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1.     Turbulence

She was exhausted and panting heavily.
“Almost there!” yelled the guy fucking her in the doggy style position. He had kneeled behind her and was trying to thrust, but she was struggling to stand on all fours.
“I can’t!” the woman muttered with a raspy voice and collapsed face down. The cock of her lover sprang free from her pussy.
Looking tired and despondent, the man took a deep breath and wiped the sweat off his forehead. He adjusted the glistening condom on his erect dick and looked with pity at the woman prostrated in front of him.
A man with a screechy voice shouted, “Just hold on a little longer, Cora! We need to finish the test. Please!”
“Cara!” the woman murmured.
“What?” the same man asked.
“My name is Cara, Dr Pembroke,” Cara replied and tried to get up.
“Yes, Cara!” Dr Pembroke said. “Just a little longer! A few more minutes, and Jason will cum! Please!”
Jason looked at Cara again. She had barely managed to get onto her elbows, and her shaking muscles began giving way. He felt sorry for her and said, “Hold on, Cara! I’ll help you up!”
Jason hooked his arms under her stomach and tried to pull her up. The poor woman was sweating so profusely that his hands slipped off her belly. Jason made another attempt. He leaned forward, wrapped both his arms around her from behind and locked his hands on her chest, squeezing her boobs. He managed to pull her up this time, and Cara steadied herself on all fours.
Dr Pembroke shouted, “Jason, careful! You pulled the scope out of her pussy.” A second later, Dr Pembroke’s screechy voice came again. “Hold on!” There was some huffing and puffing before Dr Pembroke said, “I’ll hold it in place for you!” Then after some rustling, he added, “There you go!”
The camera operator focused on Cara’s vulva and Jason’s penis from underneath, showing Jason spreading Cara’s legs apart and another man’s hand, presumably Dr Pembroke’s, pressed against Cara’s pubic bone, holding a cord coming out of her vagina.
Dr Pembroke started issuing commands. “Insert your penis slowly! Be careful! Slowly, Jason! Watch the cord! Slowly!”
The massive cock gently slid into Cara’s vagina.
“All in?” Dr Pembroke asked.
Jason grunted. “Yeah, all in!”
The camera operator moved the camera away from Cara’s crotch and showed her face. Cara flinched as Jason began thrusting. Strands of wet hair were stuck on her forehead and cheeks, some going into her mouth. Cara tried to blow the strands away but couldn’t, so she gave up and focused on the task of staying still as much as possible while Jason was pumping away in her pussy.
“Hold on, Jason!” Dr Pembroke shouted yet again. “Let me push the plug in; it got loose. Open your ass cheeks!”
“For fuck’s sake!” Jason shouted in anger. “I was hired to fuck, not to be shoved butt plugs in my ass!”
Dr Pembroke said in a patronising tone, “Well, you signed the contract! As I always say, read the small letters; they are there to be read too!”
“Ugh!” Jason groaned.
“There you go! All in!” Dr Pembroke said, sounding somewhat jovial.
The operator moved the camera to Jason, just in time to catch Dr Pembroke slapping Jason’s ass cheek lightly and saying, “Go on, Jason! Start fucking her! The clock is running!”
Jason swore again but resumed fucking Cara at pace, slamming his belly and crotch against her buttocks and thighs.
***
Someone pulled the earphone out of my ear. I looked up at the intruder. It was my wife.
I was sitting in seat A, and Jessica, who was seated in C, leaned towards me over the empty seat B between us, closed the screen of my laptop and whispered, “Honey, do you have to watch this right now?”
“Sorry, hon!” I said and took the other earphone out of my ear. “Jenkins sent me the video just before we boarded the plane. He wants me to come up with ‘ten short, catchy descriptions of the product’—his words—for his board meeting tomorrow morning at nine o’clock. London time! I have to watch it to get ideas.”
Jess smiled at me. “Yeah, but on the plane? You have to do it after we land!”
I put my tray table up and tucked the laptop in the seat pocket in front of me.
I leaned my head against the window and prepared to take a nap. However, my wife tapped me on the knee. I looked at her again. She seemed determined not to let me watch the video nor to let me sleep.
Jess smiled and asked me, “Hon, why is the lab on a small island in the Caribbean?”
“To be able to hire couples for the tests on the cheapish,” I replied and grinned. Then I added, “Also, regulation. I guess. Not many places allow the type of research they do, hon.”
“Yeah, it is an unusual product,” Jess said. “When you told me about it, I must admit, I thought of telling you to turn down the offer. But then, with the pandemic and all, you haven’t got many contracts.”
“Well, it’s easy money for a two-day trip, hon. I am only preparing an article for the journal and putting together the product description. But to be honest with you, I wouldn’t have accepted the contract when I heard what it was about if I hadn’t worked with the team for many years. I was intrigued. When they were about to disappear back in May, I asked each of them where they were going, and none of them wanted to tell me. Only Wills pulled me in the corridor and said, ‘It’s a big thing, Adam! It’s a three months’ assignment. We’ll be developing a new sex toy on an exotic island in the Caribbean!’
“And I was: ‘Huh? I thought you were a pharmaceutical company?’
“And he goes, looking around scared as if someone could overhear him: ‘I would have told you what it is about, but the new boss is vicious. He wants to keep it secret from our contractors. I am sure you’ll find out in due course, matey!’
“I was pissed off, Jess! I mean, what contractor was I? I worked with these guys almost as a perm, and to abandon me in the middle of the pandemic? No furlough, no nothing! I hate this new boss, Mr Jenkins! Everyone hates him. He is a bully. I mean, who insists on calling them Mister these days? He’s not only a bully. He is a misogynist. He let go of two female colleagues in his first week with the company. Both of them were in tears. And they were both experienced permanent staff. Well, he didn’t like contractors either. He let go of Cyril and me a week later. When Jenkins called me on Monday, I was about to hang up on him, but then I thought, ‘He must be desperate to be calling me after what we said to each other on my last day. Maybe it’s a good chance to get some fat fees!’ and I was right. The pay is good. But it is going to be a test of my nerves. I can barely stand him. He is so condescending and arrogant.” I sighed, then added, “At least he didn’t mind it when I asked him if I could take you with me! He even agreed to pay for your ticket!”
Jess had listened to my rambling patiently and now said, “I know, hon, it’s a good contract. But we need to be discreet about it. That video? Don’t know what scientific research it is! Pure porn if you ask me! If people learn about it, I don’t know if you want to put on the line your reputation over this. I mean, it’s—”
“I know, Jess! Writing about a sex toy, or a product as Jenkins calls it, bothers me too. But I guess he is right. Once the world learns that the new Viagra is out there, we will be making history! Jenkins admitted it was not his cup of tea either, but this was the first time he was developing something as groundbreaking as this sex product. He believes this will be the biggest breakthrough in the sex industry and sex medicine ever since Viagra. That’s why he is so keen to complete the final product test by tomorrow. They want to submit the article for peer review by the end of the week.”
Jess smiled understandingly and said, “I know you have to work to tight deadlines, but can you watch it in the villa? I wasn’t watching it, yet I was getting embarrassed knowing what you were doing! Please!”
“OK,” I murmured and smiled. I leaned against the window and shut my eyes as I prepared to take a nap, but there was a massive jolt, then another one.
The captain turned on the ‘Fasten seat belt’ sign. The flight attendant announced that the captain had switched the ‘Fasten seat belt’ sign on as if we didn’t see it. She explained that we were flying into an area of turbulence and had to return to our seats and do the usual things reminding the passengers that air travel is still not perfected. I didn’t want to hit my head against the window frame, so I sat up straight.
The plane began being tossed around violently. It’s gonna be bumpy! I thought and grabbed the armrests. I had travelled a lot in my very first job, so I was not afraid of flying. However, this time it was indeed bumpy. Part of me questioned my decision to take up this ‘unusual’ contract, for which I had to travel to a place in the middle of nowhere. And on top of that, take my wife with me, risking her life in a plane crash!
To be fair to me, I had invited Jess to come with me on the trip because it was a good opportunity to take her on a short break. She was between jobs, and my mum had agreed to look after our two daughters, seven and five, for three days. So why not help Jess take her mind off the job search? As for the questionable nature of the contract? Yes, this was the first time I had such a contract. The company of which Jenkins had become the new CEO was on the verge of a breakthrough in a very niche market. They were about to come up with a unique product: a male butt plug that was supposed to replace Viagra.
“No chemicals, no side effects,” Jenkins had said to me when he called me. “Just stimulating the prostate in such a way that erection is maintained for a long time, orgasms are powerful and, most importantly, they are multiple because the refractory period is shortened to less than eight minutes! The butt plug guarantees three orgasms in an hour, but four is the norm!”
Jenkins wanted to start mass production in a month, and for that to happen, they needed to complete the final trial. They were going to do this final test in their lab on an isolated island in the Caribbean, which sounded quite exotic. That was why I had taken my wife with me, hoping we would have time to pop out to the beach in between work. It should have been feasible to visit the beach because we were staying in a large secluded villa on the same beach, and the lab was built inside the villa. They had hired an independent specialist to oversee the test and certify the results, Dr Pembroke—the guy who had managed the previous tests and whom I had the pleasure of watching in the video. I was contracted on short notice to witness the test, a very unusual requirement, and help them prepare a publication about the results in a scientific journal. I was also expected to write a catchy product description for their marketing campaign.
The seven people who had worked on the plug for the past two months were in the villa. I knew most of the guys in the team very well because I had worked with the company on and off over the years, helping them market various pharmaceutical products. I liked working with the guys, but Jenkins did not renew my contract when he took over in May. For the actual sex during the test, five guys and a woman were hired, and they were expected to arrive at the same time as us. Dr Pembroke was already on the island and had prepared everything for the test, so we should have been good to go the moment we got there.
While I was clutching the armrests, I questioned the rationale of my decision to take the contract. However, I was too harsh on myself. Jess and I needed the money. After two months of hiatus from work, I was desperate to have a job. And that was an easy job. I was looking forward to doing some work and relaxing a bit, or rather the other way round—relaxing and doing a little bit of work, because I felt my assignment was way too easy for the money they would pay me. What I had to do was to watch some live porn for money! Well, I had to write a product description after I had witnessed the test. I hoped to do it quickly and go to the beach with my wife the next day before we flew back to London. I was going to work on the article at home. All was looking good, and the only fly in the ointment was the forecasted hurricane that could spoil our beach plans and possibly delay our departure. Jenkins had also complicated my plans a bit. Just before Jess and I had boarded the plane, he had sent me a video of one of the preliminary tests they had done a week earlier and requested that I send him versions of the product description by 10 pm London time for his board meeting the next day at 9 am. Jenkins could not wait for the final test, and I had to come up with catchy product descriptions based on the video.




2.     Capsized

“Capsized!” Jenkins shouted in rage. “And now what?!? I want solutions! I’ll fire you all, you useless. . . . “
He didn’t finish his sentence but knocked something off his desk in his fury. He got up and disappeared from the screen. We heard him throwing things in his office in a fit of anger.
The team around the table looked at each other, scared and hushed up. Wills muted the Zoom call and said, “How is this our fault that the fucking boat capsized?”
I looked at my wife, worried that she had to endure Jenkins throwing his toys out of the pram. She was not supposed to be dragged into the stressful business meeting, but we had not had time to go to our room. They had taken me straight from the boat to attend the conference call with Jenkins because he wanted to talk to me about presenting the product descriptions to his board meeting instead of him. They had dragged my wife with me in the whole rush. However, the bad news of the boat with the “trial volunteers” had just broken out when we entered the room, and Jenkins went mad.
Jess reached under the table, grabbed my hand, and squeezed it. We smiled at each other reassuringly. My wife looked stunning in her white plunge halter neck crop top and high waist pleated hem denim miniskirt. Despite the tense atmosphere in the room, she attracted quite a few glances from around the table. I thought with satisfaction: I can only be proud of my beautiful wife.
“Well,” Pembroke said, “Mr Jenkins should be grateful that they are safe. Otherwise, the failure of the test would have been the least of his worries. He would have had to deal with a loss of life.”
Wills sighed. “Yeah, you are right, Dr Pembroke. But Mr Jenkins is. . . , well, you know how he is.”
“Is there really no chance for them to come tomorrow morning?” Pembroke asked. “We could postpone the product trial to tomorrow, I guess.”
“Not with the hurricane coming. Adam’s boat was the last one allowed in,” Fred said.
Jenkins came back on the call and said, visibly calmed down, “Listen! I want the test done today. I don’t care how you do it! I want the results documented tonight! I am telling the board the article will be submitted on time, and our marketing campaign will start on Monday.”
“But, Mr Jenkins,” Wills said and cleared his throat nervously. “We won’t be able to hire anyone on this island on such short notice. With the stigma around our work, the locals won’t even want to hear about it, let alone take part in sex toy tests. And there are not many people here anyway.”
Jenkins shook his head and pursed his lips before he said, “I don’t care! You are seven men there. Come on! One of you shoves the plug into his ass and does the test! You know the cheques I am writing, don’t you? So, team, do it!” Then he turned to Pembroke, “Dr Pembroke, you can use one of the team, can’t you?”
“Umm, yes, I can do a random pick as if the five men were here, even better, the sampling frame from the team will be larger,” Pembroke said.
Fred interjected, “Mr Jenkins, you know that the scientific journal won’t accept orgasms through masturbation. We advertise the product to heterosexual couples for intercourse, not for—”
“Fuck a woman, Fred! Fuck a woman!” Jenkins shouted, and foam appeared at the corners of his mouth. ”I am standing in front of the board tomorrow morning to defend multimillion investment, and you complain that you have to fuck a woman! For fuck’s sake! Since when fucking is an unpleasant thing? We won’t tell your wife, don’t you worry! Put the plug in your ass and fuck, Fred! Take one for the team!”
“Mr Jenkins!” Wills raised his hand like a schoolboy and said, “There is no woman! We are men only on the team. There is no one else in the villa.”
“There is a woman!” Jenkins shouted. “She is sitting right next to you!”
All eyes fell on Jess. I was gobsmacked and looked at my wife with my jaw hanging down. There was complete silence in the room. Initially, Jess seemed not to understand what Jenkins was suggesting, but after a few seconds, it came to her, and she squealed, “No! No way!” She waved her hands and shouted, “No! Are you crazy?”
Pembroke said to her, “You are the only woman here, Jess. We have to produce results in less than 12 hours!”
“No way!” my wife shouted and got up from her chair.
“No fucking way, mate!” I said and got up too.
“Hold on! Hold on, Adam! Jessica, hold on!” Jenkins shouted from the Zoom window, then he smiled and added in a soft voice, “Jessica, right? Listen! Take one for the team.”
“My wife is not part of the team, Mr Jenkins!” I shouted at him.
“Now she is, Adam. As you are!” he said with confidence.
I shook my head, but before I was able to tell him to fuck himself, Jenkins said in a very calm voice, “You know the figure in your contract, Adam, don’t you? I am sure you have told your wife how much I am paying you. So she knows what I mean when I say to you now that I am altering the contract and the figure you have there, well, multiply it by five! Yes, you heard me right, by five! I am saying it in front of witnesses, so it has a legal value, but I will get Angie to e-mail you the new contract signed by me right away!”
Jess and I looked at each other.
Jenkins got up from his chair and said, “All right, folks! Make it happen!”
Then he hung up.
Pembroke scratched his head and said, “Hm, in that case, we can do the test today as planned!” He clasped his hands together and rubbed them as he turned to my wife. “Jessica, can we start in”—Pembroke looked at the wall clock—“let’s say an hour? Let me debrief you, but there’s not much you need to do, to be honest, just wash yourself down there, I guess, come down in the lab, relax and—”
“No, you perv!” Jess shrieked. “Adam and I are not going to fuck in front of you!”
“I am not plugging that thing in my ass,” I said and pointed at a butt plug that was lying on the table in front of us, assuming that it was the product that we were supposed to test.
Pembroke shook his head. “No, Adam, you are not! It has to be a randomised test. A wife and a husband isn’t exactly randomised, is it? Why do you think we hired five guys who didn’t know the woman? Well, until they were all put on the same boat, but no one would listen to me!” Pembroke looked at Wills with a critical gaze but then waved his hand and said, “Anyway! We hired complete strangers to make sure we pick randomly one guy out of the five who will have sex with a woman they have not been with before!”
“Hold on! What exactly do you mean?” Jess asked.
Pembroke smiled at my wife before he said, “Jessica, it’s a male product, and the test subject has to be randomly selected. The woman is only a facilitator, so to speak. It’s fine to be done with only one woman, but I need to choose a man randomly.”
“What are you trying to say, Dr Pembroke?” I asked.
“I am saying that you shouldn’t be the one having sex with Jessica. She will need to do it with Fred, Johny, Steve, Lawrence, Frank, Ronan, or Wills,” Pembroke said, pointing at each of the seven guys sitting around the table and smiling as if he were a teacher explaining something trivial to some slow students.
“No!” Jess squalled.
“Jess is my wife, for fuck’s sake!” I shouted.
Jess and I almost tripped over each other, trying to get out of the same door at the same time. We literally ran to the lobby where we had left our luggage when they had rushed us into the conference room.
“These fuckers!” I shouted, shaking my head as I pulled out my phone. “Hon, I am gonna see if we can find a hotel on this fucking island to stay until tomorrow morning.”
Jess wasn’t listening to me. She sat down on the sofa, rested her head on the backrest and buried her face in her hands. She stretched out her slender legs, not caring that her miniskirt rode up her thighs, flashing her white thong.
I didn’t have time to ogle my wife’s exposed thighs or to gawk at her cameltoe, protruding from the tiny triangle of her panties. I had to find a hotel to stay in for the night as I assumed my contract was over, and it would be intolerable for Jess and me to stay under the same roof with Jenkins’s people. However, before I went on Safari, I decided to check if Jenkins had really thought we would accept his indecent proposal and had sent me a new contract. I opened my e-mail app on my mobile phone, and there was an e-mail with an attachment from Jenkins. I opened the attachment, and yes, the amount he had signed was indeed five times my original fee.
“Twenty-five thousand!” I said and closed the document. “I am not getting my wife fucked for twenty-five thousand! However good the money is.”
Jess looked up at me with her big blue eyes and sighed, making her chest move up and down. Her B-size natural breasts bulged out the fabric of her crop top, accentuating her perky nipples. Her face was still flushed with emotion. My wife was blessed with smooth white skin and a pretty face with high cheekbones, a straight nose, narrow jawline, and full lips, and the glow of emotions only highlighted her natural beauty. Jess looked so pretty and sexy that I felt my cock growing hard in my shorts. She brushed aside her wavy shoulder-length black hair, revealing her long neck and massaged her nape as she reflected on what I had just said.
She sighed again. Then she sat up and said quietly, “No!” She paused and rubbed the exposed part of her well-toned stomach, just around her belly button, as she thought for a second before she added, “Twenty five thousand is a handsome amount, but for what price! No, we can’t do it!”
“Yeah, for what price!” I said in a lamenting voice.
We heard someone walking in the corridor, and we looked at the door. It was Wills, followed by Pembroke. They stood at the door.
I stared at Wills for a few seconds, wondering what I should tell him considering the circumstances, and eventually said, “Wills, it’s outrageous, mate! It’s—”
“I know, matey!” Wills said and stepped forward. Then he cleared his throat and said, “But, Adam! Before walking away from the offer, please look at what the boss has sent you! He texted me a figure, which is. . . , well, look at it!”
I put my laptop bag over my shoulder and said, “In that case, you know my fee! I’ll be honest with you, Wills! Twenty-five thousand is a lot of money for me, yes! But Jess—”
“No!” Wills shouted. “Look at the most recent e-mail from Mr Jenkins! I called him and told him you guys walked away. He sent you another e-mail, he copied me. Open it!”
I looked at my mobile phone screen and refreshed my e-mail box. There was a new e-mail from Jenkins. I opened it and opened the attachment. I scrolled down to the page where my final remuneration was written, and my eyes went big! When Jess saw my reaction, she got up from the sofa and came to me. She looked at my phone screen, and her jaw dropped. Jenkins had signed-off a contract for two hundred thousand pounds, payable to me immediately upon confirmation by the independent specialist of the test completion. Upon publishing the article, I would get another fifty thousand pounds.
My wife’s breathing accelerated, and she rubbed her collarbone nervously as we stared at the figure. We both realised that the money was too much to turn down like that. I was feeling dizzy, and my hand began shaking.
Jess grabbed my wrist and whispered, “It’s a lot of money, honey!”
“I know,” I said, barely able to hear my own voice.
I swallowed and turned to Wills. “I won’t be able to look into your eyes, Wills! Or anyone else’s to that matter if I know that they fucked my wife. It will be awful!”
Jess let go of my hand and looked at Pembroke. She asked him, “Dr Pembroke, is there any way that Adam and I do it?”
Pembroke shook his head and replied, “I am afraid there isn’t. Sorry! But, Jessica, you and Adam are looking at the whole thing the wrong way. You shouldn’t look at it as having sex but more like going to the gynaecologist. You’ll be doing it for science.”
“Science or no science, Dr Pembroke,” I said, “I will know the guy. He won’t be some faceless robot or something! He has a name, a face, you know. A man of flesh, with a body, with emotions! Someone whom I know! When I look into his eyes, I will know he has enjoyed the pleasure of being with my wife! I’ve worked with these guys and will work with them on this project and other projects. It will be a big problem.”
“What if neither you nor Jessica knows who of the seven men here does it?” Pembroke asked and looked at me, then at Jess.
We heard the whistling sounds of the wind outside. It looked like they had forecast correctly, and the hurricane was picking up.
Jess and I stood silent, and Pembroke continued trying to persuade us to take up the outrageous offer. “Think about it, Adam! Jessica is blindfolded, alone in the lab. I choose one of the guys and take him to her. They have sex, no talking. I observe the test and take the measurements. They have sex again; I do the measurements again. Then we do it again, and that’s all! I will be the only one who will know who had sex with Jessica and, of course, the guy who fucked her. Sorry, did the test with her!”
“It won’t work! They’ll see him going with you! They’ll tell me,” I said, raising my voice. “Also, he’ll tell me! He’ll boast to me, to the others. They talk to each other! Everyone will know! No!”
Pembroke shook his head and said in a confident voice, “No, they won’t do any of that! I’ll make them all sign confidentiality agreements, so no one will tell anyone whether they did it or not. They’ll not see whom I am taking with me either. We have ten rooms in this compound, plus the lab. Before we start the test, each of the guys will be in a separate room. I will lock them; no phones, no communication, nothing! I will make a random pick and take the guy to Jess in the lab. The other men will stay locked in their rooms for the duration of the test. As I said, only the guy who does it and I will know. I am bound by confidentiality as a scientist, so don’t worry about me. Yes, you will know that one of the seven guys fucked your wife, Adam, but you won’t know who. She will know one of them did it but won’t know who he was either.”
I thought for a second and then said, “I am not leaving my wife alone in the room with you and one of them!”
“It’s not a problem at all!” Pembroke said, confident as ever. “You can be blindfolded too. Hold her hand; the two of you can talk, kiss if you want!” He stopped talking and thought for a few seconds before he said, “Actually, now that I think about it. The lab is a fully equipped medical room with privacy curtains and all! We can use the curtains, and I have an idea exactly how! You know what? It’s better that way, actually! Here it is! You and Jessica will watch TV, yes, porn so that she gets in the mood, you know. We’ll use the sofa. She will kneel on the edge of the sofa, facing the backrest and leaning her arms on the backrest, will stick her backside out a little and will be watching TV. We’ll draw the curtains across the sofa seat so that she is covered by them from the waist up and only her bum is, well, you know. . . , exposed. You can sit next to her behind the curtains too. The guy comes in and does Jessica from behind.”
“I saw the previous test!” I said. “With all those cables and cords—”
“I know what you saw!” Pembroke smiled at me. “There won’t be any cables this time, Adam! I am just timing it! We are past the research phase. This is a certification test. The objective is to prove that the plug helps the guy get an erection quickly, keep it longer, and do it at least three times in succession. I will time how long the guy lasts before cumming. Then I will measure the refractory period, then how long it takes for the guy to cum again. I’ll measure again how long it takes until he gets it up, then he fucks her for the third time, I’ll time it, and that’s it! Three rounds in an hour are enough to certify the product. Time permitting, we’ll do a fourth round, but we’ll see. As long as you or Jessica doesn’t pull the curtains open or otherwise peek behind them, you two won’t even know it is being done. Well, Jessica will feel it, he-he, but she will be watching TV. So, it’s like nothing! He-he!”
Wills came to me and put his hand on my shoulder. He said, “Think about it! You’ll get rich, mate! And at the same time, you will fulfil your fantasy!”
So far, Jess had been listening carefully to the conversation between Pembroke and me, but now she asked, “What fantasy?”
Wills had referred to my cuckold fantasy of watching my wife fucked by another man. Once he and I had gone for drinks after work, and we had got drunk. We talked about all sorts of things, one thing leading to another, and I confessed to him that I had a fantasy of watching my wife with another guy but would never have the courage to tell her that.
Wills realised from my wife’s reaction that I still had not shared my fantasy with her, so he tried to cover up his blunder and said, “To meet Batman!”
He let go of my shoulder, went to the desk in the corner, and opened the top drawer. He took out a mask. It was a full overhead Batman mask.
“The guy will wear this Batman mask!” Wills said triumphantly and put the mask on. He opened his arms and said in a Batman voice, “I’m Batman!”
The Batman mask suited Wills. He was a big guy with broad shoulders and a massive chest. He could have auditioned for the Batman role if he were an actor.
“Yeah, great! My wife will be fucked by Batman!” I said and shook my head. “This is not a laughing matter, Wills!”
“No! I am serious, matey! Look!” Wills said as he pointed at his mask. “It’s an added safety feature. Even if you glimpse at him, you’ll only see his mouth. You won’t be able to recognise him.”
Wills was right. Only his mouth and chin were visible. The mask could hide the identity of the wearer.
Pembroke chuckled. “He-he! That’s a good idea! How come you have this mask?”
Wills removed the Batman mask and said, “Well, call us nerds, Dr Pembroke, but when seven guys are locked together for weeks, you know, they become a little naughty, he-he! Fred is a huge Batman fan, and I bought the mask as a joke present for his birthday, but, hey, it will help Adam and Jess instead!”
I slowly shook my head.
Wills walked back to me, holding the Batman mask in his hand, and said in a pleading tone, “Adam, once you told me you wanted to contribute to the team’s success. If the two of you do this now, it will be the best contribution to this team. Our bonuses and jobs depend on this project!” He pointed at my mobile phone. “I wish I was given a chance like this to earn this money, and I am sure Alex would have done it. If I were you, I would reply with a one-liner so that there is a piece of legal evidence you’ve accepted the contract.”
Wills looked at Jess and said, “Look! Jess knows this is an opportunity to get fixed for life, right Jess?”
I looked at my wife. She was standing still, staring at my phone, and biting her lower lip, thinking hard about what to do. She placed her hand on her stomach and scratched her bare skin. Still not taking her eyes off my phone, Jess hooked her fingers under the waistband of her skirt as if she wanted to push her hand into her panties and cover her pussy. Both Wills’s and Pembroke’s eyes traced her hand. They could not hide their lustful gazes. My wife’s subconscious movement betrayed her thoughts: shall she let her pussy get fucked for two hundred and fifty grand or not?
My eyes wandered down to her legs. Her miniskirt showed plenty of thigh. God! I thought. Is she not sexy? Then I looked up at her belly, bust and then her face. I knew that Jess was pretty but still loved checking her out. My wife could have easily had a career in the modelling industry if she had not become an accountant. At 33 years old, Jess looked at least five years younger. She was five feet six inches tall. My wife had a slim toned body with an hourglass shape and low hip to waist ratio, long legs, firm butt, flat stomach, and natural breasts with perky nipples, accentuated by the fact she was not wearing a bra under her tank top.
Are two hundred and fifty thousand worth sharing this treasure with a random bloke? I asked myself.
It was as if my wife had read my question. She put her hand on my shoulder and murmured, “I know, honey, but it’s a lot of money which we need. Sign it!”
“You sure, Jess?” I whispered back.
“Mmm,” she said quietly and nodded confirmatory.
I sighed. Then after a few moments of hesitation, I clicked reply, typed ‘Yes, signed by me’ and pressed the send button.
Wills smiled with satisfaction and nodded to Pembroke.
Pembroke smiled too and said, “Adam and Jess, you did the right thing. We can go straight to the lab and get this over with quickly if you wish. There is a shower there—”
“Yes, I will shower! All right?” Jess snapped at Pembroke.
“Hm!” Pembroke cleared his throat, and ignoring my wife’s annoyance with him, he turned to Wills. “Wills, can you get on with signing the confidentiality agreements? Put the papers on my desk and make the arrangements for the rooms!” Then Pembroke turned back to Jess and me. “I will check myself that everyone has signed off an agreement. I will personally take each of them and lock them in their rooms, OK?”
Both Jess and I nodded OK.
Pembroke said to Wills, “You’ve got half an hour to get all sorted out. Talk to the guys, tell them how important it is to comply! In that time, I’ll set up the lab, Jess will take a. . . .” My wife’s angry gaze made Pembroke stop midsentence and correct himself. “She will get herself ready! I will examine her and—”
“Examine me? What the fuck, Pembroke?” Jess squealed.
Pembroke gave Wills a sign to leave the lobby. Wills smiled, gave Jess and me a thumbs up and left.
Pembroke turned his attention back to my wife. “Look, Jessica, can I call you Jess?”
Jess nodded yes.
“Look,” Pembroke said, “Jess, I am a professional. I am a doctor! To be able to certify the test, I need to examine your things—”
“My things?!” Jess asked as her voice squeaked.
Pembroke took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, trying to suppress his growing frustration with my wife. ”Yes, Jess!” he said. “If we are going to do this, we have to do it properly. I need to make sure you have a vagina—”
“Of course, I have a vagina! What else do you think I have?” Jess shouted, and her face turned red, barely containing her disgust with Pembroke. She stared at him for a while before she sighed and waved her hand. “Whatever!”
“Let’s go then,” Pembroke said and headed for the door.
“Can I visit the loo first?” Jess asked and pointed at the toilet door to our left. “I badly need to pee.”
“Yes, sure!” Pembroke replied.
“I need to use it too,” I said. “We’ve been dragged to the conference room straight from the boat and had no time to visit the loo.”
Pembroke smiled and said, “Of course. Take your time! I’ll go get the lab ready and come back to collect you in, let’s say five minutes?”
“Thank you!” Jess said and hurried into the toilet.
Five minutes later, Jess and I were following Pembroke down the corridor, dragging our carry-on suitcases behind us.




3.     Getting ready

The lab was indeed properly equipped. It had a corner with a privacy screen where my wife changed into a bathrobe and went to take a shower in the nearby bathroom. A large sofa was positioned a few meters away from one of the walls and turned with its backrest towards a TV mounted on that wall. Right above the sofa, there was a set of privacy curtains hanging from a ceiling curtain track. The curtains were made of light blue opaque fabric. They had two panels, and like window drapes with a centre draw, they drew open and close from the sofa’s centre point. The curtains were positioned in such a way that they could be drawn across the sofa seats, along the length of the sofa, leaving uncovered only the edge of the seats.
“You get how we’ll do it, right?” Pembroke asked me when he saw I was looking at the curtains. He did not await my answer but proceeded to explain. “Jessica will kneel on the seat facing the backrest and will push her bum out. She will be in a sort of doggy style position. I will draw the curtains around her so that only her bum and pussy are exposed. The guy will stand behind her between her legs, lean against the edge of the seat and will fuck her standing from behind. There will be no line of sight between him and her. I suggest you kneel next to her and hold her hand for support. Or, if you want, take that chair over there”—Pembroke pointed at a chair nearby—“and sit on it in front of her.”
“I will kneel next to her on the sofa,” I said.
“Good!” Pembroke said with energy in his voice and rubbed his hands together. He looked at my face, and seeing I was nervous, he tapped me on the shoulder and added, “Relax, Adam! All will be OK!”
“What about STDs?” I asked.
“I tested all of the guys a week ago because there was this feisty fellow, Jason, I think his name was, who walked away mid testing, and we contemplated resorting to what we are doing today. We thought of doing it with one of the boys from the team and the woman, Cora! She was a good woman, stayed behind. We didn’t end up doing it because we managed to find Jason’s replacement. But then we had more time, and there was no forecast for hurricanes and storms. Anyways, the guys have had no chance of catching anything, not enough time. And good luck on this tiny island, he-he, there aren’t too many opportunities if you catch my drift”—Pembroke winked at me, then he clasped his hands together—“But in any case, we’ll use condoms. I have to measure the amount of ejaculate. Your wife is safe, Adam! Just relax, my friend!” Pembroke tapped me on my shoulder.
I didn’t like being patronised. So I stepped away from Pembroke just when Jess popped out of the bathroom, wrapped in the bathrobe. Pembroke turned around and looked at her.
She was about to head for the sofa when he said, “I suggest you put your clothes on, Jess.” 
My wife stopped walking, a little confused about what to do.
So Pembroke clarified. “If you are completely naked when the guy walks in, he might not feel at ease; it will feel too much like a medical experiment, which it is, but we still don’t want him to think about it that way and to freeze! Also, I believe a woman looks sexier in clothes! She, you Jess, need to arouse him, to make him want to take your clothes off slowly. Trigger the hunter instinct in him and—”
“I get the picture!” Jess said, raising her voice, and her lips twitched for a second before she added quietly, “I’ll put my clothes on.”
Jess turned around and headed for the privacy screen to put her clothes on, but Pembroke stopped her again by calling her name, “Jess!”
My wife turned around and looked at him. “All right! What is it now?” she asked him, losing her patience with him.
He grinned at her and said, “Not you panties! Just your skirt and tank top, please!”
Jess shook her head in frustration but turned around yet again and went behind the privacy screen.
Happy that my wife had listened to his instructions, Pembroke said to me, “Make sure you help her relax, Adam! Hold her hand, kiss her, talk to her. The guy won’t have a problem if he is a little nervous. With the butt plug in his ass, he will get an erection and maintain it and eventually will fuck your wife good. But sometimes, if the woman is not relaxed, then, well, he might struggle to penetrate her, especially if his penis is quite large and her vagina is really tight. Then even with the butt plug, he might freeze up, and the whole thing will take longer. And that would have been fine if this wasn’t a certification test. Such delays will skew the test results, and we get ourselves in a situation, which I call—”
“Look! I get it, Dr Pembroke! Jess gets it, OK?” I said, also annoyed with the man. I looked at his face and realised he was a hopeless nutcase, so I softened my tone when I said to him, “I know you are a scientist, and I am sure you are trying to put Jess and me at ease by explaining the details, but the way you talk makes us feel awful. Can you be a bit more considerate and not so explicit? Especially in front of my wife!”
“Hm! Yes!” Pembroke agreed with me. “You are making a valid point. Sorry! I’ll try!”
Jess stepped out from behind the privacy screen, barefooted and dressed only in her tank top and miniskirt as instructed.
“You can now get yourself ready on the sofa, Jess,” Pembroke said, smiling friendly at her.
My wife stretched her hand to me and said, “Come with me, hon!”
I went to her, and she took my hand. She led me to the sofa, and we sat down on it.
Pembroke disappeared for a few seconds into a nook in the wall to our left. When he came back, he was pushing a small trolley table with wheels. He had placed a notepad, a pen, and a stopwatch on the table’s top, and a camera and a tripod on the lower shelf. Pembroke parked the trolley table a couple of feet from us, took the tripod and positioned it in front of the sofa, just a little to the right of Jess and me.
He took the camera and said, “Jess, spread your legs for me to take a photo of your vulva!”
“No!” my wife squealed. She was sitting with her legs closed, but now she put her hands on her knees.
“The test protocol requires it, Jess,“ Pembroke said. “I’ll take a photo only of your labia, nothing else!”
Jess pointed at me. “Adam will take the photo!”
Pembroke threw up his hands in frustration. “Jess! I need to take the photo, not anyone else, because I put my signature on the protocol to testify that I have personally done it. And I need to examine you!”
“I don’t want you to see my pussy, you perv!” my wife squealed, and this time it was her turn to throw up her hands.
“But I will see it anyway while the guy is fucking you, won’t I?” Pembroke shouted at her but then calmed himself down. He smiled and said softly, “Jess, I’ll see your private parts because I’ll be filming the test, right? Please! Let me take the photo. Your face won’t be seen anywhere! I promise!”
Jess covered her face with her hands, put her feet on the seat and opened her legs apart. Her shaved pussy with a pencil-thin landing strip above laid bare for Pembroke’s eyes to see.
Pembroke stepped closer and kneeled down in front of my wife. He took a photo of her crotch. Then he touched her labia with the back of his hand as if to check her pussy temperature. My wife shivered at his touch but did not close her legs. Pembroke ran two fingers along her pussy lips up to her clit; he did not touch it, just brushed the clitoral hood. Then his fingers traced her pussy lips back towards her vagina. When he reached her pussy hole, he used his fingers to spread her labia majora and minora to see her vaginal opening. My wife’s inner pussy lips opened up like a flower’s petals, revealing the pink entrance to her vagina. Despite the stress surrounding this unusual vaginal exam, Jess’s pussy was glistening wet. Holding her pussy lips spread apart with one hand, Pembroke put the camera on the seat next to my wife’s hip and reached into the deep pocket of his white coat. I thought he would pull out a vaginal speculum or something to insert it into Jess’s vagina to further separate the vaginal walls, but instead, he took out a small hand-held torch and turned it on. Using the torch to lighten up my wife’s birth canal, he looked inside her vagina.
“Jess, you seem to be well lubricated, almost ready, but let me know if you need some lube,” Pembroke said as he continued to examine her vagina.
“I’ll be fine,” Jess said.
Watching this other man, albeit a doctor, touching and peeking into my wife’s pussy, was so erotic that I could not help but get an erection. I turned a little sideways, trying to hide from Pembroke that I was turned on watching him touch Jess’s private parts. It was a futile effort because he seemed too preoccupied with his work to notice my predicament anyway.
I don’t know why I did it, maybe to distract myself from the boner in my pants, but I felt obliged to interject something in the conversation and said, “Dr Pembroke, my wife has never had a problem getting wet.”
“Yeah,” he said, still looking inside Jess’s pussy. “It looks like she will get ready with just a little warm-up, though she seems to have a tight vagina for someone who has given birth. I can tell she has given birth naturally. Right, Jess?”
My wife nodded yes, still keeping her face buried in her hands, and then murmured, “Two kids.”
“A tight vagina is good, right?” I asked but then regretted my question. I was showing too much interest in these matters for a husband whose wife was about to be fucked by someone else.
“Oh, hell, yeah!” Pembroke said and looked at me with a smile. Then he chuckled. “He-he! Which man does not like to fuck a tight pussy? If she manages to relax—”
“I’ll be fine. As long as he is gentle,” Jess murmured, without uncovering her face.
“Perfect!” Pembroke said as he turned back his attention to her pussy. “I’ll tell him to go slowly. Don’t you worry, Jess!”
I expected that Pembroke would shove a finger or two into my wife’s vagina, but he didn’t. Instead, still holding her pussy lips open with one hand, he put the torch back into his pocket, grabbed the camera from the sofa seat and took another photo of her pussy. He let go of her most intimate parts and turned around.
Pembroke had tried to turn around quickly, but he was not quick enough to be able to hide from me the tent in his trousers.
He must have caught my gaze at his pants because he looked at me over his shoulder and mouthed, “It can’t be helped!”
He took some notes in his notepad and then said, “That was all, Jess! Thank you!”
My wife sighed relief and uncovered her face as she closed her legs and put her feet on the floor.
Pembroke attached the camera to the tripod. He looked at my wife and said to her, “Jess, now please kneel on the sofa, facing the backrest and lean on it. OK?”
My wife nodded OK, and the two of us got on the sofa and kneeled, facing the backrest. We looked at Pembroke over our shoulders.
He came behind my wife and bunched her skirt up around her waist, exposing her bum and pussy. Then he put his hands between her thighs and nudged her to spread her legs open as he said, “Just remember to keep your legs slightly open. That’s it!” He stepped back, looked at my wife’s backside and added, “Prop up your bum a little! That’s it, that’s it!”
Having satisfied himself that my wife had assumed the best position to get fucked from behind, he closed the curtains. Then he carefully lifted the curtain that was behind Jess to expose her backside.
We heard Pembroke clear his throat before he gave my wife some final instructions. “Jess, make sure you do not draw the curtains apart. Otherwise, well, you will see who is fucking you! If any problem, talk to me, not to the guy! OK?”
“Yes,” my wife murmured.
“Adam! You, too!” Pembroke said.
“Mmm!” I grunted in agreement.
Pembroke went in front of us and turned the TV on. He put a DVD in the player and started a porn movie.
The doctor smiled at us and said, “I’ll be back with the guy in five minutes. Please relax, Jess! This is the only thing I want you to do. Watch the movie and relax. Ah! One more thing! He might need some inspiration. So don’t get spooked if he reaches from behind the curtains to feel your boobs or something. Just let him do it!”
“Sure!” my wife said.
“And, well,” Pembroke continued to talk. “Are you OK if he licks or fingers your pussy? To help him and you get ready, you know.”
A little irritated with Pembroke going to such a level of detail, Jess said, raising her voice, “I am letting him fuck me, for fuck’s sake! How would fingering me be worse than that!?”
“OK,” Pembroke said and stood still for a few seconds as if he tried to remember something before he added, “I am going to pick the guy now, and I shall see you in five minutes. Jess, you just relax!”
My wife whispered quietly, “Stop telling me to relax!”
Pembroke did not catch what she said and headed for the door.
We could not see him from behind the curtains any longer, but we heard him opening the door.
“I’ll dim the lights for comfort,” he said and dimmed the lights.
We heard him close the door. The only sound in the room now was coming from the TV.
Jess looked at me and grabbed my hand.
“Are we going to regret this, Adam?” she asked me.
“I love you, Jess!” I replied.
“I love you too,” she said and leaned towards me for a kiss.
We kissed for at least twenty seconds, and when we pulled away from each other, Jess said, “Adam, I would prefer it if you held my hand and kissed me, non-stop, while he is. . . .”—she sighed—“while he is fucking me. Would that be OK with you?”
“Yes, absolutely, hon!” I replied and smiled at her. I caressed her cheek and added, “I’ll support you all the way through. I love you.”
A shy bitter smile flickered across my wife’s face. She squeezed my hand tighter and looked straight ahead at the TV screen. I looked at the TV too. I tried to watch the porn, but I wasn’t really able to watch it. My mind was somewhere else. I was feeling butterflies in my stomach, out of anxiety, fear, excitement, and arousal at the same time. I snuck a look at my wife’s face out of the corner of my eye and came to the conclusion that she wasn’t watching the porn either. A minute or so passed, and she suddenly looked at me.
“Adam, it’s not going to be like being fucked for real, is it?” she asked me and swallowed before she added, “I mean, I’ll be fucked”—I felt her grip on my hand tighten—“but it’s not like I will be cheating on you, or is it?”
“Of course, you won’t be cheating on me, honey!” I said and smiled softly at her. I rubbed her knuckles with my thumb. “I am here. I am supporting you! It’s not behind my back, so no way this will be cheating. Also, as Pembroke said, it’s not like really having sex; it’s more like taking part in a scientific research project for a noble cause. Think about how many people will be helped with this product!”
“Yes, it’s like a research project. It’s not like I am having an affair or something.”
“Exactly. It’s like when you went with Dora to this charity event and got your face painted. You raised money, came back home and washed the paint off your face, and it was over.”
“You are right! I’ll just wash myself down there afterwards, and it will be over. Like the face painting!”
I chuckled. “He-he! I helped you back then! Maybe, you will let me help you wash ‘her’ too?” I nodded to her backside, making sure she understood my reference to her pussy.
Jess tilted her head to the side, and a playful smile flickered at the corners of her lips. “I like you when you are horny!” Then she giggled. “Hi-hi! Maybe I will let you wash ‘her’! Why not?”
I leaned my face towards hers, and we kissed again, but then we heard the door open and close. We broke the kiss, and Jess squeezed my hand real hard. She knew the moment was coming. We looked at the TV again.
We heard some rustling coming from the privacy screen behind us. The guy who was chosen to fuck my wife was removing his clothes.
In less than a minute, we heard steps coming in our direction, and a couple of seconds later, we heard Pembroke’s voice just behind us as he said very quietly, almost whispering, “Let’s start, folks!” Then he apparently turned to the guy next to him and said, “Remember: no speaking! They might recognise your voice. Give me a sign if you want to say something, and I’ll give you the notepad and the pen. You’ll write it down for me!”
“Now,” Pembroke said energetically to the bloke, “bend over and open up your ass cheeks so that I insert the toy.”
There was a muffled grunt, then another one. Apparently, Pembroke was inserting the butt plug into the ass of the guy.
“Here you go! The camera is rolling; please go ahead!” Pembroke said to the man who had taken one for the team by getting a butt plug stuck in his ass but was being rewarded for his sacrifice by being given the chance to fuck my lovely wife.




4.     It’s huge, honey!

Jess and I were supposed to watch the porn movie, but our senses were so heightened that we did not pay attention to it. We were listening only to what was going on behind us. We heard rustling as the guy came closer to Jess, and then she trembled.
“What is it, Jess?” I whispered to her.
She squeezed my hand and whispered back, “He’s touching me.”
“Your pussy?” I asked.
Jess nodded yes, and her face flinched.
“Hon, try to relax indeed,” I said. “It will be easier if you do. Also, hmm, why not have some fun since we are doing it anyway?”
Jess turned her head to look at me. She looked perplexed by my suggestion and opened her mouth to say something but instead sighed again, blowing air through her nose. It seemed that the guy behind her was working her pussy up.
That was a moment when the lustful fervour of the cuckold took the better of me. I could only think of how erotic it would be to watch my wife fucked by someone else right next to me. Hence, I shrugged my shoulders and smiled sheepishly.
“Why not?” I said. “It does not have to be torture, you know.”
Jess took a long look at my face but, in the end, smiled shyly and nodded OK. She turned her head to look at the TV, and her face flinched again.
For the next one minute or so, the guy kept rubbing my wife’s pussy, and she gradually began to relax. A couple of minutes later, she was taking deeper and heavier breaths. Her face had turned red, her gaze was transfixed at the TV, and her bottom lip was hanging down. These were sure signs that my wife was getting aroused.
“You can lick her!” Pembroke said to the guy behind us, and a second later, my wife gasped.
“Is he licking you?” I asked her.
Jess nodded yes again, and a slight moan escaped her lips. She pulled my hand closer to her and leaned forward.
There was rustling again, and I noticed out of the corner of my eye a hand creeping up Jess’s side. The hand missed the hem of her tank top and pulled back, then moved up again, this time finding the gap between my wife’s crop top and the bare skin of her side. The man pushed his hand under the hem. I couldn’t resist looking and turned my head to watch the fabric of Jess’s tank top stretch as the man’s hand slipped upwards and inwards over her stomach until his palm found her boob. A moment later, he slid his other hand under her top, and soon his both hands were cupping my wife’s breasts.
The man squeezed Jess’s boobs, and she looked at me. Her eyes betrayed her. She was aroused. 
Jess looked at the TV screen again. She closed her eyes and let the guy feel her tits. She was biting her lower lip, panting through her nose, but eventually opened her mouth, letting out a loud gasp. Jess was becoming pre-orgasmic.
I couldn’t hold myself any longer. I reached my hand to the knot of the straps of her crop tank at the back of her neck, grabbed one of the ends of the knotted straps and pulled on it. The knot was undone right away, and my wife’s breasts popped out of her top. Jess didn’t mind it. She just gasped, and her jaw hung down, revealing her lower teeth. The guy’s hands were busy. He had squeezed her erect nipples between his middle and index fingers and was kneading her tits with his hands, gently pressing his palms against her mounds of flesh, pushing her breasts back and forth.
Another rustling followed, and I looked over my shoulder. The curtains got pulled up a little as the man behind Jess stopped licking her pussy and tried to lean over her back. I saw his hairy chest, and my heart pounded. I was about to see the masked face of the man who was groping my wife.
Maybe I will recognise him despite the mask!
I didn’t want to know who he was, and yet, I kept looking. Just when I was about to catch a glimpse of his face—I even thought I was seeing the collar of the Batman mask—Pembroke whispered something to the guy, and the man moved back. The ‘superhero’ let go of my wife’s tits and pulled back the curtains.
Despite his efforts, the curtains stayed drawn apart enough to let me watch his hand slip between my wife’s thighs and nudge her to open her legs further apart. Jess complied and hooked her chin over the backrest of the sofa, and at the same time, clutched my hand real tight. Her breathing became very urgent and heavy. We both knew what was coming next.
Jess was staring at the TV screen, with her boobs hanging down and her muscles trembling in anticipation. A few seconds passed, and it seemed like nothing was happening. Then suddenly, her face flinched. A moment later, her body jolted forward, and she shouted in a high pitched voice, “Oh, my God!”
It’s done! I thought. My wife has just been penetrated! It cannot be undone.
Although my inner voice was telling me how serious what was happening was, I was so turned on that I couldn’t worry. There was even a sense of relief that we had finally crossed the point of no return.
Another jolt followed, and my wife tilted her head to the side and looked at me. 
The word ‘fuck’ slipped through her lips.
Another jolt of her body marked another inward thrust of the guy’s cock into her pussy. Jess gasped, and her face winced.
“What is it, hon?” I asked her.
Jess took a deep breath just before another jolt followed. A low moan escaped her lips. “Urgh!” Then she said as her voice croaked, “It’s huge!” and gasped again. She repeated, “It’s huge!” and blew out a strand of hair that was hanging down her face.
“You OK?” I asked.
“He’s really huge, honey!” she whispered and then cried, “Fuck!” in a high-pitched voice as another powerful thrust shook her.
“Is he hurting you?” I asked, worried about her.
“No!” she managed to say before she moaned a long “Urgh!” and dug her fingernails into my palm. “But he’s stretching me to the brim!”
Then her body began shaking back and forth as the guy started fucking her.
“God!” she cried, followed by a moan and the words “Oh! Fuck!”
“Is he hurting you, hon?” I asked her again.
She grunted before she said, “No, but he keeps hitting my cervix!”
“It hurts then?”
“No, it just . . ., it just feels different!”
“Shall we stop it, hon?” I asked, worried that my wife might not have been telling me that the guy was hurting her.
She shook her head. “No, it’s not unpleasant. It’s just, oh, my God! It’s. . . . It’s just different.” She grunted again and a second later shrieked, “Fuck! Oh, fuck!”
My wife’s body was now swinging back and forth, in rhythm with the thrusts of the guy pumping away in her pussy.
A torrent of thoughts flooded my mind. Fuck! Someone else is fucking my wife! Right now, right here! Is the money worth it? Fuck! I will regret this for the rest of my life! I have to stop it right now! 
Fuck, no! He’s already penetrated her and is fucking her hard. There’s no point! It is too late now! I’ll only lose the money! I will hate myself for losing the contract. Jess will hate losing the money! Fuck, but I’ll hate myself for letting my wife get fucked! I got her involved in this! How could I let something so reprehensible happen? 
What a fall down, Adam! To sit here while your wife is being fucked for money! Like a prostitute! Next to you! Just inches away from you, another man’s cock is pummelling your wife’s pussy! And that is a massive cock, stretching her vagina like never before! Hitting her cervix! Going all the way to her womb, where she carried your children. Man! What a humiliation, what a shame, what a disgrace! 
But, if it is such a disgrace, why the fuck am I so turned on? Fuck it! It feels great! It feels erotic! Yeah, it feels so erotic! And you know why? Because it is fucking erotic! It is unbelievably erotic! You know what? I don’t care! I am going to enjoy watching my wife getting fucked. I’ve always fantasised about it. So why spoil the moment with regrets and moralising? Why spoil the fun by feeling remorseful about something I have fantasised so much about?
Well, because it is a big deal, you idiot! Your wife is being fucked! Fucked! Jess is being fucked by someone else! You cuck! She cannot be unfucked now. She will never be the same to you, nor you will be the same to her! 
Oh, my God! What have I done?! My heart fluttered. I felt cold running down my spine. 
However, a second later, my cock twitched. I was having a massive hard-on. Yes, my penis was hard, painfully hard, pushing against my pants and twitching the way it had twitched in my teenage years. Springy, with eagerness and determination. Well, I’ve become a cuckold and made my wife a hotwife. Is it that bad, though? It certainly feels great. Sexually liberating! I’ve never been so turned on as I am now. I’d better squeeze my dick, or I’ll blow my load in my pants! Yeah, so erotic it is! I used my free hand to grab my cock through my pants and squeezed my cockhead. I held it until the urge to ejaculate passed. I let go of my dick and grabbed hold of the backrest. Is it not the most erotic experience I’ve ever had? I asked myself. Fuck, yeah! It is! I’ll enjoy it!
My emotions kept swinging from one extreme to the other, from elation and relief to guilt and anguish, while the guy behind the curtains kept fucking my wife. I alternated between looking at the TV and looking at Jess, who was looking at the TV too. But she wasn’t watching it. Her body was rocking in rhythm with the thrusts of the man fucking her from behind. She was clutching the armrest with one hand and squeezing my hand with the other; her face was twitching in a mixture of pleasure and discomfort. She was closing and opening her eyes, trying but not always succeeding to suppress the occasional moan escaping her lips. Her engorged bottom lip was hanging down, and a string of saliva was running down her chin. Her boobs were swaying back and forth in unison with the thrusts of the cock in her pussy. They were occasionally brushing against the backrest of the sofa when the thrust came too strong.
The lucky man must have been fucking my wife for a good ten minutes when she looked at me. She was panting heavily, struggling to catch her breath, shaking, and her pupils were dilated.
Jess asked me, her words breaking up, “Hon, would you be upset if I. . . , if I. . . came? Urgh!”
I reached with my free hand and caressed her cheek. “Of course not, Jess!” I said. “I want you to have a good time!”
My wife did not need any further encouragement, or rather she could not hold her orgasm any longer. She looked straight ahead at the TV, arched her back and began shuddering in orgasm, letting out moans of ‘Ugh’ and ‘Oh’.
Jess kept orgasming and orgasming. Beads of sweat broke out on her forehead.
She was now constantly shouting, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” 
Jess let go of my hand. She grabbed onto the backrest of the sofa with two hands, lowered her head and, arching her back further, she pushed her bum backwards as if she wanted more of the cock that was pummelling her pussy.
And that cock did not disappoint. It kept thrusting and thrusting.
God! I thought. This guy might have a butt plug in his ass, but he must be having the time of his life fucking my wife like a rag doll. It’s amazing that he’s been fucking her for so long without cumming. He’s got not only stamina but also a huge cock. ‘It’s huge!’ were Jess’s own words. Who is that stud?
I looked down towards Jess’s backside. I was tempted to pull the curtains further apart, remove the mask from the guy’s face, and find out who was doing my wife, but I didn’t dare. I was able to see the crotch slamming against my wife’s buttocks and occasionally catch a glimpse of the balls and the base of the cock. It was a hairy crotch, and the cock had girth. I had to give it to the guy fucking my lovely wife: he had a large cock. Jess surely had not been stretched by something as thick as his penis. I was of average size, and the guy who was her only boyfriend before me was about my size, as she had told me. So it was easy to conclude that the cock ploughing her pussy behind those half-drawn curtains was something very new to her, something of a completely different magnitude to what she had been used to.
My wife was orgasming for well over five minutes. She was having a deep, long, loud orgasm or a series of powerful orgasms! I couldn’t determine which it was, but I was witnessing how my wife’s body kept shuddering in a state of continuous orgasmic pleasure. Until that moment, I had not known she was capable of orgasming for that long, or to that matter, that any woman could orgasm for that long. And at that point, I felt really jealous. I had never brought her to such a crescendo of overwhelming orgasms. Neither I had heard her before making the sounds she was making while this guy was fucking her pussy. Deep throaty moans followed by a series of high-pitched cries of ‘fuck’ and ‘Oh, my God’. And to think that the man who was fucking her so good was someone from the people I had worked with, someone I knew, and he knew me? Yes, I felt humiliated and jealous! I had told Jess I wanted her to enjoy the ride, but I did not like it when she enjoyed it. It was stupid and unfair of me. Perhaps deep down, I had expected her not to like it so much. Or maybe I had not expected the guy to be so endowed and so good. I was hurt that my wife enjoyed being fucked by someone else. Especially someone who was hung up and had stamina like the man thrusting his dick in her vagina at that moment. At the same time, I was turned on like hell. Probably because I was watching Jess enjoy being fucked. It was confusing. The truth was that I was both turned on and disturbed. I was both happy for her and pissed off with her. I appreciated my confused state of mind and decided that I would in no way reveal that I was upset or jealous. I was going to stick to my earlier conclusion that this was a moment I had to enjoy, not ruin it with my insecurities.
“Oh, my God!” Jess cried really loud and pulled away from the backrest. She looked between her legs and reached with her hand to her pussy.
“Don’t worry, Jess! Pull your hand away!” Pembroke shouted. “You are just squirting. It’s normal!”
Jess listened to Pembroke and pulled back her hand. She grabbed onto the sofa’s backrest, closed her eyes, and continued to moan.
I leaned down and looked between her legs. I saw the cock thrusting in her pussy at pace. Yes, it was a massive cock, sliding in and out of her vagina tightly wrapped around the shaft. And then I saw the reason for my wife’s concern. Her pussy was dripping liquid, trickling down the inner side of her thigh and forming a small pool on the sofa between her legs.
Fuck! He made her squirt! I thought. I’ve never been able to make her squirt. I became even more jealous and angry, but at the same time, my arousal rocketed up.
I looked down at my crotch and saw the head of my erect cock sticking out of the waistband of my shorts. I kneeled up again and grabbed hold of the backrest of the sofa, biting my lips as I tried to suppress the urge to ejaculate. I looked down again at my crotch, worried that I might cum without even touching my cock—something that had not happened to me ever since my wet dreams as a young teenager.
At that very moment, my wife opened her eyes and looked at me. She must have traced my gaze because she reached her hand to my cock and grabbed the cockhead. Then she shoved her hand into my pants and wrapped her palm around my shaft. She began stroking my cock, staring me in the eyes as she continued to let out moans of pleasure. I did not need more stimulation than that. Within seconds I began ejaculating in her hand. Jess kept wanking me, and I am certain of one thing: I had the longest ejaculation in my life.
After a while, Jess’s orgasm started to fade away. My cock finally began to soften, but Jess continued to stroke it until her orgasm had fully subsided. She tilted her head to the side and rested it on the backrest of the sofa as she looked at me. My wife was exhausted, and I could tell she wanted the guy fucking her to finish, but he kept thrusting, jerking her body back and forth.
“You have to let him finish,” I whispered.
“I know,” she whispered back, and a faint bittersweet smile flickered at the corners of her lips.
My cock was now soft, but Jess still did not let go of it. She shut her eyes as she prepared to wait for the man who had been working so hard on her pussy to cum.
And that was when we heard the guy behind her grunt loudly. Three powerful thrusts followed, almost knocking my wife off her knees, and he pushed his crotch against her bum. He groaned with pleasure as he unloaded his spunk.
Once he was done, my wife’s anonymous lover seemed keen to resume thrusting, but Pembroke stopped him.
“Pull it out! Pull it out!” Pembroke shouted. “I need to measure your ejaculate volume!”
My wife trembled as the massive cock began sliding out of her pussy. I knew the moment the guy had pulled his dick out of Jess by her loud gasp.
“Is he out?” I asked her.
“Yes,” she said as she let go of my cock and wiped my cum from her hand on the sofa arm to her right. She didn’t care that she was staining the couch. And rightly so. This was a lab where messy things happened. We did not care if someone had to clean my spunk from the sofa later on.
They will have a tough job dealing with my wife’s squirt on the seat anyway. Perhaps it would be easier for them to throw the sofa away, I thought and smiled to myself.
Jess looked at me, and a shy, almost apologetic smile twisted her lips.
I brushed away the strands of hair from her face. Looking her in the eyes, I couldn’t help myself but put my hand on her left breast and gently squeeze it. With her cheeks still flushed red and her pupils dilated, Jess looked sexy and desirable. My wife’s orgasm might have passed, but I could tell she was still turned on. And I might have spent my load too, but I was still pumped up with excitement. I leaned my face towards hers, and we kissed. It was the perfect bliss after release for both of us. We didn’t care about the spunk splashed all over the couch. Or about our clothes that had taken some damage as well. Nor were we worried about the pool of squirt on the sofa seat between my wife’s legs that had already soaked into the fabric. At that moment, it was just Jess and me.
We were still kissing when we heard Pembroke tell us that he would pop out with the ‘test volunteer’ to measure the ejaculate volume. Which was odd, as I thought Pembroke had all the equipment in the lab but did I care? No! I had witnessed how much my wife had enjoyed being fucked by a guy with a butt plug in his ass. I didn’t need more evidence for my article. In fact, I already had a name for it: “The Squirt Maker!”




5.     Loose and wet

Jess and I heard the door open and close, and we broke the kiss. Being left alone suddenly changed the ambience.
Jess pushed my hand off her breast. She grabbed the straps of her crop top and tied them at the back of her neck, pulling the top up and covering her tits.
We looked at each other, and our eyes said it all: Fuck! It has been done!  
It looked like the moment of reckoning had come for both of us. The lustful spark in our eyes had gone. There was worry and unease. Neither Jess nor I seemed keen to talk. And what was there to talk about? It was clear. She had been fucked by someone else!
Suddenly regret and jealousy were having a field day in my head. Her pussy has been ravished by another man’s cock! Another man’s cock has been in her vagina for the first time in our married life. Another cock has brought my wife to orgasm. Someone other than me has taken the pleasure of fucking her. Someone else has slammed his crotch against her private parts. Someone else has felt her breasts and licked her crack. Her pussy walls have milked another man’s cock. Another guy knows how wet and warm my wife’s vagina feels. Another man has seen my wife orgasm. Another fellow knows how she cries in ecstasy, how she arches her back in pleasure, how her body shakes in a climax and her vaginal muscles contract around a penis. There is a guy out there who can boast to his friends that he has made my wife squirt with his massive cock inside her pussy.
There is no coming back from what we have done. Both Jess and I know it. And we both know that there will be consequences for our relationship. We have opened the door to something new, something that can destroy our marriage. We’ve opened the pandora box!
Just as I was getting despondent, my inner voice struck a more conciliatory note. True! We are now in uncharted territory. But we love and trust each other, and if we stick together, our marriage can survive the bumpy road that undoubtedly lies ahead. In fact, if we continue to be honest and talk about how we feel during the emotional journey ahead, we are not only going to preserve our relationship, but we are going to make it even stronger. 
I have no illusions that it will be easy. I know how my brain works. My perspective can quickly change, and my emotions can swing wildly. Understanding and managing feelings after something like what has happened is not going to be anything but a massive emotional struggle.
It is going to be hard, but we can pull through it because it is up to us! We have to stay positive! I have to stay positive! I am capable of doing that. Jess is capable of doing it too!
Jess and I had been staring at each other for a while. The silence was becoming uncomfortable.
“Jess, you OK?” I finally asked my wife.
“Don’t know,” she said simply. “Hasn’t sunk in yet!”
She is right! I thought. It hasn’t sunk in for me either!
The change of perspective that I feared happened. Just a second earlier, I had convinced myself that Jess and I could pull through together. Suddenly, that wishful thinking was replaced by a sense of doom. I felt doubtful and insecure again.
Whom am I kidding? We can’t survive this! For fuck’s sake! My wife has just got thoroughly fucked by another man! She was ravaged by his enormous cock and orgasmed like crazy!
How am I going to handle the fact that my wife got fucked by another guy, and not only that but that she enjoyed having sex with him more than I have ever seen her enjoy sex with me? Probably badly. I will feel inadequate every time I make love to her because I am not even remotely as good a lover as that guy has proven to be. And how is Jess going to look at me now that she knows that there is someone out there who can fuck her way better than her husband?
I am still aroused, and jealousy is already rearing its ugly head! I can only imagine what it will feel like once the sexual high ends and the excitement fades away. When all sinks in, I will probably have an emotional breakdown: jealousy, shame, fear, insecurities, regret, blame and guilt; probably all these together are going to kill me! I am toast!
And as if that thought was not troubling enough, something else occurred to me: Jess knows I like watching her getting fucked! She saw my boner. She saw how turned on I was. I emptied myself in her hand, and we both know why! There is no hiding my cuckold fetish now. She knows about it. And I know she knows about it. 
How am I going to handle it now that she knows about my fetish? I have no fucking idea! Probably badly because I am going to feel ashamed. And how will my wife handle that her hubby is a cuckold, that he has let her get fucked not only for money but for his own pleasure? Will she respect me? Probably not! I am scared to even think about what she might do. I have to talk to her; I have to tell her it was my nerves playing up! Yeah, I’ll go with that!
I opened my mouth to tell Jess that I had had a hard-on because of stress, but she put two fingers across my lips and said, “I know. I was not supposed to like it, but I guess the butt plug—”
“Hon, I am fine that you liked it,” I said as I took her hand and gently removed it from my lips.
I lied. She was openly admitting what I already knew: she had enjoyed the large cock. It bothered me, of course. However, I had to discuss what bothered me even more than being an inferior lover, and that was that she had found out about my cuckold fetish.
So, I cleared my throat and said, “Hon, I was very horny, watching you enjoy it so much, and I am, . . . I am, . . . I was not supposed to. . . . I don’t know what happened! It must have been my nerves playing tricks on my dick, you know. I know it was weird, and you must be thinking—”
This time Jess interrupted me. “Of course, you had to let go a little, Adam! It was so erotic for both of us. You had to get your rocks off too. Any man would have done it.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Did my wife just say she expected me to enjoy watching her getting fucked?
My face must have betrayed my thoughts because Jess rubbed my shoulder, smiled briefly, and said, “It’s normal, honey. All men are visual creatures, and what more exciting than watching porn with your wife in it?”
Gosh! What a wonderful wife I have! I thought. She seems to understand me more than I understand myself! She doesn’t blame me at all! And she doesn’t think less of me because of it! Wow!
My thoughts got cut short when we heard the door open and close.
“We are about to resume, Jess, Adam,” Pembroke said.
“That soon?” my wife mouthed to me, raising her eyebrows.
I shrugged my shoulders and whispered, “This butt plug must be really revolutionary! Unbelievable!”
Indeed, it was unbelievable that the guy was ready to fuck again so soon. And as if to confirm it, Pembroke said, “We are ready in six minutes and forty seconds. We are achieving an amazing refractory period!”
“Wow!” Jess mouthed again. Then she turned forward, grabbed hold of the backrest, pushed her bum backwards and prepared to get fucked again.
Contrary to our expectations that the guy would just walk to her, we had to wait. There was a rustling from the privacy screen, and Pembroke explained, “We’re just changing the condom and will be with you in a moment, Jess!”
A few moments later, Jess and I heard someone walking towards us and stopping behind the curtains. The guy fiddled for a while with something. Then he adjusted the curtains, leaving a small gap between the panels, and bunched my wife’s skirt up to her waist to make sure her bum was fully exposed. Jess trembled when the man put his hands on her buttocks. He pulled on her ass to nudge her to prop it up. When he was satisfied that my wife was in the right position, he let go of her backside and slipped his left hand under her stomach. He found her left breast over her crop top and began squeezing her tit.
I noticed that the man was wearing a wedding ring on his finger. Oh! I thought. How come I didn’t notice his ring when he was feeling Jess up during the first session? 
Suddenly Jess tensed up.
“What is it, hon?” I asked her, whispering.
My wife’s face flinched before she looked at me and said, “He shoved a finger up my pussy!”
Jess steadied herself as the guy’s left hand continued to grope her boob while he used his right hand to finger fuck her pussy.
I was still trying to remember who from the men wore wedding rings. They are all married except Lawrence. I’ve seen Steve and Johny wearing wedding rings. Who else? Wills? I’ve never seen him wear one. And who was wearing one today? Fuck! How come I never pay attention to these things?! Could there be some other marks on the guy’s hands or arms that could help me identify him? Like a tattoo or a birthmark. Hmm! I don’t think any of the guys have a tattoo. I should have paid more attention to their hands. But why do I care? Do I really want to know who he is? Fuck, I want! I looked again at the hand massaging my wife’s breast only to see the hand let go of her boob and disappear behind the curtain. I saw in the gap between the curtain panels how the guy pulled his other hand away from between Jess’s legs as he stopped fingering her. I wasn’t able to spot anything that could help me identify him.
The man was keeping his crotch away, and the glare from the light of the camera prevented me from seeing much beyond my wife’s backside. However, I thought I discerned that he had a fat belly.
Hm, I didn’t notice it the first time around, I thought. Who is fat? None of them. But chubby? Hm. Frank, Lawrence, Ronan, and possibly Fred. Lawrence is not married. So it is Frank, Ronan or Fred. Yep! One of these three is fucking my wife!
The test volunteer grabbed my wife’s buttocks and slipped his hands down to the back of her upper thighs. He plunged his hands between her legs and tried to push them further apart.
Jess looked over her shoulder and asked him, “Do you want me to spread my legs more?”
The guy did not reply with words but just grunted. “Um-hum.” Then he gently squeezed the flesh of her inner thighs. That meant yes.
Jess arched her back, pushed her bum backwards and spread her legs open. She steadied herself on her knees, grabbed hold of the sofa’s backrest and lowered her head, looking down at the sofa seat. She waited to get penetrated.
A second later, my wife gasped, and her body jerked forward.
Her lover had penetrated her again. Without further ado, he started fucking her. It seemed that Jess had gotten used to the size of his cock by that point because she did not flinch or show any signs of discomfort.
Her body was rocking back and forth as the guy was thrusting his cock in her pussy from behind like the first time. However, it seemed that this time Jess was more in control. So much that she put her hands on the seat, tilted her head to the side with her face turned to me, and pushed her bum further back, practically standing on all fours. The man behind her stopped thrusting for a second, stepped back a little and then resumed fucking her.
I caressed my wife’s cheek with the back of my hand. Her lips stretched into a tiny smile. I put my hand on her back to hold her still, leaned towards her, and we kissed.
When we broke the kiss, I asked her, “How is it, hon?”
Jess replied, “It’s OK!”
Then we kissed again, but our kiss was cut short as the guy fucking her grabbed her hips and shoved his dick up her pussy, violently pushing my wife forward. We hit our teeth, and we pulled away from each other. There was a loud grunt, and Jess and I knew her lover was emptying his load.
“Finished already?” We heard Pembroke’s voice right behind us, and then he shouted, “Don’t say a word!”
The anonymous man let go of my wife’s hips and pulled his cock out of her vagina.
“Let’s go measure the ejaculate volume,” Pembroke said to the man with the butt plug in the ass and then said to Jess and me, “Won’t be long, folks!”
Jess and I heard steps walking away from us, and a few seconds later, the sound of the door opening and closing. We were alone again.
“How was it, hon?” I asked my wife.
“OK,” she replied. She kneeled up, unbuttoned her skirt, and pulled it down to her knees. “Fuck this thing with the skirt,” Jess said and completely removed the skirt. She put it on the sofa arm behind her.
Jess sat in the corner of the sofa, facing me, with her feet on the seat and knees hugged to the chest. She asked me, “Honey, could you move to the side? I need to stretch my legs.”
“Sure!” I replied and scooted over to the other side of the sofa.
Jess stretched her legs on the couch with her feet pointing at me. She drew the curtains tightly closed. “I don’t want to see his face in case they walk in,” she said.
Jess massaged her thighs, calves, and ankles for a few seconds, then she drew her knees to her chest, keeping her feet flat on the seat, opened her legs apart and looked down at her pussy. Her vulva was red from the pounding her lover had given it and was wet, very wet. Even the pubic hair of her landing strip was soaked with pussy juices, squirt, and sweat.
“Pembroke could have at least left some tissues to wipe myself,” Jess said as she ran her hand over her cunt. Her fingers got wet, and she cleaned them on the seat. Then she looked back at me.
“Well, hon,” I said and smiled at her, “keep it wet for the third session!”
Jess did not smile back at me or say anything. She just hugged her knees tight and rested her chin on them.
“I am glad you are so wet. You won’t get chafed, hon,” I said and rubbed her hand.
“Um-hum,” she muttered but did not say anything else, just stared at her toenails.
I had said I was happy that Jess’s pussy was wet, but I was worried. In fact, I was very worried because I felt threatened by the guy. I was concerned that my wife had not only liked his huge cock but had got used to it!
That did not bode well for me. Has she developed a taste for big cocks? Is her pussy permanently stretched? Will she ever be satisfied with me?
I didn’t like the fact that Jess had not struggled to take the man’s big cock the second time around. Although not willing to admit I was worried, I wanted to hear something from her that alleviated my insecurities.
“It seems you have got used to his size, isn’t it?” I said.
“Yes,” she replied but then quickly corrected herself. “No!”
Jess was a smart cookie, and she sensed I was worried. She had been grilled by me before about how she felt my cock size compared to her ex-boyfriend’s, and she knew to tread carefully. Thus she was now trying to figure out how to say something in a way that would not aggravate me.
After thinking for a few moments, she said, “I mean, it’s not that I am used to it. I mean, I am a little loose right now, but it’s more of a. . . .” Jess paused again.
Yeah, she liked it, and she’s got used to it, I thought. Fuck! He has loosened her pussy. She doesn’t want to break the news to me. Just say it, Jess!
Jess sighed and said, “Look, hon, it’s exactly the same as when you and I used to do it twice in a row. After the first time, I am looser down there for a while and still lubricated.”
She wasn’t very convincing, and she sensed it because she looked over the backrest at the TV, trying to end the conversation. It looked like Jess wanted to watch the porn. The scene was about a guy getting ready to fuck a woman, but because his cock was still soft, the woman took it in her mouth to help him get it up.
Jess sighed and, still looking at the TV screen, said, “It didn’t feel that huge this time. I guess it wasn’t fully erect.”
“You mean it was soft?” I asked her.
“Yeah, sort of.”
“Are you saying the butt plug does not stimulate a full erection? I mean, how did he manage to thrust if his cock was soft?”
Jess looked at me. “Well. . . , umm. . . , not that it was soft, per se. I mean. . . .” She struggled to come up with an explanation that would get me off her case and paused, then said sharply, with a little irritation in her voice, “I don’t know, Adam! Let’s not talk about it now!”
Huh? How convenient, I thought, not to talk about it instead of admitting you liked and got used to the larger dick! 
Suddenly I came up with an idea of how to make my wife confess.
“Jess,” I said, “I need to know for my article, you know. I don’t want to put my name under something that doesn’t work.”
“Hmm. I see.” Jess thought for a moment. “OK! I don’t think it was because I was loose or wet. Well, I was, but this time was different. To be fair, his cock was hard but felt smaller. I think it has to do with his butt plug. Maybe it is not that effective after the first time?”
“Hmm, interesting,” I said and decided not to quiz my wife further as I thought to myself, she is lying! Plug or no plug, cock size doesn’t change once it gets hard. She just does not want to hurt my feelings. That’s all! 
I sighed and had a conciliatory thought. At least Jess didn’t orgasm this time. The guy lasted too short. She is not that impressed with him now, whoever he is!




6.     Round three

The door opened and closed.
Oh-oh! I thought. The butt plug might not be so good at delaying ejaculation, but it certainly works well when it comes to shortening the refractory period.
We heard Pembroke and the guy walk to us.
Jess knew the drill and rose to her knees, facing the backrest. She held onto the backrest, moved her knees closer to the edge of the sofa, and pushed her bum back.
“All right! We are ready!” Pembroke said in his screechy voice and drew the curtains open a little. “Oh! No skirt?” he squealed. “No problem, Jess. You look great with or without it!”
He adjusted the curtains, making sure my wife’s bum was sticking out in the gap between the panels, and said, “We are running a little behind schedule. Are you ready for penetration?”
Jess did not answer Pembroke’s question. She spread her legs and reached down between her thighs.
I wasn’t hiding from her any longer that I liked to watch, so I leaned down and looked at what she was doing between her legs.
Jess ran her palm over her pussy, gently caressing her labia and brushing her landing strip. Then she found her clit and placed two fingers on it. She rubbed her bud with fast circular motions for ten-fifteen seconds, and after that, her fingers traced her pussy lips to her vaginal entrance. She gently spread the labia minora apart and opened up her vagina. Once Jess felt the moisture on her fingers, she let go of her pussy. She put her hand on the backrest, arched her back, pushed her bum further out, and waited.
My wife has tried to warm up her pussy to get fucked! I thought. Is it erotic or pathetic? Or both?
I kneed next to Jess, grabbed hold of the backrest, and looked over my shoulder as I prepared to watch my wife getting fucked for a third time.
The lucky man stepped behind Jess.
Pembroke had left enough gap between the two curtains allowing me to see well Jess’s backside and the crotch, the belly, and the legs of her lover. Higher up the curtains, the gap was closing, but I was still able to glimpse the man’s chest and even his masked face through the tiny slit left between the two panels.
I tried to identify the man behind the Batman mask, but I couldn’t. I was not able to see enough of his face or for long enough to be able to do so. I sighed to myself. I have no idea who this guy is.
My wife’s fuck buddy grabbed her thighs and pushed her legs further apart. Jess held firmly onto the backrest and opened her legs as much as she could without losing her balance. Her lover put his left hand on her hip and grabbed his fully erect cock with his right hand.
Frank, Ronan, or Fred. One of them! I thought as my gaze fell upon the guy’s wedding ring. 
Fuck that! Why do I care? I have to watch the action between my wife’s legs! I said to myself and leaned down.
I looked between Jess’s legs, just in time to see her lover guiding his massive cock towards her pussy. He rubbed his cockhead along her slit a few times, spreading her outer pussy lips, then slid the cockhead to the entrance of her vagina, parting her engorged inner pussy lips, and pushed.
“Fuck!” slipped out of Jess’s mouth. Then she looked over her shoulder and shouted, “Gentle, please!”
“Yeah, go slow!” Pembroke instructed the man who was trying to shove his dick into my wife’s pussy. “Give her some time to relax!” the doctor said. “I know we are chasing time, but it is what it is!” Then apparently, Jess’s lover opened his mouth to say something because Pembroke shushed him. “Shh! Don’t talk!”
The test volunteer seemed to take notice and kept quiet. He pulled his crotch back and rubbed my wife’s hip reassuringly with his left hand as if to say to her, ‘Shh, relax, sweetie! I’ll be gentle.’ He guided his cock with his right hand to her vaginal entrance once again. However, this time when he positioned the tip of his penis between her pussy lips, he went very slow. He rubbed the cockhead against her hole with slow circular motions, pushing his cock into her vagina half an inch or so and then withdrawing. Gradually his dick began to sink deeper and deeper into Jess’s pussy, and my wife’s lover decided it was time to try penetrating her properly. He pushed his hairy crotch forward. Jess whimpered when his cockhead stretched her orifice to its limits before disappearing into her vagina. The man waited for a few seconds for her pussy to adjust to his size, and then slowly, very slowly, he began sliding his cock deeper into her. When about a third of his shaft had disappeared into her pussy, my wife’s lover paused for a second. He let go of his cock and grabbed hold of her hips with both hands. Jess’s whole body shook when he thrust up.
“Fuck!” Jess moaned. 
I looked up at Jess’s face. It was red. She was biting her bottom lip and clutching the backrest tight with both hands. A second later, her left hand let go of the sofa and reached for my hand.
“Hold my hand, hon!” Jess asked me in a squeaky voice, and she squealed again, “Fuck!” as the man thrust again into her pussy.
I grabbed her hand and held it. The guy made another inward thrust, and my wife’s body jolted.
“Oh, my God!” Jess shouted and clutched my hand tight, almost causing me pain.
“You OK, hon?” I asked her, a little concerned.
Before she could respond, there was another jerk of her body as the guy pushed his cock up once again.
“Oh! Fuck!” Jess shouted.
This time the man’s entire cock shaft slid into my wife’s vagina all the way up to his balls and the base of his penis tightly pressed against her inner pussy lips, spreading them wide open like the petals of a flower. The girth of his cock stretched her pussy entrance so much that her clit popped out of its hood. Her pleasure bud now rubbed against his shaft. I had never seen anything like that. The guy’s balls were hanging down like a reminder of the potency of the massive cock that had invaded my wife’s pussy.
I had seen enough and kneeled up next to Jess.
“All in?” Pembroke asked at the same time.
“Um-hum,” the man who had my wife’s pussy impaled on his dick grunted.
“He’d better be!” Jess said in a strained voice, puffing out air. “He’s split me open like a can of beans!”
Who the fuck is this bloke whose cock strains my wife’s pussy so much? I asked myself. I tried to figure out who that could be from his voice, but one grunt apparently was not enough to identify a man.
The guy began fucking my wife, and she shouted, “Gentle, please! You are hitting my cervix!”
“Go with long slow strokes!” Pembroke said to the eager man. “Give Jess time to open up a little more.”
Judging by the way my wife’s body began to sway back and forth, I concluded that her fucker had heeded Pembroke’s advice and was fucking her with long but slow strokes.
Jess kept squeezing my hand. She resumed biting her lower lip, staring at the TV screen while her breathing became deeper and faster.
“How does it feel, hon?” I asked her.
She did not look at me, just said, “Huge!”
Wow! I thought. Something’s odd with the butt plug. It does not give a consistent performance, but when it performs, wow!
Jess dug her nails into the flesh of my palm when her lover suddenly increased the pace of his thrusts. In less than a couple of minutes, my wife shuddered in orgasm, and trying not to be vocal, she kept her lips pressed tight together, occasionally opening her mouth only to close it quickly and bite her lower lip. She was making an effort.
Jess couldn’t hold back her moans for too long, however, and after another couple of minutes of fucking, moans of pleasure began escaping from her mouth as she had another orgasm. This time I pulled my hand out of her grip because she really hurt me when she dug her nails into my flesh and started moaning ‘Ugh’-s and’ Oh’-s.
The guy behind her backside had increased the tempo of his thrusts. His powerful strokes yielded results. Jess’s body shivered in a third orgasm. The ‘Batman’ kept pumping her pussy like there was no tomorrow.
“Oh, my God!” Jess cried and grabbed my wrist, tilted her head down and squealed to me, “I am squirting!” A second later, she whimpered. “Again!”
I shook my head in disbelief. She had never squirted before, and now she’s done it twice! Thank God we don’t know who this guy is. Otherwise, I will have been truly fucked up. If we find out who he is, plug or no plug, he fucks Jess so well that she will want a repeat and then some more. And it will never end. Jess loves sex, and she won’t be able to stop seeing him! He will be a real threat to my marriage! We should never find out who the ‘Batman’ is!
I kept holding my wife’s hand, or more precisely, she kept holding mine. She was moaning and grunting as now she was having a continuous orgasm. I looked down between her legs. The curtains had been drawn open enough, and the camera light illuminated my wife’s crotch. Thus, despite the dimmed lights in the room, I was able to clearly see the massive cock as it ploughed in and out of her pussy. It was a very large cock indeed, surrounded by thick pubic hair. Yeh, the endowed man fucking my wife had a hairy crotch. He must have heard Jess saying she was squirting, or rather felt her squirt onto his dick because now he was fucking her real hard. He was pushing his cock all the way up her pussy, rotating his hips to make his cock move around in her vagina as if he was trying to widen her birth canal, then withdrawing his cock up to its tip and thrusting it back in all the way to its base. After about a minute of watching my wife’s pussy being stretched and elongated, I looked at the TV screen. I wasn’t watching the porn, though. I was glimpsing at my wife’s face. She had closed her eyes and opened her mouth, and with her bottom lip hanging down, saliva was drooling down her chin. Jess was letting out a moan with every inward thrust of the cock into her pussy.
I let her dig her nails into me as deep as she wanted. I did not feel pain any longer. My now fully erect cock was twitching and needed more urgent attention than my hand. I pulled my shorts and briefs down to my knees, and my penis sprang out. I guided Jess’s hand to my cock, and she knew what to do. My wife let go of my hand, grabbed my cock, and started to wank me. I let her stroke my dick harder and harder. The sperm from the first ejaculation and the fresh pre-cum made it easy to slide her hand up and down my shaft. This time I lasted way longer than the first time. At least three minutes, if not five, but eventually, I succumbed to my instincts, and my cock began throbbing, shooting sperm all over the sofa. Grinding her teeth, and with her eyes still closed, the harder her lover fucked her, the harder Jess orgasmed, and the faster she stroked me.
At that point, my cock began to hurt, but Jess had gone into overdrive and kept wanking me. My dick began softening, and I got scared she could break it. Overwhelmed with orgasmic pleasure, Jess’s body started shaking so much that, fortunately for me, she let go of my cock and slumped down on all fours, pushing her bum backwards.
Her lover knew the drill from the previous session and stepped back without stopping or slowing down fucking her. He grabbed her hips and started ramming his cock into her pussy with force. With the porn movie finished, the sound of his crotch slapping against her labia, her moans, and the squeals of ‘Oh-Oh-Oh’ filled the room.
Jess’s breasts, hanging down and swinging back and forth, attracted my attention. I grabbed her left tit and squeezed it hard. This drove my wife over the edge. She cried, “Oh, my God!” and collapsed on her elbows, pushing her bum further out.
The guy fucking her began grunting, and by the erratic thrusts that followed, I figured out he was cumming. Once he had unloaded his balls, he gradually slowed down his thrusts. My wife finally came out of her orgasmic state too.
Pembroke said, “Pull it out! Time to measure!”
Panting and covered in sweat, Jess got up on all fours again.
I looked down between her legs. I simply couldn’t miss the pleasure of watching the guy pull his cock out of her pussy. And it was a sight not to be missed! Wrapped in the condom coated with Jess’s pussy juices, his cock began sliding out of her pussy. My wife waited patiently for his shaft to glide out of her cunt, inch by inch, with the pink skin of her vagina pulled outward along with his cock, as if not wanting to let go of the baton of flesh that had fucked her so well. Jess gasped when her lover’s cockhead popped out of her pussy.
I didn’t see any spunk in the condom. But to be fair, the cock was so big that it had not left much room for the sperm and must have spread it thinly on the insides of the condom.
Pembroke has some work to do scraping all of that, I thought. He-he! Good luck to him!
As if to prove me right, Pembroke said to the guy, “Take your clothes with you and go to my office. I have a pipette there and will see what I can do.”
The door opened and closed a few seconds later, and Pembroke said to my wife, “Jess, you can wash yourself; the test is over. Thank you so much, really appreciated!”




7.     Getting paid

Jess and I waited to hear the door open and close behind Pembroke, and we pulled open the curtains. We sat on the sofa, resting our feet on the floor. It had been about an hour since we had kneeled on the couch, and so much had changed.
My wife had been thoroughly fucked! Three times in a row! We had also earned two hundred grand! Which was a lot for us. I should have been happy for the money, yet, I was not because a thought kept bugging me: Jess got fucked by a massive cock. And fucked she was! Several times! Not once, not twice, but thrice!
The gravity of what we had done began sinking in. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly as I tried to calm myself down. I needed a rest emotionally but also physically. My calf and thigh muscles were strained from crouching and kneeling on the sofa. It was a very large sofa, but still. I stretched my legs, and it felt good. Jess also massaged her calves and thighs. Yeh, it felt good to be able to sit down properly again.
It was semi-dark in the room because Pembroke had dimmed the lights too much. He had taken the camera with him, so we had lost its light as well. The TV had gone into power save mode since the movie had long finished. We needed more light. I got up, went to the light switch on the wall, and turned the lights on. I went back and sat down next to Jess. Now I was able to see her properly. She was covered in sweat, strands of hair were hanging down her cheeks, her tank top had stains of my sperm and her saliva on it. She needed a shower and a change of clothes.
“You OK, hon?” I asked her.
“Yeah,” she said briefly, took her skirt and got up from the sofa.
“You know that what we did—”
Jess cut me off. “Let’s talk about it later, shall we?” She headed for the bathroom. Then she stopped, turned around, and said, “Send the invoice to Jenkins now. Call him and ask him to send the payment immediately, please!”
I smiled. “Don’t worry, hon! He will pay!”
“Adam!” she said, raising her voice. “Please call Jenkins now and make him pay now!”
“Hon—”
“Adam! Demand payment now! Trust me! I’ll tell you later why but make him pay now!”
“OK, hon, will do!”
Jess went into the bathroom. I took my phone out, logged into my accounting software, and sent the invoice to Jenkins. Then I called him. He did not answer my call, and it went to voicemail. I hung up and dialled again. There was still no response. I started to worry that he might have been avoiding me, but when I called a third time, he answered.
“Hi, Adam,” he said. “What’s up?”
What’s up? I thought to myself. You know what’s up! 
“Mr Jenkins,” I said politely. “My wife and I did our part of the deal. We want the payment now! I’ve just sent you the invoice!”
“Umm, I need to talk to Pembroke to confirm the test was successful.”
I didn’t like that Jenkins was making the payment dependent on the test’s success, and for the first time, I became worried that he might renege on the contract.
My wife is smarter than me, I thought. She has sensed something fishy. That’s why she demands payment now.
I firmed up my stance. “Mr Jenkins, Dr Pembroke told us that the test was successful. You owe us the money now!”
I lied to Jenkins. Pembroke had said we were done but not that the test was successful. However, I wanted to put pressure on Jenkins to pay immediately.
“Oh, did he say it was successful?” Jenkins asked with surprise in his voice.
“Yes, he did,” I replied with confidence.
“Let me call him.”
“Mr Jenkins, I just came back from his office. He said he had texted you that the test was successful and told me to call you to send me the money now.” I was lying again, but I felt I had been played for a fool and wanted to be paid immediately.
“Did he send me a message? I haven’t received it, Adam! I need his confirmation! Let me call him!”
Jenkins put me on hold.
I didn’t like where this was going. A successful test was not a requirement in the contract. I remembered clearly what the contract said: ‘Adam Watson is subcontracting Jessica Watson to take part in the final test of the product. Upon completion of the test, Adam Watson will be paid two hundred thousand pounds.’
Jenkins is mucking around, I thought to myself. If he doesn’t pay, then hell, yes! I will take him to court!
Suddenly something occurred to me that made my heart flutter. I put the phone on speaker and hastily opened my e-mail box. I found Jenkins’s e-mail and opened the contract. 
I scanned through the first page. I should have thought of it! The contract is between the company and me. I scrolled through the rest of the pages. My wife is mentioned only once: ‘to take part in the final test of the product’. It does not specify what that part is; it does not say that she will be fucked or any other details. If this goes to court, this contract does not hold to scrutiny. There is no way we can prove what we did. Fuck! Jess is right! I have to make Jenkins pay now! If we delay, who knows if we will be paid at all! I felt a cold sweat breaking out on my forehead.
Jenkins took me off hold. “Sorry, Adam!” he said. “He’s still analysing the results. We have to wait for his confirmation.”
“Mr Jenkins!” I said, raising my voice. ”Listen! The contract that we signed does not stipulate that the test has to be successful for me to be paid. Shall I open the contract and read it for you? It says: ‘payment is due immediately upon completion of the test’.”
“It does say that. But how do you define ‘completion’ of the test? What if we have to repeat the test?”
I was beginning to lose it. “Look, Jenkins! My wife is not getting fucked again!”
“Well, she might have to if we need to repeat the test,“ Jenkins said. “We need an official proof of a working product at the end of the day! That’s what matters! If your wife has to get fucked again, she will get fucked again! What’s the big deal? A few more times won’t ruin her pussy, will it?”
I shouted, “Hey! My wife is not a whore! I will take this to court if I have to and—”
“Adam!” Jenkins bellowed. “Don’t threaten me with courts! I’ve told you already! Stop pestering me! I do not intend to screw you up and will pay you immediately, but only after Pembroke confirms that the test is successful. I will await the results, and I will call you back to discuss!”
He hung up the call.
I felt like shit! What am I going to tell Jess? That she got fucked for nothing?! Or that she might need to take in someone else’s cock again?
I was still staring at the screen of my phone when Jess popped out of the shower, wrapped in a towel.
Feeling guilty that I had failed to get us paid as she had demanded, I said to her in a downbeat voice, “Hon, I sent the invoice and called Jenkins. He will pay us only after Pembroke declares the test successful.”
“Fuck this!” Jess said. “Call him again and tell him we demand payment now. No ifs, no buts!”
“But—”
“Call him now, Adam!” Jess raised her voice. “I’ll talk to him if you can’t!”
I dialled Jenkins’s number, but he did not pick up. I dialled again. He still didn’t answer my call.
“Let me wash myself, hon,” I said.
“You do that! Give me the phone,” Jess said and reached her hand for my phone. I hesitated, and she shouted, “Adam! Give me the phone!”
I gave her the phone, and she waved me off. “I’ll deal with Jenkins. You go take a shower!”
I went to take a shower, but I was nervous. I feared Jenkins was trying to trick us. Jess had sensed foul play too.
I have to hurry up and help her, I thought.
I didn’t even soap myself; I just rubbed the spunk off me, got out of the shower, grabbed a towel, dried myself off and popped out of the bathroom.
Jess was sitting on one of the chairs next to the door. She had already put on fresh clothes from her suitcase—a white solid crop tank top and drawstring shorts set. She kept pressing the call button of my phone, but Jenkins was not answering.
“He’s not picking up, is he?” I asked her.
She shook her head.
I went to my suitcase and changed into fresh clothes too. I walked back to my wife.
“The bastard is not going to pay!” Jess said with anger.
“Let’s go and talk to Pembroke!” I said.
“No! We shouldn’t! If we talk to him, we won’t get a penny.”
“Why? We’ll ask him to call Jenkins and tell him the test was successful.”
“Trust me! Jenkins is our only chance. And that is only now! We have to get through to him!”
“OK, give me the phone!” I said.
I took my phone and typed: “Jenkins, if you don’t pick up the phone, I am calling the police to arrest you for extortion and orchestrating rape!”
I pressed the send button, and almost immediately, I got a call back from Jenkins.
I put him on speaker.
He shouted, “Adam! Who do you think you are? I am gonna—”
“Listen, you fucker!” Jess shouted. ”I’ll tell you who Adam is! He is a husband whose wife got fucked because you blackmailed us. I am now going to go to the police, and I am going to get you arrested. Is this the publicity you want? Is this what you want to be explaining to your board? I am going to ruin your life, your family, I am—”
“Jess, Jess!” Jenkins suddenly changed the tone of his voice. “I will pay you! Just calm down, will you? I am waiting for a confirmation from Pembroke and will pay right away!”
“I am not waiting a minute longer!” Jess shouted again. “I am hanging up and calling the police now!”
“No, wait!” Jenkins said with fear in his voice. “Jess! There is some complication with the test, but all will be all right. Pembroke is working on fixing it. It’s late in the evening here, and we are still in the office to support him however we can. So important this test is for us! The board meeting tomorrow is crucial, and we need positive test results. Pembroke will sort it out! Just be patient for a little longer. OK? Of course, I will pay. Why would I want to destroy my relationship with Adam? I need him for the article, remember?”
“Oh, he will write an article, all right?! But if you don’t pay now, you won’t want to read it! Trust me!” Jess said.
“What complication, Jenkins?” I asked.
“Pembroke is not able to collect the ejaculate from the condom,” Jenkins replied.
I was about to ask him what exactly he meant by ‘not able to collect’ when my wife placed her hand on my shoulder to shut me up.
“I don’t see how this concerns me,” she said to the man on the other end of the line. “Send the money now, Jenkins!”
Jenkins cleared his throat. “Hmm, Jess, it concerns you because we may have to repeat the test.”
“Fuck no!” Jess squealed. “I am not getting fucked again!”
“Jess, listen!” Jenkins began saying something, but my wife cut him off.
“No! You listen to me!” she said in a firm voice. “Put this in your head: I am not getting fucked again! And pay now, or I will hang up in three seconds and call the police! Three, two—”
“Hold on!” Jenkins shouted. “I will pay now! Fine! Just wait for me to log in!”
Jess and I stayed in silence, listening to Jenkins on the speaker. We heard him moving something on his desk, then we heard him typing on the keyboard of his computer, mumbling something under his breath, and after about two minutes, he shouted, “Mark!”
I knew Mark. Mark was their chief accountant, and his desk was outside Jenkin’s office. Mark shouted back something to Jenkins.
Then Jenkins shouted, “I’ve just sent a payment of two hundred thousand. Authorise it, please! Now! I have already forwarded the invoice.”
We waited another minute or so before we heard Mark shouting something to his boss. Then Jenkins said to us, “Done! Adam, check your account!”
I didn’t have to. My mobile banking app sent me a notification on the screen that my account had been credited with two hundred thousand pounds.
“Thank you,” I said.
“Adam!” Jenkins called my name.
“Yes?” I replied.
“Make sure you write a good article!” he said.
I said in a calm voice, “I am afraid I have to wait for Pembroke to confirm the results first! I can’t write about a product that has failed the performance test.”
“No!” Jenkins shouted. “What are you talking about? The butt plug hasn’t failed the test! You guys achieved excellent times in all three sessions! You’ve done an amazing job! It’s a minor measurement glitch with the third session! That’s all! You know what? I’ll call Pembroke and tell him to wrap it up as it is! He is too pedantic for nothing and is driving people crazy.”
“You do that! Bye!” I said and hung up the call, happy that I had just given Jenkins his own medicine.
I opened my mobile banking app, and indeed, two hundred grand had been credited to my account.
I felt relief, and, in a way, I felt vindicated for letting my wife get fucked by the monstrous cock. For the first time since we had pulled the curtains open and sat down next to each other, I did not feel remorse for what we had done. In fact, a tickling feeling in my balls suggested that I had not only accepted my cuckold status, but I liked it.
I looked at Jess and grinned with joy. I raised my hand for a high five.
“We got the money, hon!” I shouted.
“Yes, we did!” She smiled too and gave me the high five, but then her face turned serious, and she said, “We need to get out of here now! Check when the earliest flight is!”
“What’s the rush, hon?” I said. “We are rich now, he-he! But why not enjoy a short break for free? Let’s have some drinks now, and tomorrow we will go to the beach. The article can wait until Pembroke sorts out his measuring cups and spoons, ha-ha!”
“No! We are leaving now! And you should not write the article! You should stop working with these people immediately.”
“Why?”
“They are cheaters!”
I smiled. “Well, Jenkins paid. It took some convincing, but—”
“Adam! The plug does not work!” Jess said, stressing her words.
“What do you mean?” I asked, perplexed by her statement.
“The cock that fucked me the second time was a different cock!”
“Oh! You mean?”
Jess took my hand in hers and said in a very soft voice, “Honey! Trust me on this! I feel that much. The second cock was smaller, and the guy was a weak fucker. They swapped the guy for the second session! They are falsifying the results.”
“You think so?” I raised my eyebrows. “I mean, you have always said you can’t make a difference between the size of my cock and that of your ex-boyfriend, and now you are so certain.”
“Honey, don’t take it the wrong way, but you and Jack are of similar size. I mean, the two of you are. . . hm. . . you are of regular, normal size. Cock one and three that fucked me today were massive! And they were the same cock. That cock really stretched me. . . “ Jess let go of my hand and pulled out the fabric of her shorts between her legs before she continued to explain. “Cock two was of regular size, and the guy did not have stamina!”
“The guy with the massive cock had stamina, didn’t he?” I said.
Jess tugged at the fabric at her crotch. “Mmm, he had.”
“Did he chafe you down there?” I asked her.
“You betcha!” she replied and plucked at the fabric of her shorts covering her pussy for a third time. Then she added, “I wish I have taken my Vagisil cream with me, but who would know?”
“So this big cock, compared to my cock—”
“Hon, hon!” Jess put two fingers across my lips. “I know you want to talk about it. I know you feel insecure, and you badly need me to talk to you about it.” She paused and then sighed. “Most probably multiple times, over and over again. I know, and I expected it.” She rubbed my cheek gently, looking me in the eyes. “But now is not the time. We’ll talk in London. Now we need to get out of here. I don’t trust these guys!”
“OK! We won’t talk now,” I said and looked away with sad eyes.
Jess clasped my chin and made me look at her again. “Honey! I love you, and you are not bad in bed, not bad at all! Will this suffice for now until we get back home? Then we will discuss in detail what we did; we will talk it over and over.” She smiled. “I know you want us to talk, and we’ll do. But let’s get out of here first. What if they decide to blackmail us into returning the money? We know no one on this island in the middle of nowhere. Focus your energy and mind on changing our flight. While waiting for Jenkins to pick up, I checked the weather forecast on your phone. It seems that the hurricane is downgraded to a tropical storm and will miss the islands. We might be able to fly tonight! Call the airline!”
“OK. Let’s get that sorted!” I agreed with my wife.
My wife is not only beautiful but smart and confident, I thought. Then I felt a flutter in my stomach. And now, she is a wife whose pussy has been fucked by another man’s cock. Yep! Jess is a hotwife, and I am a cuckold! A bittersweet smile crossed my face.




8.     On the boat

I called the airline company and found out that my wife was right. The return flight of the plane we had landed with was delayed but not cancelled. They had free seats and readily rebooked us. Jess and I had to leave straight away for the airport because the plane was departing in three hours, and we had quite a journey ahead of us. We had to catch a boat to the main island, and then we had to take a taxi or a shuttle to the airport.
We grabbed our suitcases, almost ran through the lobby, ignoring Fred, who wanted to ask me something, and we left for the dock. In less than five minutes, we were there. The boat had just arrived. We got on board, and that was when we saw Wills! He was sitting in the first row of seats with a suitcase between his legs.
Wills smiled at Jess and me. “Hi, guys!” he greeted us.
“Wills, what are you doing here?” I asked him.
Wills looked around as if he was trying to hide from someone and then said, “Adam, can I talk to you in private for a sec?”
“Of course,” I said.
He stood up and turned to Jess. “Jess, would you excuse us for a minute?”
“Sure!” my wife said and took a seat in the second row. There weren’t that many people on the boat, five or six only, because most travellers had cancelled their trips due to the earlier forecast for the hurricane.
I left my suitcase with Jess and Wills and I got out on the deck. We had about fifteen minutes before the boat was scheduled to leave.
“Wills, we are leaving this island,” I said.
“Yeah, I figured that out. But why?” Wills asked me.
“We are done!” I replied. “But I should ask you the same question. Why are you leaving?”
Wills looked in the distance and sighed. Then he said, “You know how much this project meant to me, Adam?” I did not say anything, so he continued to speak, still looking in the distance. “I need the money, mate, badly! Alex and I have a huge mortgage to pay, and I have debts. You know that I am a gambler, but I have never told you how much I gamble. And lately, I’ve lost a lot. I have debts! I was so desperate back in April that I even considered getting a part in a porn movie for some cash before this project came up!”
I chuckled. “He-he! I’ve always thought of you as a scientist, but hey! If you have the right tool down there, why not?” Wills’s lower lip trembled as if he was about to cry, and I realised that my joke was out of place. So I sighed and said, “Wills, I am sorry for your financial woes. It must be awful. I mean, not that Jess and I are much better. You know what we just did for money, right? But at least we have only the mortgage to worry about, no debts, and overall we have been managing OK. I imagine how you feel when you have mounting debts and a gambling problem.”
“Yes, mounting debts, mate!” Wills said. “You are right. I can’t stop myself from gambling. Coming here was supposed to help me wean myself off it, but I still gambled online.”
“You have to stop!”
“I know.”
We stood in silence for a few seconds before Wills said, “Adam, Jenkins fired me! I badly needed the bonus, but I got fired.”
“Oh, Wills! I am so sorry! Why did he fire you?” I asked and put my hand on Wills’s shoulder.
Wills wiped a tear from his eye and said, “He didn’t want me to go but had to fire me because I punched Pembroke in the face. The three of us were in a video conference call, and Jenkins saw it happen. Pembroke said either I go or he goes, and Jenkins fired me on the spot.”
I knew Wills as a patient and composed man and was amazed that he had lost his temper. “Wills! Why?” I asked him as I let go of his shoulder.
“Well, I flipped out and punched the bastard in the face!” Wills looked around to make sure no one else was listening to us and whispered, “They must have told you that the test failed.”
“Yeah. Jenkins told us there was a complication with collecting the ejaculate from the condom. However, Jess and I already knew that the product doesn’t work!”
“No. The product works. Trust me!” Wills said and added quietly, “Only the test failed.” He made a grimace of regret and sighed before he said, “Maybe I overreacted. But Jenkins had put so much pressure on us that it was a question of time before someone lost it. To be fair to Jenkins, he was also put in a difficult position. He had already announced to the board that the test was successful when Pembroke declared it failed. Then Jenkins asked me to talk to you and Jess to repeat the test.”
“Why would he ask you and not Pembroke to speak to us?” I asked.
“Well, you know that Jenkins believes in the mantra that you own the solution until it solves the problem and since I had come up with the idea for Jess to. . . .” Wills suddenly stopped talking. His lips twitched nervously as he realised he might have said something he was not supposed to say.
I said in a demanding voice, “Wills! What did you say you came up with?”
Wills cleared his throat. “Well, when we learned that the boat had capsized, I might have mentioned it to Jenkins, you know, that you might agree for Jess to get fucked.”
I shouted, “What the fuck, Wills? How could you do that?”
“Shh!” Wills shushed me and looked around anxiously. “Lower your voice, Adam! Please! I did it because I panicked, sorry! All happened very quickly.” Wills took a deep breath before he continued to explain. “I broke to Jenkins the news of losing our test volunteers literally minutes before you arrived, and he went ballistic. You know how he is about solutions, not problems—‘do not bring me problems, bring me solutions!’ Well, I panicked and told him about your fetish and that since you have a cuckold fantasy, he might convince you and Jess to do it, you know.”
“You told Jenkins in front of everyone that I have a cuckold fetish?!”
Wills waved his hands energetically. “No, no! It was before the others joined. Only Pembroke was in the room with me.”
“Fuck you, Wills!” I swore loudly but then looked around and lowered my voice. “You set Jess and me up! How could you?”
“I panicked, all right?! It was the first solution that came to my mind! Come on, Adam! You know how Jenkins is! You will understand! We were losing the project! You would have done the same, wouldn’t you?!”
I shook my head in disappointment. “I wouldn’t have done it to you and Alex. No! And I thought you were my friend!”
“I am!” Wills said and put his hand on my shoulder. “Come on, Adam! I knew Jenkins would offer you a lot of money for nothing! Sorry! Not for nothing, but you know what I mean. You must appreciate that you got two hundred thousand pounds! I wish Alex was around. I would have gladly put her forward for two hundred grand, trust me!”
I pushed Wills’s hand off my shoulder and said, “Shut up! Never tell anyone about my cuckold fantasy! Never tell Jess about it! Do you understand?”
“Of course. Mum’s the word!” Wills said and made a zip sign across his mouth. “But you too, Adam. Please don’t tell Alex that I was fired! I will tell her that I quit because Jenkins wanted me to compromise with my professional integrity over the tests, and I refused.”
“I won’t tell her anything. But you shouldn’t have punched Pembroke! You are smarter than that! I can’t stand the guy too, but this was the stupidest thing to do. And to do it in front of Jenkins? Come on! You know how important Pembroke is to Jenkins.”
“I know,” Wills said quietly. “But things escalated so rapidly. When Jenkins asked me to talk you and Jess into repeating the test, I refused. Predictably, he turned ballistic. However, for the first time, he did not turn on me. He blamed Pembroke for the test’s failure.” Wills took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before he added, “That was when Pembroke provoked me.” My friend clutched his fist. “The sleazy bastard decided to pass the blame on me! Adam! Can you imagine?!” Wills’s face turned red in anger as he continued to wind himself up. “After all that I have done for the project! To say that I failed the test and that I let everyone down! The lying son of a bitch! How can I not lose my temper when in front of me he tells Jenkins that I was careless? When the bastard knows very well that the condom ripped because Jess’s pussy was too tight for my cock?”
I made a step back and reached to grab onto the guardrail. I felt lightheaded and nauseated. I was speechless and just stared at Wills, whose face turned white.
“Oh! Shit!” he whispered and covered his mouth with his hand as he realised that he had accidentally revealed that he had fucked my wife.
I tried to speak but I couldn’t. A few seconds passed before I was able to open my mouth.
“Did you?” I said, barely able to hear my own voice.
“Shit” seemed to be the only word Wills could mutter before he began biting his bottom lip.
“Was it you who fucked my wife, Wills?” I asked him quietly, still not able to believe that my best friend in the team had actually done my wife.
I grabbed his shoulders and shook him, not taking my eyes off his face. “Was it you?”
“Fuck!” he swore and pushed my hands off his shoulders. “Fuck!” slipped through his lips.
“Was it you?” I repeated my question, raising my voice.
“Shh, be quiet, Adam!” he shushed me before he said quietly, “Yes! It was me!” Wills took a deep breath and exhaled. Then he said, “Sorry!”
“Fuck!” It was my turn to take a deep breath. “Did you. . . ? Did you say the condom ripped inside my wife?”
“Yeah,” Wills said, prolonging the word and, looking me in the eyes, he added apologetically, “Sorry!”
I raised my finger at him and hissed, “You. . . ,” but could not say anything else. I pushed him in the chest, and he took a step back but still held my gaze.
“Adam, sorry!” he said. “Pembroke said he would tell you so that Jess would take the morning-after pill. I am sorry this happened, matey! The condom must have broken while I was fucking her without me knowing. Only when I pulled my cock out Pembroke and I found out that the condom had split. That’s why he couldn’t measure the ejaculate volume and cancelled the test. He said there was no point to fuck her a third time if we failed the second session.”
The second session! I repeated Wills’s words in my head. So Jess is right after all! Two guys fucked her!
“When did you say the condom broke exactly?” I asked.
“I’ve already told you! It wasn’t my fault! Pembroke really rushed me the second time, and Jess was not quite ready because I did not prep her. It must have happened when I was, you know, pushing it into her while she was tight, in the beginning; afterwards, she relaxed, but in the beginning. . . . That’s when it must have happened. I did not notice it had split; otherwise, I would have stopped. Anyway! Pembroke thought he could still manage to measure some volume in his office. However, when he saw the condom had ripped too much, he cancelled the test. I was keen to continue, but he said, ‘I don’t blame you that you want to fuck her one more time, Wills, but there is no point. We have to repeat the whole test.’.”
I ignored Wills’s implicit ‘compliment’ of my wife and said, “Someone fucked Jess in between, Wills. Who was it?”
“Oh! Are you sure?” Wills asked me, raising his eyebrows.
I nodded yes.
He pursed his lips for a second and then said, “I have no idea who that would be. . . . Sorry! It doesn’t make sense. Why would Pembroke get someone else in between? You must be mistaken, mate.”
“Are you dumb or what?” I shouted.
Wills put his finger across his lips. “Shh!”
I lowered my voice and said, “How can I be mistaken when I was there, and there were three sessions? My wife was fucked three times before my very eyes!”
Wills raised his hands in a pacifying gesture. “OK! That means they intended to falsify the test because it had to be done only by one guy! There is only one reason to do it: to show four orgasms! Greedy bastards! Why didn’t they trust me to do it through and through? I would have done it just fine! With excellent refractory periods! Pembroke made me wait so long after I—” Wills paused when he noticed the nervous twitch in my face.
However, I said, “Go on! Say it as it is: after you fucked her! What happened then?”
“Hmm.” Wills cleared his throat before he continued. “After I fucked Jess the first time, I was ready on the fifth minute! But the idiot had to poop! I was waiting and waiting in his office with the fucking butt plug in my ass and the Batman mask on my face for Pembroke to come from the loo and take me back to Jess. And when he finally came, he apologised that he had an upset stomach!” Wills said in a screechy voice, imitating Pembroke,” ‘Sorry for making you wait for me, Wills! My IBS is killing me!’” Wills clutched his fist. “The lying bastard! He had been running a test with someone else! And then he rushed me! Had to run like crazy; I almost lost my boner trying to shove it in a rush into Jess’s. . . , sorry! Yeah, I was rushed.” Wills paused to rub his chin as he tried to calm himself down. Then he said, “What pisses me off most is that I would have had no problem doing a third and a fourth session. Yes, I am certain I could have fucked Jess twice more. I know for a fact because, man, your wife is. . . .”
Wills stopped talking and again looked at my face with concern.
I just said, “Yes, my wife is what?”
It was the most peculiar thing I had ever felt. On the one hand, I was fuming listening to Wills. On the other, I was having a boner. So much that I had to turn my pelvis away from Wills as I tried to hide the tent in my shorts.
“Well, she’s great. Adam,” Wills said. “I’ll be honest with you. I’ve always wanted to fuck Jess! And when Pembroke picked me, I was in heaven! And she fucks so well, her pussy feels so. . . .”
Wills stopped speaking again, worried about how I was taking in his revelations, but when he saw I was waiting patiently to hear him out, he continued, “Warm and velvety! Yeah, she has been the best possible stimulus for my performance. I am confident I could have fucked her two more times, even longer and harder than the first two times. I am that keen on her, and I am that good! Yeah, I am good! Even without a butt plug in my ass! That’s why I considered a role in a porn film, you know. And with Jess’s pussy around my dick? Mmm! Man! She felt so tight and slick that I couldn’t stop thrusting like crazy. Yeah, maybe that’s why the condom ripped. I would have been OK if this fucker Pembroke had said the condom broke because I had thrust too hard, but to say I had ripped the condom with his wedding ring?! Bastard! I am glad I broke his nose!”
“With his wedding ring? What do you mean?” I asked.
“Yeah! Can you imagine? He not only shoved the butt plug in my ass but made me wear his wedding ring. He’s been humiliating me ever since he came to work on this project. That’s why I punched him in—”
“Wills, Wills!” I interrupted him as a suspicion began growing in me. “What do you mean when you said that he made you wear his wedding ring?”
“Oh! When he was rushing me to the lab for the second session, he took off his wedding ring and gave it to me. ‘Put it on!’ he said. I was: ‘I don’t wear jewellery!’ And he went: ‘I know, but that’s the point. If they have been looking at your hands and trying to guess who you are, put it on to confuse them!’ It’s good Pembroke is fat and has fat fingers! Otherwise, it would not have fit. My hands are bigger than his!”
“Wills, how does his ring look like?” I asked.
Wills shrugged his shoulders and said, “Erm. . . , like a wedding ring. An expensive one, I must say. One of those palladium or platinum rings, maybe white gold, I don’t know. Incrusted with diamonds or some other white gems. Why?”
“Fuck! It’s him!”
“Him? What?”
“Pembroke fucked my wife! He was the one who fucked Jess between you fucking her the first and the second time! Sleazy mother fucker!”
Wills stared at my face for a while. Then he put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Sorry, matey! Probably he couldn’t resist the temptation. If it’s any consolation, I broke his nose!”
I pushed Wills’s hand off me. “Yeah, whatever!” I said and was about to walk past him, but I stopped and said to him, “Wills, you cannot tell any of this to Jess, do you understand?”
“Yes, I do!” he said.
“And after we get off the plane, you and I should never see each other.”
“I get that!”
I headed for the stairs to get below deck and join Jess when he called my name.
I stopped and turned around. “What?”
Wills walked to me and said, “I just wanted to tell you that fucking Jess was the best thing that has happened to me on this fucking island. Maybe, hmm. . . . Just think about it, OK? What if I talk to Alex, and maybe we do something as couples?”
“Don’t you dare!” I said, raising my finger at him. Then I turned around and went to sit down next to my wife.
Wills came to join us and took his seat in the front row just before the boat departed.
The three of us did not speak during the whole journey on the boat. Wills was in a foul mood, having been just fired. Also, he did not want to risk unwittingly revealing something to Jess in a conversation. Jess, too, was not keen to speak to Wills or even look at him. Understandably, she felt uneasy in his presence since he knew what she had done in the lab. That suited me perfectly well. It was going to be very awkward to watch her interact with the man who had fucked her just an hour earlier and to keep it secret that he was the one who had fucked her. She was deep in thought the whole time, not talking to me, perhaps besieged by regrets. I was deep in thought, too, wondering how to break the news to my wife that she had to take the morning-after pill without telling her that I knew about the condom split from Wills. I decided not to tell her that I had found out that Pembroke had fucked her the second time. She would have been disgusted!
When we arrived at the ferry terminal, Jess and I took a taxi to the airport while Wills took the shuttle. We saw him only twice after that—when we were boarding and disembarking the plane— and then we parted ways with him.
⁂
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Whether reading erotic fiction is a way to fulfil an erotic fantasy in the safe realm of imagination, or to get inspired to pursue a fetish in real life, I believe that foremost, it should be about having fun.

I like to take my readers on a journey that is exciting and arousing, where they can follow the emotions, internal struggles and the fun that my characters experience, from the build-up of desire and aspiration, through the moment of fulfilment and resolution, to the final reckoning in the aftermath of their actions.

Whether a story is about a hotwife fantasy, a voyeur fetish, a cuckold kink, a naughty wife, or a cheating husband, it should be believable and most importantly, enjoyable to read. The storylines in this genre are as diverse and nuanced as in any other, and sometimes a reader may not like what the characters do, or the views that they express, however, the storytelling should still be a source of enjoyment.

I value reader’s feedback. When a reader tells me that they liked my stories, it inspires me to write more. Please vote and leave reviews at Amazon or Goodreads.

I also believe that the best way to keep improving is by listening to my readers. So if you would like to provide me with constructive feedback or to share what other stories you would like me to write, please feel free to contact me at lee.alex1604@gmail.com.




Books By This Author

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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