I agreed with her, but she was still not answering my question, so I said, “So you liked how he fucked you. Am I right?”

“Andy, what’s the point of asking me this question?”

“I want to know. I want to know if you found him a better lover than me.”

“Why? What do you want to achieve with these questions?”

“Trust!” I said to her. “Being honest about the very thing that has the potential to destroy that trust is the foundation of the way forward, don’t you think? That’s why I am asking you to be honest about how you felt about him as a lover.”

My wife did not say anything for some time, and when I thought she would never answer my question, she whispered, “He fucks well.”

“And he is big,” I added.

“Yes, he is.”

“And he has piercings. He made you orgasm multiple times!”

“Mm-hmm.”

Jen was trying to sound casual, to answer my questions without making me feel bad. However, there was no way she could be honest about the matter without stirring my angst. Jen had confirmed what I already knew, but I still found it painful to hear. My wife was admitting that Larry had fucked her well with his big pierced cock, something I could not compete with. I felt really down.

“Now we need to look forward, Andy,” Jen said and caressed my cheek, having sensed how dejected I had become.

“What is there to look forward to?” I asked her with a morbid tone.

“The kids, your company, we’ve got some money now, we have our house, we have us. This is what I thought when you came and lay down next to me: ‘I have Andy! We have each other! We have so much together! We shouldn’t waste it over what happened tonight.’ Andy, we have to move forward. Isn’t that what you have just told me you wanted us to do?”

“Yes, I want us to move forward.”

“Then, for a start, let’s never talk about how he fucked me or how it felt.”

“Granted!” I said. “And never talk about having a connection with him or images of him!”

“Granted!” she said. “That’s the only way forward!”

“Yep! That’s the way forward! I love you, Jen!”

“Love you too, Andy!”

We stayed in our embrace for a few more minutes until we both fell asleep.


Chapter XV. Moving forward

Larry kept his word. It took him less than a week to sort things out; he gave me the whole company and transferred the £150,000 as promised. The future looked much brighter. Jen and I repaid our mortgage, and we could have bought a new car and gone on holiday with the rest of the money. However, my wife talked me into buying a bigger house. She thought that we needed a fourth bedroom because we found out that she was pregnant exactly three weeks after the evening of Larry’s eventful visit. She had missed her period by a week, and when she took the pregnancy test, I came to regret that I had not used a condom. Having a third child was not exactly in our plans, so Jen went ballistic. I smoothed things up by agreeing to buy a larger house. At the end of the day, it was my fault for emptying myself in her, and I had to pay for my mistake.

While it took only a week after Larry’s visit for him to complete the company’s transfer and send the promised money, it took much longer for Jen and me to deal with the fallout from our sexual escapade. I mean emotionally, not physically. Although physically, my wife was indeed chafed for a few days, so there was no sex for me. Which, in a way, helped me because Larry was right about the horniness thing. The hornier I was getting, the less I thought about jealousy and remorse, and the more I thought about what a turn-on the whole experience had been. Up to the point that within a week after Larry’s departure, I started to think that perhaps, with the right person, Jen and I should do it again. With each passing day, the desire grew stronger and stronger in me, but I wasn’t bringing up the subject to my wife because I was afraid of her reaction. I had good reasons to be extra cautious. It was taking Jen much longer than me to heal emotionally. She stayed true to her word not to talk about Larry or our adventure, as did I. However, she was often moody, and I knew she thought about him and what we had done a lot. I could see it on her face when she thought I was not watching her.

Nonetheless, with time, Jen gradually began to overcome her emotions, and when we found a buyer for our house, she seemed to turn a corner. Her mood began to improve, and I noticed she was indulging less and less in ‘unhealthy’ thoughts, as I used to call her moments of brooding and introspection. And when we made an offer on a new house, and our offer was accepted by the seller, she reached a point when it looked like she had completely forgotten about our webcam session. Thus, six weeks after that eventful Saturday evening, I decided that it was the right time to bring up the subject of finding a guy, someone whom we didn’t know, to join us in the bedroom. I knew this was a long shot, and I expected that my wife would shoot me down in flames, but I was too hooked up on the idea not to at least try to raise the subject.

Part of me was urging caution, telling me to wait a little longer, but another part of me was telling me that I had to broach the subject sooner rather than later. After all, Jen’s pregnancy was advancing, and I wanted to try sharing her at least one more time before she was too advanced. It was a brave, even a reckless thing, to talk to her about my desires. However, the cuckold fetish had grown on me again. If anything, it was much stronger than before Larry had cucked me, perhaps because I had come to accept that I was a cuckold and had overcome my insecurities.

I decided that Jen’s birthday, which fell on Saturday, would present a good opportunity to test the water. I convinced her that the two of us should spend quality time together during that weekend, and she agreed for me to leave the kids with Charlotte and Paul. My plan was to set the mood for a romantic dinner and then, very subtly and carefully, raise the subject, ready to back off at the first sign of resistance. I planned everything in advance and worked my wife up to it from the morning throughout the whole day. We went shopping, and I bought her a gold necklace for her birthday. I was very gentle, caring, and attentive and spent the whole day with her. I flirted with her a little more than usual, made sure she felt desired, and I took it upon myself to prepare the dinner.

All was going according to my plan, and I was checking the roast in the oven when I got a call from Larry. That was unusual because we had agreed to sever ties. We had not spoken to each other for the past five weeks or so. My first thought was not to take the call, but then I thought it could be something important like the company tax, so I picked up the phone.

“Why are you calling me, Larry?” I asked him. “We agreed: no calls!”

“Yeah, but we said we should stay friends and catch up from time to time, didn’t we?” he replied.

“Tell me! What do you want?” I said grudgingly.

“I would like to invite you and Jen to my wedding on October the 30th. Marjorie and I will be writing the invitations tomorrow and—”

“Marjorie?”

“Yeah, I am marrying Marjorie,” Larry said.

I was confused. “Sorry, Larry. I’m not sure I follow.”

“Andy, I am inviting you and—”

“Hold on! Then you and Nancy—”

“Yes, Nancy’s history!” Larry said. “She left me when she learned that Marjorie was pregnant from me. And I thought: you know what? Fuck Nancy! I am marrying Marjorie! So, you and Jen are officially—”

“Larry, Larry, hold on!” I was totally confused. “Did you say you got Marjorie pregnant?”

“Yes. You know how it is. I had a brief affair with Marjorie, a lovely girl, you will like her. And, well, I got her pregnant. I didn’t think I could do it at fifty-two, but I guess they are right about it. A man in his early fifties can still make plenty of babies!”

A cold wave ran down my spine, and I needed time to collect my thoughts.

“Andy? You still there?” Larry checked if I was still on the line after I was quiet for at least fifteen seconds.

I felt lightheaded and had to grab hold of the cupboard to steady myself. Then I asked him, “Larry, how could you get her pregnant with a vasectomy?”

“What are you talking about?” my ex-boss and ex-business partner asked, sounding genuinely surprised by my question.

“Your vasectomy!” I raised my voice. “The snip-snip?”

“I’ve never had a vasectomy,” Larry said flatly. “Are you coming to my wedding or not?”

“Hold on, Larry! You told us you had a vasectomy, you know when! Don’t you remember? When we were drinking in the living room, you were with Jen and me before Robbie’s show, remember?”

Larry chuckled. “He-he! Of course, I remember those drinks! How can I forget?”

“And you said you had a vasectomy,” I whispered hastily.

“Oh! Did I? Um, I might have said it as a joke if I did say it, you know.”

“A joke?”

“Yeah! You know me, joking around. Look, I would love to have you and Jen at my wedding. I will send you—”

“Fuck you, Larry!” I shouted but then lowered my voice as Jen was in the living room, and I did not want her to overhear my conversation with Larry. “You didn’t say it as a joke! Did you lie to Jen and me that you had a vasectomy?”

“Andy, I’ve never had a vasectomy!” Larry said.

“Why did you say you had?”

“I don’t remember saying such a thing, dude! And if I did, it must have been one of those moments, you know. . . .”

“What moments?”

“I don’t know. One of those—”

“Oh, my God!” I raised my voice once again but then remembered to keep my voice down and whispered angrily, “Tell me! Did you or did you not lie to us?”

“Um.” Larry paused for a second. “I don’t remember saying I had a vasectomy, as I told you repeatedly. I’ve never had such a thing done to me and don’t intend to have one. Piercing is one thing, but messing up with my balls? No! I don’t think so! It’s not for me. Perhaps I have told you something on the lines that at fifty-two—”

“Fuck you, Larry! Fuck you!” I cursed him, whispering on the phone. “No! The answer is no! We won’t be coming to your wedding, and we are not friends! Don’t call me ever again!”

I hung up the call and slammed the cupboard door shut. I threw the phone on the kitchen table and clasped my chin. 

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I swore in my head. What am I gonna tell Jen?

I rubbed my forehead as I was on the brink of a panic attack. She will leave me! Yes, the moment she finds out that the baby is Larry’s, she will leave me! Fuck! Maybe not for him since he is getting married again, with a child— fucker! How many has he made!?—but she will leave me out of spite. I am fucked up! God! I don’t want to lose her!

Then the panic was replaced by fury. It’s her fault! She with her obsession to do everything the natural way. Why is she not like the other women? Anyone else would have agreed to take the morning-after pill, but not her. She is special! Did I not tell her to take the fucking pill? Several times! And each time, she said, ‘No! I don’t like these pills. They mess up with your body.’ And then whose idea was it to keep the baby? Hers! I told her to have an abortion, but no! ‘We can’t kill our baby, Andy!’ Well, guess what, stupid? It may not be ours! It’s her fault! The whole thing is her fault! I’ll tell her to deal with it herself and not to bother me! Yep, I don’t want anything to do with it!

I checked the roast again. It was ready, and I turned off the oven. A more conciliatory thought crossed my mind. Just because Larry had viable sperm, it doesn’t mean she is pregnant from him. True! We both fucked her without protection that evening, so it could be either of us. However, I am almost twenty years younger than him. Getting pregnant from me is way more probable. I should be more practical about this whole thing!

I decided not to tell Jen anything for the time being. They have non-invasive prenatal paternity testing now, don’t they? Just for my own peace of mind, I’ll pay for one without telling Jen. I’ll ask Mark to run a parental test secretly. It’s good that my best friend is a doctor. Mark will understand and will keep it in confidence, whatever the result. He should be able to sneak in the paternity test next month when Jen repeats this new mother’s blood test, fetal DNA test, or whatever they call it. 

Indeed, my plan to ask Mark to run a paternity test without telling Jen looked straightforward. Jen’s blood test report had shown that the baby was predicted to be rhesus positive while Jen was rhesus negative. Mark found it odd when I mentioned that I was rhesus negative. He said he didn’t trust the new fetal RHD screening tests and would repeat Jen’s blood test to check the baby’s D blood group again before giving Jen the anti-D injection.

I took the roast out of the oven when something dawned on me. Hold on! Mark pulled me aside, didn’t he? What did he say? ‘Mate, if both the father and the mother are Rh-negative, the baby will always be Rh-negative. 

Oh, my God! The baby is Larry’s! Oh, fuck! That’s what Mark was trying to tell me! That the baby is not mine! That’s why he pulled me aside to talk to me in private! He knew but didn’t want to cause an upset by telling me in front of Jen. Now it makes sense! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!

My head was spinning, and I had to sit down. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I took a deep breath. Fuck! My wife is carrying Larry’s baby in her womb. Fuck!

I heard Jen walking down the corridor. I got up, grabbed the roast, and shoved it back into the oven. I turned the oven on.

“Is the dinner ready, hon?” my wife asked me as she poked her head through the kitchen door. She was happy, smiling with a hint of playfulness. My wife had no clue of the shit we were in.

“In twenty minutes, hon,” I replied and smiled too. I was not in a mood to smile, but I had to pretend everything was all right.

“Perfect. I have time to call mum then,” Jen chirruped.

As soon as my wife closed the door, I slumped back in the chair. I had some time to think things through. I thought of different scenarios of managing the situation and concluded that there were no good options. So, after tormenting myself for some time during which the roast turned from medium to well done, I decided to tell Jen. She had to know. My wife was against abortion, so probably that was not an option, but I had to tell her. Who knows? Maybe she will change her mind.

During the dinner, I tried to behave like nothing was wrong. We chatted and joked. Jen was flirtatious and was definitely expecting that we would have sex after dinner. After all, it was supposed to be a romantic dinner, so she was right. I wanted to fuck her too. The only thing that was souring my mood was my discovery that the baby in her womb was not mine. Nonetheless, I was good at not showing how unsettled I was and acted like all was well. 

When we finished eating, we continued to chat for another ten minutes or so. Jen stretched her leg under the table, and, finding my crotch, she rubbed my semi-erect cock with her foot. I smiled at her with satisfaction. My wife was horny, and that was proof that my efforts to get her in the right mood had yielded the desired result. There wouldn’t have been a better time than now to talk about spicing up our sex life, I thought. She is so horny, and that is what I wanted! It’s such a shame that Larry’s call ruined everything! 

“Will daddy come and visit us tonight?” Jen asked with a lustful smile still on her face and rubbed her stomach.

“He would love to, Jen,” I replied.

Jen removed her foot from my crotch.

“Daddy loves us and will be gentle,” she said and looked at her stomach as she continued to rub it.

Whom am I kidding? I thought as I watched her and listened to her. She is so much into the family stuff now with the baby and the whole parenthood thing that she would not have even listened to me talking about something that goes against the family values. At least Larry’s call saved me the embarrassment of getting torn to pieces.

My wife let go of her belly and finished her glass of wine. Then she looked at me.

“No more, right?” she asked me with a shy smile and nodded with her head towards the bottle of wine.

We had agreed that Jen would not drink more than a glass of wine, and only on special occasions, because of the baby. I was not drinking more than one glass, too, in solidarity with her.

“No, Jen,” I said and shook my head, but then I thought it was her birthday after all, so I added, “OK, maybe just half a glass! Since it’s your birthday.”

I reached for the bottle, but she grabbed my hand.

“You are right. I shouldn’t!” she said. “You can have another one if you want, hon!”

“Nope! If my wife doesn’t drink, I won’t drink either!”

My statement was met with a warm smile of appreciation.

Jen was in a good mood, and I had just scored another brownie point by refusing to drink in solidarity with her, so I decided it was the right moment to share the news about Larry and the baby.

I cleared my throat and said, “Hm, Jen, you wouldn’t guess who called me today.”

“Who? Your uncle?” Jen asked me and giggled. She knew that I was avoiding my uncle because he had been chasing me to send him an old family photo album I had lost. I had been worrying about what to do, but Jen had found my predicament funny for some reason.

“Larry,” I said and looked at her face.

“Oh!” Her smile disappeared in an instant. She ran her finger around the rim of her empty glass, and staring at it, she asked, “How is he?”

“He’s fine. He sends his regards.”

“Thank you.”

I took a deep breath and decided to blurt out what was hanging heavily on my mind.

I said, “Jen, I know we said we would not talk about it, but when he called me. . . .” I paused for a couple of seconds before I continued. “Please don’t get upset! I would not be bringing this up if it was not. . . . Hm, you know, all these days, especially after we learnt that you were pregnant, I have been thinking, you know—”

“Andy,” my wife said and took my hand in hers. She looked me in the eyes and then asked me, “Can I be honest with you?”

“Of course, hon!”

“I have been thinking about the same.”

“Oh, have you?” I said, a little surprised.

“Yes,” she said and gently squeezed my hand before she continued. “If you want us to do it again, I will be willing to. Not with Larry! The guy has to be someone good in bed, but not a friend or a colleague. Someone that we won’t see again. So that it is not awkward afterwards, you know.”

Wow, I thought as I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Is she saying what I think she is saying? My wife wants to get fucked by another man again! Is she serious? Or is she testing me?

I forgot for a moment that I wanted to tell her she was carrying Larry’s baby. Suddenly, that felt way less significant than her news! If I heard her right, my wife was thinking of sleeping with another man again.

She must have seen the confusion on my face because she said, “I know we both felt bad after that, and it took us some time to come to terms with our emotions. But I also used the time to reflect upon it and have come to realise that we should enjoy what someone like him can give us because we love and trust each other.”

“Jen,” I said, still treading the waters carefully. “Does it mean you liked his accessories down there?”

A shy smile flickered across my wife’s lips before she said, “No. I didn’t particularly like his piercings, although, I guess, they added to the kink and the feeling. I enjoyed most of all his stamina, his size, and then your energy and stamina. You were on fire that night! I liked being served by two men, completely surrendering myself to the experience, not worrying about emotions or consequences, just senseless sex. I loved knowing that you were by my side, and I felt safe. I liked that you both were there for my pleasure and to take pleasure from me and my body. I observed you, and I have concluded that you are indeed OK with sharing me; in fact, I think it made you happier, and I expected you to ask me to do it again. I struggled emotionally for a while, but sexually, it has been gratifying for both of us, hasn’t it?”

Jen paused and rubbed my hand. Then she said, “If you want to, have a look online and find someone from a reputable website. We’ll look at his profile and maybe chat with him to make sure we are both comfortable with him. We don’t want someone who will cause trouble. Perhaps we can pick someone from a swing club? Maybe we could set up a rendezvous in the next two months or so. Not later because I don’t want to risk the baby. If we can’t find someone so quickly, we can wait until after the baby is born. Let’s see how our search goes.”

I listened to my wife and still couldn’t believe how openly she talked about finding a bull for her. I looked into her eyes and saw the unmistakable spark of lust. She was genuine. Jen wanted to be a hotwife again.

“Fantastic!” I said. “This is great, Jen! I will look up some sites. Just to be clear: we are looking for a man, not a girl?”

“Oh! Um. . . .” Jen let go of my hand, looking a little taken aback by my question. “I was thinking of a man. I am not sure how it would work with a girl; I mean. . . , I am not bisexual. And then how would you be able to. . . . I mean, I would be willing to try it if you really want to, but I don’t know how it would go.”

“No, no! I prefer to share you with a man, Jen. Maybe further down the line, we could try with a girl, but let’s stick to guys for now.”

“It’s agreed then. Let’s change the subject! I am blushing now,” my wife said and giggled, grabbed my hand again and squeezed it tight.

I could not have dreamt of a better outcome of our dinner. As for the baby, I decided not to ever bring up the subject, but I promised myself: We are going to use protection next time! Definitely!

⁂

Later that evening, I was doing what I usually do after fucking my wife. I was sitting at the kitchen table on my own and was having a snack while playing chess on my mobile phone when I got a text message from Larry.

It read: “It was very rude of you to hang up on me the way you did. I guess this means you won’t be coming to my wedding. It’s a shame because our friend Robbie will be there, and he was keen to talk to you about an affiliate business deal.”

I was about to delete Larry’s message without replying, but then I changed my mind. At the end of the day, I needed new business.

I texted, “Send me Robbie’s phone number and tell him I’ll be in touch with him to discuss the deal. Thanks!”

Larry was on his phone because he immediately texted back, “No, Robbie will speak to you only in person and if Jen is with you. He loves the black dress Jen wore at the dinner in the restaurant and specifically asks that she wears it for him. He wants to introduce her to a couple of his friends.”

I quickly typed, “No!”

I pressed send and was still pondering whether to add something of the sort of ‘Tell Robbie to fuck himself’ when Larry texted, “It’s an excellent business opportunity, and I am sure you and Jen can have some fun too. I know the two guys Robbie has in mind. They are young, in their mid-twenties, and they know a few tricks that Jen will love if you catch my drift.”

I had enough of Larry. I was about to block his number, but then I decided to give him a piece of my mind before I did that. I called him, and he picked up the phone immediately.

I said in a very stern voice, “Listen to me very carefully! You and your friends, Robbie, Nash and whoever, stay away from my wife and me! Forget that we exist; otherwise, I will sue you! I don’t know how you managed to take a photo of my wife at the dinner behind my back, but from a sneaky bastard like you, I can expect anything. Make no mistake, though! I will sue you if you have sent my wife’s picture to Robbie. Delete all copies of it! Or I’ll see you in court!”

Larry must have been with Marjorie because I heard him say to her, “Marj, would you excuse me for a moment? I need to speak to a friend of mine.” There was some rustling for a few seconds before Larry said to me, “Andy, I haven’t taken or sent photos of Jen! Robbie saw her in her dress in person!”

“What are you talking about?” I asked. As usual, Larry had managed to confuse me again with his statement out of the blue.

“Hm. I have to tell you about something, Andy. Robbie saw Jen when we had dinner in the restaurant.”

“Uh? He saw her at the dinner?”

“Yeah. Just give me a sec!” I heard the sound of a door being closed before Larry resumed talking. “That’s better! I don’t want Marj to listen to this.

“The reason I came to London in early August was to sign the deal for the ten million euro with Robbie, but there was a condition that Nancy and I had a threesome with him while in London. That’s why I brought her with me. I set up a meeting with Robbie in the same restaurant where I had invited you and Jen for dinner on the same day but at six o’clock while you were coming at seven. The meeting with Robbie was supposed to finish by seven, but it overran because we argued about the commission. Thus, Nancy, Robbie and I were still at the bar when you and Jen arrived at the reception desk. We could see the two of you talking to the waitress and the coat check person. In hindsight, I made a mistake by pointing at you and Jen and telling Robbie that we had to leave him because we had dinner with you and your wife. That was when he saw Jen and said to me straight away, ‘Bring that girl tonight for the threesome! I will watch you have sex with her and Nancy.’ You know how demanding he is.

“I tried to explain to Robbie that it would not be possible to invite Jen just like that to a threesome because the two of you were not in the Lifestyle, but he said, ‘Bring them to the Lifestyle. I can wait. If not tonight, tomorrow, next week, whenever. In person, over a webcam, whatever! We will have a deal only after I have watched you fuck that girl!’ What can I say? The guy has money and expects others to do as he says.

“Nonetheless, I told him you were only my business partner. However, he just said, ‘Link it to the business then. Pay them whatever they want! Make it happen!’ and left the bar through the back entrance. That’s why you did not see him. To be fair, Nancy felt a little offended by his preference for Jen over her, but her professionalism kicked in, and she played along. Robbie’s new demand made my life way more difficult! I had to find a way to make Robbie’s wish come true. It took me a lot of time and brainpower to come up with the show.”

“So, the webcam show was fake?” I asked, still struggling to comprehend what Larry had just told me.

“Well, yes and no,” he said. “We are all part of the same sex club and used to meet a few times a year, to have group sex with our partners, friends or indeed sometimes with ‘guests’ like you and Jen. However, we switched to webcamming during the health crisis. Sometimes we play webcam games and use tokens. But all this about the VIP tokens bringing business? Nah! No one does that. No software offers such functionality. Robbie and I invented the whole thing so that you and Jen would go along.”

“So, you deceived us.”

“Did I have a choice? I wanted Robbie’s product, and I knew you would have loved to sort out your financial woes. But, would you and Jen have agreed to let me fuck her if I had said to you, ‘A ridiculously rich friend of mine wants me to fuck your wife for 150 grand and watch with his friends.’? I doubt you would have said yes. Neither would have Jen. It had to be a gradual seduction, taking her step by step.”

“You don’t bring business through the show, then.”

“Well, yes and no, again. I didn’t lie to you that we are a close-knit community. Knowing these rich people, well, knowing them intimately, and being friends with them does bring in business. Trust me! It does! The deal with Robbie and LSDR, like many other deals, are real deals brought through my friendships with these folks. Bringing business is part of it. But no VIP tokens and deposits, no. There is no such thing. We just talk and negotiate, sometimes we link it to sex, sometimes it is just business.”

“Thank you for letting me know, Larry.” I hung up the call and blocked Larry’s number on my phone.
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A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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