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 Chapter One



As the hot water rained down on Larry from the showerhead, he imagined it washing away his troubles as quickly and efficiently as it--combined with the body wash with June’s favorite scent--rinsed away the day’s dirt and smells. He knew someday his sins would catch up to him--they always did--but tonight, at least, he could try to forget about them and enjoy himself.



It was his birthday, and June, not known for having frequent adventurous moods in the bedroom, always got extra frisky for his birthday.



As good a mood as she seemed to be in this evening, he thought a blowjob might not be off the table.



Larry got out of the shower and dried himself off. He didn’t bother dressing and instead walked out of the bathroom with the entirety of his fully erect penis on full display. His four inches immediately began shrinking, though, when he saw June. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed in her sexiest lingerie, staring at her phone and crying.



The words to ask her what was wrong were fighting to come out of his mouth, but the crushing weight of twin realizations--that he’d get no blowjob tonight and that he already knew exactly what was wrong--kept him silent. He didn’t have to wait long to see that he was correct on both of those counts.



“You said you’d stopped for good,” June said, not taking her eyes off of her phone.



“I thought I had,” he said, looking down. His chubby belly obscured the sight of his now completely deflated cock, but he imagined it looked as pathetic as he felt.



“You almost ruined everything last time,” she said, still not looking at him. “Looks like you couldn’t resist finishing the job.”



“What are you looking at there?” he asked.



“An email,” she said. “Your loan shark thought I should know what you’ve been up to. Says I might be able to persuade you to pay up without him having to resort to violence.”



“Who is it?” Larry asked.



Now she looked at him. “You don’t know? What, do you have more than one loan shark?”



Now Larry looked away from her.



“How much is it this time, Larry?”



When he didn’t immediately answer, she asked the same question again. This time the tone and volume of her voice forbade him to ignore her.



“Almost $100,000,” he said.



“Jesus Christ,” she said, getting up from the bed and grabbing her robe from where it hung on the bedpost near where her head usually lay. “I don’t know what’s worse: your gambling addiction or the fact that you’re so bad at it.”



“Where are you going?”



“I’m sleeping on the couch tonight,” she said as she walked past him. His head swam when he smelled her perfume and realized again what wasn’t going to happen tonight. “I’ve got a lot to think about.”



Larry hung his head in shame.



“Happy fucking birthday,” she said, and slammed the door behind her.







 Chapter Two



The GoFundMe page had been June’s idea. She hadn’t discussed it with Larry beforehand, and he would never have agreed to it. Having his gambling compulsion--and the financial ruin it had brought upon the two of them--put out there for all the internet to see was simply not something with which he was comfortable.



Even if it meant losing the house, the cars, the vacation house, everything.



The GoFundMe page ended up doing precisely what June had made it for, although not in the way she’d originally intended.



By day 29 of their 30-day GoFundMe campaign, they had only raised $150 of their $100,000 target. Neither of them had expected to raise the entire amount, but they figured they might be able to put a dent in Larry’s considerable mistakes.



They were wrong.



Halfway through the campaign, June changed their page’s profile picture to one of just her in her favorite dress. Short, black, and form-fitting, she hoped it would at least catch the eye of people as they mindlessly browsed the internet.



She even went so far as to post daily updates wearing fewer and fewer clothes, jokingly saying she would have to start selling the clothes off her back. Most of these updates made it clear that she was asking for help because her husband had not only failed to provide for her needs but had actually driven her to near-poverty.



So far, it wasn’t working. Their campaign had thousands of followers, no doubt checking in to see what provocative new picture June would post each day, but only a couple of donors.



Larry didn’t know if he was more humiliated by his exposure to the world as a failure and gambling addict or by the fact that no one seemed to care enough to help him dig out of the hole he was in. Or that his wife had stooped to putting her body on display in hopes of attracting attention to their plight.



He had stopped obsessively checking the GoFundMe page after the first couple of weeks when it became apparent they weren’t going to get any real help from it. But on day 29, in the email he shared with June, he got a message from someone on the site.



Hey, beautiful
 , the message began.



What a strange way to start a message to a couple of strangers, Larry thought. He read the rest of the message.



If you really look like the pictures you have on GoFundMe, I am willing and able to pay off your husband’s considerable debt. And more, if you need more. I have something I’d like from you in return and welcome the opportunity to discuss it with you.



Larry sat back in the chair, stunned. Who was this stranger who could throw around 100 thousand bucks for someone they didn’t know? And what was it they wanted in return?



He thought about deleting the email and not telling June about it. But he had lied to her enough over the gambling mess, so much so that she threatened to leave him if she ever caught him lying again. He couldn’t risk it.



Plus, he really needed to get them out of this situation they were in.



When he told her about it, she sat down at the computer to see for herself. She told him to leave the room and close the door, and he did. After a few minutes, he could hear her on the phone with someone but couldn’t understand what she was saying.



She was in there for a long time.







 Chapter Three



A few days later, the GoFundMe had expired, and Larry knew it was only a matter of weeks until they were scrambling to find a place to live. And a means of transportation. They were screwed, and he knew it.



So he couldn’t understand why June had spent much of the day getting ready for an evening out. She had kicked him out of their bedroom around 3 pm, saying she needed to shower, get dressed, and put on her makeup. He wanted to ask what was up with the bags from various clothing stores, including Victoria’s Secret, but thought better of it. She seemed anxious about something, and he didn’t want to upset her.



He wanted to talk some sense into her, tell her they couldn’t afford an evening out. But as time went on, he slowly realized she didn’t need him to join her wherever she was going.



When she finally emerged from the bedroom, she took his breath away. She was wearing a black dress — not the one from the GoFundMe profile picture, but one that showed even more cleavage and all of her sexy back. Her raven hair fell recklessly over her shoulders, the way she wore it when they were dating. For years it was rare to see her without a ponytail. Her makeup was over-the-top but perfect.



She looked like the archetypal pornstar.



“Where are you going?” Larry stammered. “Do you need a ride?”



“I have a ride coming,” she said. “Can you go to the bedroom and bring my bag in here?”



Still overwhelmed by how she looked, Larry didn’t question her command. He went to the bedroom, where he saw the largest wheeled suitcase they owned sitting on the bed. He looked around the room. Surely she didn’t mean this bag.



But it was the only one. He put it on the floor and pulled it into the living room.



“Thanks, sweetie,” she said. She hadn’t called him sweetie since finding out about the reemergence of his gambling problem. She hadn’t really talked to him much at all.



“Where are you going?” he asked again.



“I’m going to be spending some time with Howard,” she said as if telling him a name he didn’t know explained everything.



“Howard?”



She nodded. “Howard is the man who paid off your gambling debts and saved our asses,” she said. “I forgot to tell you all that was taken care of.”



Larry gulped, relief washing over him while wondering what “spending time with Howard” entailed.



He didn’t have to wonder long. Someone knocked on the door, and June almost tripped over herself getting to the door.



“Hello,” she greeted the tall man who had knocked. He had to be over six feet tall, with light brown hair and the barest hint of stubble framing his chiseled chin.



“Hi there,” he replied, smiling at June as if she was an old friend. “You ready?”



She nodded. “I’ve got my bag packed.”



He looked past her to the suitcase. “You don’t need it. I’ll take care of everything.”



“Okay,” she said. She turned to look at Larry for the first time since this stranger knocked. “Larry, I’ve taken a leave of absence from work. I’m going to be staying at Howard’s house for… a little while.”



“What?” Larry asked. “What do you mean?”



June smiled at him as if he were a toddler who was having trouble understanding something. “Howard was generous enough to get us out of the massive hole you dug for us with your gambling. In return, he wants my… companionship for a little bit.”



Larry swallowed hard. He wasn’t the most intelligent guy in the world, but there was no mistaking what she meant by “companionship.”



“How long is ‘a little bit?’” he asked.



“No more than a month,” Howard answered for June. “Unless you start gambling again, and we have to work something else out to make up for your failures.”



Larry’s mouth was dry. He could hardly talk. “Will I see you?”



“Yes, you’ll see her,” Howard replied, speaking for June again. “We’ll do a Zoom call every few days so you can see she’s doing okay.”



Howard walked to Larry, towering over him. He put a large hand on Larry’s shoulder and smiled. It felt like Howard could push him into the floor with that massive hand if he wanted. “Don’t worry. Your wife is in excellent hands.”



With that, he turned away from Larry, took June’s tiny hand in his, and walked out the door with her.







 Chapter Four



The first couple of days were torture. Larry had tried texting and calling June but got no answer. It was impossible to focus at work. After work, he didn’t do much in those first few days but drink whiskey while sitting at the computer, waiting on the first Zoom call invitation.



He thought about hitting up some gambling websites but managed to refrain.



Finally, he got the invite. When Zoom launched, all Larry could see at first was Howard. He was sitting in front of the cam without a shirt, which didn’t concern Larry all that much. But then June walked into the frame from the left, and she was entirely nude. This concerned Larry quite a lot. She leaned over, holding herself up by her arms on Howard’s bare shoulder. She smiled into the camera.



“Hi, honey,” she said.



He couldn’t respond.



“Just wanted you to see June’s doing okay,” Howard said. “I’m taking excellent care of her.”



She giggled. “That’s so true. He totally is!”



What the fuck had happened to his wife?



“Why are you naked?” Larry finally managed.



“No need for clothes,” June replied. “Howard keeps everything here perfect, so we don’t need clothes.”



“You mean, like the temperature?” Larry asked.



“That’s exactly what she means,” Howard replied, smirking.



“Larry, have you been drinking?” June asked.



“A little,” he replied. He was going to need more after this.



“Just don’t do anything stupid,” she told him. “Like bet on shit you can’t win. Unless you want Howard here to bail you out again.”



“We’re going to sign off now,” Howard said, standing up. Larry gasped when his flaccid penis entered the frame. Even soft, it was several inches longer than Larry’s.



“See you in a few days!” June said, giggling. She shut down the call.



 



---



 



It was a week before he heard from June again. He was lying on the floor next to the computer desk, hungover, when he heard the Zoom notification. He knocked the chair over, trying to pull himself up.



When he finally got his ass in the chair, he opened the Zoom call. June was sitting there this time, her breasts still on full display. She was shaking her head as soon as the call started.



“I am so disappointed in you,” she said. “You’ve been gambling again.”



“What?” he asked. How did she know?



She answered his unasked question: “I checked our bank account. I see the transactions and… I am so disappointed in you, Larry.”



“I’m sorry,” he said, on the verge of tears.



“Sorry isn’t going to cut it this time,” she said. “Howard wants to show you the true consequences of what you’ve done. I told him I didn’t think you were ready to see it, but he insisted.”



“And I always get what I want!” came Howard’s voice from off-camera.



“See what?” Larry asked. But he knew.



Howard came into the frame. Well, his massive cock did, anyway. It was about eye level with June. She looked at it, smiled, and looked back to the camera.



“This is on you,” she said. “I’m doing this because of what you did, Larry. I need you to remember that, no matter how much it looks like I’m enjoying it. I wouldn’t even be here if you hadn’t almost ruined us.”



With that, she turned her full attention on Howard’s prick, which wasn’t even fully erect. She grabbed it with one hand and his balls with the other. After only a moment of her ministrations, it was rock hard, and she took it into her mouth.



With panicked breaths, Larry watched his beautiful wife do for this relative stranger something she had very rarely done for him. And she did it enthusiastically. Very enthusiastically.



Her hands never left his cock or balls as she moved her sloppy mouth over his dick. Saliva dripped from her lips as she moaned, almost as if she were getting physically aroused by doing this to him. Occasionally, Howard would reach for June’s tits, pinching and twisting her nipples and eliciting a high-pitched squeal from Larry’s wife.



Larry sat there, transfixed, watching someone who could not possibly have been his wife service another man’s cock so gloriously. He was going to be sick; he could feel vomit rising into his throat already.



When he realized his own much smaller penis was hard as a rock as well, he turned to the side and threw up all over the floor.



June must have heard him vomit. She pulled away from Howard’s cock to look at the camera. “You need to clean that up,” she scolded, still stroking Howard.



“I’m going to come soon,” Howard told her.



She giggled. Still looking at Larry, she said, “Don’t you dare look away. If you do, we’ll come over there and fuck on our bed.”



Howard grabbed June’s head--a little too roughly, if you asked Larry about it--and pulled it to him, so her mouth wrapped around his cock. He held onto the sides of her head, his fingers buried into her jet black hair, and rammed into her face with all his might.



Before he knew it, Larry’s hand found his own zipper, and then his cock was in his hand, and then he was stroking it as if what he was watching was just another video on Pornhub. He still felt sick to his stomach, felt like someone had punched him right in his gut, but he couldn’t help himself.



On the screen, Howard grunted. June’s head pulled back slightly but noticeably, and Larry realized the other man had just filled his wife’s mouth with cum.



It was too much for Larry. He came when he saw Howard’s jizz seeping out of June’s mouth. Larry’s cum flew straight up, landing almost entirely on his black t-shirt.



June wiped her mouth and coughed. Howard started laughing.



“Hey, babe, I think your husband came, too,” he said.



June looked at the camera, licking the cum that was on her lips. She burst out laughing.



“I had no idea you were going to enjoy that,” she said. “This was supposed to be a punishment!”



“Maybe we should punish him by not letting him watch,” Howard suggested.



“No,” Larry whispered.



“What was that, honey?” June asked. “You want to see more?”



Larry felt tears welling up in his eyes as he nodded his head.



“We’ll talk about it,” Howard said. “Maybe next time you can see me fuck her ass. She really seems to like that.”



Something she’d
 never
 let Larry do. It was like a knife stabbed right through his heart.



“This isn’t going to make you start gambling even more, is it, honey?” June asked. “If Howard has to save your ass again, well… he’ll have mine even longer.”







 Chapter Five



A few more days went by with no contact from June and Howard. Larry occupied himself with whiskey and his other addiction, reasoning things couldn’t get worse at this point.



He was wrong about that.



He answered the Zoom call to see June sitting there, her perfect breasts still out and an angry look on her face.



“You can’t help yourself, can you?” she asked.



“I guess not,” he said.



“You’ve already spent, what, $10,000 again? After Howard’s gift?”



Howard’s gift.
 Larry almost laughed.



“For someone who gambles so much, you’d think he’d eventually learn how to do it better,” Howard said, unhelpfully, off-camera.



“I’m afraid this calls for more punishment,” June said.



Howard sighed. “Ass-fucking?” he asked. His heart skipped a beat; was he actually looking forward to that?



“We’re beyond ass-fucking,” Howard said, still off-camera.



“Howard is going to bail you out again,” June said. “And in exchange, I’m going to give him something he’s never had.”



Larry was aware of sweat on his forehead. “What’s that?”



“A gangbang.”



“That’s too much,” Larry said. “Please.”



June smiled. “Sorry, dear, you did this, remember? Do you want to know how Howard is selecting the other… participants in this gangbang?”



Larry shook his head, but June told him anyway.



“He’s scrolling through the contacts on my phone right now,” she said, “and randomly tapping names. Obviously, we’ll skip any of my family members but other than that… I’m going to call any person he picks and offer them a spot in the show.”



“We’ll keep at it until we get at least four that say yes,” Howard said.



Ignoring Howard, Larry asked, “Show?”



June laughed. “Of course, honey. I wouldn’t let you miss it. And you wouldn’t want that, either, would you?”



Larry was too ashamed to answer the question.



 



---



 



The next few days went by in a blur. Larry found it almost impossible to think about anything but June’s “show” and began neglecting his job even more than he had been. He even called out sick three days in a row, which was something he’d never done. The only thing that seemed to calm him was “betting on shit he can’t win,” as June so charmingly put it, so he did some more of that.



He did manage to go to work on the day of the show, but he didn’t know it was the big day until a conversation with his boss.



“Having a tough time lately?” Jared said, coming into Larry’s office without knocking.



Larry thought Jared was asking because he’d been out sick, which was odd because Jared never showed an ounce of empathy for his subordinates. He was the epitome of the bad boss: unlikable, full of himself, only concerned with how he could use others to get ahead in the world.



“A little bit,” Larry answered truthfully.



“Maybe it’ll all be over soon,” Jared said.



I doubt it,
 Larry thought. “Yeah, maybe,” he said.



“Well, I’m heading out early,” Jared said. “Got some big plans for tonight. You should head home early, too. You know, in case you’re still not feeling well.”



Nothing Jared said should have made Larry suspicious, but for some reason, he knew precisely what Jared’s big plans were. He didn’t know for sure that June had Jared’s contact info in her phone, but he was willing to bet she did.



Jared hadn’t been gone for five minutes when June called Larry and told him to be at his computer at 7pm that evening. When he asked her if Jared was part of her show, she laughed.



“Damn him for spoiling that surprise,” she said. “Good thing it’s not the only one I’ve got in store for you.”









 Chapter Six



Larry had the Zoom application open and watched the clock in the bottom right-hand corner of his computer screen tick over to 7pm. He jumped when the meeting invitation came through even though he’d been expecting it.



He accepted the invitation, and his wife’s face filled the screen.



“Hi, honey,” she said. She sounded very sweet.



“Hi,” he said. He sounded, he was sure, very nervous.



“Everybody ready to get started?” Howard asked off-screen.



Larry heard mumbled voices of agreement in the background as June said, “I know I am. How about you, dear?”



Larry only nodded. It seemed to be the only thing he could do.



June stood up and turned her back to the camera. Larry sighed, her bare ass filling the screen as she moved away from the computer. Larry could see she was now in a bedroom, and she lay back on the bed, her ass on the edge and her legs dangling off.



Howard moved onscreen and sat on the bed next to June. He rubbed her breasts for a moment before moving both hands down to either side of her glistening pussy and spreading her lower lips so Larry could get a good view.



“Okay, who’s first?” Howard asked.



“I’ll go first,” said a voice Larry instantly recognized.



When his brother, Vick, stepped into view, his erect cock swinging in front of him, Larry suddenly found his voice.



“You said you weren’t allowing family!” he protested.



“I said
 my
 family members,” June said. “Not yours.”



“Hey, buddy,” Vick said to Larry. “No hard feelings, okay?”



He didn’t wait for Larry to respond. Instead, he moved between June’s legs, obscuring her luscious cunt with his hairy ass.



“Oh, God, Larry,” June called out at what must have been the exact moment of penetration. “Your brother is so much bigger than you!”



The other men in the room, still off-screen, had a good laugh at that.



Larry watched in abject terror as his brother pounded away at his wife, grunting and groaning while June yelped and laughed. After a few moments, she reached down and started stroking Howard’s cock. Jared climbed onto the bed on the other side and moved close to June’s head. Vick’s body was still in the way, but the telltale sounds of slurping made it clear to Larry that June was sucking his boss’s cock.



Larry didn’t know exactly when he got his own cock out and started stroking it, but there it was, all four inches of it, moving back and forth in the grip of his sweaty hand.



With a loud grunt, Vick stopped moving and collapsed on top of June. He lay there for a moment before getting up. When he did, a stream of his cum flowed out of June and onto the bedsheets below.



Just as Vick moved out of the way, Jared unloaded his cock into June’s mouth and onto her face. She coughed, trying to swallow what Larry’s boss had given her, and her body shook. More of Vick’s cum leaked out of her pussy.



Larry came all over himself.



And unlike the group on the computer screen, which included two other men who Larry didn’t even know, he was done for the evening. The others were just getting started.









 




 Epilogue



After the gangbang, Larry figured he’d seen the worst of it, but he was wrong. Every Zoom call seemed more depraved than the last, and Larry had run out of things to imagine what Howard and others might be doing with his wife. He didn’t need to imagine because he saw everything.



He lost count of the number of times he saw Howard fuck every hole June had. He lost count of the number of different men June serviced, all under the watchful eye of Howard. He lost count of the number of times June orgasmed, but he was positive it was more than he’d ever made her come in their entire time together.



The humiliation was almost unbearable.



Larry was getting better at gambling, though. Any day now, he would start making money and not have to ask Howard for more…
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