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1. In the piercing studio

My gaze fell on the small padlock lying on the tray.

“It’s solid gold, Chris,” Alistair said. “18 carat!”

“Is it?” I asked absentmindedly and rubbed Abby’s knuckles with my thumb.

“Yes. It’s custom-made for me to my own specs.”

“It’s tiny.”

“Well, it has to be light and thin. It’s about the weight of a ball closure ring. The shackle is the ring. It connects the pussy lips together.”

“Locks together, you mean,” I corrected him.

“Yeah! Locks together.” Alistair looked back at Abby’s pussy. Her thighs were shaking. “Relax, Abby, it’s just a tiny pinch.” He gripped the forceps tighter. “Just keep your legs spread! That’s it!”

Abby’s voice crackled. “Are you sure it has to be on the inner pussy lips?”

“Yes, labia minora stretches on its own. The elasticity of the tissue is much higher than that of labia majora.”

“It sounds more painful.”

“Oh, no. On the contrary. Labia majora piercings are more painful. There is more tissue to pierce through. Also, outer labia piercings heal slower. Ready?”

“Oh, God!” Abby squeezed my hand real tight.

“Just a tiny pinch. Deep breath!” Alistair pushed the hollow needle through my wife’s inner pussy lip.

“Aaaah!” Abby shrieked as her whole body jumped, the forceps pulling on her stretched-out pussy lip but holding tight. “God! It hurts! Argh! It hurts!”

Her thigh muscles were shaking. She was clutching my hand as hard as she could.

“It hurts!” she whined.

“Deep breaths, Abby!” Alistair instructed her. “It passes quickly! Deep breaths! This one’s done. I’m just. . . inserting. . . the shackle, . . . and. . . . we’re done with this one. I’ll just. . . clean it. . . and. . . this one. . . is. . . done!”

Still shaking, Abby looked up at me and whimpered, “I don’t want to do the other one, Chris. It hurts!” She shook her head; a tear rolled down her cheek. “It hurts!”

I shrugged apologetically. “I’m sorry, hon.”

“The second one is way less painful, Abby,” Alistair said.

She looked at him. “Is it?” Her face still twitching in pain.

“Yeah.” He smiled reassuringly.

I knew he was lying, but I chimed in, lying too, “It’s true, honey. I’ve read it somewhere. It’s all in the brain. The first time you are hyped in anticipation of the unknown, lowering your pain threshold, but once you’ve gone through it, the hype goes away, and the pain threshold increases. It’s the natural response of the body. You won’t feel it that much now.”

I looked away, fearing Abby would notice the moisture in my eyes. I wished she did not have to go through this, but there was no other way. The only thing I could do to help her was to lie to her that piercing her other pussy lip would hurt less.

How had we come to this?

It all had started a day earlier.


2. Intercepted conversation

Abby and I were having coffee at Costa and talking about how much we hated our jobs.

“They pay peanuts and expect miracles, Chris,” Abby said. “And when I complained, do you know what Rob said? ‘Abby, you are only thirty years old! What can I say at fifty-nine?’ As if him complaining makes my life easier!”

I nodded in agreement with her. “I know, hon. They take the life out of you. You are a brilliant marketing specialist, but they keep you at a junior level so that they can exploit you. The same is with me. A project manager with over seven years of experience, delivering the most complex projects. Yet they keep telling me I am not ready for promotion. We’ll never grow in these companies. It’s not what you know but whom you know.”

“Absolutely!” Abby pushed away her empty cup of coffee. “It is about who likes who, not who does what!”

I sighed. “We can’t carry on like this. We need new jobs! And by new jobs, I mean something at a completely different level. We need something or someone to help us move up the corporate ladder! Otherwise, we’ll never get on the property ladder, and I don’t want to be renting all my life.”

“Neither I. There’s no future! Just work, work, work!”

“It’s just too much, isn’t it?”

“Yes! Honestly, sometimes I wish I could just quit, stay home, and look after Mia and Katie.”

I leaned closer to Abby and took her hand, rubbing her knuckles. “Honey, trust me! I would love it if you became a stay-at-home mum and we had a third kid!”

Abby smiled softly. “I wouldn’t mind having another baby, honey. Even two! But for that, we need our own house, bigger than this one, and enough money.” She sighed. “For now, I guess we can only dream about it.”

I let go of her hand and sat back in my chair, murmuring, “Yeah, for now, we can only dream.”

“Maybe I can help,” we heard someone say, and both Abby and I turned to look in the direction of the voice.

At the table right next to ours was a guy—perhaps in his late twenties or early thirties—smiling at us politely. He was holding a toddler on his lap who was playing with a spoon and a small teddy bear. Next to the man was sitting a woman, breastfeeding a baby, three or four months old. The woman, apparently the man’s wife, touched her husband’s elbow, saying quietly, “Mark, don’t!”

Mark ignored his wife and leaned closer to our table. “I overheard your conversation, and I think I might be able to help. Here, take this business card and call Alistair. Tell him Mark and Paula sent you.” He held out his hand with a business card in it.

Mark’s wife shook her head in disapproval. “Mark, you shouldn’t intrude like this!”

I reached out and took the business card. “Thank you, Mark. You know, any help we can get is much appreciated!”

Mark smiled. “Alistair helped us. A lot. He set us for life. Today we live in our own house, and Paula stays home and looks after the kids while I work for myself. I listened to you—a lovely couple feeling the same way Paula and I felt a year ago—and I thought I should help.”

I tucked the business card into my pocket. “Thank you!”

“Thank you, Mark,” Abby thanked Mark, too, before flashing an appreciative smile at Paula as well. “We so much need someone to help us.”

“Of course,“ Paula said briefly and turned to attend to the baby, who came off her breast.

Being me, I didn’t miss the opportunity to sneak a peek at Paula’s engorged nipple, but then I felt a little embarrassed of myself and quickly looked back at Mark. “We’ve got to get going, I’m afraid.”

I got up from my chair. Abby also stood up.

“Call Alistair! I know he will like you!” Mark said.

I nodded. “Will do.”

“And don’t be put off by his negotiating style,” Mark added, smiling a strange, somewhat mischievous smile. “He’s unorthodox, to say the least, and asks for things, which—how to say this—might push you out of your comfort zone. But you should persevere until he makes his offer. It will be life-changing in a great way!”

“OK.” I nodded again. “Bye, Mark, Paula!”

“Bye, Mark and Paula!” Abby chirped.

Mark waved us goodbye, Paula smiled politely, and we left the café.

Abby and I had thanked Mark for giving us someone’s business card but did not think much of it. Mark was a nice guy who we believed genuinely wanted to help us, but, nonetheless, he was a weirdo, and we did not take him seriously. However, when we returned home and read a newly posted letter from the landlord informing us that the rent would go up by £50 a month, I said, “Abby, I’ve had enough! I’m calling Alistair!”

Abby threw the landlord’s letter into the bin. “Yes, a call won’t hurt, will it?”

I took my phone out of my pocket, put it on speaker and dialled the number on the business card.

No one picked up, and the call went to voice mail. I hung up. I hesitated for a second, then dialled again. It appeared my call would go to voice mail again, and I was about to hang up when Alistair answered: “Alistair Sinclair speaking.”

“Hello,” I said. “My name is Chris. I’ve got your number from Mark and Paula. They said—”

“I know Mark and Paula very well. They are one of my best couples. Mark called me and talked to me about you and your wife. I’ve got something for the two of you. Let me see. Tomorrow’s Saturday. You don’t work on Saturday, do you?”

“No, I don’t.”

“And your wife?”

“She doesn’t.”

“Good, good!” Alistair grunted. “Then why don’t the two of you come over for lunch at my place tomorrow at 12:30?”

“Umm, yeah.” I looked at Abby. “Tomorrow at 12:30 for lunch?”

Abby nodded affirmatively.

“Yes, 12:30,” Alistair said. “Ignore the address on the business card Mark gave you. I’ll text you my address. What number shall I use? The one you’re calling from?”

“Yes,” I confirmed.

“Good. And you and your wife should clear your afternoon and evening tomorrow! We may need time to prepare the contracts if we decide to go ahead.”

“OK,” I said hesitantly. “Do you mean like some sort of a business—”

“Yes, a sort of. I have a business proposition in mind, Chris. If we agree on it, we’ll sign the contracts tomorrow and celebrate our new business relationship with dinner.”

I was a little taken aback by how soon he talked about business proposals and contracts, but I still said, “Sure. See you tomorrow at 12:30 at your place.”

“See you then,” Alistair said, and I was about to hang up when he called my name: “Chris!”

“Yes?”

“Don’t forget to bring your wife! She’s the most important part of our enterprise.”

“She is?”

“Yes. She’s the business director, Chris!” He chuckled quietly. ”Women are the executive directors in my enterprises!”

“I see.” I chuckled too. “You have grasped the modern concepts, haven’t you?”

“Ha-ha! You could say so; you could say so! You’ll bring her with you, right?”

“Yes, of course. By the way, her name is Abby. She is listening to us. I’ve put us on speaker.”

“Hi, Alistair!” Abby greeted Alistair.

“Hello, Abby,” he greeted her too. “What a beautiful name! I’m looking forward to meeting you tomorrow.”

“Me too,” Abby chirped.

“See you then, both of you. Bye!” Alistair said, and this time hung up.

I looked at Abby. “Wow! We seem to be off to a good start!”

She giggled. “I’ve never been offered a job without an interview! And not any job, but an executive director!”

“He seems very keen to work with us. It is a good sign!”

“Or a good scam!”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t feel like a scam. Alistair said Mark had called him and talked to him about us. Mark must have passed on to Alistair that you are a marketing specialist and I am a project manager; we talked about our skills, didn’t we? Apparently, Alistair has some good jobs for us. Especially for you, by the sounds of it. Maybe he needs you to run his marketing campaigns. He talked about a business relationship. Honey, it may be your opportunity to open a company and provide him with marketing services! You’ve always wanted to have your own company, haven’t you?” I was too excited to stop talking. ”Abs, I think we’re in luck! Mark said Alistair has set him and his wife for life. Isn’t it exactly what we wanted? Someone to help us! A rich benefactor! But, I’m afraid, you’ll have to postpone the housewife plans for a while.”

“As long as I am paid properly, why not?”

I was about to tuck my phone into my pocket when I received a text message.

I opened it. It was from Alistair. He had sent me his address and a photo of his house.

I showed my phone screen to Abby. “This is one big house, by the looks of it.”

She looked at the photo and said, “This guy must be filthy rich if he can afford this. It’s outside London, judging by the postcode.”

“We scored big time with him, Abs. I’m telling you! He’s a rich businessman! Maybe he owns a construction business. Or a car dealership!”

“A car dealership! I prefer that. I’ll be the marketing director! No! Why are we talking about jobs? My company will provide marketing services for his dealership!”

“You’ll do a great job either way!”

Abby giggled. “Of course I will! But I need to get it first!”

I smiled. “You’ll get it! Just try to charm him tomorrow!”

Abby cocked her head to one side. “Do I have to try?”

Her pretty face was glowing with excitement that things were finally about to turn around for us. Her beautiful hazel eyes were lit with hope. The playful smile curving her full lips grew wider the longer we held each other’s gaze.

I chuckled. “You’ll not only get yourself the exclusive marketing contract but will land me a senior project manager role in his construction business!”

“Ha-ha!” Abby burst into laughter, and her C-size round-shaped breasts bounced off her chest in her white button-up shirt. “Do you think he’ll like what he sees?”

“Oh, yes, honey!” I said. “You’ll dazzle him with your pretty face!”

I wasn’t lying. My wife had a pretty face with all the traits of feminine beauty: smooth white skin, deep hazel bluish eyes, soft-angled eyebrows, high cheekbones, a straight symmetric nose, a narrow, well-defined jawline, and full lips.

She pulled her shoulder-length light brown hair with blonde highlights to one side, revealing her long graceful neck and sucked in her flat stomach, pushing up her firm breasts. “Only with my pretty face?”

“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “With everything!”

Abby let go of her hair and twirled around. Her plaid skirt lifted to reveal her long slender legs and a good portion of her firm butt cheeks peeking out of the edges of her white thong.

She put her hands on her hips and stood still in front of me. “I’ll amaze him!”

“Oh, yes, you will!” I said with a smile. ”Get dressed the same way tomorrow, and Alistair will sign anything we ask for! You look super-hot!”

Indeed, Abby looked sexy in her attire. The mid-thigh hem of her black and white plaid skirt showed enough thigh to entice, while the elasticated waistband accentuated her low hip-to-waist ratio. With her five-feet-six-inches tall hourglass body, toned thighs and slender legs, firm butt, and natural breasts, my wife had always attracted attention, and I was certain this Alistair guy was going to notice how sexy and fit she was.

Having looked down at her shirt and skirt, Abby looked up back at me and nodded. “Yes, they look good on me. I’ll put them on tomorrow.”

I stepped to her and wrapped my arms around her waist.

She put her hands on my shoulders, I pulled her closer to me, and we kissed.

My hands slipped down to her ass, and I squeezed it.

Abby broke the kiss. We looked each other in the eyes. We were both horny.

However, Abby took my hands and pushed them off her bum. “I need to log in, hon. I have a conference call.”

I made a grimace of disappointment.

She slapped me playfully on the butt. “Tonight!”

I made another disappointed face. “Oooh!”

“Tonight! We’ll put the kids in bed earlier and have a rendezvous!” Abby nodded in the direction of my desk. “You need to log in too!”

“Do I? If Alistair makes me an executive director—”

“No!” Abby squeaked and slapped my butt again. “I’ll be the executive director. You’ll be the project manager.”

I smiled. “You so much want to become senior to me!”

Abby giggled. “I’ve always been senior to you!”

“Ha-ha! Have you? Let’s discuss this further tonight. In bed!”

Abby showed me thumbs up and, still smiling, went to her desk. She sat down and put her headphones on.

I went and sat at my desk, too. I logged in and looked at my calendar. I didn’t like it. I also had a conference call. On Fridays, both Abby and I worked from home, and while I liked going on a lunch break with my wife, I hated when we both had to be on the phone at the same time. The living room was small and became noisy.

I thought to myself: With Alistair’s help, this might change. We might be able to afford a mortgage and a larger house. Way larger! I dialled the conference number.


3. Interrogation

It was 12:20 pm when I drove through the open gate of Alistair’s estate.

“This is one big villa!” I said as we approached the large house at the end of the driveway.

“It’s not a villa, Chris. This is a large country house,” Abby corrected me. “Look at the space!”

I parked in the designated area in front of the house, and Abby and I got out of the car.

A tall, handsome man in his mid or late thirties appeared from the front door and walked up to us.

“Alistair,” he introduced himself, stretching his hand to Abby and smiling a broad smile. “You must be Abby!”

Abby smiled too. “Yes, that’s me.” She took his hand, and her cheeks turned pink. “Nice to meet you, Alistair!”

“Nice to meet you, Abby!” Alistair replied. “Mark hasn’t lied to me. You are truly beautiful!”

Abby blushed more. “You’re making me blush!”

Abby’s blushing was a sign that she was overwhelmed by Alistair’s attention to her, flattered, maybe even embarrassed. But there was something more: she found him attractive. There was no doubt that she liked him. In fact, she liked him a lot. I could see it written on her face. She glanced at me and, meeting my gaze, made her face red. She knew I had caught her and, feeling even more embarrassed, looked back at Alistair and said, “Thank you!”

Alistair finally let go of her hand and turned to me. “Nice to meet you, Chris!”

“Me too,” I said, smiling politely as we shook hands.

He nodded toward the front door. “Let’s go inside, shall we?”

Abby and I followed him through the door into a large hallway and then into the dining room. The food was already served on a large table, and we sat down.

“Did you cook all this food by yourself?” I asked, wondering if our host had prepared the lunch himself since the food appeared to be of exquisite cuisine, and I had not seen anyone else in the house other than him.

“No,” he said, “I am not good at cooking. I use catering services. They cook, deliver and leave. That’s what I like about them. You see. I don’t want other people in the house when I meet my couples. People talk, spread rumours. Which brings me to an important point. What we are going to talk about and hopefully work together on has to stay between the three of us. Will that be OK with you?”

I nodded yes.

Abby also said, “Of course.”

Alistair nodded in satisfaction. “Good. Because my business relationships are like a marriage. Privacy is paramount. You disrespect privacy or lose discretion; you destroy the family.”

“Alistair, Abby and I have been married for over seven years,” I said. “We know how important privacy and discretion are in a marriage. Trust us!”

Alistair rubbed his hands together. “Good! Very good! That’s why I work with married couples only. They have all the incentive to be discreet and keep things private.” He pointed at the food. “I am not good at waitering either, so please grab food and drinks. Oh! About the drinks. I apologise for not offering alcohol. Abstinence is necessary for the success of our enterprise.”

“I absolutely agree. Being sober is a must when taking important decisions!” I said, eager to make Alistair like me, despite thinking his stance against alcohol was too harsh. I took the pitcher with orange juice and asked Abby, “Orange juice?”

After she nodded yes, I filled the glass in front of her, poured some juice into my glass, and the three of us started eating.

The food was delicious, and Abby and I would have totally enjoyed it if Alistair was not asking question after question. It felt like we were in an interview. But it was a bizarre interview. His questions had nothing to do with our jobs or professional skills. Instead, he was interested in our hobbies, like how we liked to spend our weekends, or asking about family details: how many children we had, what age they were, how they did at school.

Alistair took a special interest in what talents Mia and Katie had and if we had any talents like music or art passed down through the generations. Then he wanted to know our plans for our children’s higher education—although that was a little irrelevant considering that Mia and Katie were only in year two and reception, respectively. He asked us about who was looking after them while we were with him, and when Abby told him we had left Mia and Katie with my mother-in-law, he asked tons of questions about Abby’s wider family, even her ancestry! And if his interest in Abby’s genes was not bizarre enough, it became even more bizarre when he asked her if she had any hereditary diseases! Abby was taken aback a little but still laughed and assured him she did not have any. Alistair’s questions might have been intrusive and, at times, borderline offensive, but the way he talked compensated for that. He made us feel like we were chatting with an old friend of ours whom we could safely confide in. He was achieving this through his friendly tone and plenty of soft smiles. He also made sure to tell us when he approved of our views by briefly letting us know what he thought about the specific subject of the question after we had answered it. The fact his opinion almost always aligned with ours created a sense of closeness between him and us, making us feel good and appreciated, and as a result, Abby and I willingly cooperated in the interrogation. Thus, by the time we finished lunch, Alistair knew a lot about us. We knew little about him but liked him and felt at ease around him. So much so that when he asked us whether we planned to have more children, Abby readily said that we would be happy to have more kids if we could afford it, but at that moment, we did not have the financial means. That was when Alistair finally asked us what our jobs were and how much we were paid.

Both Abby and I used the opportunity to tell him how much we were keen to find something that would pay better. Alistair then asked us to describe our dream life. Abby took the lead again and explained we wanted to have our own house, not to worry about money, for her to stay home and look after the kids, and in fact, to have another kid. I added that we wanted to be able to travel around the world four times a year.

“Good!” Alistair said and got up from his chair. “I might be able to help you. I have a business proposition for the two of you that will allow you to make your dreams come true. Abby, with what I have in mind, you will be able to stay home, have more kids, and travel with your husband. I’ll talk to you and Chris about it in the Jacuzzi.”

I looked around, perplexed. “Is there a Jacuzzi here in the house?”

“Yeah.” Alistair nodded. “I’ve got a Jacuzzi in the other room. Come! Come join me in the hot tub!”

Abby and I hesitated and remained in our chairs.

“What?!” Alistair smiled. “Won’t you join me?”

“We didn’t bring swimsuits,” Abby said.

He chuckled. “I have thought of that, Abby. I’ve got plenty you can pick from. All sizes! Brand new! Come!” He nodded in the direction of the door to his right.

I stood up, but Abby still hesitated.

He held out his hand to her. “Come on, Abby! It’s fun!”

Abby stood up but did not take his hand.

He raised his eyebrows. “What? Are you shy?”

She smiled. “A bit. Yes.”

“Oh, Abby! There’s nothing to be shy about!” Alistair stepped back and opened his arms. “Look at you! You have a perfect body!” He turned to me. “You too, Chris! You’ve got nothing to be shy about.”

I smiled. “Is this part of the interview, Alistair? Checking how Abby and I look in swimsuits?”

I knew I was being blunt, but I felt he owed us an explanation about what he intended to offer us after the extensive interrogation he had subjected us to.

Alistair chuckled. “Yeah, you could say so.”

I chuckled too. “So what? Are you going to offer me a job as a beachwear model?”

“Not to you, but maybe to your wife!”

Abby giggled. “Really? As a beach model?!”

He shook his head. “No. I was joking, Abby! I’ve got something way better than a beach model for you. Something for which I’ll pay you much more!”

“Can I guess?” She cocked her head to one side, smiling at him. ”A marketing director for beach attire?”

I would have had to be blind not to notice that Abby was flirting with Alistair. I was not only surprised by it but also by the ease with which she was doing it. Especially since she had never flirted with another man before. At least not in front of me. And now she was openly flirting with Alistair. I was surprised, but I didn’t mind her doing it. In fact, I approved of it! My thinking was that it was the first time when we had come across someone who appeared willing to offer us, or at least to Abby, a job that could transform our lives for the better, and we had to make sure we grabbed the opportunity, even if that meant that Abby had to flirt a little.

I know why she is flirting with him, I said to myself. Extraordinary circumstances require extraordinary measures! A little bit of charm offensive won’t hurt! 

“Mmm, something better,” Alistair said, smiling mysteriously.

“Hmm.” Abby paused to think. “You’re interested in my health, also how I look in a bikini. So, how I look is important. How my body looks is important. And I’ll be paid way better than a beach model. Interesting. . . .”

“Maybe a top-paid porn star!” I said, chuckling.

“Chris!” Abby squalled, her eyes going wide. She put her hand over her chest and stared at me. “How could you say something like that?!”

I quickly waved my hands, realising I had said something stupid. “I was joking, I was joking!”

Alistair came to my rescue by bursting into laughter. “Ha-ha-ha! Definitely not a porn star! But I would like to see Abby in a bikini.” He stepped closer to Abby and put his arm around her waist. “Come, Abby! There is plenty of bikinis to choose from. Let’s see which one you pick.”

Abby was slightly taken aback by his move but still smiled. “Is this part of the test?”

“Yeah!” Alistair nodded and pulled her closer to him.

I expected Abby to pull away, but she didn’t. She was conscious that we wanted highly-paid jobs or a lucrative business proposal from this man and was happy to allow him some liberties. So she not only did not pull away but let Alistair slide his hand to her hip and lead her to the door he had pointed at.

I followed them, and we walked out of the dining room into a room with a Jacuzzi in the middle. Next to the Jacuzzi was a long table with men’s and women’s swimsuits.

The three of us began browsing through the swimwear, and I noticed that all women’s bikinis were skimpy.

Abby noticed it too and, smiling, said, “Alistair, you do want to see as much as you can from my body, don’t you?”

“Do you blame me for that?” Alistair asked, and a lustful grin spread across his face.

Without looking at him and continuing to examine the bikini she had picked out, she said, “No. Just asking.”

Alistair walked up to her and put his hand on the small of her back. “So, are you up to the challenge of impressing me?”

Abby giggled. “I’m up to the challenge to impress anybody if I have to.” She put the bikini back on the table and walked further down.

“My wife has what it takes to impress, Alistair,” I interjected.

“Oh, yeah,” Alistair agreed with me.

Abby turned to look at him. “The question, Alistair, is why do I have to impress you?”

He put an innocent look on his face. “Because I am cute?”

She tilted her head to one side and closed one eye, looking at him as if inspecting his appearance. “Umm. . . yeah. OK. But is there any other reason?”

“Perhaps because he can offer you a job for life?” I threw in.

Alistair glanced at me. “That’s very true, very true.” He looked back at Abby. “So, can you?”

“Can what?” she asked.

He grinned. “Impress me?”

I chuckled. “Go ahead, hon! Show him!”

“OK,” Abby said and picked a black two-piece bikini set consisting of a G-string thong and a micro triangle top. She turned to Alistair and showed him her choice. “Will this win me an exclusive contract to market your luxurious yacht business?”

“Ha-ha!” Alistair laughed. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you?” He picked a black man’s G-string thong for himself and looked at Abby. “I do have a luxurious yacht, Abby, but no. The contract I have for you is about something bigger. It requires a long-term commitment but will set you and Chris for life!”

Abby giggled. “I’d definitely like that!” She looked around. “Where can I change?”

Alistair pointed at a door to her right. “The ladies changing room.” Then he turned to me. “Chris, come on! Grab something, and let’s get changed. The men’s changing room is over there!” He pointed at a door to my left.

Abby’s and my eyes met, and we smiled at each other.

“Let’s do this!” she said.

I nodded. “All right! Let’s do it!”

Abby walked into the ‘ladies changing room’ and closed the door behind her.

“Let’s have fun, Chris!” Alistair tapped me on the shoulder and headed to the ‘men’s changing room’.

After a few moments of hesitation, I grabbed a man’s G-string thong—I didn’t want to look less brave than Alistair in the hot tub—and joined him in the ‘men’s changing room’.

Alistair had already removed his shirt and was taking off his shoes and socks. I also took my shirt off, then bent over and removed my shoes and socks. I stood straight and looked at Alistair. And that was when it became weird. He pulled down his trousers and briefs, swinging a massive cock. Perhaps it was nine inches in length and very thick. I couldn’t help but gaze at his impressive manhood.

He caught my gaze and smiled.

I looked away, slightly embarrassed, and removed my trousers and briefs.

My average size cock sprang free. It was erect—watching Abby flirt with Alistair had turned me on—but still, when I looked at Alistair’s penis, I felt somewhat diminished. His flaccid cock dwarfed my hard one.

Alistair smiled at me again, took his cock in his hand and gently stroked it. “Does Abby like big cocks?”

I was taken aback by his question and mumbled, “Umm, yeah, if she likes mine.” I paused. I reminded myself that acknowledging the obvious was always easier than defending the undefendable, so I smiled in embarrassment and said, “I’m not sure, Alistair. As you can see, mine is of average size, and as far as I know, the only boyfriend she had before me had an average cock too. Or so she tells me. Anyway, she’s always said that size doesn’t matter to her.”

“Size always matters to them, Chris,” Alistair said. “It doesn’t mean that average cocks can’t pleasure them, but a large one makes a huge difference, and they know it. It’s evolutionary. The bigger the cock is, the more potent its owner is.”

“I suppose. Maybe, in principle, you’re right. Although I guess every woman is different.”

“They are different, and yet, when it comes to cock sizes, they are unanimous. They like it bigger. They won’t admit it, but they like it when they are stretched out down there. I am sure Abby is no exception and likes big cocks. She might not know it, but she likes it big. You’ll see.”

“I’ll see? What d’you mean?”

“It doesn’t matter! Let’s not leave your lovely wife waiting for us at the Jacuzzi.”

Alistair put on his thong. The bulge was pronounced.

I put on my G-string too. The string in my ass crack felt slightly uncomfortable, but what could I do? I had to keep going once I had started.

“You look good,” Alistair said. “G-strings on men are as impactful as on women, even more, if you ask me.”

I looked at my crotch. My cock looked bigger in the pouch formed in front.

I looked back at Alistair. “I guess you’re right.”

He smiled. “By the way, men like big cocks, too.”

I felt this was uncalled for, so I raised my voice. “Alistair, let me make it abundantly clear to you! I am not gay.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that. What I was trying to say is that you would prefer to watch your wife being fucked by a bigger cock.”

“Excuse me?!”

“Look, Chris. Almost every husband has fantasised about watching their wife being fucked by another guy, and they prefer that guy to be hung. You’re no exception to the rule. Don’t be ashamed about it!”

I stepped back, feeling my blood get hot. “What are you suggesting?”

Alistair smiled. “Be honest with me!”

I swallowed nervously.

He continued, “Have you not fantasised about your wife with another man?”

“How do you know?” I asked quietly.

“Well, as I told you, most men have. Look, Chris! I saw the look on your face when I put my arm around your wife. The way you—”

“OK! Enough now!” I cut him off. I nodded towards the door, keen to end the uncomfortable conversation. “Shall we go?”

“Yes, let’s go!” Alistair went to the door, but before he opened it, he looked back at me. “You’d rather have someone like me, with a big cock, with your wife, than someone with a small or average one. Am I not right?”

“I don’t want to answer this question.”

“That’s fine. In a way, you’ve just answered it. Let’s go!”


4. The business proposal

Alistair opened the door, and we returned to the room with the hot tub, where Abby was already waiting for us.

She looked stunning. The small triangles of the black bikini top barely covered her areolas, revealing most of her breasts, and the high-cut thong exposed the crease between her thighs and pussy lips. Alistair and I stared at her, mesmerised by her body. She smiled, lightly blushing, then turned around and climbed the steps into the hot tub, giving us the pleasure of ogling her firm ass, totally exposed by her thong, until she sat on the bench.

Without further ado, Alistair and I joined her in the Jacuzzi and sat down on each side of her.

Abby looked at Alistair, smiling. “Have I impressed you yet?”

He put his arm around her shoulders. “Oh, yes. More than impressed me!”

Abby let his arm stay around her. She reached her hand to mine, and we intertwined fingers, smiling at each other. Our smile said it all: Abby had mesmerised this rich man, and we were confident he would offer us contracts or jobs that would change our lives for the better.

Abby looked back at Alistair. “So, Alistair. Mark told us you could help us get on our feet. You also said you would. How?”

Alistair’s hand slipped down from her shoulder to her side. His fingers touched the side of her breast.

Abby trembled but did not push his hand away. Instead, she smiled briefly before saying again, “How?”

Alistair said, “You are keen to know, aren’t you?”

“Yes!”

“And you won’t let me get to know you a little better before I tell you what I have in mind?”

Abby slowly shook her head from side to side. “No, I won’t.” A faint smile flickered at the corners of her lips as she stared at Alistair.

He cocked his head to one side, smiling at her. “Even just a little?”

Abby ran her tongue between her lips, holding his gaze. “No.”

“You see, Abby! I need incentives before making a proposal.” Alistair’s smile turned into a lustful grin. “You must have figured that out by now, haven’t you?”

“Oh, I figured that out.”

“And?”

“No more incentives before I hear your proposal.”

“Tell me your expectations!” Alistair said and slid his hand up her breast until his fingers touched the edge of the triangle of her bikini top.

His hand was practically cupping her boob, but Abby continued to ignore it. “OK, Alistair! I expect one job for myself and another one for Chris. Or business contracts. In fact, we prefer to set up our own businesses with business contracts with you. I am a marketing specialist; he is a project manager. It has to be in those fields. Our contracts will have to be at least three years long. We want salaries of at least £150,000, or equivalent in revenue if we’re talking about business contracts.”

“Well-thought! However, I’ll tell you this: what I have in mind is paid way better. Way better! But the thing is, Abby, I reveal my proposals gradually, step by step. You give me something, I give you something back. It’s like a dance. You move, I move.”

“And now is your turn to move! I don’t want to be the only one dancing, Alistair. What is your proposal?”

“OK, Abby. Here’s what I can reveal. There is a single business proposal for both of you on one contract. You are key to my proposal, but both you and Chris are signatories to the contract.”

Abby raised her eyebrows. “Both Chris and I have to sign one contract?”

“Yes,” Alistair confirmed. “If both of you say yes, the three of us will sign the contract right away, and we can start working together as soon as this afternoon.”

His hand slid under Abby’s bikini top. He cupped her breast.

I felt Abby squeeze my hand. I rubbed her knuckles with my thumb, indicating I was OK with her letting Alistair feel her breast.

Alistair put his other hand on her thigh and rubbed it. Abby’s breathing became deeper.

We sat in silence as Alistair kneaded Abby’s breast.

She looked at me. Her face was flushed. She was getting aroused.

I murmured, “I guess, Abs, if it is indeed paid way better, maybe giving a little more is OK.”

I felt my rock-hard cock twitching under the water, and that was the moment when I acknowledged to myself that I was a cuckold, or a stag, or whatever the term was. I liked watching Abby getting aroused by another man. I liked watching her being used by him. And I was surprised by how much I liked it.

The truth was that I had always fantasised about watching Abby with a stranger and had masturbated in the shower imagining it. But I had never thought I would continue to find it such a massive turn-on if I had witnessed it for real. Now, I knew. The reality of watching Abby being felt up by another guy made me times more aroused than when I had fantasised about it.

I crossed my legs, trying to squeeze my erection and suppress the growing tingling sensation in the base of my cock. The last thing I wanted to do was to start ejaculating in the tight thong. What an embarrassment it would have been to blow my load in the Jacuzzi of the man we had met less than an hour and a half earlier.

Abby squeezed my hand hard. Her breathing was going faster. Her pupils were dilated. Then I guessed what might be happening and looked down at Alistair’s other hand. It had slipped between her thighs, and his fingers were touching the triangle of her thong covering her pussy.

Abby let go of my hand, grabbed Alistair’s wrist, and pushed his hand away from her pussy. She jumped off the bench, splashing some water. Alistair’s other hand slipped off her chest, dragging her bikini top down and exposing her boob. Her pink nipple was engorged. Abby quickly pulled up her top, covering her breast.

She walked to the other side of the Jacuzzi, turned around and looked at Alistair.

He grinned at her.

She said, “I need to know now what your proposal is! I have given you enough incentives, and so far, I have received only a lunch and a dip in a Jacuzzi, Alistair!”

“Yes,” he said, “but—”

“No, buts. I want to know now!” Abby cut him off and glanced at me.

I nodded encouragingly. She had firmed up her stance, and I was pleased with her decision. We needed to know what we would get out of this titillating game of cat and mouse between us and Alistair.

Abby looked back at Alistair. “Just to be clear, Alistair. What you’ve got so far is all you’ll get. You’ll get nothing more from me, so don’t make indecent proposals!”

Alistair waved his hand off. “Oh, no, my proposal is very decent. This was just—”

“This was just what, Alistair?” Abby raised her voice. “A warmup? Let me tell you! This was not a warmup. This was all!”

“I want to finish my assessment.”

“Assessment?”

“Yes, I want to see your boobs and pussy!”

“No!” Abby squeaked. “What part of ‘this was all’ is not clear?”

Alistair smiled lustfully. “Abby, I have to check if you excite me.”

I looked at his crotch. His cockhead and half of the shaft had popped out of his thong. His cock was rock hard.

“She excites you, Alistair,” I said, nodding at his erection.

He followed my gaze and chuckled. “You’re right! She does. That’s good.” He looked back at Abby. “OK, at least go topless!”

“No,” Abby said firmly. “I want to hear your offer. I expect a job as a marketing director or equivalent and at least £150,000 salary! Plus a bonus!”

“Abby, Abby!” Alistair shook his head, smiling. “You sell yourself way too cheap. I told you! My proposal is so much better. You have no idea what you are missing. Come on! You’ve gone this far. Won’t you go topless to hear it?”

Abby thought for a few seconds before asking, “Why? Why do you want to see me topless?”

“I want to know if you are brave enough for my business,” Alistair replied.

Abby grinned provocatively. “Trust me! I am brave enough.”

“Are you?”

“Yes! But I am not desperate.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that.”

“What were you suggesting?”

There was silence. Abby and Alistair stared at each other in an impasse.

A few seconds passed before Alistair said, “So, do you want to hear my proposal or not?”

“I want to hear it,” Abby said.

“Well, then?”

“What?”

“You know what.”

There was silence again. And again, Abby and Alistair stared at each other in an impasse.

Finally, Abby looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “If Alistair promises to offer you an executive position, then maybe, Abby. I don’t know.”

Alistair glanced at me. “Yes, Chris. Your wife will be the boss of us!” He looked back at Abby. “So?”

Abby’s gaze moved from me to him. She pressed her lips together, thinking about what to do. She looked away, slightly swinging back and forth. Then she looked back at Alistair, grabbed the strings of her bikini top and untied them. She let her bikini top drop baring her tits.

Both Alistair and I ogled her breasts.

“So?” she asked.

“They are magnificent,” Alistair said.

Hearing him praise her breasts made her smile. She cocked her head to the side. “Do they pass your assessment?”

He nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, Abby, yes! They pass it with a resounding Yes!”

Abby reached for her bikini top, floating in the bubbling water.

Alistair stopped her. “Before you do that!”

She looked up at him.

He grinned. “Can you show me your pussy?”

“No!” she squeaked and grabbed her bikini top. “I won’t!”

“My offer has a £200,000 upfront payment upon signing the contract,” Alistair said with an even tone.

Abby dropped her bikini top back into the water. “£200,000?”

“Yes. I have a solicitor waiting for my call. We can sign the contract today. You’ll have £200,000 in your account this evening. You don’t have to turn up for work on Monday!”

Abby stood still, staring at Alistair. Only her chest was moving up and down, enticingly pushing her tits up and down.

He nodded at her crotch. “Now remove your thong and sit on the edge of the tub! There will be no more requests from me after that, and you’ll hear my full offer.”

Abby nibbled on her lips, her chest moving up and down fast. An internal struggle was raging inside her: should she do it or not? A few seconds passed, and then, not taking her eyes off Alistair’s face, she stepped backwards, grabbed the edge of the hot tub behind her and pulled herself up. She sat on the edge, her feet dangling in the water, and grasped the side strings of her thong. After a second of hesitation, she undid the ties at her hips and let go of the thong, spreading her legs apart.

What a sight her neatly shaved pussy was!

Alistair and I stared at her labia. Abby was not taking her eyes off Alistair’s face.

I rubbed my erect cock. Alistair stroked his cock too.

After about thirty seconds, Abby said, “I think you’ve seen enough.” She squeezed her legs together, pulled her thong up and tied the strings at her hips.

She got off the edge of the tub, grabbed her bikini top floating on the water and threw it to Alistair.

He caught it.

She dropped her hands to her sides. “My breasts are my bonus for you! I’m listening!”

He smiled in amusement. “You are something!”

“I know! I’m listening!”

Not taking his eyes off Abby’s breasts, Alistair said, “Let me tell you something about me so that you understand the reason for my proposal.

“Margaret—my wife—is the one with the money. She is sixty-five. I married her for her money, and she married me for, well, you know what.” He nodded down toward his crotch. “She lets me spend as much as I want on whatever I want, as long as I do not ask her to include me in her will. We have a pre-nap, and her fortune will go to her children from her previous marriage. I am happy with the deal. I fuck her whenever she wants, and I spend as much as I want. I can’t have children with her, but I have plenty of money.”

Abby sighed. “You rich people have different problems than us ordinary folk. I don’t have money but have two kids and might have more one day.”

“How many? Two more?” Alistair asked her.

“I don’t know. Yes, maybe, two more.” Abby rubbed her breasts as she paused to think over something, then said, “Alistair, I want to be able to afford more kids. That’s why I want you to make me an offer—a business, a job, a gift, whatever it is, but something that will make us financially secure.” She paused again, bit her lips lightly, hesitating for a second before adding, “Don’t get offended but listening to you, I’m starting to think that not having money might be better.”

“Ha-ha! Ha-ha!” Alistair burst into laughter. “No, trust me! Having money is good, Abby. Because, as you said, if you don’t have the money, you can’t afford to have four kids. In theory, I can afford as many as I want. You see? It’s all a number. Being wealthy is good, very good!”

Abby didn’t like his tone and scoffed at him, “Ha! Being wealthy! Look at yourself! You have a lot of money. You can afford anything, right? You said, in theory, you can afford as many children as you want. Yet you cannot have children because your wife keeps you on a leash. Sad. Chris and I don’t have money, yet we have two kids. Who’s better off?”

Alistair was slightly offended. He threw her bikini top at her, and she caught it.

She put the bikini top on the edge of the hot tub and looked back at him. “You see? We have two kids; you have none!”

“Who said I have none?” Alistair asked her.

“You said you can’t have children.”  

“No, I didn’t say that. I said I can’t have children with Margaret.”

Abby raised her eyebrows. “You mean you have kids from another marriage?”

Alistair smiled. “Not from another marriage. I’ve been married only once. Still married. To Margaret.” His smile grew wider, seeing Abby’s confusion. “Abby, I have many kids! Eleven, to be more precise. And I think I will soon have twelve. I’m working on it right now.”

“So, you mean, you, like,” Abby began saying but stopped herself.

I interjected, “Like out of wedlock?”

“Not exactly,” Alistair said. “I pay to surrogate mothers to bear my babies.” He looked at Abby, then me, then back at her. “Abby, will you be willing to become a surrogate mother of my child?”

“No!” Abby squealed. She put her hands over her belly, instinctively protecting her womb, and stepped back, murmuring, “Sorry! I’m sorry. I can’t.”

“But I like you. I like both you and Chris!”

“No, I can’t!” Abby kept shaking her head from side to side and pressing her hands against her stomach. “I can’t. I just can’t. Sorry!”

Alistair clasped his hands. “OK! Hear my full proposal! I’ll pay you £2 million. £1 million for my child, and another £1 million so that you and Chris can have your third child afterwards! And £200,000 upfront so that you quit work. If we sign the contract today, I’ll transfer the money today! You can phone your boss on Monday morning to tell them you have quit! What would you say about that?”

Abby and I were stunned.

“Two million,” I mumbled.

Alistair looked at me. “Yeah! Two million and two hundred thousand pounds, Chris. Two point two million.” He smiled, clearly amused by the dumbfounded expression on my face.

“But, but. . . ,” I stammered. “But, Alistair! How’s that gonna work? Not that I am saying Abby will do it. No!“ I looked at Abby. She was not saying a word, listening to what I was about to say. I looked back at Alistair. “But, theoretically, if she had said she would do it. Like, I guess you have an egg donor since your wife, at her age, doesn’t have eggs. But still. Will your wife—Margaret—will she not be the legal mother of the child since you are married to her?”

Alistair shook his head. “No. Not at all! Margaret is not affected at all! The surrogacy law in the UK is clear: the surrogate mother and her husband, if she’s married, are the child’s legal parents at birth. Legal parenthood can be transferred by parental order or adoption after the child is born. The problem is not that. The problem is that you cannot pay for a surrogate in the UK, so we won’t do it as surrogacy. I call it surrogacy, but we’ll sign a different contract.”

“But, if it’s not a surrogacy contract, what will be the basis to transfer legal parenthood to you?”

“There won’t be a transfer. My son becomes yours and Abby’s by birth and stays yours forever.”

“No,” I squealed, dumbfounded again. “No way!”

“No, this is absurd!” I heard Abby say.

I said quieter but firmly, “I’m not raising your child, Alistair!”

Alistair grinned at me. “No? You sure? For 2.2 million? Think about it!”

I stared at him.

He nodded. “Yes, Chris. The child will be yours and Abby’s legally! You and Abby will be bound by a confidentiality agreement not to tell anyone about our arrangement. Anyone! There is an indemnity clause. If you break the contract, you’ll pay me back £2.2 million plus interest.”

“This is ridiculous!” I said. “Your wife will find out!”

Alistair shrugged. “That’s fine! She doesn’t mind it. She knows about it and is supportive. In fact, sometimes she introduces me to the future mothers of my children.”

Both Abby and I stared at him.

He shrugged his shoulders again. “What?! My wife cares about me. She wants to make sure I combine my genes with the right person!”

“This is so warped! I can’t believe it!” I said. “Your wife chooses the egg donor!”

Alistair shook his head. “No, not the egg donor. I don’t use egg donors.”

“You don’t use egg donors?”

“No, I don’t. I use the surrogate mother’s egg.”

“Like . . . like if Abby were to—”

“Yeah, we’ll use Abby’s egg!”

“No!” Abby squeaked. “My child? No!” She covered her mouth and shook her head, staring at Alistair in disbelief.

Alistair stood up and took a step towards her. “Yes, Abby, your child. But your child who has 2.2 million! Abby, think about it!”

Abby uncovered her mouth and stepped back, saying, “I said: no!”

“No!” I also said.

Alistair stared at Abby with a penetrating gaze. “OK, Abby. How much?”

She held his gaze.

He walked up to her and put his hands on her shoulders. “How much, Abby? Tell me!”

Abby took his hands and removed them from her shoulders.

They stood silent, staring at each other.

Alistair looked down at her breasts, raised his hand and brushed one of her nipples with his fingers. Abby trembled.

He looked up at her face. “How much?”

“It’s not gonna happen, Alistair,” I said. “You can’t buy—”

“4 million!” Abby said.

I looked at her. “Honey?!” I was stunned. Did my wife just agree to have a child with another man?!

Alistair and Abby were staring at each other in some sort of a battle of wills.

A few moments passed before Abby said again, “4 million.”

“Deal!” Alistair said and offered his hand for a handshake.

Only now, Abby looked at me. I didn’t know what to say. She opened her mouth to say something but shut it. She looked back at Alistair.

He grinned at her. “Deal?”

Abby pushed his hand away and walked fast to the steps. She climbed out of the Jacuzzi and turned around. “Where can I find a towel?”

“In the cupboard in the changing room. There’s plenty of towels,” Alistair said. “Abby, do we have a deal?”

She shook her head. “No! This is madness!” She turned to me. “Honey, we’re going home! Now!”

“Yes,” I said and headed to the steps of the hot tub.

“Chris!” Alistair called my name.

I turned and looked at him. “What?”

“There are towels in the cupboard—”

“I figured that out, thanks!”

“If you change your minds, call me. You know my number! We’ll sign the contract, and you’ll receive the first payment today. Two hundred thousand quid in your account today and another 3.8 million later! You can buy your own house. No mortgage, no nothing. You don’t have to work for money anymore. You can go on holiday every month! I can recommend wonderful places to visit, some you might have never heard about.”

I turned and climbed up the steps.

Less than three minutes later, Abby and I, dressed in our clothes, were leaving the room with the Jacuzzi.

Alistair was still standing in the hot tub. He shouted after us, “Think about it! My offer is on the table only for today! And I mean it. Today only, and never again!”

Abby and I left his house in a hurry. We got in the car, and I drove off. Neither Abby nor I were in a mood to talk.

I didn’t have to speak to the intercom. The gate opened automatically, and we headed home.


5. Tough decisions

We didn’t talk. Abby had propped her elbow against the passenger window and rested her chin on her palm, staring ahead.

I was driving, deep in thought, occasionally glancing at the sat nav.

How dared he? I kept winding myself up. He thinks he can have anything he wants just because he is rich.

I shook my head. Because he is rich! I wished I was rich and showed him. 

And then, I almost heard a voice whisper in my ear: But you could have been rich if you had taken the deal!

I argued with the voice in my head: Not rich! Almost rich! 4 million is not that much money in today’s economy.

The voice came back: 4 million, Chris! 4 million!

I sighed to myself: Fine! 4 million! But at what price? My wife’s womb! Me raising a bastard! Raising her kid from another guy! My cock twitched. Stupid cock! What do you want? I took a deep breath and tried to think rationally. OK. This whole thing turns me on. Obviously. But it shouldn’t! My wife giving birth to her child from another man is such a bad idea! It would have been a disaster if we had agreed to it. Alistair would have stayed in touch with Abby for the sake of his child. He said the child would be ours, but that would have been on paper only, legally. In all other aspects, he would have been the father and acted as such. He would have grown attached to his kid. And would have stayed in touch with us. He and Abby would have talked, shared joys and fears, all things centred around raising a child. They’d have continued to interact with each other, and with that, Abby would have developed feelings for Alistair—a rich, caring man. She would have fallen for him. It wouldn’t have been hard. She already likes him as a man. I saw it on her face. She let him feel her up not only to please him to get the job. Well, she did it to please him, but she wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t like him. She felt an attraction to him at the physical level. The way she let him feel her boobs is the proof. She liked it. My hard cock started to throb. Stupid cock! You drive me to do insane things. But not this deal. No way! No way I would have agreed to it. Abby would have loved her kid, and this kid’s father would have been a filthy rich guy. She would have seen a lot of Alistair in her child. It would have been only natural for her to develop feelings for the father! Of course, she would’ve! That’s why I was right to not have agreed to it. No way I would have let that happen! I tried to focus on the road and not to think about Alistair’s proposal, but I couldn’t. 4 million! Maybe this money wouldn’t have made us rich, but it would have set me and my family for life. I glanced at Abby. She was deep in thought. Probably like me, she’s weighing up how much we have lost by turning down the offer. She’s questioning our decision. Like me. Yep! Let’s admit it! I question it! And she’s doing the same. But why? Is the money that much? 4 million is what? A large Victorian house in London. A large detached house. Well, let’s be honest: three! Three big houses! Even four! Depends on how big is big. I tried to cut the thoughts off, but they kept coming. Why do I think in houses? That’s wrong! The money could have given us more than that. We need one house. One decent house. Large but not massive. Let’s say we have taken the 4 million. We can buy an excellent detached house in London for less than a million. Even better! We can buy a house outside of London for much less. With a fraction of the money, we can do that. We can do it since Abby and I won’t have to live in London. Because we won’t need to work corporate jobs. We can have our own business or work remotely here and there. Since we have plenty of cash. I sighed. The bottom line is that if Alistair gave us 4 million, we could buy a house outside of London and with the rest of the money, which is what? 3.5? Yeah, with 3.5 million, we could travel and enjoy life until retirement! 

Probably fifteen minutes had passed after leaving Alistair’s house when Abby put her hand on my thigh and gently squeezed it. I looked at her, then looked back at the road.

“You can’t stop thinking about it, can you?” she said quietly.

I nodded. “Yes.”

She rubbed my leg comfortingly. “Same here.”

She removed her hand, and we went back to our thoughts.

Another five minutes or so passed before I said, “He has money, or rather his wife’s money, and thinks he can buy us.”

Abby didn’t say anything for a while before sighing. “Yes, he has money. I wished we had too.”

I glanced at her. “I know, right?”

For the first time after hearing Alistair’s indecent proposal, Abby smiled. “The power of money. That’s what Alistair has. And that’s why he behaves the way he does.”

“True. Does it make him evil?”

“Umm. . . . No. I don’t think so. He’s just a wealthy man who uses his money to live an unorthodox lifestyle.”

“OK. He’s not evil. But he is arrogant.”

“Umm. . . .” Abby paused, giving some thought to my assertion. “Don’t know, Chris. If you think about it, from his point of view, he is trying to help us.”

“Ha!” I scoffed. “Now you’re making it sound like he is a good guy.” There was silence for a few seconds before I added, “Not that he is an awful guy per se. I mean, I enjoyed being in his company before he started to ask for. . . hm, things. You liked him too in the beginning, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did. As you said, before he started to ask for things.”

“Yeah, that was the eye-opener for us.” I glanced at Abby, then looked back at the road. “But let’s be honest. He’s a nice guy to be around. We liked him. Especially you.” I slowed down and looked at her.

Abby stared at me. “What do you mean?”

“You liked how he looked. How he talked. He’s masculine, handsome, confident, charming; he has a great physique. These things. You liked him as a man.”

“As a man?”

“Yeah, as a man!”

Abby held her gaze on me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “You did!”

I looked back at the road and watched from the corner of my eye how she stared at me, trying to read on my face whether I was upset with her for liking Alistair or was benevolent about it.

After a while, she said, “Yes, I did. Until. . . I don’t know.”

“Until he started asking for things from you,” I said.

“Umm. . . .”

“What?”

Abby shifted in her seat. “I don’t know, Chris. I feel he is not the only one responsible. I mean. Yes, he asked for these things. But what about us?”

I looked at her. “You mean we went along.”

She nodded. “Exactly.”

“I see.” I looked back at the road, thinking for a few seconds about what she had said, then looked at her again. “You know what? You’re right. It’s not only him; it is us too.”

Abby nodded. “Um-hum. It is us too.” She turned and looked outside her window.

I looked back at the road. A minute passed before I looked at her again and said, “We have been too judgemental of him. In a way, we are as corrupt as he is.”  

Abby looked at me. “Corrupt?”

“Yes, corrupt! Think about it! He asked for these things, but who let him?”

“Umm. . . .” Abby bit her lip, thinking, then nodded. “OK. Yes. I let him do things to me.”

“Precisely,” I said and looked back ahead. “You let him because you wanted something in return. You wanted his money. I let you do it because I also wanted his money. That was corrupt.”

“Yep, it was corrupt. What we did was corrupt.”

“How did you feel when doing it?”

“What do you mean?”

I hesitated for a second whether to say it, but I said it: “When he was feeling you up, and that?”

“Emm. . . .” Abby struggled to find the words.

“Abused?”

“Yes, but. . . .”

“But?”

“But also empowered.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Empowered?”

“Yes, empowered,” Abby said without hesitation.

“What do you mean by empowered?”

“What do I mean? I mean what empowered means. Strong, with power.”

“No. You can’t leave it like this now. Explain it to me! What made you feel empowered?”

“Umm. . . .“ Abby thought for a few moments before saying, “OK. This is what it was. I felt desired by him. A total stranger. A total stranger who had so much money, so much power, yet he wanted me. From all the women he could afford, he wanted to flirt with me. He was prepared to pay us—well, give us jobs—to receive something in return from me. I had power over the man with power. That was what made me feel empowered. I know it is wicked. But I liked being the object of his attention.

“When he made it clear he was interested in me in that way and expected me to flirt with him— as did you, in a way—I was tickled by the idea but would not have gathered the courage to do it if I weren’t after the money. However, being after the money helped me take the first step: to flirt back with him. And after that, it was easy. And I kind of enjoyed it. And then I was unsure but still liked it when this rich man wanted more. The more he wanted, the more power he gave me. When he wanted so much to feel my . . . you know what. When he was begging . . . begging me to show him. . . .” Abby sighed. “Chris, honey! I liked being corrupt. Or, what’s the better word? Decadent! I liked it. You, too! I saw it on your face.”

I looked at her.

She smiled. “Admit it, Chris!”

I looked back at the road. “OK. Yes, I enjoyed watching you being corrupt.”

We didn’t speak for about a minute before I said, “Honey, you know that by corrupt, I don’t only mean that you were doing it for the money. It was more than that.”

“Mmm,” she hummed. “How so?”

“You were corrupt in a physical sense too.”

“Like?”

“You liked him feeling you up. A stranger feeling you up. You liked showing him, you know what. You were turned on.”

There was silence again. I kept watching Abby out of the corner of my eye. She was staring at me, again trying to read my face.

After a while, she said, “You were turned on, too, weren’t you? Watching me do it.”

I nodded. “I was. I was turned on watching you.”

Abby sighed. “So it’s not only on him. It’s on us too.”

I nodded again. “Yes. We liked what we were doing as much as he liked it. Playing a little game and pushing some boundaries was enjoyable, but then kaboom! His proposal destroyed everything.”

“Um-hum.”

“Like expecting me to raise his kid. Really?”

“Yeah. It would have been so unfair to you.”

“Would have? Hold on!” I slowed down and looked at Abby. “So you considered doing it?”

“No!”

“Yes! You made him a counteroffer!”

“OK. Yes, at one point, I thought I would do it. I mean, come on, Chris! 4 million!”

I pulled over and stared at her.

“What?!” she asked me, holding my gaze.

“God!” slipped through my lips.

“It was a lot of money, Chris! I was tempted.”

“Yeah. You were tempted.”

“What?! You blame me?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“But you’re looking at me like you’re blaming me,” Abby said.

“I’m looking at you because I’m thinking.”

“Thinking?”

“Yes.” I nodded. “I’m thinking.” I shifted in my seat and put my hand on her thigh. “Honey, did we not run away too hastily?”

Abby raised her eyebrows. “What do you mean?”

“What I mean is”—I paused for a second to find the right words—“we didn’t try to negotiate.”

“Like?”

I gently squeezed her thigh. “Honey! We focused on the money but didn’t challenge his demands.”

Abby thought for a moment before saying, “No, we didn’t.”

“Abby! Why don’t we try to make him revise the most contentious part of his proposal? Why don’t we tell him he has to use someone else’s egg?”

“Would you agree to that?”

I sighed. “Don’t know.” There was silence for a few seconds, and then I said, “But it’s 4 million! I’ll text him.”

I took my phone out, found Alistair’s number, and typed: “We’re game if you use someone else’s egg.” I looked at Abby.

She nodded.

I pressed send and looked back at her. “I mean, it will still be his child but of a different woman.”

“Yes,” Abby agreed with me. “It will be a proper surrogacy. As far as genes are concerned. But. . . .”

“But we’ll still be raising a child who is 100% not ours.”

“Um-hum.”

“Well, it’s like adopting a child. Is it that bad?”

Abby shook her head. “No, not at all. Many people do it. They adopt kids.”

“Absolutely,” I said. “It’s like an adoption. Plus, this kid will have been in your womb for 9 months. It will be the closest to being the kid’s real mother.”

“True.”

“And we’ll have 4 million pounds for that.”

“Yep. 4 million. We can have a fourth child with that money. 100% ours.”

“OK!” I said with a smile. “I’ll definitely agree to it.”

Abby smiled. “Me too.”

My phone buzzed, and I looked at the message. It was from Alistair, and it poured cold water over our hopes. It read: “No. I like Abby. For me, it’s not about having any child. I want a child from a woman I like. Abby is the woman I like. Very much! I won’t make any concessions on that.”

“Fuck you!” slipped through my lips. I pressed reply, typed “No!” and pressed send.

I tucked my phone into my pocket and was about to join the road when the phone buzzed again.

I glanced at Abby. She was not saying anything, just looking at me.

I killed the engine and took my phone out. Alistair’s message read: “4.5 million?”

I showed it to Abby. She didn’t say anything again.

I shook my head. “God! Raising someone else’s kid!” I looked outside at the traffic and said quietly, “Raising someone else’s kid. It’s just. . . .” I nibbled on my lip and looked at Abby. “And you going through injections, tests, all this, childbirth. It’s just too much, isn’t it?”

“Um-hum,” Abby hummed in agreement, then said quietly, “It is.”

She did not sound too convincing, so I raised my eyebrows. “But?”

“But for 4.5 million. I don’t know, Chris.”

I sighed. “Yeah. 4.5 million. At the end of the day. . . it’s like. . . .”

“Chris, with this much money, we can have another child. Yours and mine.”

“True.”

“And more than that. We’ll be set for life.”

“Indeed,” I agreed. “Now that I come to think about it: this is £4.5 million. Come on! We’ll work all our lives and not earn that much.”

Abby nodded. “Exactly.”

“Do you think that’s what Mark and Paula have done?

“Probably.”

I shook my head. “No. Not probably!” I nodded. “Definitely. They’ve definitely done the same! I don’t think Alistair’s conditions change from one couple to the other. The pay may vary but not what he wants.” I put my phone on the dashboard. “For that money, hmm, for that money. . . .”

Abby grabbed the phone, clicked reply to Alistair’s message and typed: “5 million!”

I looked at her. “Are you sure?”

She didn’t answer my question, just pressed send and looked away in the distance, holding my phone in her hand.

We sat in silence for maybe a minute before Abby looked at me and said, “Yes, I’m sure. And you?”

Just minutes before, I had been worrying about how Abby having Alistair’s child would have threatened my marriage. Yet the talk about money and the constant hard-on in my pants had shifted my outlook on the future just enough to make me nod. “Yes. I am.”

A couple of minutes passed before we received Alistair’s response. This time his text message was longer: “£5 million it is! It is my final offer. £200k immediately upon signing the contract so that Abby stops working, £500k upon established pregnancy (if aborted, these are refundable!), upon delivery of a healthy baby (babies) – the rest: £4.3 million. I will be informed monthly about how the pregnancy is going by the doctors I send. I’ll get my solicitor to work on the contract right away. We’ll sign the contract today. Turn around now and come back!”

Abby pressed reply to his message, typed “£200k are not part of the £5m!” and pressed send.

Alistair responded immediately: “Deal!”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She replied without hesitation, “Yes. We need the money, Chris. We need a new, better life. A better life for Mia and Katie.”

“And for your new child.”

“It will also be your new child.”

I sighed. “Yeah, on paper.”

Abby made a sad face and put her hand on my knee. “Oh, honey, but a child is a child.”

“That’s OK. That’s OK! I am fine with it.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.” I looked outside. We didn’t speak for a few moments before I looked back at Abby and said, “I want you and me to have another child after Alistair’s child. Promise me!”

A soft smile curved Abby’s lips. “I promise.”

“You sure?”

“Yes. We’ll have money and time.”

I sighed. “God! This is one big step!”

She rubbed my knee comfortingly. “Everything will be all right!”

“I hope you’re right.”

“We’ll be fine!”

“We should be. We’re doing it for Mia and Katie, too. It’s for a good cause.”

She let go of my leg and handed me my phone. I took it.

She smiled again. “Yes, we’re doing it for a good cause!”

I was about to put my phone into my pocket when it rang. It was Alistair. I put him on speaker.

“Hello, Chris. Shall I call my solicitor to prepare the contract?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“It’s actually a template. He’ll be ready in half an hour. Where are you?”

“We’ll be back in half an hour. Don’t worry!” I hung up. I was not in the mood to talk to Alistair at length. I needed time to internalise Abby’s and my decision.

We sat in silence for about a minute before I murmured, “Abs, we are doing the right thing.”

“I think so,” Abby whispered.

“Let’s go!”

I started the engine and re-joined the traffic. Abby and I did not talk for the next three or four minutes until I reached a junction where I could make a U-turn and asked her, “We are going back to Alistair, right?”

So far, Abby had been looking outside, deep in thought. Now she looked at me and said, “Yes.” She looked somewhat unsure.

“Doubts?”

“No!”

“We’re doing it?”

“Yes!”

“OK,” I said and took the second exit heading back to Alistair’s.

Abby kept her gaze on me and, after a while, said, “If you don’t want me to do it, I won’t.”

“No, I want you to do it, Abby. I want us to have the money.”

“But I’ve been thinking that the child—”

“I’ll treat the child as my own. I swear!” I looked at her. “You know I always keep my word, don’t you?”

“Yes, you do.”

We went back to our thoughts. I began thinking about how what we were about to do was going to change my family. My feelings were mixed. We were going to be raising someone else’s kid. Well, I was going to be raising someone else’s kid. Abby was going to be raising her child from another man. That was what it was. And while this was disturbing on the one hand, on the other hand, I was happy that because of that, we were going to be so much better off financially! So, on balance, I felt more positive than negative. In fact, I was excited. But the financial side of it was not the only reason for my excitement. I was hugely turned on. And now that the decision had been made, I could relax and enjoy the feeling of sexual arousal. Just thinking that for nine months, my wife would be walking around the house with another man’s baby in her womb made my hard cock constantly twitch, and it twitched so much that occasionally I had to shift in my seat to adjust it in my pants. I kept glancing at Abby. She had raised her feet on the seat and hugged her knees to her chest. She was wearing her mid-thigh plaid skirt from the previous day—she had deliberately put it on when we left home since she wanted to look attractive for Alistair—and now it had hiked up. She was so deep in thought that she did not realise she was flashing her knickers. The sight of her pussy lips bulging under the fabric of the thong only made my hard-on harder.

We didn’t speak for the next twenty minutes, but once I got off the motorway, Abby broke out of her rumination and said, “I’ve been thinking, Chris. The sooner we get this over with, the better.”

I nodded. “I agree with you. Otherwise, it will be mentally taxing.”

“Yes. Also, this way, we will be paid sooner.”

“Absolutely.”

“I’ll ask him to get us a hospital appointment soonest. I suppose we are going privately.”

“Yes,” I said. “I doubt NHS covers cases like this one. He’s rich. He should pick up the bill.”

“Oh, yes!” Abby nodded energetically. ”We’re definitely not paying a penny.”

I giggled. “That’s my girl!”

Abby giggled too.  

“Umm, Abs,” I said, “We can’t tell anyone!”

“Of course.”

“Not even your mother.”

“I know.”

I glanced at Abby. “We can’t! I know you tell her everything, but—”

“Not about this,” Abby cut me off. “Trust me! She’ll never approve of it, and if she finds out, she’ll make my life a living hell!”

I chuckled. “For once, I like her being so conservative!”

“You like her? That’s a change!”

“Yes, I like her. She’s my insurance.”

“That I won’t tell anyone?”

I nodded, smiling. “Yes. You won’t tell anyone out of fear they might tell your mother.”

My phone started to buzz. It was paired with my car’s Bluetooth system, so I saw the caller on the dashboard. It was Alistair’s phone number. I suspected he wanted to discuss the logistics of the deal, and the nerves caught up with me: we were getting close to the point of no return! My heart started to race; my head felt foggy. I felt butterflies in my stomach while my cock throbbed at the same time. We had just entered a town, and I didn’t want to drive in my state of mind, so I pulled over and only then answered the call.

“Hi, Chris!” Alistair’s voice thundered through the car’s multimedia system.

I turned down the volume. “Hi, Alistair. You’re on speaker.”

“Hi, Alistair,” Abby greeted him too.

“Hi, Abby,” he replied.

“What is it?” she asked him.

“The contract is ready,” he said. “The solicitor is on his way. Where are you?”

I looked at the satnav on the dashboard. “We’ll be with you in ten minutes.”

Alistair cleared his throat. “Hmm. Abby, don’t take it the wrong way, but can I ask you a question?”

“Go ahead!” Abby replied.

“How far are you in your cycle?” he asked.

“It’s none of your business!” I said abruptly.

Abby put her hand on my knee. “Chris, calm down! He needs to know. For the procedure.” Then she said to Alistair, “I’m ovulating.”

“Good, good!” he grunted with satisfaction. “We can start straight away if you want.”

“Yes,” Abby said, “that’s what Chris and I would prefer.”

“Very good! Perfect!” Alistair chuckled. “That’s my preference too. In that case, Abby, you have to clear your schedule from now until your next cycle, and if we’re not successful the first time, even further.”

Abby nodded. “Of course. It makes sense.”  

Alistair continued, “Unfortunately, we can’t stop once we start. We should not interrupt the process. I need you with me full-time until we succeed.”

“Understood. Which hospital are we going to?”

“What hospital?”

“The hospital for the procedure.”

“The procedure?”

“Yes, the IUI procedure,” Abby clarified.

“Huh?!” came from the other end of the line.

“IUI stands for intrauterine insemination,” Abby said, pronouncing the full name of the IUI procedure slowly. “Don’t you know?”

“No, but Abby,” Alistair said, “we’re not doing”—he slowed down, trying to pronounce the complex medical words correctly—”intrauterine insemination.”

Abby was confused. “But, Alistair, as far as I know, most hospitals use that method.”

“Umm, maybe, but we don’t need a hospital. We’ll do it in a private setting.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ll do it in my house!”

“No!” Abby squeaked. “It has to be in a proper hospital. I’m not letting some dubious doctor poke needles into my womb.”

“Who is talking about needles?” Alistair asked with irritation in his voice.

Abby murmured, “I don’t understand,” and looked at me.

She was totally confused. As was I.

“We’re not using needles, Abby,” Alistair said. “We’ll do it the natural way.”

“What?!” Abby squealed, her eyes going wide.

“Yeah,” he said, “I’ll fuck you!”

“No!” she shrieked as her hands instinctively dropped down to her crotch, protecting her pussy.

“Why not? The natural way is the best way.” Alistair chuckled. “And it’s pleasant!”

Abby was shaking her head. “No way! Forget it!”

“Why? What’s the big deal?”

“I’m not letting you fuck me, Alistair!”

“Why not? So many women do it for free. I’ll pay—”

Abby cut him off, “I’m not so many—”

“Abby!” he interrupted her in turn. “For 5.2 million pounds! Abby!”

Abby was shaking her head. At that point, she wasn’t listening to him.

“Think about it!” Alistair continued. “You’ve agreed to carry my child for 9 months! You’ve agreed to raise my child! Yet you are concerned about letting me fuck you!”

Abby and I looked at each other.

She murmured, “Chris, this is insane!”

“Why? What’s the big deal?” Alistair asked.

“What’s the big deal?!” Abby shouted. “Alistair! I’m a married woman, you idiot! That’s what the big deal is!”

Alistair cleared his throat. “Hmm. Abby, think about it this way. It’s like we—”

“Forget it, Alistair!” Abby shouted again.

“The deal is off!” I said and cut off the call.

Abby and I stared at each other.

“I can’t believe it,” she murmured.

I threw my hands in the air. “I can’t drive! I just can’t.”

“There’s a café.” Abby pointed at a café about thirty yards from where I had pulled over.

I looked at the parking machine nearby. I could park where I had stopped. We got out of the car, I started a parking session through my mobile phone app, and we walked into the café.

“Regular latte for me,” Abby said and went to take a table at the window.

Three minutes later, I joined her carrying two cups of latte.

I had barely sat down when my phone buzzed. I took it out and looked at it. Alistair had just texted me. I opened his text message. It read: “My final offer: £5.5m + £200k. The method I explained is not negotiable. The price is final. This offer expires in one hour!”

I put my phone on the table and pushed it towards Abby.

She read the message but did not say anything. She looked out of the window and sipped from her coffee. I also took a sip from my cup, not taking my eyes off Abby’s face. She looked so beautiful and so sexy.

No wonder Alistair wants to fuck her, I thought. He wants to fuck her to make her a baby! Fuck! This is so insane yet so fucking hot!

I felt pre-cum oozing out of the tip of my penis. I was so turned on that there was a danger of me blowing it in my pants. I had to cross my legs, squeezing my hard cock to prevent it from ejaculating.

“Um, I’m thinking. . . ,” I said but then paused and put my cup on the table.

Abby turned and looked at me. “What?”

“He’s just. . . ,” I said but paused again. I tapped my fingers on the table rhythmically.

Abby was not taking her eyes off me.

“It’s a lot of money,” I finally said.

Abby held her gaze on me for a while, then nodded. “Yes, it is.”

I looked down at my coffee cup and ran my finger around its rim. “Paula and Mark. Do you think they—”

“Yes,” Abby said without hesitation.

I sighed. “Yeah. Of course, they did. It’s a lot of money.”

“It is.”

“£5.7 million. In our case.”

“In our case,” Abby repeated my words somewhat absentmindedly, then asked me briskly, “Do you think he paid them that much?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Don’t know. But he must have paid them very well. Mark said Alistair set them for life.” I traced my finger around the rim of my cup. “So, you reckon Paula let him.”

“Probably. I doubt his method was different for them.”

“Yeah, he sticks to his method.”

“Yep.”

A couple with a baby and a toddler entered the café and drew our attention. The woman and the man talked briefly, agreeing on what they were going to have, and the woman with the kids walked further down the café while her husband stayed at the bar to order their beverages.

The couple reminded me of Paula and Mark. Maybe they are Alistair’s couple, like Paula and Mark. The toddler is theirs, and the baby is Alistair’s, like Paula and Mark’s kids. Or the other way round. The toddler is Alistair’s, and the baby is theirs.

I sighed to myself. Of course not. I am fantasising. They have nothing to do with Alistair. 

It appeared the barista and the guy knew each other because they chatted friendly while the barista worked on the coffee machine.

Although, who’s to say? I continued to debate the hypothetical scenario in my head. They could be. Ultimately, it’s one fuck, and you become Alistair’s couple. No one knows. You carry on as if nothing happened. Have his kid, get a buck load of money, have more kids of your own and live happily ever after. No one can tell by looking at you. You’re just another happy couple with two kids. Or four, if it were Abby and me.

I looked back at my coffee cup and began fiddling with it again. “I don’t know, honey,” I said. “I mean, would it be so bad if, like, I mean, if we agreed to his method?” I looked up at Abby.

She took a sip from her coffee and looked outside the window. She watched a car pull up in front of the café, took another sip and put the cup on the table.

She looked up at me and said in a cold voice, “You mean to let him fuck me.”

I felt embarrassed and moved my gaze to the guy at the bar who was just paying for his order, but then looked back at Abby and said, “I mean, like. . . I don’t know. Others did it. I mean, we know Paula and Mark did it.”

“Do you want me to do it, Chris?”

I couldn’t hold her penetrating gaze and looked back at my cup. “It’s like not that, not. . . ,” I mumbled and paused. I took a deep breath and, staring at the coffee in my cup, said, “Not that I want you to do it, but for this much money. . . I don’t know.”

Abby wasn’t saying anything.

I ran my finger over the cup’s rim. I sighed, pushed the cup away and gathered the courage to look up at her and say, “I wouldn’t mind it if you decided to do it.”

Abby pressed her lips together, still not saying anything.

I continued, “I’m just thinking, honey. At the end of the day, is it that bad?”

She looked outside the window.

Suddenly, I regretted saying what I had said and backtracked. “This is insane! Of course, you can’t do it. Sorry, I was—”

“I’ll do it!” Abby said and looked at me.

I raised my eyebrows.

She shrugged. “It’s a lot of money! I’ll do it.”

“Abby, if you’re not sure—”

“I said I’ll do it!” she cut me off, raising her voice.

“But he might hurt you.”

“Hurt me?”

“Yeah. If he hurts you—”

“He’s gonna fuck me, not hurt me, Chris!” Abby said, raising her voice again.

“Shh!” I shushed her and looked around, concerned someone might overhear us, then looked back at her. “I know. But, I mean. OK! Look. I saw his cock! It’s huge!”

“Is that what bothers you? The size of his cock?!”

“No, of course not. I mean, of course, not only that.”

“What else?” Abby asked abruptly. “How you’ll take it! That’s what bothers you! How you’ll feel.”

“No. I’ll be OK,” I said. “We know why we are doing it. It’s justified. It’s not like you’re cheating on me or anything. As I said, I wouldn’t mind if you let him fuck you.”

“So, you think you’ll take it OK?”

“Yeah. As long as you’re OK.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be OK, Chris!” Abby said with a stern, almost accusing voice.

I reached over the table for her hand, but she pulled it away.

“Sorry,” I murmured.

Abby whispered, “It’s OK.” She looked away and bit her bottom lip, then took a deep sigh and looked at me. “I am just apprehensive, I guess.”

“Do you worry about how you’ll feel afterwards?”

“Yes.”

“About how you’ll feel about yourself.”

“Yes.”

“And about him?”

“Yes, Chris! About him too!” Abby looked out of the window, then looked back at me and added, “It’s complicated.”

“You mean, like, controlling your feelings,” I said.

Abby stared at me for a few seconds before saying, “Do you think a woman can let a man fuck her, get pregnant from him, have his baby, and not feel anything?”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t suggesting that. Of course, you’ll have feelings for him.”

“I don’t mean for him only. I mean feelings about everything: yes, him. But also you, me. The kids, his kid. I don’t know how I’ll feel.”

“It’s hard to know.”

“It is.”

We sat silent for a few seconds. Then I reached my hand to Abby, and this time, she took it.

I rubbed her knuckles. “I guess there’s only one way to find out!”

She squeezed my hand gently. “Yes. Text him!”

I let go of her hand, took my phone, and typed in response to Alistair’s latest message: “£5.7m accepted. On our way.”

I showed it to Abby.

She nodded yes, and I pressed send.

We got up from the table and left the café.


6. The contract

I was driving, trying to focus on the road. Abby was sitting in the passenger seat, looking out of her window, lost in thought. She was rubbing her chest with one hand and occasionally slipping her other hand between her legs, pushing up her skirt and gently scratching the inner side of her thigh all the way up to her pussy. Her fingertips were touching the thin fabric of her thong covering her labia. She didn’t realise what she was doing, so absorbed she was in her thoughts.

However, for me, it was different. I kept glancing at her out of the corner of my eye, and watching her stroke her delicate flesh so close to her pussy turned me on even more than I already was. I kept thinking: My wife is caressing her pussy. Comforting it for what’s coming next. She’s preparing it to be fucked! My cock kept throbbing and twitching. I should stop thinking about it, or I’ll blow it in my pants! I wanted to stop thinking about what was going to happen between Abby and Alistair, but it was not an easy thing to do, especially when Abby kept rubbing her legs in her absentminded state, inches away from me. I was in real danger of blowing my spunk.

Fortunately for me, less than ten minutes after we had left the café, I parked in front of Alistair’s house.

Only now, Abby looked at me. The expression on her face had changed. From firm and determined, it had turned feeble and dithering.

“Honey, I’m scared,” she whimpered.

I raised my eyebrows. “’Cos I told you his cock was big?”

Abby pulled her head back and stared at me briefly before saying, “You’re trying to cheer me up, aren’t you?”

“Oh, don’t mind me!” I waved my hand, realising I had said something stupid again. “I worry about stupid things like size and stuff like that; as you know, I’ve never been on the receiving end.”

She smiled. “Honey, trust me! I can handle a cock. Even if it’s big.”

Abby was smiling for the first time after hearing that Alistair would be fucking her.

I smiled, too, pleased that, inadvertently, I had managed to lift her mood. “It’s the emotions, isn’t it, Abs?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“If it’s the emotions—”

“Well, now that you have brought up the size of his cock, that too.” She reached her hand to mine. “Promise me you’ll stand by me!”

I took her hand. “Of course, Abs, I’ll stand by you. I love you!”

“I love you too!”

She leaned toward me, and we kissed.

I saw out of the corner of my eye the front door of the house open. Alistair came out, followed by another man I assumed was Alistair’s solicitor.

Abby and I broke the kiss.

Abby also saw Alistair and the guy and placed her hand on her chest. “God! My heart’s racing like mad!”

She stared at Alistair, and her breathing visibly accelerated. She was very nervous.

I put my hand on her leg and stroked her thigh, pushing up her skirt. “Relax, honey! Everything will be all right!”

Feeling the soft texture of her skin stiffened my erection.

Abby tilted her head back and closed her eyes. At the same time, she opened her legs wider.

I caught a glimpse of her cameltoe bulging through the thin fabric of her white thong and thought to myself: Her pussy is so precious that it will earn us £5.7 million! My cock was about to drill a hole in my pants, so I let go of Abby’s leg and adjusted the tent in my trousers.

Abby opened her eyes and looked at Alistair again. Now he waved at us.

She sighed a deep sigh. “OK! Let’s see how this goes.”

“Honey,” I said, “don’t try to hold yourself back!”

She looked at me. “Hold myself back?”

“Yeah. I mean, you need to enjoy the sex. It will be easier to get pregnant if you climax.” I paused and shrugged apologetically. “Sorry for putting it like this, but that’s what this is all about, isn’t it? Getting you pregnant. And also, I don’t want this to be a torture for you. Enjoy the sex!”

“I’ll try,” was Abby’s short answer.

She opened the door and got out of the car. I also got out.

Alistair walked up to Abby with a broad smile on his face. “I’m so glad you came around.”

“I came for the money,” she said coldly.

He dropped his arms and stepped back. “Am I so disgusting?”

Abby held her gaze on him for a few moments, then shook her head. “No, you’re not.”

He smiled. “That’s good. At least I don’t disgust you.”

“No, you don’t.”

“But you want to make sure I pay you.”

Abby nodded yes.

Alistair smiled again. “OK. I know that if I told you I always keep my word, that wouldn’t be enough for you, so that’s why we have Anthony here, my solicitor.” He nodded at the man I had correctly guessed was his solicitor, then put his hand on the small of Abby’s back. “Let’s go inside, review the contract, and sign it. Shall we?”

Abby whispered, “OK,” and let Alistair lead her inside the house. Anthony and I followed them.

Alistair took us to a room on the ground floor resembling a study room.

The next thirty minutes or so are a blur to me. I was too emotional to be able to focus on the mundane task of reviewing the contract Anthony put in front of Abby, Alistair and me. My cock alternated between an unrestrained erection and complete limpness, depending on what thoughts flooded my head at a given moment. My feelings varied from fear, jealousy and anger to arousal, excitement and elation. Abby also seemed overwhelmed with emotions, struggling to concentrate, because when she finished reading the document, she asked Anthony to walk us through the main clauses of the contract. He did that, after which he presented us with three copies to sign: one for me, one for Abby and one for Alistair. Abby, Alistair and I signed the papers. Anthony also signed and rubber-stamped them. Alistair transferred £200,000 to Abby’s and my joint account through his mobile app. Abby and I checked our account on my phone, and when we confirmed the receipt of the money, Anthony shook hands with us, wished us all the best and left.

I went to the car to put away Abby’s and my copies of the contract, and when I returned to the study room, I found Alistair and Abby standing, facing each other. Alistair had wrapped his arms around Abby’s waist and was talking to her. She had put her hands on his chest, listening to him and smiling shyly.

When Alistair saw me, he said, “Chris, your wife insists you stay with us all the time.”

Abby looked at me over her shoulder and held her hand out to me.

“Yes, I’d want that,” I said, walked up to her and took her hand in mine.

Alistair let go of Abby’s waist and took her other hand. “Shall we go back to the Jacuzzi and get ourselves comfortable?”

Abby shook her head. “No. I’d rather listen to some music.”

“OK. What about dancing?”

“Maybe.”

“Excellent! Let’s go listen to some music and dance!” Alistair turned around and tugged on Abby’s hand to follow him, but she did not move. Instead, she called his name: “Alistair.”

He turned and looked at her.

Abby smiled apologetically. “I need a drink first.”

He raised his eyebrows. “A drink?”

“Yeah. I know why you don’t allow alcohol, but I need some. Sorry!”

Abby looked at me, and I smiled in agreement with her.

She smiled, too, then looked back at Alistair and added, “I need to relax if we want it to be pleasant. For both of us.”

A surprised “Oh” slipped out of Alistair’s mouth.

Abby shrugged shyly. “Sorry! I’m nervous, and down there can be tight if I’m not relaxed.” She nodded down at her crotch.

Alistair thought for a second before saying, “Yes. You’re right. You need a quick drink to get in the mood. Will a glass of wine be enough?”

Abby now smiled one of her most charming smiles. “Two?”

Alistair burst into laughter. “Ha-ha! OK. Two. Come!”

He tugged on her hand, and this time she followed him, pulling on my hand. I followed her in turn.

Alistair led us up the stairs to the second floor. We entered a large room furnished with leather sofas and armchairs. There was a super king-size bed in one of the corners and a wine-rack cabinet in the opposite corner. The lighting consisted of wall-mounted lamps and a chandelier in the middle of the room. The lamps and the chandelier were dimmed, creating an ambience of privacy. A TV and a hi-fi system were placed on a TV cabinet against one of the walls. It appeared we were in a room specially designed for Alistair’s unique lifestyle: to entertain, fuck and impregnate women.

Alistair let go of Abby’s hand and went to the TV cabinet. He squatted in front of it and turned the hi-fi system on.

I stood next to Abby. She let go of my hand and wrapped her arm around my waist. I did the same.

Alistair looked at us. “Slow dance music?”

Abby nodded yes and hugged closer to me.

Alistair turned his attention back to the player and chose a track. Warm relaxing music filled the room.

He stood up. “You like it?”

Abby nodded. “Yes. Thank you!”

I also nodded affirmatively.

Alistair went to the wine-rack cabinet and opened it. “Abby, what would you like? Red or white wine?”

“Umm, red,” Abby replied.

“OK. Red for you and me. Chris?”

“Same for me,” I said.

Alistair took out a bottle and raised it. “Chateau Petrus. 1989. Would you like to try it?”

Both Abby and I nodded yes.

Standing in the middle of the room and hugging each other, we watched Alistair take out three large wine glasses, open the wine bottle and fill in the glasses.

Abby pressed her body tight against mine, clutching my arm and biting her bottom lip. I felt the warmth of her breast on my arm. Her breathing was rapid. She was nervous.

Alistair put the filled glasses on a tray, then looked up at Abby and smiled. “You OK, Abs?”

He used her short name for the first time, the way he had heard it from me. It was clear that he was trying to bring a level of intimacy in his communication with my wife. It stung me a little, but I understood why he was doing it.

Abby also knew why he had chosen to call her like that, which made her even more apprehensive. She knew where this was going. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw goosebumps rising on her neck, but despite her anxiety, she smiled back at Alistair with a shy, nervous smile.

Alistair brought the tray with the glasses to the coffee table and put two of the glasses in front of the sofa.

He placed the third glass before the armchair across the sofa and said, “Chris, I guess you’d like to watch me and your lovely wife.”

“Yes,” I said, barely hearing my voice.

It wasn’t only Abby who was nervous. I was nervous too, but at the same time, I was insanely aroused in anticipation of witnessing my wife being fucked by another man for the first time in our married life. My cock was full-hard. My balls were tingling. At that point, I had given up trying to fight the erection in my pants. I was certain Alistair could see my cock throbbing through my trousers, but I didn’t care.

“Come, Abby, sit with me,” he said to Abby, pointing at the sofa.

Abby trembled. Her breathing became heavier. She knew the process of her surrender to this new man was about to start. She pulled away from me slowly, hesitantly. Then she turned to face me and raised herself to her toes, moving her face closer to mine.

We kissed.

How warm and soft her lips were! Her tongue intertwined with mine. How delicious her taste was! We had a deep, passionate French kiss.

When we broke the kiss, Abby murmured, “I love you,” turned away from me swiftly and walked up to Alistair.

He extended his hand to her. She took his hand, and he led her to the sofa, where they sat next to each other.

Alistair took his glass. Abby took hers.

Alistair glanced at me. “Chris, are you going to stand there?”

Without answering his question, I walked up to the armchair, sat in it, took the glass filled for me and raised it. “Cheers!”

Alistair raised his glass too. “Cheers, Chris!” Then he turned to Abby and clinked his glass against hers. “Cheers, Abs!”

Abby smiled faintly. “Cheers!”

Alistair drank from his glass, keeping his gaze on her. He seemed determined to maintain eye contact with her, and she played along. Holding her gaze on him, she drank from her glass.

Abby and Alistair put their glasses on the table.

I finally took a sip of my wine. The wine was excellent. I put the glass on the table and looked at Abby and Alistair.

“You like it?” Alistair asked me.

“Yes, it’s very good,” I replied.

He turned to Abby. “Abs?”

She nodded. “Yes, it’s good.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Alistair said and moved closer to her, pressing his thigh against hers.

Abby trembled but did not move away from him.

He wrapped his arm around her shoulders.

She trembled again.

Alistair smiled. “Nervous?”

Abby nodded yes.

He removed his arm from her shoulders. “No problem. We’ll take our time.”

Abby reached for her glass, took it and drank a large sip, then a second and a third. She wasn’t drinking for the taste. She was drinking to feel the alcohol quicker. My wife had never been a great drinker. One glass of wine was usually her limit. So, the fact that she had asked for two glasses of red wine and was drinking that fast was a sure sign of how nervous she felt and how desperately she wanted to feel the soothing effect of the alcohol.

Abby took a fourth gulp before putting her almost empty glass back on the table. She sat back. Her chest was moving up and down fast.

Alistair wrapped his arm around her again. This time Abby did not tremble or in any way react to his touch.

The current slow song finished, and another soft song started.

Alistair slid his hand from Abby’s shoulder to her side. “Do you like this song?”

Abby smiled. “Yes, I like it.”

“I like it too,” he said. “It creates a nice relaxing atmosphere, isn’t it?

She nodded in agreement.

Alistair took his glass, sipped from it and put it back on the table.

Watching him drink reminded me to drink from my wine, and I grabbed my glass, but unlike Alistair, I drank it in one go. I felt edgy—my wife was about to be fucked in front of me after all—and I needed the alcohol as badly as her, if not more.

Alistair noticed what I did and said, “Chris, go and get yourself more wine. You’re not under any restrictions like Abby and me tonight.”

“Yes!” I nodded and stood up.

The tent in my trousers was prominent, and I knew that both Abby and Alistair saw it. But I didn’t care. I walked up to the wine rack and filled my glass from the already-opened bottle.

“There’s more of the same in the rack,” Alistair said. “Bring another bottle and the corkscrew here. I think Abby and I will have a second glass.”

Alistair had left the cupboard door open, and I quickly spotted another bottle of Chateau Petrus. I took the bottle out, opened it with the corkscrew, and brought it and my glass to the table.

I sat in the armchair just in time to see Alistair’s hand slide up onto Abby’s breast. She trembled but did not object. Alistair began kneading her breast through her shirt. He put his other hand on her leg and pushed her skirt up, baring her thigh. A few seconds later, he lowered his face to kiss her, but she moved her head away.

“Too soon?” he asked.

“Yes,” she murmured and looked at me.

I smiled encouragingly. I knew Abby was nervous. But she had to relax. She had to accept this man sitting next to her. She had to let him fuck her. She had to let him impregnate her. That was the deal.

Abby read my thoughts and whispered, “I know.”

She turned to Alistair and said quietly, “Talk to me! I relax the best when I am talked to. Softly, gently.”

“Of course,” Alistair said. “Can I tell you about my yacht?”

“Yes, please!”

“OK. In fact, let’s do this. I’ll also tell you about the places I have sailed to. If you let me know which one you’d like to visit, I’ll give you and Chris the yacht to sail there. I hire an experienced crew; they’ll sail the yacht for you and look after you. You’ll only need to relax and enjoy.”

“Sounds good, Alistair. Tell me more about this yacht of yours.”

“OK! And if you feel like it, I might join you and Chris.”

Abby smiled cautiously. “Maybe. We’ll see.”

Alistair nodded in agreement. “Of course.”

He began describing his yacht. Once he had piqued our interest in the luxurious boat, he moved on to tell us what he usually did while sailing with it, how the yacht crew pampered him and his guests and what places he had visited and intended to visit. The list of islands, beaches and coastal towns seemed endless. Alistair’s descriptions were informative.

Gradually, Abby began asking questions about the various places Alistair talked about. He provided detailed answers. He also started to throw in a joke here and there or tell a funny story about what had happened when he had visited an island or a town.

Abby started to relax. She finished her glass of wine, and I filled her a second glass. I myself had a third glass. The wine was strong, and I became a little tipsy.

Abby was also feeling the wine’s effect. Now she was giggling at Alistair’s jokes and laughing at his funny stories. Alistair, for his part, was becoming bolder the more she laughed. His hand was slipping up her thigh, gradually but steadily, gently squeezing her soft flesh, inching ever closer to the inside of her upper thigh. Abby didn’t mind it. In fact, she ever so slightly opened her legs apart until his hand slipped up to her pussy, and his fingertips brushed her labia through her thong.

Abby also didn’t mind it when Alistair unbuttoned the top four buttons of her shirt, exposing a good portion of her breasts since she was not wearing a bra. She let him slide his hand inside her shirt and feel her tits. However, she turned her head away when he lowered his face to hers for a kiss.

Showing understanding, Alistair pulled his head back and went on to tell us about the places he had visited in Fiji.

“I definitely want to visit Fiji,” Abby said.

“Me too,” I chimed in and filled myself a fourth glass of wine.

“OK. This will be my special gift to you,” Alistair said. “A trip on my yacht to Fiji. Whenever you feel like taking up my offer.”

“I guess it has to be sooner than later, considering Abby’s forthcoming pregnancy,” I said and immediately regretted saying it. The last thing I wanted was to remind Abby what was coming for her—a pregnancy with a child from another man.

I was certain that my ill-thought comment would reverse Alistair’s progress in putting Abby at ease, but to my surprise, she did not take it bad at all.

Instead, she giggled. “This is the first time I’m looking forward to getting pregnant!” She took her glass and drank the rest of the wine in it. She put her glass on the table and turned to look at Alistair.

“What is it, gorgeous?“ he asked her with a smile.

“Promise me that you’ll give us the yacht and its crew for a month! I would like to visit a few other islands apart from Fiji. The ones you mentioned: Tahiti, Bora Bora, The Cook Island or whatever its name is. . . .”

Alistair chucked. “I promise!” He lowered his head towards Abby’s face making another attempt to kiss her, but she moved her head away from him.

She felt guilty for denying him a kiss again and hugged him, pressing her cheek to his. I heard her whisper into his ear, “Alistair, don’t take it the wrong way, but a kiss means a lot to me.” She pulled her head back and looked at him, adding, “I’m sorry.”

He nodded. “Abby, I know.” His hand between her thighs slid further up.

“Even more than the actual thing,” Abby said quietly, and as if to prove she meant it, she opened her legs further apart, letting him cup her pussy with his full palm.

Alistair massaged her pussy over her knickers for a while before saying, “Kissing helps relax, though.”

“Yes,” Abby agreed with him.

He cocked his head to one side. “But still no chance for a kiss?”

She shook her head, murmuring, “Sorry. I can’t.”

Alistair hooked his fingers under her knickers. “Does it mean we have to go straight into it?”

Abby trembled, feeling his knuckles touch her pussy lips, but she still nodded. “Yes. Let’s try to do that!”

He pulled her thong to one side. Her shaved pussy with its landing strip became fully exposed. He caressed her naked labia, and her thighs shook.

When Alistair ran his hand over Abby’s pussy again, she abruptly closed her legs, trapping his hand. Her chest was moving up and down fast. She pressed her thighs together for a few moments but then opened them. She knew this was the way. She had to give him access to her pussy.

I saw how Alistair parted her pussy lips with his fingers. The slit between her labia was wet with pussy juices. Abby had not only relaxed but had become aroused enough to get wet. Alistair ran his fingers along her slit up to her clit, then down to her vagina and back to her clit. He pressed his thumb against her pleasure bud. Abby bit her bottom lip, suppressing a moan. Alistair’s fingers moved back to her vagina and spread apart her engorged inner pussy lips. Her pink vaginal opening was glistening with pussy juices. Alistair slid two fingers into Abby’s vagina, and she again closed her legs, trapping his hand between her thighs.

Alistair smiled. He was patient. He was going to give her time.

His hand trapped between her legs could not move, but the one massaging her boobs could, and he moved it up, pushing her tits up and out of her shirt. Abby’s round firm breasts laid bare. Alistair began rolling the erect nipple of her left boob between his fingers.

Abby looked at me. Her pupils were dilated. Her breathing had become heavy. Her face and cheeks were flushed red. She was physically aroused. She was getting closer to transitioning from the stage of “having to” to the stage of “wanting to”.

I smiled and nodded.

She smiled back, shyly and tentatively, and opened her legs.

Alistair smiled, too; he was happy. Things were moving in the right direction for him. He was having his way with my wife!

He pushed his fingers deeper into her vagina, and Abby gasped. Her chest was moving up and down fast. Alistair’s hand cupping her breast began squeezing and releasing her flesh in sync with her breathing.

Abby let him finger her pussy for a few seconds before a slight moan escaped her lips. Hearing her own moan triggered a subconscious urge to resist, and she abruptly reached down between her legs. She grabbed his hand and pulled it out from between her thighs before closing her legs together.

Alistair looked at his wet fingers, then pulled his head back and looked at Abby. “You’re so wet, Abby.”

Still breathing heavily, Abby said, “Yes, getting there.” She took a deep breath before adding, “But not quite ready yet.”

Alistair raised his eyebrows. “No?”  

She shook her head. “No. I get wet easily. But it doesn’t mean. . . .” She paused to think of the right words, then smiled shyly and continued, “It doesn’t mean I’ve opened enough down there, for you know what. At least, not for you.” She nodded at his crotch, where the massive bulge in his pants reminded us of how big his cock was.

Abby was right. She had never had a problem getting wet down there when stimulated. However, despite giving birth to two children, her pussy was tight. Abby needed a little more time to get into the mood and open up her vagina, especially if she had not been kissed on the mouth or received cunnilingus. And, of course, with Alistair’s cock size, not being completely ready would undoubtedly have been a problem. So she had a point.

Alistair traced her gaze to his crotch and nodded. “Yeah, that is a consideration, indeed.” He looked back at her.

Abby smiled apologetically. “Sorry, Alistair, but you seem quite on the larger scale. I need to be ready if we want to enjoy it.” She looked at me.

“I’d rather you enjoy it, hon,” I said.

“I’d rather enjoy it, too,” Alistair added. “Let’s keep working on getting you ready.” He lowered his face to hers in another attempt to kiss her on the mouth.

However, Abby put her hands on his chest. “Let’s dance!”

Alistair was disappointed but still smiled. “OK. Let’s dance.”

He stood up and offered her his hand. Abby took it and stood up too. She used her free hand to push her breasts into her shirt but did not button it up. Then she straightened her skirt and let Alistair lead her to the middle of the room where there was space to dance.

Facing each other, Alistair wrapped his arms around Abby’s waist, and she rested her hands on his shoulders. They started to dance, and jealousy began creeping into my heart. However, I was determined not to let it take over me. I already had a strong ally against it: my hard cock. And I was going to help that ally with more alcohol. I poured the remainder of the bottle into my glass, drank it in one go and leaned back in my chair. Now, I was ready to watch! And I did.

I watched Alistair dance with my wife for a while, savouring the sight of her sexy body glued to his in a tight embrace. The more I watched, the stronger the tingling sensation in my cock grew. And the stronger the sensation grew, the more I wanted to see! And that was when I acknowledged to myself that I had agreed to the deal as much for the money itself as for watching Abby with another guy. I had signed the contract partly because I wanted to watch her dance with Alistair, watch her getting felt up by him, hugged, kissed, and fucked. Yes, I wanted to watch Abby fucked by another man! And I was lucky, for this other man was rich and would pay us tons of money for fucking her. At that moment, the remnants of my jealousy evaporated. Fear and insecurity were pushed to the furthest corners of my mind. Lust and fetish took over me completely, and I began openly rubbing my rock-hard cock through my trousers.

Another song started, and Alistair pulled Abby closer to him. She hooked her chin on his shoulder, brushing her cheek against his, and pressed her breasts against his chest. As they danced, circling around the improvised dance floor, Abby’s and my eyes met. She waved at me to come over and join them.

I raised my eyebrows.

She waved at me again.

I got up from the armchair and joined them on the dance floor, walking with unsteady steps. I had drunk too fast and was more than tipsy.

Abby pulled her head back and looked at Alistair. They stopped dancing.

“What is it?” Alistair asked her.

She said, “I want Chris to dance with us.”

He shrugged. “OK! I don’t mind.”

Abby turned to me. “Honey, hug me from behind and dance with us. It would be easier for me if I felt you against me.”

I stepped behind Abby, wrapped my arms around her, placing my hands on her stomach. At the same time, Alistair grabbed Abby’s hips tighter and pressed his body against hers. The three of us resumed dancing, with Abby sandwiched between Alistair and me.

We danced like that for a while, with my erection poking Abby’s butt and my knuckles brushing against Alistair’s abs. A very slow song started, and Alistair, who was leading the dance, slowed down. I used the opportunity to escalate the sexual tension and moved my hands up to Abby’s chest. A few seconds later, I slipped my hands into her cleavage and cupped her breasts. Her erect nipples rubbed against my palms.

Alistair noticed what I was doing and decided to follow suit in upping the game. He moved his hands from Abby’s waist to her bum. I had pressed my crotch tight against her butt, and his fingers brushed my erect cock. I moved my pelvis back and looked down, just in time to see how he squeezed her butt cheeks. We stopped dancing altogether. Alistair pulled Abby’s body closer to him. I had to let go of her tits and step back. He lowered his head to hers, and this time she did not turn her face away. Instead, she tilted her head to one side, and he pressed his mouth against hers. She parted her lips, and they intertwined tongues.

I watched them kiss a deep French kiss, and my jealousy returned. My wife is kissing another man! For the first time in our married life! She’s doing the very thing she said meant for her more than even the sex itself! Why am I letting this happen? 

I took a deep breath. At the same time, my cock twitched. And lust came to my rescue, whispering in my ear: they have to kiss; otherwise, Abby won’t relax. You know your wife very well, Chris! She gets loose down there a lot when kissed. It’s good they are doing it. They have to if they want to enjoy the fucking! And you want to watch them enjoy it, don’t you? Of course, you do! You want to see your wife satisfied by another man! 

Jealousy made way to fetish, and I said to myself: They’ll enjoy fucking, and I’ll enjoy watching. Oh, yes, I want to watch them fuck! First time kissing another man. So what? Who cares! I want to watch them not only kiss but fuck. I slipped my hand into my trousers and stroked my cock through my briefs.

Abby and Alistair broke the kiss and looked at each other. Abby’s face was flushed red. She knew. She had just crossed another boundary of hers. She had let another man kiss her.

Alistair said, “You taste delicious, Abs!”

Abby blushed even more. “You’re a good kisser.”

He put his hands on her shoulders. “Shall we try?”

She stood still, biting her bottom lip and trying to gather the courage to say yes.

“Let me help you,” Alistair said and undid the fifth button of her shirt. “Shall I?”

Abby nodded yes.

Staring her in the eyes, only with the soft music playing in the background, Alistair slowly unbuttoned the rest of the buttons. He parted the front panels of her shirt, and her breasts laid bare.

“Your breasts are beautiful,” he said.

Abby smiled shyly. “Thank you!”

He slid her shirt off her shoulders and dropped it on the floor. Abby was standing topless.

Alistair put his hands on her shoulders and caressed them. Then, he moved his hands to her breasts and felt them for a few seconds. Abby trembled when he moved his hands to her stomach.

He smiled. “Ticklish?”

She smiled back. “Yes. A bit.”

He placed his hands on the waistband of her skirt. Abby was not taking her eyes off his face. Her chest was moving up and down fast.

Alistair pulled on her skirt, and it slid down to her hips.

“Shall I?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yes.”

He pulled her skirt down over her hips and thighs and let it fall down to her ankles. Abby kicked her sandals off and stepped out of her skirt. She stood in front of him in her thong.

Alistair ran his hand over her belly button down to the waistband of her thong, making Abby tremble.

He removed his hand from her stomach. “You ready?”  

Abby swallowed nervously before saying, “Let’s find out!” She grasped the buckle of his belt and looked up at him.

He nodded. “Go ahead!”

Abby unbuckled his belt, grabbed his trousers, and pulled them down. Then she grasped his briefs and pulled them down, too. His erect cock sprang out.

Abby let go of his briefs and covered her mouth in disbelief as she stared at his penis. She already knew it was huge, but it was one thing to look at a bulge in his thong or trousers and a whole different thing to look at his cock out in the open in its fully erect state.

“It’s huge!” Abby whispered as she uncovered her mouth and turned her head to look at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, smiling. “I told you.”

Alistair put his hands on Abby’s hips, and she looked at him.

He smiled. “Abby, I’ll go slow. I’ll give you time to loosen up. Trust me! I want you to enjoy it. I want the mother of my child to have fond memories of me. Will you trust me to make it a good experience for you?”

Abby stared at him for a few seconds before nodding yes.

He squatted, grabbed her thong and pulled it down to her ankles, baring her ass and pussy.

He looked at her labia, inches away from his face, and murmured, “Let me kiss ‘her’!”

Abby hesitated for a second but then parted her legs slightly, and he kissed her pussy.

He looked up at her and smiled. “I already love ‘her’.”

Abby smiled. “Good. ‘Cos you have to be gentle to ‘her’.” She stepped out of her thong.

Alistair kicked his shoes off and took off his trousers and briefs completely. Then he unbuttoned his shirt and took it off too. He collected his and Abby’s clothes from the floor and threw them onto a nearby chair.

He looked at Abby and offered her his hand. “Let’s do it, Abby!”

She hesitated for a moment but took his hand.

He led her to the bed, and when they stood in front of it, he let go of her hand and asked her, “How shall we do it?”

“Missionary,” Abby said and climbed on the bed.

She lay on her back, bent her knees and, with her feet flat on the bed, she spread her legs apart, offering him her pussy.

Alistair did not wait for a further invitation. He climbed on the bed between her legs and, propping himself on his right hand, lay on top of her. He took his cock in his left hand and guided it to her pussy. Abby felt his cockhead touch her vulva, and her body trembled. Alistair rubbed his cock along the length of her slit, parting her pussy lips.

Suddenly, Abby shouted, “Wait!” She put her hands on his chest. “I can’t!”

Alistair looked up at her.

“Get off me!” she said in a firm tone.

He raised his eyebrows. “But, Abby, I’ll go slowly. Let me enter you!”

She pushed him in the chest. “I said: get off me!”

Alistair kneeled up and dragged himself backwards, shaking his head in disappointment.

Abby closed her legs and looked at me. “Sorry, Chris! I can’t like this!”

“But, Abby,” Alistair said, “we must do it. We’ve come this far; we can’t—”

“I need Chris by my side!” Abby waved at me to come to her. “Chris, come and lie next to me!” She rolled over onto her right side.

I was unsure if I had understood her correctly and stood still.

She waved at me again. “Honey, come and hug me, please!”

There was no doubt now. My wife wanted me to lie next to her. I walked up to the bed and kicked my shoes off.

“Remove your clothes!” Abby instructed me.

“Abby, don’t! I’m warning you!” Alistair said, raising his voice. “The deal is off if he fucks you. He mustn’t come on the bed!”

“Please!” Abby pleaded with me, stretching her hand to me and ignoring Alistair’s warning.

Without further ado, I pulled down my trousers and then my briefs. My erect cock sprang out. I unbuttoned my shirt and dropped it on the floor.

Abby tapped in front of her, smiling invitingly.

Alistair shook his head in disapproval as he watched me step out of my trousers and briefs and climb onto the bed.

I lay on my left side next to Abby, facing her, put my arm around her shoulder, and we kissed. She was so warm and soft. We broke the kiss, and I moved my body closer to her.

I pressed my erect cock against her flat stomach, whispering, “I love you, Abs!”

“I love you too,” she replied, smiling softly, and reached her hand down to my eager penis.

She wrapped her hand around the shaft, and my cock twitched. She moved her hand up.

I loved the soft grip of her fingers gently pressing my glans, and I let a moan slip through my lips. “Urgh! You’re so good!”

She giggled. “I am, am I not?” She began stroking my cock.

Something had switched in her. She had completely transformed from the shy, nervous woman interacting with Alistair minutes before to the confident, sex-loving wife I had always known.

“I am not paying you to watch you fuck!” Alistair said with an angry voice. “If the baby is not mine, I’ll—”

“Shut up and lie down next to me!” Abby said, raising her voice almost to the point of shouting. She stopped wanking me but kept her hand wrapped around my cock as she raised her head and stared at Alistair.

I also looked at him. He was taken aback by Abby’s change of mood. He had not expected my wife to change her tone and behaviour like that. Standing on his knees and stroking his cock, he stared at her, looking confused, even stupid. I smiled. He did look ridiculous, and I liked it.

Alistair swallowed nervously before saying, “The contract is clear that you have to let me make you a baby before—”

“How are you going to make me a baby, Alistair?” Abby cut him off. “By standing there and lecturing me?”

Alistair stammered, “I-I-I’m lecturing you because you’re breaching the contract!”

Abby looked back at me and resumed stroking my cock. “You like it?”

“Oh, yeah!” I grunted. “You’re so good, Abs!” I smiled. “You’ve always known how to drive a man crazy!”

Abby smiled a playful smile. “I know, right?”

She raised her left leg and rested it on my right hip. My cockhead brushed the pubic hair of her landing strip. The familiar feeling of anticipation of making contact with my wife’s pussy lips washed over me, and I began thrusting slowly while she continued to wank me.  

A few seconds passed, and I pulled her closer to me. I felt her breasts squash against my chest, her erect nipples brushing against my skin. Abby kept stroking my cock, slightly pushing it down to her pussy. I increased the speed of my dry thrusts, starting to contemplate whether I should breach the contract with Alistair and fuck my wife.

Abby and I kissed again. And as we kissed, she drew her knee up and guided my cock to her pussy. It appeared she had decided to let me fuck her. That meant the deal was over, but I didn’t care about it at that moment. Nor did I care about what Alistair muttered; it sounded like, “Last warning!”

I felt Abby’s pussy lips touch my cock, and my feeling of anticipation grew wild. With my arm tightly wrapped around her, I gently rubbed her back. It was something I knew she liked. Abby deepened the kiss; our tongues danced against each other in a frenzy. She spread her labia with my cockhead and circled around the entrance to her very wet vagina. Then she ran my cock up her slit, spreading her pussy juices. She located her clit and began massaging it using my cockhead as some sort of a vibrator’s head.

I loved the feeling and pressed my tongue against hers. She giggled in my mouth, and we finally broke the kiss. We stared each other in the eyes. The playful smile on Abby’s lips and the lustful spark in her eyes were clear signs of how much she enjoyed the foreplay with me.

She ran my cock down her slit and up again. “You like it?”

“Oh, yeah!” I said. “And you’re so, so wet!”

She drew my cock down to her vaginal orifice and circled its rim, pushing her inner pussy lips apart. “You like me wet, don’t you?”

“Urgh!” I moaned, feeling a surge of pleasure in my cock and balls. “You’ve got no idea how much!”

She giggled again. “I think I have!” She drew my cock up to her clit and resumed massaging herself with my cockhead.

“I so much want to fuck you, Abs!”  

“And I am so much ready to be fucked!”

“Mmm. Don’t I know how to prep you up?”

Abby smiled. “Oh, yeah. You know the best. I’m so much ready!”

We heard Alistair bellow, “That’s it! The deal is broken!”

Abby swiftly rose her head and looked at him over her shoulder. He had moved behind her, still standing on his knees and stroking his cock.

She shouted at him, “What’s wrong with you?!”

He shouted back at her, “What’s wrong with me?! Really?! I’ll tell you what’s wrong!”

“Are you going to fuck me or not, Alistair?” Abby asked him.

Alistair’s jaw dropped. A second later, he stammered, “W-w-what do you mean?”

“Didn’t you listen to me and my husband?!”

“Like?”

“I am wet and ready!”

“But he’s. He’s—”

“He’s helping me get ready!” Abby shouted, then sighed. “For you, you idiot!“ She shook her head in dismay. “Don’t you get it? I’m used to doing it with my husband. It’s my first time with you. With you and your monstrous cock. I need his help. Is it so hard to grasp?”

“Oh,” Alistair exclaimed, “I was confused.”

To be honest, I had been confused too. I had thought Abby had changed her mind and wanted the deal scrapped by letting me fuck her.

“It’s like,” Alistair continued, “It’s like you pretend he’s the one you’ll be doing it with—”

“Yeah!” Abby cut him off and rolled her eyes in exacerbation. “You’re slow, aren’t you?”

“So, he’s warming your oven up but won’t be—”

“The more you talk, the less warm it becomes!”

Alistair shook his head from side to side, smiling. “You’re something, Abby! You totally surprised me!”

He lay down on his right side behind Abby, facing her back, put his hand on her left hip and rubbed it, saying, “Now that I know what you’re doing, I’ll get to it!”

He took his cock and dragged himself closer to her, positioning his crotch right behind her bum.

“Be gentle, please!” she said and turned to look at me. “Kiss me, Chris, and don’t stop!”

She let go of my cock and wrapped her arm around my shoulder. I hugged her tighter, and we kissed. As I pressed my lips against Abby’s and entwined my tongue with hers, I watched Alistair out of the corner of my eye.

Holding his cock in one hand, he guided it towards her vagina from behind. His cockhead made contact with Abby’s pussy, and she trembled—she was still apprehensive—but we continued kissing, and a second later, she gasped into my mouth. “Ugh!”

She broke the kiss and pulled her head back, looking me in the eyes.

“You OK?” I murmured.

Instead of answering my question, Abby pressed her lips together.

I saw Alistair let go of his cock and put his hand on her buttock. He grasped her butt cheek and spread it, giving himself better access to her pussy. Confident his cock was positioned at her vaginal hole, he slowly pushed his pelvis up against her.

Abby’s eyes went big, and another gasp followed. “Ahh!”

Alistair let go of her ass cheek and put his hand on her hip. He thrust in with a sharp, powerful movement of his hips.

Abby’s body shook, and she cried, “Oh, God!” She shut her eyes. “Fuck!”

“What is it, hon?” I asked.

“Urgh!” she grunted as her body shook again with Alistair’s next thrust.

“Are you OK, Abs?” I asked. I let go of her shoulder and caressed her cheek. “Tell me! Are you OK?”

Abby opened her eyes and muttered, “He’s big, Chris! He’s stretching me out!”

Another thrust followed, and she whimpered, “God! He’s fucking big!”

Abby pressed her lips together but could not suppress an “Ugh!” moan when Alistair pushed harder.

She raised her head and looked at him over her shoulder. “Go slower, please! I’m not used to the size of your cock.”

Alistair smiled apologetically. “Sorry, I didn’t expect you to be so tight!”

“Is that a problem for you?”  

“No. Not at all. I love it! My cockhead’s already in, and I feel this wonderful pressure of your vagina around it. Love it!”

Abby turned to me. “Let’s kiss more!” She tilted her head to the side and planted her lips onto mine.

Alistair did not move for about a minute before he thrust again. Abby gasped into my mouth, but we continued kissing.

“Was this OK?” Alistair asked.

Without breaking the kiss, Abby raised her hand and showed a thumbs up.

He thrust in again, and she moaned into my mouth, “Ugh.”

We broke the kiss. Abby was panting heavily.

“I’m all in, Abby! All in!” Alistair said triumphantly, stroking her hip.

I rubbed her shoulder. “Does it hurt?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“Only when he entered you?”

“No. It didn’t hurt.” She puffed. “It was just the stretching. It felt overwhelming. Down there. And inside.”

“And how does it feel now?”

“Filled to the brim, Chris,” she said, “filled to the brim. I feel his cockhead against my cervix.”

I caressed her shoulder. “You don’t like it?”

“No, I like it.” She looked over her shoulder at Alistair. “You’re doing good! Fuck me!”

He smiled. “OK. Here we go!”

He thrust in, and Abby’s entire body shook.

She moaned. “Oh!”

He thrust in again, and she moaned a deep throaty “Ugh!”

She wrapped her arm around my shoulder. “Chris, hold me while he fucks me, will you?”

“Sure!” I said and pulled her closer to me.

Alistair began fucking Abby with long slow strokes, gradually increasing the speed of his thrusts until a couple of minutes later, he was thrusting at full speed, grunting loudly with each of his thrusts, occasionally muttering, “What a tight pussy!” or “I love this married pussy!”

Abby had closed her eyes and was constantly moaning, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” as she savoured the pleasure building in her groin.

It was insanely erotic watching Abby’s body shake, and her tits wobble with each thrust of the massive cock ploughing her pussy. Listening to her let out moans as saliva drooled out of her semi-open mouth brought me to a state of sexual exaltation. It was so erotic that I struggled to contain my cock as it twitched and throbbed, preparing to ejaculate of its own volition. I was hugging Abby with one arm but managed to reach my free hand down to my cock. I grabbed my cockhead and pinched it in the hope of preventing blowing my load.

Another two or three minutes passed before Abby shuddered in orgasm, crying out loudly, “Oh, my God!” and digging her fingernails into the flesh of my shoulder.

I felt pain but didn’t care. I had another worry. My cock was not listening to me. It was oozing pre-cum profusely, wetting my palm with no sign of stopping.

Alistair was now thrusting like crazy. If I wasn’t holding Abby tight, he was going to push her up the bed to the point where she would bang her head against the headboard.

Just as Abby’s orgasm subsided, she was hit by a second orgasm and then again by a third. That was when Alistair reached the point of no return. He grunted loudly, thrust his cock deep into her pussy, and, pressing his crotch against her bum, began unloading his sperm deep into her womb.

It was too much for me. I pressed my cock against Abby’s stomach and started to shoot my cum.

I finished within twenty to thirty seconds, but Alistair was still grunting, emptying his load. It took him over a minute to finish ejaculating.

Abby’s orgasm, or rather a series of orgasms, passed too, and she opened her eyes. Panting out of exhaustion and shivering from the last waves of pleasure still travelling through her body, she puffed air out of her cheeks. “God! This was a killer of a fuck!”

Alistair stroked her hip. “This was good, Abby! Very good! One of the best fucks I’ve ever had. And the tightest married pussy I’ve fucked!”

Abby took a deep breath and exhaled. Looking at my face, she nibbled on her bottom lip before murmuring, “It’s done, Chris!”

“I know,” I whispered and looked down at her stomach as I pulled back my now flaccid cock.

My cum had splashed over her abs and belly button; some had leaked down onto the bedsheet. I rubbed off the cum from her stomach and cleaned my hand on the sheet.

“I got fucked, Chris,” Abby whispered again.

I looked back at her.

Abby’s face had turned sombre as remorse was starting to creep in.

I caressed her hair with the back of my hand. “It’s OK, honey. You shouldn’t feel bad about it. I don’t. We did what we had to do.”


7. Paragraph 7

I told Abby we shouldn’t feel bad about what we had done, but I also felt a little unsettled in the post-nut clarity. Jealousy was creeping in on me. However, it wasn’t as bad as I had expected it to be. Jealousy and doubts were there but were more of a background feeling than a dominant sensation. What prevented jealousy and regret from taking over me was the thought that we would become rich. There was also something else that helped. I was still turned on. I had emptied myself, yet, I felt turned on. I knew I didn’t have the sexual potency to reclaim my wife right away since I was in my refractory period, having just blown my load, but I was still turned on, and the feeling of sexual arousal stayed with me despite my limp dick.

Abby looked over her shoulder at Alistair and asked him, “Alistair, are you done now?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“Can you pull it out?”

“Let it stick in!”

“Stick in?”

“Yeah. We don’t want the sperm to leak out, do we?”

“God!” slipped through Abby’s lips. “As if fucking me like a ragdoll wasn’t enough!” She turned to look at me. “Hug me, honey! Please!”

I hugged her.

She sighed. “I guess I have to stay like this with his cock in my pussy.”

Alistair rubbed her hip. “Just for a few minutes, Abby. To make sure more sperm travels up into your uterus! Then—”

“I know how knocking up works, Alistair!” Abby cut him off, raising her voice but not turning to look at him. She shook her head in irritation before adding, “Can you stop running your mouth? You make me feel uncomfortable!”

“Sorry!” he apologised.

Abby pressed her lips together, and despite her face being inches away from me, I had the feeling she was looking past me, somewhere in the distance.

A few seconds passed before she said, still not looking at Alistair, “Alistair, I am sorry for snapping out at you.” She sighed a deep sigh. “It’s just, you know, it’s my first time. . . . With another man.”

“I know, Abby,” Alistair said, “I know. The first time is hard. Physically and emotionally.”

Abby frowned. “Urgh! Your cock is poking me!”

I rubbed her shoulder comfortingly.

“Sorry,” Alistair apologised. “The next time I fuck you, I’ll—”

“The next time?!” Abby looked over her shoulder at him. “Are you saying you expect me to let you fuck me more?”

“Yeah!” Alistair nodded. “It’s in the contract. We’ll fuck more. We’re getting you pregnant, remember? Sorry! Perhaps I should have clarified from the beginning.”

Abby bit her bottom lip, looking at him and thinking over his words, then said in a conciliatory tone, “Yeah, we have to do it, I guess.” Suddenly she winced. “God! How the fuck can you stay hard for so long? You’re poking my cervix!”

Alistair made an apologetic grimace. “Sorry! I thought you liked—”

“Not now! Now it feels uncomfortable.” She winced again. “Can you pull your cock out of me a little?”

“Well, Abby, we don’t want anything to leak out, do we?”

Abby looked at me. “This is insane! Lying like a sex doll with a hard cock shoved deep into my pussy!”

I stroked her shoulder. “Sorry, Abs, fucking is—”

“This is not fucking, Chris!” she cut me off, raising her voice, barely suppressing her frustration. “This now is being impaled!” A second later, she whispered, “Sorry!”

“OK, Abs,” Alistair said. “I’ll pull it out a little.”

Abby flinched as he pulled his pelvis back an inch or so away from her bum, sliding the base of his cock out of her pussy.

We stayed like that—Abby and I hugging each other and Alistair keeping his cock inside her vagina—for about two minutes before he rubbed her hip. “OK, Abs, I’m pulling it out.”

Abby winced as she felt his cock sliding out of her pussy. She whimpered when his large cockhead reached the rim of her vagina and popped out.

Alistair announced, “Done!” slapped her bum gently and sat up.

Abby rolled onto her back.

“Shall we have a snack?” Alistair asked, stroking his semi-flaccid cock. “I can offer one of the best Italian mini-desserts: Cannoli, Panettone, Pana Cotta, Sfogliatella, Tiramisu bites.”

Abby turned down his offer. “Thanks. Some other time.”

She sat up, and I sat up too.

She hugged her knees to her chest and, spreading her legs slightly apart, looked down at her pussy. Cum was trickling out of her vagina down into her ass cleft and onto the bedsheet. She slowly ran her fingers over her puffed-up labia as if she was caressing her outer pussy lips.

“Are you chafed?” Alistair asked her.

“Umm. . . , not really,” she replied, spreading her pussy lips and examining her vagina entrance. “It just feels . . . a bit looser than usual.”

“That’s good! So we can—”

“How many times do you intend to fuck me?” Abby asked abruptly as she let go of her pussy and looked up at him.

Alistair shrugged. “Until I get you pregnant!” He let go of his cock and glanced at his watch. ”I’d say let’s have a short rest, then we do it again, have dinner, then again and—”

“I can’t stay for dinner! I have to collect my kids from my mum’s at seven-thirty! Sorry. Maybe tomorrow—”

“No, Abby, no! You can’t leave!”

“What?!” Abby squeaked.

“You have to stay with me,” Alistair said. “Call your mum!”

“And tell her what, Alistair?” Abby raised her voice, looking daggers at him. “‘Mum, can you look after Mia and Katie tonight because I am busy getting knocked up by a man who is not my husband?’”

“Well, umm. . . .” Alistair looked at me. “Maybe Chris can pick them up?”

“No, Alistair!” Abby shouted. “He’s drunk too much to drive. I’ll drive. And look at him!” She nodded at me. “The moment my mother sees his face, she’ll know!” She turned to me. “Chris, you’ll stay in the car! You’re not good at these things.”

I smiled. “Yes, hon! You’re better at keeping it together. I’ll stay out of your mum’s sight for the next—”

“Oh, give me a break, will you?!” Alistair shouted, throwing his hands up in the air. “Listen, Chris! Abby stays with me. Period. I’ll call you a cab! Come on! Be a man and go get your kids from her mum!”

“Alistair, have you met my mother-in-law?” I asked him, a little irritated by his condescending tone. “If I turn up there, she’ll find out! And then, trust me! You don’t want her turning up at your doorstep demanding an explanation of why you have seduced her daughter with your perverse lifestyle!”

“You’re being ridiculous!”

“No, I am not! Abby is coming with me.”

“No.”

Now I threw my hands in the air. “What’s your problem, for fuck’s sake?! We’ll come tomorrow or later in the week to fuck her more!”

“Yeah,” Abby interjected. “I’ll still be ovulating tomorrow and next week! What’s your problem?”

“No, no, no.” Alistair waved his hands. “You don’t understand!”

“Don’t understand what?” Abby asked.

“I can’t let you leave the house.”

Both Abby and I stared at Alistair, confused by his stubborn insistence on Abby staying with him.

Alistair nodded. “Yes, Abby, that’s right! I can’t let you leave this house! You have to stay with me all the time until you get pregnant. Didn’t I tell you to clear your schedule?”

“Alistair!” Abby raised her voice. “That’s not what I understand by clearing my schedule. I am not your prisoner. I’m telling you: I’ll come tomorrow. I’ll come every day next week for a few hours, but I can’t move in and live with you!”

Alistair shook his head. “No, Abby! That’s not how it works! I can’t leave you out of my sight!”

Abby threw up her hands in desperation. “Why?”

“Why?!” Alistair squealed, rolling his eyes.

“Yeah! Why? You’ll be fucking me every day for the next six days. It will be more than enough to knock me up!”

“What if Chris fucks you, huh? What if he fucks you when you are with him and impregnates you?”

Abby’s and my jaws dropped. We stared at Alistair, speechless.

“Precisely!” he continued. “I don’t want you cheating. I don’t want to be paying for your husband’s kid!”

“Alistair!” Abby said, trying to keep calm, “Chris will use a condom if he fucks me. OK?”

Alistair shook his head. “No! He can’t fuck you at all until you get pregnant from me!”

“Oh, fuck you, Alistair!” I shouted. “This is not what I agreed to. Abby is my wife, for fuck’s sake!”

He grinned at me. “Did you not read paragraph 7? It’s in your contract, Chris! It says: ‘Abigail Ainsworth should not have vaginal intercourse with her husband, Chris Ainsworth, or anyone else other than Alistair Sinclair until she is confirmed pregnant or the parties agree to terminate the contract subject to refund of the payments and expenses made by Alistair Sinclair plus interest.’”

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly to calm myself down. “OK, I get it. You want to be sure my wife carries your child. I promise you: I’ll use a condom.”

Alistair shook his head. “No. I can’t trust you, Chris. They tried to cheat me like that once already. No. Also, condoms are not 100% safe.”

“So you expect me not to have sex with my wife until you knock her up?”

He nodded yes.

I threw up my hands. “This is insane! You can’t ask this from me!”

Alistair said with an even voice, “Well, I can. It is in your contract. You agreed to it. You signed it.”

I sighed, resigning to the fact I had signed something I shouldn’t have. I was fucked up. I was looking at Alistair and biting my lip, not knowing what to tell him.

He held his gaze on me and, taking pity on me, said, “It’s not that bad, Chris. Once she’s pregnant, you may have sex with her. Gently, and making sure not to damage the baby, but you may. I won’t mind it then. It’s just for the next month or so that you’re not allowed to fuck her.”

I glanced at Abby. She was looking in the distance, running her hand over her breasts absentmindedly, deep in thought.

Suddenly, there was a spark in her eyes, and she looked at Alistair. “Alistair, there is a clause in the contract that we’ll do a prenatal paternity test. Why is then having sex with Chris a problem? You’ll find out if the baby is not yours.”

“Of course, we’ll do a test,” he said, “but I am not willing to waste time and money and energy in case your hubby impregnates you. No. Sorry, Abby, but you’ll stay with me until I get you pregnant. Otherwise, we’ll have to lock you now.”

“Lock me?”

“Yeah. That’s why it’s best to stay with me until you’re pregnant.”

“But it can take months, Alistair! I need to live my life, see my kids, my husband, friends! How do you imagine that would work? The kids will be asking about me. They’ll want to see me!”

“Chris can bring the children here.”

“No!” Abby squeaked. “I don’t want them to see you!” She sighed. “OK! I don’t care! I am leaving with Chris now. It’s non-negotiable! I have to pick up my children at seven-thirty!” She looked at her watch. “I can let you fuck me one more time before we leave if you want. But we’re leaving at seven!”

Alistair threw up his hands in desperation. “Fine! We need to lock you now.”

“Lock me?”

“Yes! Lock you!”

“What are you talking about?”

Alistair shook his head. “You, people, need to learn to read your contracts. You complicate everything. Now I can’t fuck you for at least a week! And do you know what that means? A one-off may not have been enough! If I haven’t impregnated you now, we’ve got to wait until your next cycle and all this—”

“Don’t lecture me on menstrual cycles, Alistair!” Abby cut Alistair off.

“Well, you leave me no choice but to lock you.”

“OK! Let me make this clear to you! If you think you can lock me up in this house or some dungeon, I’m warning you! I’ll call the police! Just because you are rich, you are not above the law. I won’t let you imprison me!”

“Imprison you?” Alistair squealed. “Who’s talking about imprisonment?” He jumped off the bed and held his hand out to Abby. “Of course, I won’t imprison you! I’ll just lock you. Come! Let’s take a shower and get upstairs to my piercing studio.”

Abby raised her eyebrows. “Your piercing studio?”

“Yeah. It’s upstairs. We need to pierce you.”

“What?!”

He nodded towards her pussy. “Down there!”

“No!” Abby shrieked, covering her pussy with her hands.

“Are you talking about genital piercing?” I asked, starting to understand what he had in mind.

“Yes,” he replied. “A chastity piercing. Through the pussy lips. It’s a tiny padlock. A beautiful jewellery gift from me!”

“No, no, no,” Abby kept whispering, shaking her head.

“Fuck no!” I said too.

Alistair shrugged. “It’s not a big deal. Many of my women had it. It takes five minutes to install the whole thing!”

Abby rose to her knees. “I am not letting you pierce my pussy!”

“Abby, I know what I am doing,” Alistair assured her. “I am a licensed piercer.”

“I am not doing it!” Abby said and began crawling on her knees toward the edge of the bed.

“No?”

“No! We are leaving now!”

“And lose 5.7 million quid?”

Abby stopped crawling and looked up at Alistair.

He cocked his head to one side, smiling. “It’s just a tiny pinch for a buck load of money.”

Abby slowly turned to look at me, still standing on her knees.

We stared at each other.

Probably a minute passed in silence before Abby sighed, dropping on her butt and turning to look back at Alistair.

“I knew you’d come around,” he said with a broad smile.

“I want £200,000 paid right now,” she said.

Alistair’s smile gave way to a frown. “No!”

“Oh, yes! Otherwise, I’m pulling out of the contract! We’ll pay you back the £200,000. Don’t worry! Today! With interest for one day!”

“You’ll lose £5.7 million!”

“But I’ll keep my pussy unpierced! I’m breaking the deal, Alistair!”

“Really? Are you telling me you got fucked for nothing?”

Abby shook her head. “No. It’s not for nothing! I enjoyed your big cock. You fucked me well.”

“You cuckolded your husband, Abby!” Alistair said, pointing at me. “For nothing!”

I shrugged. “Oh, don’t worry about me! I’ve always wanted to be cucked. I enjoyed it.”

Abby seized upon my words. “You see? He enjoyed it! I enjoyed it too. And you know what? Your money doesn’t matter, Alistair. We don’t need it to be happy. We discovered a new side of ourselves. My husband likes being a cuckold. I want to be a hotwife.” She looked at me. “You want me to be a hotwife, right, hon?”

I nodded. “Yes. We’ll keep doing it for free. Only not for babies! And not with Alistair!”

Abby looked back at Alistair. “Do you get it now? Having fucked me doesn’t bother us. We’ll move on. And not only move on but thrive!”

Alistair and Abby stared at each other. I was seeing an entirely different Abby than a minute earlier when she looked weak and defeated. Now she looked confident and assertive, even provocative. I adored her!

A few moments passed in an impasse before Alistair waved his hand. “Fine!” He went to his trousers and pulled his phone out. “Let me call Anthony to amend the contract.”

“No, Alistair,” Abby said. “Don’t call him! We’re not amending anything!”

Alistair looked up at her. “What do you mean?”

“We’re not changing anything in the contract. The £200k is my bonus for piercing my pussy. Non-refundable! Outside the contract!”

“No! You know I won’t pay you £200k like that.”

“Oh, yes, you will!” Abby nodded confidently.

Alistair shook his head. “No, I won’t! I’ll find another couple for my next baby, Abby!”

Abby smiled a coquettish smile. “But not another pussy like mine.”

He stared at her.

She nodded. “Oh, yeah! That’s right. You desperately want to fuck me more!”

Alistair didn’t say a word, just kept his gaze on her.

A flirtatious, mischievous smile curved Abby’s lips again. She cocked her head to one side and said, “You know how tight and wet my pussy is. It felt so good, didn’t it? Wrapped around your cock. Contracting and draining your balls. Mmm. . . Such a pleasure. Wasn’t it? And that was the first time. Imagine what the second time would be. And then the third, the fourth, the twentieth? Fucking my tight married pussy! The tightest married pussy you’ve ever fucked. Your words! Conquering it over and over again. Mmm! A pussy that always stays wet. And it’s warm in there. Velvety and slick! It’s not about the baby anymore, is it? It’s not only about filling my married womb—your fetish—putting your baby there. It’s more than that now. Now that you have felt how good it felt! Now it’s about fucking me. About feeling the tight grip of my married, yet, tight and slick pussy. A pussy that you fuck and feels so good to fuck. Not sometime in the future, but now. Yours now, next week, the whole month.”

Alistair’s face spread into a broad smile. “You’re more decadent than any woman I’ve met before!”

Abby nodded. “Yes, I am.”

“You’re so corrupt!”

“Um-hum.”

“You are something, Abby! I’ll tell you that!”

“Well?”

Alistair looked down at his cock. It was sticking up hard. He smiled to himself and started typing on his phone. A few seconds later, I heard my phone buzz in the pocket of my trousers.

Alistair looked up at Abby and me. “£200,000 bonus paid!”

I didn’t have to check. I knew he wasn’t lying. I said, “Good!”

Abby added, “Thank you, Alistair!”

Alistair looked at his phone screen. “It’s half past six.” He put his phone back into the pocket of his trousers and looked up at Abby. “The piercing takes less than five minutes.” A wide lustful smile spread across his face.

Abby got off the bed and walked up to him. She stood in front of him, looked down at his cock, reached her hand to it and grasped it. She ran her hand over the shaft, then let go, looked up at him, and said, “You’re ready.”

He nodded. “Yes. I am ready to fuck!”

She put her hands on his shoulders. “Let’s see if you’re ready to lift.”

Alistair grabbed her ass and lifted her up as she wrapped her legs around his hips. He spread her ass cheeks apart, fully exposing her ass hole and pussy, and then slowly, carefully lowered her until her pussy lips touched the tip of his cock.

Holding herself on his shoulders and supported by his hands on her buttocks, Abby oscillated her hips a few times to spread her inner pussy lips around the bulbous cockhead. Once the petals of her labia were spread well apart, she lowered herself further, gasping loudly as she impaled her pussy on Alistair’s cock.

“Ugh!” he grunted, firming up his grip on her buttocks.  

Abby started thrusting herself up and down his cock. He was helping her by lifting her up and down, tightly holding her butt.

Soon they began moaning, and within three or four minutes, Abby cried, “Oh, my God!” and thrust herself down to his balls, shuddering in orgasm. Seeing my wife orgasm and feeling her pussy contract in pleasure around his cock, pushed Alistair over the edge. He grunted loudly, and his thigh and butt muscles strained as he started to pump his cum into her pussy.

Standing on my knees on the edge of the bed, I stroked my now-erect cock and watched Alistair and Abby groan in pleasure while Alistair seeded my wife’s womb.

Once they were done, Alistair helped Abby lift herself up, and his cock slid out of her pussy. Blobs of cum dripped out of her vagina onto the floor.

Abby stood on her feet and looked at Alistair. They were both panting.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, trying to catch his breath. “This was amazing!”

A faint smile flickered at the corners of Abby’s lips. “You liked it?”

“Liked it? No! I loved it! I loved fucking that pussy of yours! Every bit of it!”

“So, was it worth paying 200 grand on top to fuck that pussy?”

“Oh, yeah! Every penny of it!” Alistair said, and his gaze fell on me.

I had dropped my hands to my sides, still standing on my knees, while my cock was sticking out, hard as ever.

“Oh, boy!” Alistair exclaimed. “You are rock hard!”

Abby turned and looked at me, too. “Wow, Chris! You do like watching me, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I said, grabbed my cock and resumed stroking it.

Abby and Alistair watched me stroke my cock, without saying a word. They didn’t want to distract me so I could cum quick. And I wanted to cum quick, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t cum at all. I was stroking my cock faster and faster. Pre-cum lubricated my hand, but I was not cumming. I was getting frustrated.

“Sorry, I can’t help you, hon,” Abby murmured, seeing my predicament.

Apparently, at that point, Alistair felt sorry for me because he said, “Yes, you can.”

She looked at him, raising her eyebrows.

He smiled. “You have a mouth, don’t you? As long as your pussy doesn’t get anywhere near his cock, it’s allowed. Blow jobs, hand jobs, titty fucking. It’s permissible.”

Abby smiled. “OK, I’ll see what I can do for him!”

She walked up to the edge of the bed where I was, kneeled on the floor in front of me and took my cock from my hand.

“Thanks, Abs!” I muttered in relief, feeling the warmth of her mouth engulfing my cockhead.

Abby did not push my cock deep into her mouth. She took in the cockhead only and began sucking on it with deep long sucks. I loved it. It took me less than a minute before I started shooting my load into her mouth. She swallowed diligently.

Looking up at me and smiling kittenishly, Abby kept my cock in her mouth until it started to get soft. Then she let it slip out and said, “Happy?”

I nodded, smiling. “Yes, very happy!”

“Well done!” we heard Alistair say and looked at him.

He clasped his hands together. “Now, let’s shower and get upstairs to my piercing studio.”


8. Simple and elegant

I kept looking away, gently stroking Abby’s fingers with my thumb.

“Shall we do the other one?” Alistair asked.

Abby squeezed my hand, whispering, “OK.”

“Just a tiny pinch. Deep breath!” he instructed her in an already familiar way.

“Aaaah!” she shrieked, clutching my hand tight.

“It’s over, Abby! The worst is over. Deep breaths! It’s over!”

“Argh! It hurts!”

“The shackle is. . . going. . . through . . . cleaning. . . and. . . locking!”

“Fuck!”

“Finished!” Alistair announced.

“God!” Abby sighed. “Phew! It hurt!”

“Fucking feels better, doesn’t it?”

“Definitely! Way better!”

I finally gathered the courage and looked between Abby’s legs. The tiny golden padlock was attached to her labia minora, blocking the entrance to her vagina.

Alistair took a handheld mirror and pointed it at her pussy. “Do you want to see how it looks, Abs?”

“Yes, please!” Abby said and, holding my hand, sat up.

She looked at her pussy in the mirror.

Alistair smiled. “How do you like your new jewellery?”

“Yeah, I think I like it,” Abby said, letting go of my hand. She took the mirror from his hand and inspected the padlock on her pussy from different angles before smiling. “Actually, I quite like it.”

“Well, it’s yours to keep,” Alistair said. “Only the key, for now, is mine, but I will pass it to you once we know we have done our job well.” He dropped the tiny key into his pocket.

Abby passed him back the mirror before looking up at me and asking, “Do you like it, Chris?”

I smiled. “It looks fantastic on you, honey! It’s simple and elegant.”

Abby looked at her pussy again. She caressed her outer pussy lips, making sure not to catch the padlock between them and whispered, “Yeah, it is simple and elegant!”

⁂
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Lorri's Promotion: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about the emotional struggle of a wife and her husband when she is offered a promotion in exchange for becoming a hotwife.

Lorri is gutted when she is denied a promotion at work. She knows it is a long shot but goes to speak to James, the new Chief Executive Officer, demanding he reverses the unfair decision. To her surprise, James is willing to help, but he wants something in return—something that goes against Lorri’s marriage vows. The sleepless night Boris spends with his wife agonising over what she should do proves nothing compared to the rollercoaster of conflicting emotions he has to endure once Lorri has left the house in the morning. How far is his wife prepared to go? And how far does he want her to go? Will Lorri bring good news when she comes back home? And what is good news?

Wife Tries Something New: A Hotwife Adventure

This story is about a couple on holiday tempted into the hotwife lifestyle.

Nick and Ella arrive in Cape Verde to celebrate their 10th honeymoon anniversary. Gerhard, an old German guy, befriends them at the swimming pool and shares his ideas about how they can best do that. His ideas are incompatible with Ella and Nick’s views, but unexpectedly, just thinking about what the old man has told them makes them hornier than ever, raising questions about their secret desires. Meeting young Agnete only adds to their questions. However, when they are introduced to Mikkel and Johan, two attractive Danish men, Gerhard’s ideas not only raise questions but begin taking root.
Things between Ella and the two Danes heat up, and temptation grows stronger when she meets Paulo, a handsome black barman, and discovers more about her hidden desires.
Ella and Nick are going down a slippery slope to a place they are not sure they want to go. They must escape temptation! But will swapping the pool for the beach help them? Will an island tour with Joao, another charming black man, help them resist temptation, or will it make it harder?

Wife Goes For More: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to Wife Tries Something New. In this second part of the story, Ella goes on a quest to find out if bigger is better and if many is more fun.

Ella and Nick come to a pact with Joao, an agreement that will help them enjoy their adventure. But things get complicated when an old rivalry between Joao and the Danes gets reignited. How will Ella and Nick manage it? And how far are they prepared to go in their quest for new experiences? Will Ella take up Joao, Mikkel and Johan’s proposition to try something she’d never heard about but which sounds super-hot?
When Nick’s cuckold experience is taken to a new level, his confidence falters. How will he manage his feelings? While dealing with his emotions, he sees something that takes him by surprise. Will Agnete shed light on it and beyond?
Ella and Nick discover that Gerhard’s peculiar condition may not be a bad thing since he knows how to repay favours, especially when Paulo is at his disposal. Ella finally finds an answer to the question of whether bigger is better.

A Night with Tigers: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about becoming a hotwife in a rather unusual place.

David and Dana may have divergent views on open relationships, but their views converge when it comes to wildlife and nature. So when Paul invites them to spend a night with him in a lodge surrounded by tigers, they agree.
Initially, it is an awkward proposition because they have met Paul on a hotwife dating site, but he assures them that he is interested in nothing else but watching tigers, and that seems all right. Intentions are clear, and boundaries are set.
However, exotic animals, a cosy cabin, fine wine, and the company of a handsome man like Paul can change perspective. And when Paul harnesses his extensive lifestyle experience to get what he wants, will boundaries be held?

Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.

Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

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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