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The Cuckold Collection
Early in 2020, I decided to start a new series of original stories, focusing more on the ‘cuckolding’ types of relationship rather than just the ‘hotwife’ aspect, which my ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ series explored, albeit more ambiguously in some books than in others.
I came up with six different themes that I wanted to explore and after I completed the first book, ‘Size Matters,’ a friend of mine inspired another story and so ‘Ex Appeal’ became the second in the series. The third book, ‘Dark Curiosity’ was inspired by a true story a fan wrote to me about and ‘Locked Up’ came to me in a weird dream I had.
This, the fifth book in the series, ‘Access Denied’ was inspired during the events of the coronavirus lockdown. I won’t spoil the storyline too much, but again it’s inspired by someone I know, who had to find a way of making money during the crisis - selling nudes online.
If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other series; ‘No Angels’ (six novels and five novelettes), ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ and ‘Sexy Season Stories’, all available from your favourite digital eBook retailers.
Thanks for reading!




Chapter 1
“Sam, what are we going to do?” Sarah asked me as soon as I walked through the front door. In the office that afternoon, I’d been told the bad news. Due to the coronavirus outbreak, the country was going into a national lockdown and so I was out of work for a while.
Being a sound engineer, my job - and entire income - was screwed. Every gig I had booked for the year was cancelled. I’d called Sarah and told her the news and then headed straight home.
“I don’t know,” I replied honestly, taking my coat off. “But try to stay positive. I’ll work something out.”
Sarah was at university, studying to be a nurse, but she did some part-time waiting in a restaurant to earn money. But now all the restaurants were closing, she’d been told this afternoon that she was out of a job too.
“We’ve got some money in the bank, haven’t we?” she asked. “But when that runs out, how are we going to pay the bills? We’ve got a mortgage, Sam.”
“Look, hopefully, this lockdown won’t last too long,” I tried to reassure her. “We’ll get by. It’s not just us in this position, there's got to be a lot of people just like us. The government will step in and help out if this lockdown’s going to be a long-term thing.”
“I hope so.” Sarah was nervous and I could understand why. We’d only bought the house - our first house - this time last year and up to this point, the future had seemed bright. Now, in one fell swoop, we’d both lost our jobs and were facing the prospect of an entirely different outlook.
Sarah made us some dinner and we did our best not to worry but as we sat down to eat, the coronavirus outbreak was all over the TV. There was no escaping from it.
I looked at my gorgeous young wife. We’d only been married for a year but along with the two years before that, they’d been the best years of my life. We’d met at university and I’d fallen head-over-heels in love with her almost upon meeting.
I looked at her, realising yet again, like I did most days, how lucky I was to have her. I was punching way above my weight. I was a very average sort of guy - average height and weight, brown hair, average job - I was little Mr Average. But Sarah… Sarah was gorgeous. She had North African heritage, her father was from Tunisia, so her skin was a dusky brown and her long wavy hair was a beautiful mahogany colour. Her eyes were dark brown, with long dark lashes - and most people said they were her outstanding feature - but they were lying. Her most stand-out feature was her boobs. Sarah was a 38E - something that she hated because she always complained that they were too big and heavy, but every time she even brought up the topic of a breast reduction, I shut her down. No way was she ever doing anything to her boobs. I loved them. They were perfect.
“Hey guys,” a familiar voice said from behind us just after we’d finished eating, making us turn around.
“Hi Danny,” Sarah replied, picking up our discarded plates and walking past him into the kitchen.
“I wasn’t sure if you were going home or not,” I said to my best friend. “I take it you’ve heard the news about the lockdown?”
“Of course I have,” he sighed, sinking down onto the spare armchair in our living room opposite me. “I’ve still got a job for now but it’s not looking good.”
“I’m out of work for now,” I told him. “Sarah too. Hopefully, it’s not going to be for too long. I wondered if you’d be going home to your mum’s.”
Danny was living with us temporarily. He’d fallen out with his parents a few months ago, so we’d let him stay in the spare room until he sorted something out for himself.
“They’re both elderly,” he reminded me. “I spoke to them this afternoon but they’ve decided to isolate themselves for now. It’s okay if I stay with you guys for a while, isn’t it?”
“Sure,” I replied. Danny was a good guy. Tall and slim with short dark hair and an infectious smile, we’d been friends since the end of school. “I guess we don’t have much choice. We’ve all got to stay put wherever we’ve been living, I think, so it makes sense.”
“Stay as long as you like,” Sarah agreed, emerging from the kitchen with a hot cup of coffee for the both of us and one for herself. She laughed. “We might end up relying on you and your job to help us out financially if this lockdown lasts any length of time.”
“Yeah. No worries,” Danny nodded, taking the coffee and having a sip. “I’m sure it’ll only be for a couple of weeks until they flatten the curve. Whatever that means.”
“I don’t even know why we’ve got to lock down,” Sarah shrugged. “It’s only dangerous to the older people.”
She was right. Danny was a year older than me at 23 and Sarah was a year younger than me at 21. We were all healthy and not in any danger if we caught the virus but the theory was that we could still pass it on to someone vulnerable; Danny’s parents, for instance.
“Well, we’ll just have to suck it up and do as we’re told,” I replied. “Keep washing our hands and social distance and if everyone behaves themselves, we’ll be out of this in no time.”
Of course, I was wrong. Two weeks later, we were told that lockdown was going to be extended for at least a month and it soon became clear that the covid outbreak was here to stay.
The two weeks so far had actually been rather enjoyable. Danny was working and helped us out with food costs and put towards the bills like he always did but it was nice to spend so much time with Sarah. Neither of us had started looking for a new job because we’d been hoping that we’d be returning to our old jobs after the initial two-week lockdown was finished. So, instead, we’d spent the time enjoying the nice weather in the back garden, chilling out, reading, watching TV - even making love during the daytime; something we hadn’t done since the heady days when we first met.
“Shall we go to bed for an hour?” I suggested one afternoon, fancying a love-making session. Sarah looked fantastic this particular day, in a tight white tank-top which showed off her golden cleavage to perfection and a pair of thin linen shorts. “Danny won’t be home for a while yet.”
“Hmm,” Sarah said, giving me a long, lingering look. We were sitting in the back garden, enjoying yet another unseasonably warm April day. “What’s gotten into you lately? You’re always horny.”
“It’s spending so much time with my stunning wife,” I answered truthfully. “If you don’t like it, maybe you shouldn’t be so sexy.”
“I’m not complaining,” she giggled, rising and walking inside the house, giving me a look over her shoulder that said, ‘come on then.’
We went upstairs and as soon as we got into our bedroom we were tearing at each other’s clothing, shedding everything as quickly as we could until we were on the bed naked together.
Sarah’s body was incredible, her light-cocoa coloured skin was smooth and her heavy breasts felt firm and round in my hands as I cupped them, burying my face between them as she grabbed my already-hard cock, stroking it slowly. I sucked one of her dark pink nipples, enjoying the sound of her moaning in response and then as she lay back and opened her thighs, I positioned myself between them.
I didn’t have the largest dick in the world - I was a little smaller than average, I knew that much - but Sarah had always said she didn’t care.
“Fuck me,” she whispered into my ear.
I placed the tip of my dick against the soft flesh of her labia and slid inside her, enjoying the warmth of her. I looked down, watching my short but stiff cock slide in and out of her totally shaved young pussy.
“You feel so good,” I told her, pinning her wrists together over her head and beginning to pound myself into her. She liked to be manhandled like that. I’d only been with one girl before Sarah, my first girlfriend from school. We’d only lasted a year and then split when we went to different universities. She’d liked it slow and gentle so I’d felt weird at first when Sarah told me she wanted it rough - being physical with women wasn’t something I felt comfortable with - but once I learned how to bang her hard and fast in the way she wanted, I got used to it.
Sarah had been with three men before me. Two were one-offs, she’d told me, but the third had been a year-long relationship like mine. Hers, however, had been with a much older man. She’d never actually told me - but I suspected it was her university professor. His name around campus was Mr Brooks, but I knew his first name because Sarah always referred to her ‘older ex’ as Chris. She told me they’d split up because he was married and his job meant it was risky for them to keep seeing each other, so they’d decided to split - right before she met me. It all added up, but I’d never pressed her on the issue. I’d rather she forget her ex than keep bringing him up. I wanted him to be ancient history, she was mine now, especially because she told me that he’d been really well-endowed - almost too big and that he was the one that had introduced her to the rough play that she’d learned to enjoy.
Then I heard the door open and close downstairs - just as I was really getting into it.
“Shit,” I cursed. “Danny’s home early.”
“I don’t care,” Sarah moaned softly. “Don’t stop now. I’m nearly there.”
I looked over my shoulder. The bedroom door wasn’t wide open but it was ajar enough for Danny to see through, should he come straight upstairs.
“But the door’s open,” I pointed out.
“You better hurry up then,” Sarah said, wiggling her hips, pushing herself onto me. “Fuck me. I want to cum.”
“Fine,” I replied reluctantly. I needed to cum too. Sarah’s hand went down to her pussy, rubbing her clit as I rammed her as fast and hard as I could and I was relieved at how quickly she orgasmed.
“Oh, fuck,” she moaned loudly. Too loud. I covered her mouth with one hand, trying to stifle the sound so Danny wouldn’t hear and fucked her urgently, enjoying the sight of her huge breasts bouncing in rhythm to my thrusting until I felt myself explode inside her.
As soon as I was done, I pulled out of her, racing across the bedroom to look out onto the landing. There was no sign of Danny. We’d managed to do it before he came upstairs.
“Guys?” I heard him call out, followed by the sounds of his feet trudging upstairs.
“We’re in the bedroom,” I replied. “Don’t come in - Sarah’s just getting changed.”
I closed the door and wiped the sweat from my forehead while grinning at my wife who was still laying on the bed completely naked.
“I liked that,” she whispered over to me with a low laugh. “Risky sex is the best sex. I liked it when you put your hand over my mouth too. Naughty Sammy. Very naughty.”
“Get dressed,” I hissed at her. “Before he wonders what we’ve been up to.”
“Let him wonder. I don’t care,” she giggled but she did get up and start to get dressed.
She was right. The risk of getting caught had heightened the fun of the fuck we’d just had but it wasn’t something I wanted to do again. Eventually, you always got caught doing these sorts of things and I wouldn’t enjoy that. Danny was a good guy but he was a joker and I knew I’d never hear the end of it. Plus, I didn’t want him seeing my beautiful wife naked and I was pretty sure she didn’t either.
Did she?




Chapter 2
Another two weeks went by and the full truth about the pandemic was beginning to hit home. This lockdown was going to go on and on and on. No one knew when it might end. Cases of Covid were still on the rise and people were now dying in their hundreds on a daily basis.
“Money’s getting tighter and tighter,” I sighed from where I was sitting at the kitchen table, bank statements and bills covering every inch of the top of it.
“We’re surviving though,” Sarah replied. She finished washing the dinner plates and sat next to me. “Why don’t you just pay what you can? The rest will have to wait. Lockdown won’t last forever.”
“I know it won’t last forever.” I exhaled, letting some of the tension out that had been building inside me. “But if it lasts much longer, I don’t know what we’re going to do. I’ve already had to cancel Netflix and downsize our phone contracts just so we can afford to eat.”
“We could ask Danny for more money,” Sarah suggested, pushing the bills into a pile and then tossing them into a box nearby. “He’s still working even though he’s had his hours cut. I’m sure he won’t mind helping out.”
“We’re going to have to,” I shrugged. “Unless we can find a way to make some extra money.”
Sarah put her hand over mine and squeezed it. “Don’t worry. I’ll talk to Danny later. He might be more sympathetic if it comes from me.”
“I could ask my mum too,” I added. My mum was reasonably wealthy but I didn’t like borrowing from her or asking her for anything. She’d brought me up to be independent and to stand on my own two feet and while she’d probably help, I knew she’d think less of me if she knew I was struggling.
“But you won’t,” Sarah replied, giving me a knowing look.
“I have to,” I sighed, working it through in my head. “Even if Danny gives us a little more in rent, it won’t be enough to cover what we need. I’ll go and see her. Explain our predicament. If I promise to pay her back, she’ll understand.”
Asking Sarah’s parents wasn’t an option. Her mother was a drunk and her father had disappeared years ago. My own father, Frank, might help if he could but right now he was serving his second stretch in prison for an attempted robbery. He’d been inside since I was a little kid, gotten out and then immediately got back in trouble and ended up behind bars again last year. I was sure he had a stash of money somewhere because he’d always sent my mother money for me while I was growing up, and he’d called regularly but I wouldn’t say we were close.
That evening, when Danny got back from work, Sarah cornered him in the living room. I noticed she was wearing a tight green t-shirt with a deep v-neck that showed off some of her glorious cleavage. Was she doing that deliberately to soften Danny up? I stayed at the back of the room out of the way, listening to what they were saying but I was close enough to see my best friend’s eyes wander to her breasts several times. If Sarah minded, she didn’t say anything about it.
“I can give you a little more,” Danny agreed. “I get it. Times are tough. But I have some bills and things to pay for too, so I can’t afford to help out as much as I'd like to.”
“We get that,” Sarah nodded, looking my way and smiling at me. The little bit extra he would give us would help. Every little bit helped. “Sam’s going to speak to his mum too. We’ll get through it together.”
“Your mum?” Danny sniffed, looking uncomfortable as he turned to me. “Won’t she just have a go at you if she knows you’re skint?”
“Probably,” I admitted. “But unless I get another job or something else turns up, we don’t have many other options.”
“How’s the job hunting going?” Danny asked, rubbing his hand through his short dark hair as I walked over and sat next to him.
“Terrible,” I shrugged. “No one’s hiring. The lockdown’s hit everyone hard, including businesses, I guess.”
“Well, if nothing comes up soon, we’ll figure something out between us all,” Danny said, putting an arm around me and giving me a manly hug. He could tell I was dispirited. Danny knew me pretty well.
Later that evening, I made the call to my mum, telling her I was going to be in the neighbourhood tomorrow and I wanted to stop by to see her. She replied that we weren’t supposed to - because of the lockdown rules - but okay.
I also sat down and wrote a letter to Frank - I called him Frank more than I called him ‘dad’ because that’s what mum had always told me to call him. He wasn’t a ‘proper’ dad, she said. Proper dads - decent dads - didn’t get themselves locked up when they had a family to look after. I asked him if he could give me a call. I was worried about how the lockdown would be affecting him inside and then added that I could use his help if at all possible.
With all the arrangements done, I went to bed and even though Sarah was giving off subtle hints that she was in the mood for sex, I didn’t respond. The financial worry and stress were weighing my mind down too much and I told her I was really tired even though when my head did meet the pillow, it took me well over an hour to actually fall asleep.
The following morning I headed over to see my mother but as I was walking up the path of her long, well-looked after front garden I was startled by a tall, Asian man coming towards me.
“Hi,” he said as he passed me but I didn’t reply back. I simply turned and watched him walk through the gate and get into the white Ford I’d noticed parked outside. Before he drove away, he wound the window down and waved out of it. I looked around to see where he was pointing and saw my mum at the bedroom window, waving back.
For fuck’s sake, I thought to myself. I hope that isn’t what it looks like.
I waved at her too but she either didn’t see me or she chose to ignore me. Either way, I had to walk to the front door and press the doorbell a couple of times before she eventually answered.
“Are you having some work done or something?” I asked when she finally opened the door.
“What do you mean?” my mother answered. She was in a dressing gown and her long blonde hair was messy. Surely, she hadn’t been doing anything sexual with the Asian guy? She had a boyfriend, Nick, and they’d been together for about three years now. The longest time she’d kept a boyfriend since splitting up with my father when I was really young.
“I just saw a guy come out of the house,” I explained as she moved to the side and let me in. “You were waving to him out of the window.”
“Ah. Coffee?” She closed the door behind me and walked into the kitchen but not before I saw the smirk on her face that gave the game away.
“Mum, you…” I started but she turned on me before I even had a chance to accuse her of anything.
“Us women have needs, you know?” she said, pouring hot water into two cups. “Don’t be so judgmental.”
“What about Nick?” I asked. “Have you guys split up or something?”
“What Nick doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” my mum replied as she finished the coffees and handed me one of the steaming cups. “So if you see him, keep your mouth shut.”
“You’re having an affair?” I shook my head and walked through into the living room. “Nick’s been so good to you, mum.”
“I’m not having an affair.” My mother was in her late forties but she was still a good-looking woman. She always had been. I knew a lot of my friends had fancied her when we were younger, calling her a ‘MILF’ or whatever. I’d constantly been teased about her reputation for having a different boyfriend every month but I knew the source of that teasing had been from my friends hoping they’d get a chance with her one day.
“So that guy was just a… what? One-off bit of fun?” I asked. I really thought she’d left her wild days behind once she’d met Nick. He was a nice guy, even if Frank didn’t seem to like him.
“I’m fairly sure you didn’t come around to ask questions about my sex life,” my mother said dryly, not answering my question. “What’s up? Are you broke or something?”
Trust my mother to be straight to the point. Still, it saved me having to beat around the bushes getting to the question I needed to ask.
“I’m struggling to find work,” I explained. “And Sarah too. We’re really struggling for money. If you loan us something, we’d really appreciate it. I’ll pay you back every penny, I promise.”
She looked at me for a long moment, her eyes weighing me up as though she was trying to work out if I was lying or not. Why would I lie? She must know how hard it was for me to come to her to ask for money like this.
“What about Danny?” she said. She knew Danny. He’d been my best friend since school. “I know he’s living with you. I hope he’s paying you rent. Isn’t that helping?”
“Yes but it’s nowhere near enough to pay the mortgage and all the bills.” I sagged into the soft armchair I was sitting in. “We’ve already used up most of our savings. I’m looking for a new job but until then, I could really use your help. I wouldn’t ask if we weren’t stuck.”
“I like Danny.” Her blue eyes drifted off into the distance for a moment.
“Mum.” I shook my head. “Don’t go there.”
“I’m messing with you,” she laughed. “Yes, I’ll help you out but you have to pay me back, Sam. Nothing comes free in life. You need to learn that.”
“I know and thank you,” I replied, a sense of relief flooding through me. Sarah would be proud of me. “I promise, I’ll pay back whatever you can lend us.”
She asked me how much I needed and while she wouldn’t give me a couple of thousand like I’d hoped, we agreed on an amount that would get us through another month or so. Hopefully, by then, something would come up to keep us going long-term until the lockdown was finished.
“Sam?” She called out later as I set off to leave. “If you’re still struggling in a few weeks’ time, come to me. I might have some ideas about how you and Sarah can make some money. If you’re desperate. Okay?”
“Okay, thanks,” I said and then I set off home, eager to tell Sarah the news that mum would help out. I wasn’t going to mention mum’s idea of a job offer though. My mother had been involved in some pretty seedy business dealings in the past. Not things I’d want my wife to get involved in.
No, we’d figure a way out of the financial hole we were in. Somehow we would. We had to.




Chapter 3
The money that my mother loaned to us helped out considerably but we still had the problem that it wouldn’t last. Long-term we needed a solution and unless Sarah or I could find a suitable job quickly - not an easy task seeing as all non-essential businesses were closed - we were going to end up back in financial trouble sooner rather than later.
We were discussing the topic a couple of weeks later, Sarah, Danny and I, while we ate our dinner. We’d been watching some crappy movie and gotten bored of it, so we decided to eat and have a few beers and a chat.
“Do you remember Abigail?” Danny asked, pushing his empty plate to one side.
“Your ex? Of course I do,” Sarah replied, finishing off her own meal. “Why?”
I remembered Abigail too. She was gorgeous - long red hair, large breasts - a proper Jessica Rabbit type. I didn’t know why Danny had finished with her. He said she was boring but I don’t know how any man could get bored of someone as sexy as her.
“I was texting her the other day,” Danny continued, “She and her new boyfriend have had an idea of making money but she needed some advice from me on how to set it up.”
“Oh yeah?” I asked, suddenly even more interested.
“Have you heard of OnlyFans?” he continued. I had. In fact, I’d actually signed up to a couple of hot girls on there in the past, although I’d never admit that to either him or Sarah. It was a website where women could sell naked photos and videos of themselves, for a monthly fee. There were some really sexy models on there, some just posing nude but some did proper porn - masturbating or even having hardcore sex.
“Abigail is on OnlyFans?” I scoffed, not believing a word of it.
“I’ve heard of OnlyFans but what is it, exactly?” Sarah asked.
I let Danny explain. I wasn’t going to, just in case my wife asked how I knew.
“A website where you can sell your own content, mainly photographs and videos,” he said patiently. “Models, both professional ones and amateurs, use it to make money from their nudes and sex tapes.”
“Abigail is selling nudes?” Sarah was open-mouthed in shock.
“Yeah,” Danny nodded. “She was having a bit of trouble getting it working at first so she asked me to help out because she trusts me and… well, I’ve seen it all before if you know what I mean.”
“And her boyfriend was okay with that?” Sarah asked, her eyebrows halfway up her forehead in doubt.
“Tony?” Danny shrugged. “Sure. He’s an older guy, you know? In his mid-thirties, I think. A mature guy. Sensible. So yeah, he was fine about it. He knows I’m Abigail’s ex and I’ve seen her naked and he was cool with everything. I mean, it’s in his interests too. They’ve only just finished setting it up and they’ve made over two grand already from the initial sign-ups.”
“How much?” I almost choked on my beer.
“Two grand,” Danny chuckled at my reaction. “That’s in a week. Abigail’s a good looking girl with a hot body, so it’s not hard to see why guys are signing up like crazy.”
“But what if her family sees it?” Sarah kept firing questions at Danny. “What if her friends or her old school mates see it? They could put her nudes on Facebook or anything. Is she crazy?”
“It’s a secret,” Danny shook his head. “She’s got a made up name, her profile is totally private. There’s no way of anyone finding it or knowing it’s Abigail.”
“So how does she get people to sign up?” I had to ask. “If they don’t know who she is?”
“She advertises on a few select web sites and forums,” he replied. “She’s got an Instagram page and Twitter which doesn’t show her face. People can only see her face once they’ve paid. The chances of anyone signing up that knows her is incredibly small. Most of her sign ups are from other countries right now.”
“And she’s made how much?” Sarah asked, needing to hear it again to be sure she’d heard right.
“Over two grand.”
“Wow,” Sarah puffed out her cheeks. “Just... wow. But good for her. I couldn’t do something like that. You need to have some balls to get your body out on the internet.”
I stared at my wife for a moment, shocked at what she’d just said. I hadn’t been thinking about Sarah doing something like Abigail. Instead, I’d been thinking about what Abigail had done on her OnlyFans and if I could sneakily find her site and sign up to have a look. I decided to ask Danny later, when Sarah had gone to bed. Abigail was hot and Danny had always said she was a great fuck, so I was intrigued to what content she’d made so far.
“You’ve got the body to do it,” Danny grinned at Sarah, bringing me back to my senses sharply. “I’d be happy to help out with the site, plus I’m a good photographer.”
“Hey, dude,” I elbowed him in the ribs. He sat next to me tonight, with Sarah opposite us. “Quit flirting with my wife.”
“Ouch,” he complained, rubbing his side while also softly laughing. “I’m not flirting. I’m just saying she’s got a nice body. Take it as a compliment. I wouldn’t be saying it if she was fat and ugly or whatever.”
“Oh yeah?” I challenged him. “Am I supposed to be happy that you don’t find my wife fat and ugly?”
“Sam, chill out,” Sarah said quickly before I could get any more wound up. “Danny’s only messing around.”
I nodded at her then gave my friend a look as if to say ‘leave it’ and the conversation finished pretty much after that. We watched TV in silence for a while, making some idle chat during the evening and it wasn’t until Sarah went up to bed later that I finally spoke properly to Danny.
“So…” I said, after fetching us one more beer each from the fridge. “Now that Sarah’s gone to bed, tell me more about Abigail’s OnlyFans.”
“Ha,” Danny laughed, gratefully taking the beer and having a drink from it. “I knew you’d ask.”
“Of course I’m asking,” I shrugged. “Abigail was gorgeous. You always used to bang on about how hot her body was and how dirty she was in bed, so I’m not shocked that she’d do something like this now I think about it. But yeah, I’m curious. What red-blooded male wouldn’t be? Tell me more.”
“Earlier on,” Danny reminded me, “You got all pissed at me because I flirted with Sarah. Now you’re asking me details about my ex?”
“She was only your ex-girlfriend though,” I defended myself. “Sarah is my wife. It’s a bit different.”
“Can I remind you that you once showed me that photo of Sarah’s tits?” Danny tilted his bottle at me. “And you used to tell me how good she sucked dick... and other intimate stuff.”
“That was years ago,” I pointed out. “And I was drunk.” I remembered the night in question. It was a few weeks before our wedding and we’d been talking sex - as drunk guys tend to do. Sarah sent me a dirty photo in an attempt to lure me home from the pub and in a moment of drunken, horny, silliness, I’d decided to show it to Danny. He’d loved it, of course, but had from that moment onwards tried to get me to show him more but I never had.
“Still, you didn’t need to get all defensive with me.” Danny pointed at my laptop, stuffed down the gap between the sofa and the armchair. “Pass me your laptop.”
I reached over and grabbed it then passed it to him as he asked. “Also, because you’ve seen Sarah’s tits, that kind of means I should get to see Abigail’s, right?”
Danny grinned at me. “I guess so but I promised her and Tony that I wouldn’t tell anyone or give them her username, so…”
“I don’t know Tony and I haven’t seen Abigail in ages,” I said quietly, making sure Sarah couldn’t hear what we were talking about upstairs. “But even if I do, I won’t say a thing. I promise.”
“Fine.” Danny studied me for a moment, making sure I was telling the truth, then flipped open the laptop and put it on the coffee table in front of us.
“I’m happy to pay,” I said, reaching into my back pocket. “I don’t have much left in the bank but if it’s cheap enough, I’ll pay-”
“Shut up,” Danny pushed my hand away when I offered him my debit card. “I helped set it up so I have the log-in details, don’t I?”
“Of course you do,” I laughed.
“There’s no way I’m letting someone as sexy as Abigail set up an OnlyFans without making sure I can log in and have a look,” he laughed too, his fingers typing away on the keyboard for a moment.
I watched as the white page and familiar blue ‘OnlyFans’ logo came up on the page, followed by a graphic header of a female body wearing just the tiniest of black thongs and a stringy black bra top.
“Is that her?” I whispered.
“Yeah,” Danny said, glancing sideways at me with a smirk before continuing to log in to the page. A moment later, a news feed appeared with numerous photos and what looked like a couple of videos. “Won’t you be in deep shit if Sarah knows you’ve looked at this?”
“How will Sarah know?” I gave Danny a questioning look.
“Fair enough.” He sat back from the laptop. “I’ve seen it all already but I’ll let you have a look through on your own. I have no desire to see you get a hard on.”
“Really?” I said, looking up at him as he rose up from the sofa and walked over to the doorway, leaving me with the laptop.
“I’m tired anyway,” he winked at me. “Have fun. Just make sure you don’t do anything apart from look at the pictures and videos, okay? You’re logged in to her account so you could delete something if you’re not careful.”
I raised my hands. “I won’t touch a thing,” I told him.
“Apart from your dick?” he sniggered. “Make sure you log out and turn the laptop off when you’re done. You don’t want Sarah going on it tomorrow and it still being logged in.”
“Sure thing,” I nodded. “Good thinking.”
With that, Danny went upstairs, leaving me on my own. I got up and closed the door then waited five minutes to make sure he wasn’t fooling around and about to come through the door with his camera or something.
When I was happy that it was safe to do so, I clicked on the first photo.




Chapter 4
I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. I’d expected it just to be Abigail in her lingerie but even the very first photo was more than that. She was topless, her large, heavy-looking tits hanging down as she leaned into the camera. Her skin was pale but less freckled than I’d have thought and her nipples were a pink so pale they were almost invisible from the rest of the skin on her breasts.
She was in the same location in the next one - on what I presumed to be her own bed - but in this one, she was totally naked. The panties she was wearing before were now discarded on the floor. I couldn’t see between her thighs because of how she was sitting but the next one displayed more. This shot had her lying on her back, her legs wide apart, her pussy completely on display.
I looked over my shoulder again at the door, which was still closed, and feeling safe, I undid my jeans and got my cock out, stroking it as I had a close look at Danny’s ex-girlfriend’s pussy. It was mostly shaved but for a small patch of reddish hair right about her clit, which looked shiny and wet. She was obviously turned on by exposing herself to the camera like this.
I wondered who’d taken the pictures and presumed it must be her boyfriend, Tony. I could imagine him getting equally as turned on while photographing her as what she did, but how did he feel, knowing that other men were going to get to see his girlfriend completely nude? Did it excite him or did he hate it? And Abigail - did she get turned on by guys paying to see her body, or was she doing it purely because she had to in order to make money?
I tried to put myself in Tony’s shoes but I couldn’t imagine it. Apart from Danny, no one had ever seen Sarah naked and I liked that. She was mine. I wasn’t sure how I’d react to knowing that dozens, maybe hundreds, of men were stroking their cocks to my naked partner. I’d be jealous and upset, most likely.
Why I was even thinking about it, I don’t know. Sarah would never have the confidence to do something like this and I wasn’t sure I’d even let her.
There were a couple of other photo sets like the first one - of Abigail posing naked in various positions but things progressed after that. She was featured naked on the bed in the next set but this time she had a dildo. A large, purple one and the photos showed her sliding it inside her pussy.
I stroked my cock, enjoying seeing this beautiful woman who I’d always fancied revealed to me like this. The next piece of content was even better - a video of her with a different dildo, a large, realistic-looking black rubber dick which she made herself cum with. That was enough to make me cum too, so I stopped just before I shot my load, wanting to make the fun last.
If it wasn’t sexy enough that I’d got to see my friend’s ex-girlfriend orgasm on her dildo, it definitely was when I clicked the next video. Now her boyfriend had joined her on the bed, as naked as she was and I got to watch Abigail suck his unexpectedly large dick.
I watched her mouth glide up and down his length, doubly jealous of both the blow job he was getting from the beautiful redhead - she looked an expert at sucking cock - and because his dick was twice as big as mine. Abigail had to use both hands to stroke it - mine was almost covered base-to-top by one of my own hands right now as I tugged at it.
I watched Tony cum on Abigail’s large, perfect breasts and then let myself cum because that was the last of the content. I’d been hoping for an actual video of them having sex but there wasn’t one that I could see, even though Danny had implied that there was. Maybe she’d do one in the future. I closed the internet browser but didn’t log out. Perhaps it’d save the username and password so I could have a look again in a day or two.
Then I cleaned up my sticky white mess on my hand and cock and went up to bed, sneaking quietly into the bedroom so as not to wake Sarah.
She was asleep, her face serene and peaceful as I looked at her. I had to find money from somewhere. I was letting her down and felt terrible. She was such an amazing person, she deserved better.
I climbed into bed alongside her, letting my arms wrap around her and I pulled her against me, enjoying the feeling of her soft silky pyjamas against my skin.
I’d find a way of fixing things. I had to.
The following morning, I couldn’t get my mind off Abigail’s images. Her soft, pale skin and those large round breasts haunted me all morning.
“Are you okay?” Sarah asked me over breakfast. “You’re miles away today.”
“I’ve just got a lot on my mind,” I replied, dragging myself into the present. “Sorry.”
“To do with money?” she asked, clearing away the finished breakfast dishes.
“Yeah,” I partially lied. It wasn’t a total lie, of course money was a part of it but the other part was the sexy images I’d wanked over.
“I’m sure you’ll find something - a job of some sort - or I will,” Sarah said cheerfully. “If not, if the worst comes to the worst, I’ll have to get my boobs out like Abigail.”
She finished the sentence with a laugh but when I looked at her, I saw her studying me. Her cheeks were pink and she quickly looked away and dumped the pots in the sink and began running the hot water to fill up the bowl.
“She does more than get her boobs out,” I said softly. “Danny told me she’s done full nudes and even done a blow job sex tape.”
“With who?” Sarah said, leaving the washing-up for a moment to look at me. “With Danny?”
“No,” I chuckled. “With her new boyfriend. This Tony, whoever he is.”
“Really?” Sarah scratched at her chin with the hand that wasn’t covered in soap bubbles.”I’m kind of curious to have a look, aren’t you?”
I wondered if I should confess to her that I’d already seen them - or if I should carry on pretending that my knowledge just came from Danny - and then Sarah frowned at me, reading into my hesitant silence.
“Danny told you, did he?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. “Or did he show you?”
Her icy tone of voice told me I should keep up the pretence I’d started.
“No,” I giggled nervously. “I have no interest in looking at them but if you’re curious, I could ask him?”
“Do you think he’d show us?” Sarah asked, returning to the washing up. “I don’t know if I believe him or not, to be honest. I wouldn’t have put Abigail down as the type of girl to go nude online.”
“Me neither, although Danny did tell me she was a bit of a naughty girl while they were together,” I admitted. “So I’m not totally surprised when I think about it.”
“Oh so he talked about her in that way, did he?” Sarah gave me another sideways look. “And did you tell him anything about me? About us?”
“Only the stuff boys normally talk about,” I shrugged, then quickly changed the subject. “Anyway, I don’t know why we’re talking about that. We were talking about Abigail.”
Fortunately, Sarah let it go, until later that day when Danny returned from work.
“Danny,” she asked him when we were all sitting in the living room that evening. “Sam and I were talking about Abigail earlier. I was wondering about what exactly is on this OnlyFans page of hers.”
“Why?” he asked, cocking his head and looking at my wife.
“I don’t know,” Sarah shrugged. “I’m just curious, I guess. I looked at a few OnlyFans pages earlier but-”
“You did?” I asked, surprised by what she’d just said.
“I just looked at a few random models’ pages but couldn’t see much,” she replied. “You have to pay to see any proper content, so I wondered what Abigail had done and how she’d made so much money so quickly.”
Danny glanced at me, giving me a look as if to ask me how much she knew and I subtly shook my head. “Yeah, I’d like to know as well,” I said, trying to indicate that Sarah had no idea I’d already seen her page.
“I can show you if you want?” he said, moving his eyes from me to Sarah.
My wife looked to me for approval, her dark eyes seeming unsure but when I shrugged, she turned back to Danny and nodded. “Okay. Am I going to be shocked?” she asked.
“I don’t know what you’re expecting,” he replied. “But it’s pretty explicit and I know she’s planning on doing more and more intimate stuff.”
I passed him the laptop when he asked and he flipped up the lid and switched it on and then opened the site on the browser again. When the site stayed logged in, he gave no sign of surprise or questioned me about it. Instead, he just scrolled straight to the content and then slid the laptop across the coffee table to Sarah.
I moved to sit next to her as she clicked through the photos and as soon as she brought up the first totally naked one, she looked sideways and scrutinized me. “I hope you’re not enjoying these pictures too much.”
“I prefer darker girls,” I said as convincingly as I could. “Brunettes are my type. You know that.”
Sarah raised an eyebrow, clearly not believing me because she swivelled the laptop to the side so that I couldn’t see. Instead, I watched her reactions as she clicked through the various pictures and then when I saw her jaw drop I knew she’d seen the first dildo photos.
“She’s using a dildo,” Sarah whispered, her eyes wide. Then they widened further. “Oh my goodness. There’s a video of… Oh, wow.”
“What’s wrong?” I asked, wondering if she was looking at the dildo video with the large black toy or if it was the blow job video.
“That’s a big…” she swallowed. “How is she even fitting that in there? That would hurt me.”
Danny leaned across and peered at the screen but for some reason, I stayed where I was. “It is quite brutal, isn’t it?” he laughed.
Sarah clicked on the mouse pad again and blinked several times before suddenly slamming down the lid of the laptop. “I did not expect to see that,” she said slowly, her face pale like she’d seen a ghost.
“Tony’s quite well-endowed, isn’t he?” Danny laughed, glancing in my direction for a moment, probably wondering if I’d seen the video.
“He’s… enormous,” Sarah shook herself slightly. Was she impressed? Or disgusted? I couldn’t tell. “You could have warned me, Danny. I did not need to see her new boyfriend’s penis.”
“Oh, quit it,” Danny teased her. “You loved it really.”
“I did not!” she objected but she was also giggling as she said it, which again made me wonder.
“So now you know what OnlyFans is all about,” I said, once again finding myself changing the subject.
“And Abigail made how much so far?” Sarah questioned. “Two grand?”
“A bit more,” Danny confirmed.
“And no one knows it’s her… apart from you? It’s private?”
“Yeah,” my best friend nodded. “You’re not thinking about doing something similar, are you?”
“No,” she shook her head vehemently, making her dark curls bounce on her shoulders. “I wasn’t thinking that at all. I was just asking, that’s all.”
With that, she stood up and went into the kitchen to make a drink, leaving Danny and I alone and then went upstairs without saying anything further.
“That was weird,” he said quietly and I agreed. It was weird.
But later that night, things were about to get weirder.




Chapter 5
“Sam?” Sarah said softly. We were both in bed, relaxing and browsing on our phones. The evening had been quiet after that. The conversation about Abigail had made things rather awkward.
“Yes?” I answered, putting my phone down at the side of the bed. I hoped she’d put hers down too and tell me she was horny but she didn’t. She was staring blankly forward, the pale blue light of the screen illuminating her face.
“Do you think I’ve got a nice body?”
I frowned at her, wondering what she was thinking.
“Of course I do,” I poked her in the shoulder, trying to get her to look at me but she was deep in thought. “You know I do. I love your body.”
“But I’m a bit chubby, aren’t I?” She pushed the bed covers down and lifted up the t-shirt she was wearing to show her soft but fairly flat belly. “I could definitely be thinner.”
“Your shape suits you,” I disagreed. “If you were slimmer, your tits would look ridiculous. Your curvy hips would look stupid. No, you’re perfect the way you are. What’s brought this on?”
“I’m perfect?” she asked, her eyes twinkling in the dim light. “I might be perfect for you but I’m nowhere close to perfect.”
“You being perfect for me is what’s important,” I told her. “I’m your husband. As long as I love you and find you the sexiest girl on Earth - which I do - nothing else matters. What other people think about you doesn’t matter.”
“It does matter,” Sarah shook her head. “It matters to me what others think. It matters to me what I think.”
“You’re naturally curvy,” I told her. “You always have been. It’s your natural shape and it’s the reason I fell for you in the first place.”
I moved in closer to her, feeling her warmth against me and sliding a hand up her thigh but she pushed it away.
“Not now, Sam,” she told me, then began to flick through her phone again although I could tell she wasn’t really concentrating on whatever was on the screen.
“What’s up?” I asked. Something was clearly bothering her.
“I don’t know,” she said quietly. She obviously did know.
“Tell me.”
“It’s just…” she started, then paused. “Danny. When he said, ‘you’re not thinking of doing an OnlyFans, are you?’ It made me feel like shit.”
“Made you feel like shit?” I frowned. “Why?”
“Because I’m not good-looking enough, am I?” Sarah finally dropped the phone onto the bed and lay back, her eyes staring at the ceiling. “I’m not slim enough. I’m not like Abigail, all skinny with big boobs and red hair and long legs.”
“He didn’t mean it like that,” I pointed out, surprised that she’d even see it that way. “He never said that at all. I think he was just surprised at your questions. It was like you were thinking of doing it yourself.”
“I’m not saying I’m going to do an OnlyFans thing,” Sarah went on, “Do you think I’d get men signing up? I mean, I wouldn’t expect to make two grand - I’m not as hot as Abigail - but do you think someone would pay to see me naked?”
“Definitely,” I nodded vigorously, “You’d get as many as Abigail. Maybe more.”
“You’re just saying that,” Sarah replied with a soft shake of her head and a genuine smile.
“I’m not,” I denied. I believed what I said. Abigail might be hot, but Sarah was every bit as sexy as Abigail and I knew that a lot of men liked darker girls and brunettes like my wife. Her curves suited her - the full-figured, large breasted mixed-race beauty was a popular female pornstar stereotype and Sarah was the perfect example of it.
“I know you’d sign up for it because I’m your type,” Sarah said. “But would other guys? Danny, for instance. Would he?”
“Danny would sign up for any woman with big tits and a pulse,” I joked.
“That’s not really helping,” Sarah grumbled then rolled away, turning her back on me.
“Fine, yes. Danny would sign up, I’m sure,” I conceded. “Does that make you feel better?”
Sarah half-looked over her shoulder at me. “Really?”
“Yes, really.” I put my arms over and curled my body around her, pressing my groin against her backside. Sarah didn’t reply. She turned further, her mouth finding mine and as we kissed, I manoeuvred her onto her back and got on top.
A moment later, my hard cock was inside her and we were slowly fucking while kissing passionately until she broke the kiss to say something.
“Did you see the size of her boyfriend’s cock?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said, not wanting to talk about another man’s penis while I was trying to have sex with my wife but Sarah carried on.
“He was so big,” she said before kissing me again but this time I pulled away.
“Too big for you,” I pointed out. “I don’t think your tight little pussy could take a dick like that.”
“True,” she murmured. “Yours is just the right size for me.”
We kissed again and Sarah pushed me back, rolling us both over so she could get on top. She sat upright with my cock still deep inside her, then reached down to rub her clit while she rode me.
This wasn’t like her. She rarely took over like this and it was even rarer that she’d stimulate herself in front of me but I wasn’t complaining. As she rocked her hips back and forth, I wondered what had turned her on so much - the large dick she’d seen on the video or the thought of men paying to see her nude photos. Or maybe I was just thinking too much.
Sarah came, which in turn triggered my own orgasm and once I’d finished, she rolled from me to lay down exhausted by my side and before I had a chance to ask what had gotten into her, she’d fallen asleep.
When I woke up the following morning, I opened my eyes to see Sarah watching me. She was lying next to me and smiled when she saw me stirring.
“Good morning,” she said softly.
“Hey,” I said back, pushing myself to a sitting position. “What time is it?”
“It’s gone nine,” she replied, “But don’t worry. It’s Sunday.”
Since we hadn’t been working, it didn’t matter what day it was but I still liked to get up fairly early. Sunday was the only day I allowed myself to stay in bed for an extra hour or so.
“Last night was fun,” I remembered the fuck we’d had. “You seemed really horny.”
“I decided to treat you,” she shrugged, then swung her bare legs out of bed and pulled the t-shirt she was wearing over her hips. “Girls get horny sometimes too, you know?”
“So it wasn’t Tony’s huge penis?” I joked.
“No, like you said he’d be too big for me.” Sarah stood up and stretched, lifting the t-shirt high enough to show the underside of her ass cheeks as she turned around. “I’ll go make us some breakfast.”
I followed her downstairs, making us a coffee as she made bacon sandwiches and we were soon joined by Danny who wasn’t working today. He rubbed at his eyes and stretched, obviously he’d only just woken up.
“Morning,” he said after a yawn. “I feel so tired today.”
“Rough night?” I asked him, sitting at the table with my coffee.
He joined me, sitting opposite after grabbing himself a hot drink too. “I didn’t sleep well,” he grumbled, taking a sip of his coffee. “It didn’t help listening to you two have sex for an hour or however long it was.”
“What?” Sarah looked over her shoulder at him. “You heard us? Oh, God. I’m sorry. That’s embarrassing.”
“It didn’t last for an hour,” I chuckled. “Anyway, yeah I apologise too. We’ll be quieter next time.”
“At least you’ve got a sex life,” Danny grinned. “Poor Danny here hasn’t had any pussy for over a week.”
“Oh, poor you,” Sarah brought over the bacon sandwiches. She’d made one for our friend too. “A whole week. How are you coping?”
“It’s a struggle, I’m not going to lie,” he laughed, taking a bite of his sandwich. “I felt better knowing that seeing Tony’s dick last night hadn’t upset you too much.”
“I didn’t need reminding of that,” my wife narrowed her eyes at him as she sat down with her own sandwich. “Not while I’m eating, thanks.”
Then I remembered what I’d been meaning to ask her - it seemed like a good opportunity with Danny bringing Tony up. “What did you actually see, anyway? I couldn’t see it properly from where I was.”
I was curious about what Sarah really thought about Abigail doing such an intimate act on video. I saw my wife glance at me, her dark brown eyes thoughtful for a moment, then she replied. “Abigail gave him a blow job, you know?”
“Yes, but what else? Like, did he cum?”
Sarah rolled his eyes. “You boys are so weird. You have to know all the details. I don’t know if he came or not - I switched it off before that - but I presume so. Men usually cum from blowjobs. It seems kind of… duh, obvious.”
“I don’t cum from blowjobs,” Danny shrugged. “I’ve never met a girl yet that has been able to get me off with her mouth.”
“Don’t tell lies,” Sarah said, shaking her head. “You’re full of it.”
“No. Seriously, I haven’t.” Danny pushed his plate out of the way and leaned on the table towards me. “I’m guessing by Sarah’s reaction, you don’t have the same problem?”
“I’m… um…” I looked at my wife, remembering how she’d asked me if I’d ever talked about our sex life to Danny. “Maybe you should ask Sarah.”
“I’ve never had a problem getting Sam off, no,” she confirmed, much to my surprise. Sarah was usually conservative and didn’t like talking openly about our sex life. “Maybe the problem is with you, Danny. Not with the women who’ve gone down on you.”
“No, I get fully erect and enjoy blowjobs,” he corrected her. “I’ve just never met a girl who was able to get me there.”
“You told me Abigail gave awesome blowjobs,” I reminded him.
“She does,” Danny looked sideways at Sarah. “Your wife can testify to that having seen the video.”
“But she never made you cum?” Sarah asked, ignoring what he’d just said about her seeing the video. “Why?”
“I’ve always prided myself on it,” he grinned proudly. “I used to challenge Abigail to make me cum. She got me close a few times but I always managed to hold out.”
“So you prefer… what?” Sarah asked, curiosity on her face. “Cumming inside?”
“Inside the pussy,” Danny nodded. “But also cumming on a girl’s boobs, you know? Or on her face. That kind of thing.”
“Well, I’m glad I finished my sandwich before we got onto the subject of cum.” I shook my head in bewilderment at us talking about sperm and blowjobs around the breakfast table.
“Good job you didn’t have mayo on your sandwich,” Danny quipped.
“And... that’s really made me really want a shower,” Sarah stood up, pulling a disgusted expression. “I am going to go and wash myself thoroughly now, thank you very much.”
“Sarah doesn’t like cum on her face, I take it?” Danny asked as she left us to continue our discussion on our own.
“No,” I replied. “She doesn’t.”
“That’s a shame,” Danny replied, looking in the direction she’d gone.
I didn’t know what to say to that but my mind was instead wondering why Sarah had suddenly become so much more open in talking about our sex life with Danny. Last night she’d acted weird about the OnlyFans thing, now she was asking Danny sexual questions.
Whatever it was, it was certainly interesting - but things were going to get even more interesting.
A lot more interesting.




Chapter 6
A few days later, I found myself at a job interview, which went really well. Or I felt like it did. You could never be too sure with these things but the three people interviewing me seemed warm and friendly and impressed with how I sold myself, so on the bus home that afternoon, I felt quite pleased with myself.
The loan from my mother wasn’t going to last much longer, so we’d made the decision to sell our car, the money from which would keep us going for at least another month or two -  by which time I’d surely have a new job - and perhaps Sarah would too - if the pandemic hadn’t ended by then.
When I got home, I walked into the living room to tell Sarah the positive news but she wasn’t there. The front door was open and the TV was on, so I guessed she must be upstairs tidying up or something and went into the kitchen to make myself a drink.
She still hadn’t come downstairs by the time I’d made it and started enjoying my much-needed coffee so I took the hot cup up with me, eager to let her know that the interview went well. The bathroom door was open - she wasn’t in the shower - which meant she must be in one of the bedrooms but as I stepped into our room, I stopped and quickly stepped back out of view.
Sarah was on the bed, naked from the waist down, masturbating.
I’d never seen her masturbate before. I didn’t even know that she did, although it would probably be naive to think she didn’t. Masturbating just wasn’t something we talked about. I kept my jerking-off sessions private and obviously my wife did the same.
I stood outside the half-open bedroom door for a moment, my hot drink almost forgotten in my hand, but Sarah didn’t come out so she must not have seen me. Her eyes had been on the laptop positioned at the side of her, watching something so intently that she’d not been distracted by me walking into the room.
I waited another few seconds, then put my drink down on the top of the stairs and carefully poked my head around the door. She was still doing it. She was half-naked, her jeans and panties discarded at the side of the bed and her black t-shirt was pushed up to expose her bra. I couldn’t see what she was watching because of the angle of the laptop but I could guess what she was doing. She was watching porn. I watched as she pulled the cup of her bra down and started to tease her nipple with one hand while the fingers of the other rubbed her clit between her parted thighs.
My cock was suddenly rock-hard in my pants and I wanted to walk in and just fuck her right there on the bed but something stopped me. I was curious as to what she did when she masturbated. I wanted to watch.
I eased my dick out through my zipper and slowly teased myself as I watched my wife play with her tit and pussy on the bed, her fingers switching from her clit to inside her hole for a moment, sliding in and out a few times before returning back to her clit.
It was too much. Without much warning, I came, my warm cum spilling into my hand. Somehow I managed to catch it all, then I quietly tiptoed into the bathroom and washed it in the sink while tidying my cock away. As I did so, I heard Sarah moan loudly. She’d orgasmed.
Then I flushed the toilet loudly so that she’d hear, before walking over to the bedroom a minute or two later. I didn’t want to catch her and embarrass her, so hopefully she’d hear me and quickly cover herself up.
When I reached the bedroom, I casually looked through the door as if I was looking for her and she was sitting on the edge of the bed, pulling up her jeans.
“Hey,” she said, her cheeks faintly pink. “I was just getting changed. How did the interview go?”
“I think it went well,” I replied. “They’re going to let me know in the next few days.”
“That’s great news,” Sarah beamed at me. “I’ll make you a drink and you can tell me all about it.”
As soon as she went downstairs, I sat on the edge of the bed and lifted the lid of the laptop and clicked on the login prompt but for the first time, it asked me for a password. What the hell? I’d never set a password on it before. Sarah must have done it, but why?
“Babe, I can’t get into the laptop,” I said as I walked downstairs and placed it on the kitchen counter. “It’s saying there’s a password.”
“Ah, yes,” Sarah said quickly, moving over to my side. “Sorry. I forgot to tell you. I just didn’t want Danny going on it while we’re not around and looking at Abigail’s OnlyFans or whatever.”
That made absolutely no sense. Danny had his own tablet and laptop. Why would he need to go on ours? I didn’t say anything to that effect though. “So what’s the password?”
“Paris2017” she replied, which I instantly recognised as her favourite holiday that we’d been on together.
“Great,” I said, typing it in and waiting for the desktop to appear. Then I realised I couldn’t nosy at what she’d been masturbating to with her in the same room, so I picked up the laptop and headed back upstairs.
“What are you looking at, anyway?” she asked, making me suspicious.
“I was going to watch some stuff on YouTube,” I replied innocently, trying to reassure her that I wasn’t up to anything. “Just to chill out for a while. The interview really stressed me out.”
Sarah didn’t say anything for a moment. She just stood there, looking unsure, so I asked her if she was okay.
“What’s up?” I said with a wink. “Do you want to come upstairs with me? You can lay down on the bed with me and… you know?”
I knew she wouldn’t want to have sex - not if she’d just cum a few minutes ago.
“No, it’s okay,” she replied after a moment. “You go and lay down. I’ve got a few things I need to do anyway.”
I treaded upstairs lightly, trying not to appear in a rush but as soon as I got into the bedroom I closed the door behind me and logged straight back into the laptop to peruse her internet history.
OnlyFans was the last site she’d been on. Abigail’s OnlyFans.
Had she made herself cum while looking at Abigail? Or was it Tony’s big dick that had got her off? When I looked at the times though, it didn’t quite make sense. She’d first visited the OnlyFans page over an hour ago and the last click - to the blow job video - was fifteen minutes after that. Had she masturbated for over forty-five minutes to that one video?
That didn’t seem likely.
If she hadn’t been watching porn or flicking through Abigail’s OnlyFans page, what had she been looking at?
Out of curiosity, I opened the pictures folder but there was nothing of any note in there. Just some old photos of us on vacation and a few Facebook profile photos. Not much else. But when I clicked on the camera roll folder, I frowned at the contents.
Two video files were in there. Both dated today. As I studied the file names, I realised they were made in the last half hour.
That was what Sarah had been doing. Recording videos through the built-in webcam above the laptop screen.
I glanced at the bedroom door, making sure it was still closed, then I double clicked on the first video.
It took a moment to load, then immediately showed me Sarah, sitting cross-legged on the bed, staring straight at the camera. She was fully clothed, in her black t-shirt and jeans but as I watched, she got up and slid down the jeans, followed by the panties. Then she sat back on the bed in the same place as before, staring into the camera again.
What the hell was she doing?
Then Sarah sat up a bit more upright and unfolded her naked legs, parting them for the camera before adjusting the angle of the laptop screen so that the camera pointed down between her thighs.
Sarah’s completely bald pussy looked sexy, right in the middle of the screen, the upper half of her body only visible as far as her breasts, concealed beneath the black t-shirt. Then her hand appeared in shot, rubbing herself for a moment before parting her labia with two fingers, showing her wet, pink hole to the camera.
Then her hand moved towards the screen and the recording ended abruptly, leaving me staring at the screen - stunned at what I’d just seen.
With a shaking hand, I clicked on the next video.
In this one, she was leaning over the laptop for a moment before suddenly laying back into the position I’d seen her in when I’d first walked into the bedroom - her legs open, her finger beginning to work her clit.
I watched - utterly mesmerised as she pushed her t-shirt up and pulled one of her breasts free from the black bra that held them and then began to play with her nipple with one hand while the other caressed her pussy. She sometimes pushed two fingers into her hole, fingering herself, then returned to her clit, which I could see on the recording was wet and swollen.
Occasionally, Sarah would look into the camera, the rest of the time she was watching herself on screen but right before she came, she let her head fall back, her fingers plunging in and out of her wet pussy for a second before working her clit rapidly until she orgasmed.
I had the forethought to turn the volume down on the laptop so Sarah wouldn’t hear what I was watching but kept it audible enough to hear her groan.
Wow. This was incredible. Despite cumming just a short time ago, I felt my dick stiffen and then the second video ended as Sarah sat up and closed the camera app down.
A new thought entered my head now. A worrying one. Why had she recorded herself masturbating? Was she going to send it to someone? Was she cheating on me? Or having online sex with someone?
This was concerning but how did I find out? I needed to think about it, but first, I needed to make a copy of these recordings. I was sure Sarah would delete them as soon as she got the laptop to herself, so I fished a memory stick that I used for work out of the drawer next to the bed and slotted it into the USB port. Then I made a copy of both videos.
If she’d made these videos for fun - or out of curiosity as to what she looked like while masturbating then fine. But if it was more than that, I’d need proof of what I’d seen. I hid the USB stick in the drawer and went downstairs to talk to her.




Chapter 7
I had no idea what I was going to say - or how to say it - but curiosity was burning inside me. What on Earth had possessed Sarah into making her own little masturbation video?
The problem was that once I got back downstairs and sat next to my wife in our living room, I couldn’t think of a way to bring it up in conversation. What was I supposed to say? That I accidentally stumbled upon her video by unintentionally looking in the videos folder? She’d never believe that in a million years. She’d know I’d been snooping and then she’d wonder why. I’d then have to explain that I’d seen her rubbing her clit - and that would embarrass her even further.
I didn’t want to do that.
For the rest of the day, I had it on my mind to bring up in conversation but the opportunity never presented itself. I brought the laptop downstairs that evening as we were eating, making the excuse of updating my CV and my intention was to pretend she’d left the videos had shown up in the ‘recent files’ folder when I went to open my documents but when I looked, she’d somehow found the time to delete the files. That was sneaky. She must have done it while I was busy with something else. Very sneaky, Sarah, I thought to myself, looking at her as she watched TV across from me. She looked completely innocent, as though butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. But I knew differently now.
Now that the videos were deleted - something I’d suspected she’d do, if not as quickly as she managed it - I couldn’t think of a way of bringing up what she’d done without dropping myself in it. I’d have to wait. Perhaps I’d catch her doing it again. Or perhaps, if I just checked the laptop every day, I’d find more videos she’d made. Maybe she’d get sloppy and forget to delete them. The main thing I needed to know was why she’d done the video. Who was it for? Herself? Or someone else?
I really couldn’t see Sarah cheating on me. She was a good-hearted woman, kind and honest. She’d never expressed any sort of dissatisfaction with our marriage or our sex life. No, she’d done this out of a sort of curiosity or some kinky need to see herself masturbating. That had to be it.
So, the next day, I made an excuse to go out, telling Sarah that I’d be ‘a couple of hours’ but after a quick half-an-hour walk around the block, I headed back and sneaked into the house, hoping to catch her masturbating again.
“Hi,” she said, seeing me walk through the door. Sarah was standing at the bottom of the stairs, a pile of freshly-ironed clothes in her hands. “I thought you said you’d be a couple of hours?”
“Silly me went without his wallet,” I explained - a carefully planned ruse. I walked into the kitchen and fished it from the pocket of my coat where it was hanging on the back of a chair. “It’s hard to go shopping when you don’t have any money.”
“Well, be careful how much you spend,” Sarah said, following me to the front door after putting the clothes down for a moment. “We’re getting low on money again. I hope you get that job you went for yesterday.”
“Me too,” I replied with a positive smile. “Okay. I’ll see you in an hour or so.”
I walked to the shops, but didn’t buy anything in the end. My mind was elsewhere, still wondering what Sarah was up to, so well before the hour was up, I headed home.
Yet again though, Sarah wasn’t masturbating. She was sitting in the front room with the laptop on her lap but she was fully dressed and didn’t look like she was up to anything she shouldn’t be.
“Didn’t you buy anything?” she said, reacting to the fact that I didn’t have any shopping bags with me.
“No, I didn’t see anything I liked,” I replied with a shrug. “And besides, maybe I’m better saving my money in case I need some new shirts and ties for the new job.”
“It would have been nice for you to treat yourself to something though,” Sarah pouted. “You could do with cheering up a bit.”
“Well, I can think of lots of ways you can cheer me up,” I grinned, sitting next to her.
Sarah pushed her dark hair out of her large brown eyes and arched a perfect eyebrow at me. “Oh, can you now?”
“You could let me take this off,” I suggested, lifting the hem of the white t-shirt up high enough to see her black bra beneath. “And take these down.” I pulled at the waistband of her tight jeans.
“Danny’s home,” she chuckled with a shake of her head. “He’s in the shower. He finished work early or something.”
That was another reason to explain why she hadn’t masturbated while I’d been out. Maybe she was about to when Danny came home, so she brought the laptop downstairs. Or perhaps, she just didn’t masturbate every day. In fact, I knew she probably didn’t. I was just being stupid.
“Damn it,” I sighed. “I’m feeling a bit horny too. Oh well. Maybe... tonight?”
“Maybe,” my wife smiled. “But right now, I’m done with what I was doing and I need to finish putting those clothes away upstairs.”
She put the lid of the laptop down - I hadn’t paid attention to exactly what it was that she was doing - so when she left me alone and headed upstairs, I opened it up and logged back in with the new password she’d set. Then I looked through her recent internet history again.
OnlyFans. Yet again, she’d been looking at Abigail’s OnlyFans.
I opened the page myself - it was still logged in - and I noticed straight away that Abigail had posted a new video.
Awesome, I thought to myself and once I’d quickly checked over my shoulder to make sure that Sarah wasn’t coming back downstairs yet, I double-clicked on it.
This time, Abigail was dressed in some sexy pink lingerie, which she stripped off item by item as I watched. I fast-forwarded through it - Sarah could return downstairs at any time - and watched as Abigail played with her pussy, letting the cameraman zoom in close on her pink slit. Then she produced a vibrator - a very large black one, bigger than the purple one she’d used in the previous video - and slid it inside herself.
Again, I fast-forwarded, hoping that the cameraman would join her on the bed but it ended somewhat abruptly as Abigail orgasmed on the vibrator with a surprising squirt of fluid. That seemed to shock her and she giggled - her cheeks bright red - at whoever it was behind the camera and then the video ended.
Then I heard the sound of an alarmed squeak from upstairs; the sound Sarah makes when something has made her jump or caught her unawares, followed by conversation between her and Danny.
By the time I’d closed down Abigail’s OnlyFans page and headed upstairs to see if everything was okay, the two of them were laughing. I found them on the landing at the top of the stairs. Danny had a towel wrapped around his waist but was otherwise naked and wet from the shower. Sarah was standing in the doorway to the bedroom with a face even redder than Abigail’s had been after she’d squirted.
“What’s up?” I asked as the two of them went quiet.
“My bad,” Danny apologised, waving a hand at me while the other one held the towel secure at his waist. “I walked out of the bathroom and my towel fell down. Poor Sarah was standing right there and got an eyeful. I’m so sorry.”
“Whoops,” I half-laughed, seeing the funny side while at the same time feeling slightly annoyed that our lodger had just flashed my wife.
“I hope you’re not too traumatised,” he finished saying to Sarah, then after apologising again, Danny walked into his bedroom and closed the door behind him.
“Well, that’s made me feel a bit weird,” Sarah said, pushing past me and heading down the stairs before I had a chance to ask her about it. “That’s two huge dicks I’ve seen in the last couple of days that I did not need to see.”
“Huge?” I asked, turning and following her into the living room where the laptop was still open on the coffee table. “Danny’s huge?”
“Not as big as Abigail’s boyfriend, but close,” Sarah nodded, then gave herself a visible shake. “Anyway, don’t ask. I’m trying to forget it. I’ve got to live with him. I don’t want to feel awkward to look him in the eye.”
“Why would it make you feel awkward?”
“You know?” Sarah sat down, sliding the laptop back towards herself. “Imagine how you’d feel if you ever bumped into Abigail. You’d be embarrassed, knowing what she looks like naked.”
“I wouldn’t be… embarrassed,” I disagreed. “That’s not the right word. I might look at her differently, but I wouldn’t be embarrassed. I guess I know what you mean though.”
“I don’t want to look at Danny and have his whopper of a dick spring into my mind,” Sarah went on. “So I’m just going to pretend it never happened.”
“Was it an accident?” I asked, not liking the way she’d just described it as a ‘whopper of a dick.’ Did she like it, or something? I was becoming annoyed again. “Do you think he did it on purpose?”
“What? Like flashing me?” Sarah frowned then shook her head vigorously. “No. I saw his face. He was shocked and embarrassed. He picked it up really quickly and covered himself up. No, it was definitely an accident. The towel just slipped from his hand.”
“Okay,” I said slowly but I wasn’t convinced. I’d talk to Danny later. Trust him to have a big dick though. Why couldn’t he have dropped the towel to reveal a three-inch dick? No wonder he was so confident with women if he was almost as big as Tony’s dick that we’d seen on Abigail’s video.
“Let’s change the subject,” Sarah said before I could talk any further about what had just happened. She fiddled with her hair, suddenly looking stuck for words, before reaching across and grabbing my hand. “Listen, I’ve been thinking. There’s something I want to ask you.”
Was she about to tell me about the video she’d made?
“Sure,” I said, as reassuringly as I could. “Fire away.”
“The money from the car and from your mum isn’t going to last much longer,” Sarah continued, still fiddling with her hair with the hand that wasn’t squeezing mine. “So…”
“So…?” I prompted her to carry on when she hesitated again.
“I was thinking about what Danny told us. About how much money Abigail has made from selling her nudes.”
Sarah’s large brown eyes held mine for a moment before saying what I knew she was about to say next.
“How would you feel if I did the same?”




Chapter 8
“Really?” I stared at my wife, trying to work out if she was being serious. “You want to do an OnlyFans page?”
“It’s not that I want to,” she said slowly. “But think of the money. If I can earn a half of what Abigail’s made, it’ll totally bail us out of trouble.”
“But…” I started, wondering what to say.
Sarah’s optimistic smile slipped slightly. “You don’t think I’d earn that, do you?”
“It’s not that…”
“I know I’m curvier than Abigail,” my wife said, her brown eyes downcast, “But my body isn’t totally horrible. Is it?”
“I love your body,” I replied, trying to rescue the situation but my mind was whirling.
“But you don’t think anyone else would,” Sarah folded her arms defensively, pushing her breasts up so that they stood out through her t-shirt. “Oh well. It was just an idea.”
“We don’t need to do it,” I put a hand on her knee, squeezing it. “Hopefully I’ll get this job and we’ll be fine.”
“I guess.” Sarah looked down at my hand, her expression hard to read. “It’s… I just…”
“You just what?”
“Nothing,” she replied, suddenly looking up and giving me a forced smile. “It doesn’t matter.”
“Yes, it does,” I looked into her eyes. Sarah was so gorgeous. I was such a lucky man. “What is it? Tell me.”
Sarah didn’t reply. She fiddled with a lock of her hair, like she often did when she was nervous or unsure of something, and I realised she wanted me to work it out, whatever it was.
“It’s really sweet that you’d do this,” I said softly. “That you’d do something like this… make that sacrifice, for us. That’s really sweet but you don’t have to.”
She glanced at me and took a deep breath as if she was going to say something, but she didn’t so I tried again.
“Are you jealous of Abigail or something?”
That was probably the wrong thing to say because I saw Sarah’s eyes narrow for a moment. “Should I be jealous?” she countered.
“No,” I shook my head vehemently. “You’re far sexier than her. I don’t think she’s that good-looking, if I’m honest.”
“Yeah, right,” Sarah sighed. “Look, it’s not like it’s a sacrifice or anything. I’m willing to try it and see if it makes any money. Think of the money, Sam. Even just a few hundred would make a difference to us right now.”
“But I might get this job,” I pointed out. “So then there’ll be no need.”
“Either way, it’s extra money,” Sarah looked to the side as if she was avoiding my gaze. “And… I dunno… it’s just something I might want to do. For me.”
“Something you want to do for you?” I moved, trying to make eye contact with her. “Like… as in... you need validation or something?”
“Maybe,” Sarah finally looked at me again, her eyes searching out mine and holding them. “I thought you could take some sexy pictures of me tonight. I’ll wear some sexy lingerie or whatever - nothing too crazy. And we can have a look at them together and then maybe look at setting up a page. What do you think?”
When she asked the question at the end, I could hear an audible tremor of nervousness in her voice. The thought of taking some naughty photos of Sarah was an instant turn-on - even if I didn’t like the idea of letting other guys see them - so I didn’t say no right away.
“This is something you really want to do?”
“Yes, I think so,” my wife replied shyly.
I went through it in my head. I was happy enough to take some dirty photos. Who wouldn’t be? Maybe after I’d taken them and we’d looked at them together, she’d change her mind.
“Okay, well… Sure. Let’s take some pictures and see where we go from there.”
“Great,” Sarah smiled. She looked so happy that I felt my own heart lift, despite my initial reticence at what she was saying she wanted to do.“
Danny came downstairs just then, thankfully fully dressed, so we didn’t discuss anything further until it was time for bed. We’d eaten and watched a movie together before Danny retired upstairs to bed.
“Shall we go and shoot my first modelling portfolio?” Sarah asked, seeming eager to go to bed. It was only eleven o’clock - much earlier than we usually went up - but I wasn’t going to say no.
“Yes, let’s do it,” I grinned. This was going to be fun.
Once we were in the bedroom with our door firmly closed, Sarah hunted through her drawers for some sexy underwear. “Will this do?” She held up a lacy black bra and panty set that was one of my favourites.
“Absolutely,” I nodded, then watched her slip out of her t-shirt and jeans and then replace the plain black bra and panties she was wearing with the sexier outfit. As she changed, she kept her back turned to me but I enjoyed the sight of her smooth dusky skin and her curvy bottom.
“Okay, I’ll lay on the bed in a few poses and you take as many photos as you like,” Sarah instructed me, seeming happy to be in charge.
My wife looked so hot in the tiny half-cup bra. Her full 38E breasts threatened to spill from the bra, the light brown areola around her nipples slightly on show on each boob above the hem of the cup. She positioned herself on her side, so that one breast was pressing on top of the other and I began taking pictures on my phone, changing angles by moving around the room as she switched positions.
She sat upright, pushing her boobs up with her hands beneath the bra then lay backwards, spreading her thighs suggestively. “Are you going to get naked?” I asked, feeling my dick go hard at the thought.
Sarah didn’t reply verbally. She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting her heavy breasts swing free. I took more photos, not even stopping as she slid her panties down her hips and kicked them from her feet before opening her legs to show her glorious, tight-looking shaved pussy.
“Nice,” I giggled like a teenage boy. Even though we’d been married all this time, the sight of Sarah’s naked body still thrilled me almost as much as it had the first time I’d seen it.
“I suppose you’re going to want to fuck me once we’re done,” Sarah smiled at me.
“I think I’m done,” I said, putting the phone on the bed.
“Just take a couple of me like this first,” she replied, picking up the phone and handing it to me before I could join her in getting naked. Then she turned over and posed on all fours, so that her breasts were hanging down beneath her. She parted her knees a little so I could get a good view of her pussy from behind. This was making me rock-hard now, so I took a few pictures as quickly as I could, then got my dick out of my zipper and shoved it into her from behind before she could object.
I grabbed her curvy hips and banged my cock in and out of her as hard and fast as I could, enjoying the sound of her moans as I began to give it to her good. Unfortunately, I was so turned on that I didn’t last longer than a couple of minutes, my cock shooting its load into her before I could stop myself.
“Well someone got themselves a little bit too turned on, didn’t they?” Sarah chuckled as I flopped down on the bed at the side of her to get my breath back.
“I’m sorry,” I sighed. “It’s your fault for posing so sexily. Do you want to see the pictures now?”
Sarah got up, lifted the covers of the bed and got underneath them. “I’m actually quite tired. That little fuck wore me out, so shall we look at them together in the morning?”
“Okay,” I agreed. Now that I’d cum, my horniness had worn off somewhat too so I got undressed and joined her in bed.
Sarah fell asleep almost immediately - she must have been tired, but I couldn’t sleep. I lay there for a while, staring up at the ceiling, wondering what she was going to surprise me with next but even after an hour, I still didn’t feel sleepy, so I got up, wrapped a dressing gown around me and went downstairs for a hot drink or something to make me sleepy.
On a whim, I reached into the drawer and got the USB stick, taking it downstairs. Perhaps if I looked at Sarah’s pictures and watched the video of her masturbating, I might get horny enough to masturbate and cum again. Surely, that would make me tired enough to sleep.
I managed to head downstairs without waking Sarah up and I positioned myself on the sofa, the lights still switched off so the only light in the room was from the screen of the laptop as it came on.
The first thing I did was to send all the photos from my phone to the laptop, so I could view them properly on the much bigger screen and then I slotted the memory stick into the USB slot and prepared to have a look at them. First though, I headed into the kitchen to make myself a cup of hot chocolate. That - along with a good wank - should make me tired.
As I poured the hot water into the powdered chocolate and stirred, I stretched my body and rolled my neck, suddenly aware of how much tension was in my shoulders. I managed to relax a little as I took a hot sip of the drink - seeing if it needed any more sugar or not - and realised how much I liked the house at night. The quietness was pleasant. No TV sounds or music. No videos playing on Sarah’s or Danny’s phone. No noise from the road outside. It felt peaceful. But then I heard something from the front room.
At first it was just a creaking sound, more like furniture than a floorboard. Then a stifled gasp.
Panicking, thinking Sarah had come downstairs, I paced as quickly as I could without spilling my hot drink into the living room. But it wasn’t Sarah.
Danny was sitting on the sofa in just a pair of boxer shorts - with the laptop in front of him and one of the photos of Sarah - completely naked with her legs apart - was on the screen.
Oh, shit.




Chapter 9
“Danny,” I hissed at him and saw my best friend jump at the sound. He spun around, apparently as startled to see me as I was him. “Don’t look at that.”
“I’m sorry,” he explained, turning properly to face me as I walked into the room. He was keeping his voice down too, so as not to wake Sarah upstairs. “I came downstairs for a drink and all the lights were off. I saw the laptop was on, so I thought you’d left it on by mistake. I was going to turn it off for you and then I saw all these pictures and clicked on one to see what it was. I’m sorry. I had no idea you were in the kitchen.”
That made total sense. It was my fault. I shouldn’t have left the laptop open like that but I couldn’t have known he’d come downstairs.  I looked at the screen over his shoulder and he turned and did the same. My naked wife was on display, her large breasts on show, her legs open and her shaved pussy fully exposed.
“I didn’t know you guys were into this sort of thing,” Danny said slowly. “If I’d known, I’d never have looked…”
I moved around and sat down heavily onto the sofa next to him after placing my hot drink down. The cat was well and truly out of the bag now. I might as well tell him everything. Maybe he’d be able to give me some advice.
“Sarah wants to do an OnlyFans page,” I sighed. “Like Abigail. She thinks the money will come in useful.”
“Wow. That’s kind of a surprise.” Danny rubbed a hand through his short brown hair. “A pleasant one though. I mean… her body is beautiful, Sam. You’re a lucky man.”
He was staring at the photo on the screen, enjoying the sight of my naked wife. I felt like I should reach over and turn it off but there wasn’t much point now. He’d seen it.
“Thanks,” I said, although I shouldn’t really be thanking him. I should be telling him off for staring at my wife but I knew Danny well enough to know that he meant it as a compliment.
“How do you feel about it?” he asked me. “About her doing an OnlyFans. Are you cool with it? You seem okay with me seeing her naked.”
“Well, the damage is done now,” I shrugged. “You’ve seen everything. I mean, you’d seen her tits before, as you pointed out the other day but now I guess you’ve seen everything, there’s no point in hiding it. What’s the expression… No point locking the door after the horse has bolted?”
“Something like that,” he nodded then leaned forward and clicked ‘next’ on the screen, scrolling through the images until he got to the ones of her on all fours. “She’s incredible. These aren’t bad pictures, Sam. I’m assuming you took them.”
“We were just messing around earlier,” I told him, feeling awkward but resigned to letting him look through the rest of the photos. “We’d talked about her doing an OnlyFans and selling her nudes and she just wanted me to take a few quick shots, kind of as practice or something.”
“She’s definitely got the body for it,” Danny said softly. “She’s not as slim as Abigail, obviously, but her tits and her ass are incredible. Don’t look now, but I’m getting a proper hard-on over her.”
Of course, I couldn’t help but glance down at the front of his boxer shorts and saw the rough outline of his dick - impressively-sized - straining against the grey material at his groin. I pulled my eyes up quickly before he noticed me looking.
“And what’s on the memory stick?” he asked, noticing it plugged into the side of the laptop. Before I could react, he opened a window to it and double-clicked on the first video.
“You shouldn’t just go looking at everything,” I chastised him, leaning forward to wrestle the laptop from it but just as I did so, Sarah’s face and body filled the screen and I let him watch the part where she slipped down her jeans and panties and showed her pussy, then once the first video stopped. I told him not to watch the second video.
“Why, what’s in it?” he asked. “Come on, Sam. I’ve seen everything already. You might as well just let me see it so we can talk about it, right?”
“She masturbates in it,” I explained, shaking my head at his request. “I can’t let you see that. Shit, she doesn’t even know I’ve seen these two videos. She made them in private. I caught her making them and then saved them on this memory stick before she deleted them, which she did almost straight away the first chance she got.”
“She doesn’t know that you’ve seen these?” he repeated. “And she plays with herself? Oh, man. Please, come on. Let me see it. I didn’t have to show you Abigail’s page, but I did.”
“Yeah but this is my wife, we’re talking about,” I pointed out. “Abigail is just your ex.”
“I’ve already seen her totally nude,” Danny reminded me yet again. “Come on. Maybe I can help you with the OnlyFans thing in return. I’m the one who helped Abigail launch it. Anyone can put a page together but I’m the one who knows how to market it and where, so that nobody you know will find it.”
“For fuck’s sake, Danny,” I sighed, not sure what to do. If he could help Sarah’s page be successful, that would be good but still.. He was our best friend. This was so inappropriate.
“Great,” he said with a lopsided grin, taking my grumbling as assent. He took the laptop back from me and double-clicked the second video. Then as Sarah opened her legs and began to play with her clit, he gently groaned, “Oh… my… god… This is fucking amazing.”
I watched with him in total silence, not sure what to say until Sarah orgasmed on her fingers and then I stared at him incredulously as he restarted the video to watch it again.
“Are you enjoying yourself?” I managed to utter, shocked at his audacity. He wasn’t even enjoying the fact that he was loving every moment of watching my wife masturbate. He even let his hand wander down to his dick, rubbing it subtly through the thin material of his shorts.
“Dude, I can’t even begin to tell you how many times I’ve pictured Sarah naked,” he admitted. “I’m so jealous of you. When she saw my dick earlier, I had to jerk off and make myself cum in the bedroom.”
“I hope you didn’t flash her on purpose,” I told him, voicing my thoughts from earlier.
“No way,” he shook his head, looking at me for the first time in a while before returning his gaze to Sarah masturbating on-screen. “It was a pure accident, I promise.”
“Anyway, listen,” I said, reaching over to turn the laptop off, much to his disappointment. “I better go to bed before Sarah wakes up and comes downstairs, wondering where we are.”
“True,” Danny nodded, his eyes lingering on the laptop even as I closed the screen and took the memory stick out. “Thanks for showing me. I appreciate it and like I said, you’re so fucking lucky to be married to a woman with a body like Sarah’s.”
“I bet you’re gonna go jerk off in bed now, huh?” I asked jokingly, feeling awkward again at the inappropriate tone of his compliment.
“I sure am,” he admitted with his wonky grin again. “So before you head back to bed, what’s the plan for Sarah’s OnlyFans?”
“I don’t know,” I shrugged honestly. I picked up the hot chocolate and took a sip, tucking the laptop under my arm to take upstairs. “Sarah and I are going to look at the pictures tomorrow and talk about it. She seems to want to do it though, so…”
“Let me help,” Danny offered. “I know she’ll be a bit embarrassed with me seeing the pictures, but mention it to her. I can be all professional and stuff when I need to be.”
“Okay,” I replied, taking another sip of the hot drink. “I’ll mention it but don’t get your hopes up. You know how shy she can be.”
“I won’t tell her that I’ve seen anything,” he reminded me. “If she decides to let me help, I’ll pretend I haven’t seen anything and that I had no idea about it all.”
“Thanks, Danny,” I nodded in appreciation. For all his faults, Danny was a good guy really. “I’ll tell you tomorrow what she says.”
With that, I headed back to bed, managing to put the laptop on the dresser and the USB stick back in the drawer without waking Sarah, who was still fast asleep. As I climbed carefully into bed alongside her, I heard Danny come upstairs too - and then his bedroom door closed as he went back to bed too.
I’d never masturbated - the original intention of me going downstairs to look at the pictures - but I realised that Danny was probably doing that right now, stroking his big dick to the mental images of Sarah that he’d saved his mind no doubt.
For some reason, that made my dick stiffen. It really was a compliment, when I thought about it - the fact that my wife was sexy enough for other guys to jerk off to. I wasn’t gay at all but the knowledge that Danny was probably laying in bed right now, stroking himself until he came while thinking of Sarah rubbing her clit - it definitely turned me on somehow.
I really wanted to wank too. My cock was throbbing but I didn’t want to risk waking Sarah up by either the act itself or getting up to wash my hand afterwards, so I rolled over, closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep.
I had no idea what tomorrow would hold or how I really felt about it all but I was sure everything would work itself out in the end. It always did. Didn’t it?




Chapter 10
“So, first we need to take a few more pictures,” Sarah said over breakfast the next day. She’d been talking about her ‘OnlyFans project’ from almost the moment we woke up. “I think two sets will be enough to launch the page, do you?”
“I don’t know,” I replied with a faint shrug, stuffing some toast into my mouth. “I don’t know much about it, to be honest, but yeah, I guess?”
“I have plenty of different lingerie,” Sarah was clearly thinking out loud as she ate her own breakfast. “I think the red silk set that I’ve got will look good. Do you think I should do the photos in a different location rather than on the bed again? Maybe in the living room?”
“When are you thinking of launching it?” I asked, after listening to her think out loud for several more minutes without actually replying.
“As soon as possible,” she said, as though it was obvious. “Later today even. I don’t know how long it takes to set up but once we’ve got a few more photos we can go through it and work it out.”
I’d promised Danny that I’d offer his services in helping out but I still wasn’t sure it was a good idea. Fortunately, he’d already gone to work by the time I woke up this morning, so I didn’t need to worry about having that awkward moment with him - we’d talked about him jerking off over Sarah, which felt weird this morning.
“Danny helped Abigail set hers up,” I mentioned off-hand, deciding to keep my promise. “I’m not saying we should involve him, but I could ask him for some advice, if you wanted…?”
Sarah stared at me. She looked lovely this morning. She always did, in my eyes, but today she looked really cute with her long, wavy dark hair tied up in a bun atop her head and a pale blue vest that showed off more than a hint of braless cleavage. Perhaps I was just feeling possessive of her after another man had seen her masturbating last night, even if it was my best friend. Maybe I even felt protective. Whatever it was, I suddenly realised that I might have said the wrong thing when the silent stare lasted a little too long.
“I mean… no, sure. That’s probably a stupid idea,” I rapidly backtracked. “I don’t want my best friend knowing that my wife is selling her nudes on the internet. He’d probably want to see and… bad idea. Sorry.”
Sarah still didn’t say anything for a moment. She just considered me while chewing her bottom lip, thinking through what I’d said. “Do you think he could help us make as much as Abigail? Or do you think she’s making that much money because of… you know... how different she is to me?”
She was obviously still hung up on Abigail’s slimness compared to her own curvier figure, so I moved to correct her.
“I’m sure you could make just as much money as Abigail,” I reassured her. “Stop comparing yourself to her. Not all guys like the same type of girl. Some like redheads, some like blondes, some like dark girls. Some like slim, some like curvy. I know women say us guys are all the same, but we’re really not.”
“I don’t care if Danny knows,” Sarah said, after a moment to digest what I’d said. “I thought you’d be the one bothered by him knowing. If you’re not upset by him knowing, then maybe you could ask his advice. It’s up to you.”
“He knows how to set it all up,” I reminded her. “He set Abigail’s up and helped her launch it and gain popularity so quickly. He could do the same for us, if I asked him.”
“Wouldn’t that mean him seeing the pictures and videos though?” Sarah asked me intently, the last bit of her breakfast almost forgotten on the table in front of her.
“Yeah, I guess,” I nodded, finishing off my breakfast while avoiding her gaze because of how weird this all was to talk about. “Like I said, bad idea. Maybe I could just ask his advice on it, rather than let him help us actually set it up?”
“Either way, he’s probably just going to pester us into showing him,” Sarah chuckled softly, “Or find the page somehow and pay to join.”
“True,” I smiled, still avoiding eye contact because inside I knew he’d already seen her naked and I didn’t want to give anything away. Sarah could be quite perceptive when it came to me trying to hide something. “Don’t worry. We’ll work it out on our own.”
“It’s Danny though,” Sarah said, finally finishing off her toast. “So, I guess I don’t mind him seeing, even though it’d be a bit embarrassing. If it meant us earning good money, I could probably stand the embarrassment of him seeing me naked.”
“Really?” I looked up but she’d already stood up and was taking the breakfast plates to the sink to wash.
“I’ll leave it up to you,” she said over her shoulder. “If you don’t mind him seeing me, then talk to him.”
I watched her wash the pots, trying to work out if she was being sarcastic or not but decided she wasn’t. She sounded sincere but I could never quite be sure. Even though I was a married man and thought I knew my wife pretty well, I often got women completely wrong sometimes.
That afternoon, Sarah went upstairs and came back down in a red silk lingerie set, much to my surprise. I felt my jaw drop when I first saw her walk into the living room and she laughed at my expression.
“You like?” she said, doing a slow twirl in front of me. This red set covered her more than the black lacy set she’d worn last night, but the thin silk clung to her breasts and nipples in such a way that it was equally sexy, if not even more so.
I took another set of pictures, much like we had last night, but this time with her posing on and around the sofa. She discarded the bra and panties and once again posed with her legs open but this time she dared to touch her pussy with one hand, using her fingers to part her small, cute labia to show the pink wetness inside. When she bent over the sofa, she did something similar, using one hand to ease open her butt cheeks so that I could get some clear shots of her pussy slit and even the tight little bud of her anus.
“This gets me so horny,” I confessed, struggling to adjust my aching hard-on in my jeans as I took the last couple of pictures of her in that position, bent over the arm of the sofa.
“Me too,” Sarah admitted. “Even more so when I think that dozens of strangers might end up seeing this.”
“Dozens?” I said, looking through the pictures on my phone that I’d just taken as Sarah stood up and stretched her arms above her head, making her breasts stand out invitingly. “It could be hundreds if we’re successful?”
“You think hundreds of men might sign up?” Sarah shook her head doubtfully. “No. That would be great but I don’t think so. I’m not that sexy or good-looking.”
“You might be surprised,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “Abigail’s got over a hundred, Danny says.”
“A hundred?” Sarah’s eyes drifted off into the distance as she considered that possibility. “That’s a lot of men looking at my boobs, isn’t it?”
“These pictures are great,” I said, trying not to think about so many men playing with their dicks while looking at Sarah. It was hard enough to accept that my friend had done just that last night, without having to think about potentially hundreds of strangers doing it.
We looked through the pictures together and Sarah was happy with the results, so now we had to plan what we did next. I still wasn’t sure that she was truly decided on doing an OnlyFans. Until this point, I’d still harboured the question in my mind of if this was just something she was exploring mentally. Perhaps it was just a wild fantasy; one which she’d soon call a stop to once she was faced with the actual reality of it.
Sarah had pulled a t-shirt on but was still otherwise naked as we sat on the sofa, flicking through the photos. I looked down at her brown legs, admiring the curves of her thighs and slid my hand from her knee up the inside towards her pussy.
“Does it make you horny?” Sarah asked me, not making any move to stop me. “Thinking about other men seeing that?”
By that, she meant her pussy, which I was now stroking. She felt smooth - and wet.
“It makes me feel… jealous,” I told her, avoiding the question because I wasn’t comfortable thinking about if it turned me on or not. It had excited me last night when I’d thought about Danny jerking off to what he’d just seen, but as for strangers… I wasn’t sure. “What about you?” I asked her in return.
Sarah didn’t reply. She simply gave me a look that I couldn’t decipher and then very subtly, she nodded before kissing me. The kiss was accompanied by her hands on my zipper and then moments later, I pushed her t-shirt up around her waist and then even higher so that I could see her tits as she guided my fully erect cock inside her. I took her hard and rough, turned on by the spontaneity of the sex but she stopped me just as I was getting close to cumming.
“I’ve got an idea,” she said, almost as out of breath as I was. “Let me suck you and make you cum.”
I wasn’t going to say no to finishing in her mouth, so I tugged my jeans down to my knees and sat on the sofa while she sat next to me and leaned over to take me in her mouth.
“I want you to video it,” she said, looking up at me.
“Really?” That caught me off guard but maybe considering everything that had happened in the last couple of days, it shouldn’t have.
“For my page,” she nodded, then waited until I picked up my phone and angled it at my erection, patiently waiting for her to suck it. “Are you recording?” she asked.
“Yes.”
Sarah looked into the camera for a moment, then slowly lowered her head, taking the tip in her mouth. As she slid her full lips up and down my length, I captured it all before realising that I wasn’t going to be able to hold the phone straight once I relaxed and let myself enjoy it.
“Wait,” I told her, placing the camera on the coffee table, positioning it so it should have my lower half in shot and then I laid back so that Sarah could finish me off. She peeled off her t-shirt so that she was fully naked and then began to suck me again. I reached over and pulled her dark hair out of the way so it didn’t obscure the camera’s view and then finally leaned back and let her go down on me properly.
Sarah was good at sucking cock but today, she really went for it, taking my full length in her mouth and then sliding her tongue around my shaft as she slowly withdrew before going back down again. I knew she was ‘performing’ for the camera but I didn’t care, it felt incredible and then - quicker than I would have liked - I came, putting my hand on the back of her head and holding myself deep in her mouth until I’d finished spurting and she’d swallowed it all.
“Fuck,” I gasped, once I’d reached over and stopped the phone recording. “That was fucking awesome.”
“What was, exactly?” Sarah asked, wiping my cum from her lips. “The blow job or making a video of having your dick sucked?”
“Both, if I’m honest,” I giggled. “Now, we better think about getting dressed before Danny comes home and finds you naked in the front room.”
“If he’s going to help us set things up, he’s probably going to see it anyway,” Sarah smiled wickedly, lingering on the sofa as I got up and put my dick away.
“Really?” I stared at her.
“No, I’m joking,” Sarah chuckled, sitting up and pulling the t-shirt back over her head. “But I am okay with you asking him to help us tonight - if you are.”
As she picked up her discarded lingerie and went upstairs to get properly dressed, I thought about it for a moment. Sarah really did seem to want to do this and if Danny could help us earn decent money from it, then maybe I should bring him into the conversation later. Unknown to Sarah, he’d already seen her naked, so that wasn’t an issue but I was surprised by her attitude to that. She seemed much more okay with my best friend seeing her nudes than I’d have expected.
I looked at my watch. Danny would be home any time in the next half an hour. Would Sarah back out once this got real and we started discussing it properly with Danny?
Tonight was going to be interesting.




Chapter 11
That evening, I managed to get Danny on his own for a moment while Sarah was upstairs and decided to warn him about the forthcoming conversation over supper.
“Danny,” I said, putting a hand on his shoulder. We were in the kitchen, where Danny was pulling his weight and putting some of the dinner pots away from earlier. “I need to tell you something.”
“You’ve got some more naughty pictures of Sarah to show me?” he grinned, then his face grew more serious when I didn’t react to his joke. “You have?”
“Kind of,” I admitted, “But it’s more than that. I talked to Sarah earlier about you helping out with her OnlyFans and while I didn’t expect her to say yes, she did.”
“Yeah?” Danny’s grin returned, growing wider now. “I’d love to help you guys out. It sounds like fun.”
“I told her I’d speak to you tonight about it but I wanted to warn you first. She doesn’t know you’ve already seen her pictures.”
“As I said last night, I’ll make it out as if this is all news to me,” Danny winked. “I promise. By the way, do you want a beer?”
He’d brought a case of beer home with him that evening, so I gratefully accepted a nice, fresh cold one and when Sarah came downstairs to join us shortly afterwards, she took one too.
“So, I asked Danny if he’d help you with your OnlyFans page,” I said, after we’d all got comfortable in the front room. Sarah and I were on the sofa where we’d fucked earlier, Danny was in the armchair opposite.
Sarah took a pull from her beer before acknowledging what I’d just said. I could tell that she suddenly felt slightly awkward or nervous, I wasn’t sure which. She eventually looked at me first, then turned to Danny with what I could now tell was a nervous smile.
“What do you think?” she asked him and when I looked at her, I could tell she was holding her breath for his reply.
“I think you’ll do great,” Danny shrugged, then fulfilled his promise of making it look like a surprise. “I have to admit, it’s a bit of a shock. I didn’t know you’d be interested in doing something like that.”
“Well, maybe there’s a lot you don’t know about me,” Sarah tilted her head and gave him a look. “I like surprising people sometimes.”
“Okay. If you’re serious, of course I’ll help you,” Danny said, then turned to me. “How about you, Sam? How do you feel about it?”
“If you can make it so it’s kind of anonymous,” I reasoned out loud, “And so no one can instantly see that it’s Sarah, then I’m okay with it. The money will come in handy, especially if we can earn even a fraction of what Abigail’s making.”
“That depends on what content you’re thinking about making,” Sam mused.
I turned to Sarah, letting her tell him her thoughts.
“Nudes,” my wife shrugged, pursing her mouth in embarrassment for a moment. “Pictures… and maybe some videos, like Abigail, I guess.”
“Full nudes?” Danny said, leaning forwards towards us. “Tits and pussy?”
Sarah nodded, glancing at me but I didn’t say anything. I just took another sip of my beer.
“Abigail does some softcore with sex toys. Would you do that?” Danny kept going.
“I have a couple of vibrators,” Sarah responded, her cheeks turning rosy at the confession. “I could do that, yeah.”
“And further than that,” Danny held her gaze. “Hardcore? Blow jobs? Sex?”
I heard Sarah take a deep breath before turning to me. ”That’s up to Sam. I mean, we’ve taken some photos already and this afternoon, we made a blow job video, so…”
I blinked rapidly, caught by surprise at her sudden divulging of information. I’d expected her to be much more reluctant to do the talking, thinking she’d get embarrassed and make me do most of it.
“If you’ve got some photos and a video, we can get on with setting it up,” Danny looked at both me and Sarah. “I’m pretty well-versed in it now, after doing Abigail’s. It’ll only take me an hour or two.”
I watched my wife for her reaction, observing her take a deep gulp before nodding. She fidgeted before speaking, but eventually said, “What do you need?”
“Your laptop,” Danny smiled. He seemed really relaxed about the entire thing. I realised my heart was beating hard and fast in my chest. Sarah’s was probably doing the same. “Then the first set of photos and videos. Whatever you want to upload. I’ll show you how to do it, so that in the future, you can manage it yourself.”
“Oh, God,” Sarah put a hand to her face, closing her eyes for a moment. “This is going to be really strange, Danny… You seeing me… naked and...”
“I won’t lie and pretend I’m not looking forward to it,” he chuckled, “But come on, we’ve known each other a long time. We’re friends. It’s cool. I’ll be as professional as I can and try not to embarrass you. You can go upstairs if you want, while I’m doing it if it saves you some embarrassment.”
Sarah puffed out her cheeks, which were still glowing faintly, then she exhaled loudly. “Sam’s got all the pictures on his phone. I’ll be okay. I did see your dick the other day. I guess this makes us even.”
Danny laughed and that seemed to relax Sarah enough for her to laugh too. A little of the tension that had built up in the room dissipated but it reappeared as I sent the new photos from my phone to my cloud storage and then downloaded them into the same folder as the older ones. I also copied the video too, even though I had some reservations about Danny seeing my dick. It was one thing, him seeing Sarah, but him seeing my erection and seeing me ejaculate? That felt weird. Man up, I told myself. He’s your friend. It’s just your dick. If Sarah wants to do this, you should support her.
“Here you go,” I opened the folder on the laptop screen and then moved so he could sit next to Sarah to look at the pictures. Sarah looked at me with an expression of ‘where are you going?’ but I ignored it, sitting on the arm of the sofa next to my wife, with Danny taking my place on the other side of her.
“Okay, let’s have a look at what we’ve got here,” he said, placing his fingers on the keyboard, “If you’re sure, Sarah?”
“Just do it before I change my mind,” she said, avoiding his gaze and keeping her eyes on the laptop screen instead.
I watched as Danny clicked on the first image, the very first photo of Sarah that I’d taken  of her in the black bra and panty set. “Wow,” he said softly. “What a body you’ve got.”
This wasn’t the first time he’d seen Sarah’s photos but he was doing a good job of pretending as he clicked through to the next picture, and then the next. When he reached the first topless one, I looked at Sarah, but she was still staring at herself as a way of avoiding our reactions.
“These are good,” Danny complimented us as he opened up the first fully naked one of Sarah, my wife on the bed with her legs open and her pussy in full view. “Guys will go crazy for these.”
“Do you think?” Sarah said in a very small, shy voice.
“Absolutely,” Danny nodded confidently. “Your tits are fantastic and your pussy looks really good. I love that you’re all shaved.”
“This is so embarrassing,” Sarah shook her head but she also couldn’t hide a small smile. “I never ever thought I’d be showing my husband’s best friend my nude photos.”
“Lockdown has been weird for us all,” Danny laughed, continuing to go through the photos until he was looking at the second set.
“Oh, fuck,” Sarah covered her eyes with one hand at the sight of herself naked, bent over on the sofa that we were sitting on right now. “This is so weird. I can’t believe I’m doing this; letting you see these pictures.”
“I can’t either,” Danny replied. I was impressed by how professional he was and I was grateful for it - I didn’t want to see Sarah embarrassed or made to feel uncomfortable. “But I’m actually really honoured that you trust me enough. It means… It means a lot to me.”
Oh, that was smooth. No wonder Danny never had any trouble getting girls. He always seemed to know the right thing to say.
I watched him hover the mouse pointer over the video after he’d looked at the last couple of Sarah’s nudes. “Is this the blow job video you mentioned?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said, aware that my voice was shaking slightly. I hoped he didn’t notice. I wasn’t just shaky with nervousness but also anticipation and arousal. The surreal nature of the situation was striking - I was sitting with my best friend and wife, looking at her nudes together and now, I was about to let him watch a video of her making me cum in her mouth.
“I haven’t seen this yet,” Sarah said, actually looking at Danny and meeting his gaze for the first time. “I’m nervous.”
“It’s just a blowie,” Danny shrugged then smiled. “All women do them. Well, all the good ones do.”
Sarah licked her lips anxiously as he turned back to the screen and double-clicked the video. After a moment, it started - a close-up view of Sarah’s face first looking into the camera before closing her lips around the end of my dick and beginning to suck it.
I cringed, unable to believe that I was letting Danny watch this and I saw Sarah wince, probably feeling the same thing. My dick looked small on screen, when compared to how Tony’s had looked on screen but no one said anything. We all sat in silence as the camera view changed once I put the phone on the coffee table. This wider-angle view was better, especially as Sarah stripped off the t-shirt she’d been wearing before resuming the blow job.
“Do you cum?” Danny asked, turning to look at me. He had a half-smile on his face.
I nodded, unable to speak.
“Where?” Danny asked.
“In my mouth,” Sarah replied, matter-of-factly. “And yes, before you ask the inevitable question, I swallow.”
I stared at my wife, stunned by her openness but I supposed there wasn’t much point in lying. Danny was about to see for himself. On the video, I saw myself tense up and then push Sarah’s head down as I came, before leaning forward to stop the video.
“Well, that was quite something,” Danny said, stroking his chin as he closed the video down and opened a web browser instead. “I hope it’s not inappropriate to say this but I’ve got a really painful erection from watching that.”
I saw Sarah glance down at his groin. Danny was wearing a pair of light grey sweatpants and I could see the shape of his hard dick pointing down the leg of his thigh. He was big, as Sarah had said he was. I could see that much.
“Don’t believe me?” Danny said, noticing Sarah’s less than subtle glance. “Do you want me to prove it?”
“We believe you,” I said quickly, before the room could get any more sexually charged and weird. “So, what’s next?”
“I’m going to get on with setting the page up,” Danny replied, his fingers typing away, bringing up the OnlyFans page and going through the ‘Create a new account’ process. “Let’s get this thing going, shall we?”




Chapter 12
The page was set up that evening, payment details were verified and it went live the day after that and incredibly, with Danny posting a few ‘teaser’ photos on a few different forums and websites, we started getting subscribers right away. Within three days of it going live Sarah had twenty-five subscribers and we were earning a quarter of what Abigail was.
Her nudes racked up dozens and dozens of likes and filthy comments, which we enjoyed reading and due to men demanding more, Sarah let me take another set of photos. This time she wore a white lacy one-piece, which she sexily stripped out of before using her vibrator for some photos and a really hot video where she made herself cum.
Danny had shown me how to manage the page, including uploading new content so we didn’t have to go through the embarrassing but also horny situation of looking at the photos and videos with him again. When I reflected on that first night, I realised that it had been horny. I’d enjoyed him looking at Sarah - and I’d enjoyed watching how she’d reacted to him looking at her. It was weird, but interesting, because I was seeing a different side to her that I’d never seen before.
However, Danny was a close friend, so he was perhaps the only person we’d be comfortable sharing this with. What was weirder was that by four days later, she’d now been seen naked by almost fifty complete strangers. Not our best friend Danny, but total strangers. It was a very strange feeling to know that complete strangers were getting to see my wife naked, playing with her pussy and even sucking my dick. They were even paying money for the privilege.
That particular morning four days later, we’d done another photo shoot - this time of Sarah in a see-through grey bra and panty set before stripping off to show everything in several different sexy poses - and I uploaded them as soon as we’d gone through which ones to use. But later that evening, when I logged into the computer to both have a look at Sarah’s new set and to check out the comments, I didn’t seem to be able to log in.
Access denied, read the error message. Incorrect password.
I must have mis-typed so I re-entered both the user name and the password we’d set.
Access denied. Incorrect password.
Puzzled, I stared at the screen, then tried for a third time, this time typing slowly and deliberately, making sure not to catch any other keys accidentally.
Access denied. Incorrect password. Account locked for thirty minutes.
Shit. What had I done wrong? I sat staring at the screen for a moment, questioning if I’d somehow got confused about our login details. I hadn’t. I knew I hadn’t.
Perhaps there was something wrong with the internet - or even with the keyboard on the laptop although it had been working fine earlier. I brought up Abigail’s OnlyFans page instead and tried that and logged in just fine. So there was nothing wrong with the internet.
I scratched my head. Sarah was in bed already, probably already asleep by now as was Danny, so I decided I might as well have a look at Abigail’s new content while waiting for the thirty-minute timer to run down. Unfortunately, there wasn’t anything new of note other than a couple of candid pictures of her posing in her garden in a bikini, so I decided to call it a night and joined Sarah in bed. I’d try again in the morning. Maybe I could get up early and ask Danny to help me before he left for work.
However, early the following morning, Sarah got up at the same time as me and I never got a moment alone to ask either of them why I couldn’t access the site and then after Danny left, my mother called me.
“Hey,” I said, answering straight away because it was unusual for her to call me during the mornings. I hoped nothing was wrong. “Is everything okay?”
“Yes,” my mother replied, her voice sounding relaxed and putting me at ease. “I was just wondering if you’re okay and if you could possibly come over for an hour this morning. I need your help with something. It won’t take long.”
“Erm, I guess,” I said, watching Sarah as she headed upstairs for a shower. Damn it. I’d wanted to talk to her about why I couldn’t get into the OnlyFans but it’d have to wait. “I’ll come right over, if you like?”
“Great. I’ll see you in a bit.”
She hung up and I called upstairs to Sarah to tell her where I was going and then headed straight out. The quicker I sorted out whatever it was that my mum needed sorting, then the quicker I could get back and deal with the login details problem.
When I arrived at her house - the old house where I’d grown up - for once there wasn’t one of her lovers leaving. The front door was open so I walked in and called to let her know I was here.
“Mum?” I shouted out, closing the door behind me.
“I’m in the living room,” she called back. “Help yourself to a drink then come join me.”
Had I counted my chickens too early? I hoped she wasn’t with someone in there. I made myself a coffee and walked through to see her on the sofa - thankfully alone - with her laptop on her knee.
“Are you okay?” I asked, sitting down in the armchair opposite.
“Yes,” she replied, pushing her glasses up onto the top of head and peering at me over the top of the laptop screen. Her blonde hair was down, flowing over her shoulders and was messy from sleep. She was wearing a dressing gown so clearly hadn’t had a shower yet since getting up. “I wanted to talk to you.”
“Okay,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee. “What’s up?”
“I told you to come to me if you were still struggling for money,” she replied, giving me that look she used to give me when I was young and in trouble. “I said I could help Sarah earn some money.”
“I know, but we’ve been managing,” I shrugged. “And lately things have gotten a little better, so it’s okay.”
“Getting better because Sarah’s selling nudes online?” my mother asked, her eyes narrowing.
Shit.
“I… um… well, yes,” I said, knowing better than to try to lie to the woman that gave birth to me and who knew me as well as anyone. “But-”
“No buts,” she interrupted me as I was about to explain. “You could have come to me and I could have helped you with some modelling work, if I’d known she was inclined to go down this path.”
In the past, my mum had done some nude modelling and if what my father had once told me was true, she’d even done a porno film or two. I didn’t want to know about it and I’d told him so but I’d never forgotten. I also suspected, from hints that she’d dropped, usually while drunk, that she’d done a little escorting too. My father’s friends were all gangsters like him and while she’d stopped hanging around with most of them when she and my father split up, I know she’d still got some contacts in the criminal underworld.
“I didn’t want you to go to any trouble,” I explained. “Plus, this was a spur-of-the-moment type thing. Danny told me about his ex, Abigail. She’d set up an OnlyFans and earned over two grand, so Sarah decided she wanted to do the same.”
“Two grand isn’t a lot.” My mum shook her head. “A girl like Sarah, with her pretty face and those big breasts, can earn a lot more. You know that, right?”
“This is kind of embarrassing,” I said, feeling my cheeks reddening. “I really don’t want to talk about it. It’s more Sarah’s thing than mine and-”
“I’ve seen it, you know that, right?”
That stopped me dead in my tracks. “You have?” I felt myself recoiling into the seat, trying to ignore the sudden feeling of dread building in my gut. “You’ve seen… everything?”
“Everything,” she confirmed, watching me squirm in my chair. That meant that my mother had seen my dick. She’s seen Sarah suck me.
Then something else struck me. “How do you even know?” I asked, suddenly wondering how she’d figured out that it was Sarah. The only picture on the front page of our site had no face or ways of identifying the partially-nude girl as Sarah and the carefully-chosen pictures that Danny had shared online to attract interest were all anonymous too.
“I know people,” she replied simply. “You know I do, Sam. Very little in this sort of world passes me by.”
I didn’t believe that - somehow, I didn’t know how yet, she’d found out from someone. Someone must have told her but I’d worry about that bit later. For now, I needed to rescue some sort of dignity for Sarah and I.
“It’s all set up now though,” I sighed, wishing it wasn’t all out in the open but it was. “We’re only going to do it for a few months, until we’ve got enough money to see us through to the end of lockdown, so we don’t need any help.”
“Son,” my mum closed her eyes for a moment, then when she opened them, she stared right at me, almost as though she was seeing right through me. “I love you. You’re my only child and you’re a grown man now; a married man, but I have to say this to you, okay?”
“Say what?” I replied reluctantly, knowing that she was about to give me a patronising speech about her being an expert in this sort of thing and that I should have talked to her first.
“Sarah is beautiful and sexy and she makes a fantastic model,” she said slowly, choosing her words carefully, “But you’re no pornstar, darling.”
She was referring to the video. I felt my cheeks burning. “Mum, that was just a one-off thing. Sarah wanted to do it and-”
“Were you not bothered by the comments?” my mother asked.
Comments? What comments?
“Pardon me? Comments?” I asked. “I haven’t seen anyone comment on that video…”
“Well, you’ve removed the video now, so…” My mum frowned at me. “I thought the comments had upset you.”
“What comments?” I paused. “I’ve removed the video?”
“Who’s admin for the page?” she asked. “You or Sarah? Or do you have someone doing it for you?”
I didn’t want to tell her that Danny had been involved. As liberated as my mum was, I didn’t know how she’d take to something like having my best friend see Sarah naked. “I’ve been doing it for the most part. I haven’t removed the video. Or seen any comments.”
“Oh dear,” my mum closed her eyes for a second again. “It must be Sarah then. Look, son… as I said, I love you. You’re my own flesh and blood but you’re not equipped - not sexually - for the internet. I don’t know whether you really didn’t see the comments or not, or whether you’re just embarrassed to talk about it, but you had dozens of people saying your dick was small and that Sarah should be sucking on bigger dicks.”
“Really?” I felt myself shrinking in my seat.
“I haven’t seen your penis since you were a little boy,” she continued, ”And I really didn’t want to, but you do look fairly small. Have you ever measured yourself?”
“I’m average,” I defended myself. Of course I’d measured it. All men did, didn’t they? “Statistically speaking, I’m average.”
“Perhaps,” my mother didn’t look convinced. “But average isn’t good enough for the internet, sweetheart. If you really didn’t see the comments, I’m presuming Sarah deleted them to spare your feelings. Then she probably took the video down when they kept coming.”
“Right,” I puffed out my cheeks, wishing a hole would just appear and swallow me up right at that moment. “I see. So there were a lot of these comments?”
“I’m afraid so,” she replied. “Don’t take it to heart, Sam. You’re obviously keeping Sarah happy and that’s all that matters. All I’m saying is that perhaps, if you and Sarah want to make a success of her OnlyFans and you want her to go beyond just nudes, maybe you should find someone with a bit more experience.”
“You mean someone with a bigger dick?” I said softly, managing to somehow contain my embarrassment and a now-growing sense of annoyance.
“That’s all between you and Sarah,” my mother said with a shrug. “I’m just saying she could make a lot of money with a body like hers and a fit, well-hung man.”
“Oh and I bet you know just the guy,” I said, shaking my head in disgust. I stood up, forcing down a surge of anger and turned to leave.
“I know several,” my mum replied softly behind me then called out as I walked away. “Sam, I’m not being awful. I’m trying to help. I really am. Get Sarah to call me.”
As I headed home, ignoring my mother’s call of ‘Goodbye’ I realised why I hadn’t been able to log in last night. Sarah had deleted the comments and the video and then to stop me from seeing them or finding out, she’d changed the password.
It was time to talk to my wife.




Chapter 13
My plan to confront Sarah was dashed almost as soon as I got home.
“Sarah, I need to talk to you,” I said, finding her on the telephone in the bedroom.
“Oh, he’s home now,” she said to whoever it was on the other end. “I’ll pass you over. Nice to talk to you.”
“Who is it?” I whispered, taking the phone from her.
“Your dad,” she replied,
Great. I had wondered when he’d reply to my letter but now wasn’t the ideal time. I couldn’t call him back - he was calling from prison - so I had no option but to take the call.
“Hey Frank,” I said, using his name as I always did. “Thanks for calling. How are you?”
“I wish you’d call me ‘dad’,” the deep voice on the phone replied. “But yeah, I’m fine, son. How are you coping with the lockdown?”
“I was going to ask you the same thing,” I answered. “Did you get my letter?”
“That’s why I’m calling. Not much has changed inside, son. As long as no one tests positive, we’re fine. If they do, I imagine we’ll end up isolating, but until it happens, I don’t know. Visits have been stopped and my upcoming day release has been delayed, which is shit but to be expected, I guess. What about you?”
“I won’t lie,” I told him, “Things haven’t been easy. Sarah and I have been struggling for work and money got tight but we’re okay now. I was going to ask you for some help financially but we don’t need it because we’ve got some money coming in finally.”
“I spoke to your mother yesterday,” Frank said. “She told me. I’m glad you weren’t shy about asking for my help though, son. That’s good and I’m glad you’ve got things sorted.”
“She told you?” I said, wincing at the thought of my mum telling him too much.
“About Sarah’s little internet site, yes.” Frank’s voice quietened, I guessed so that no one would hear him. “And I gotta say, son, she looks gorgeous in her photos. How you’ve got a girl like her to marry a kid like you, I have no idea but it makes me proud, son.”
“Thanks,” I said, cringing hard. My dad had seen my wife nude. This was bad. Very, very bad. Had he seen the blow job video before it got taken down? I hoped not.
“I got a mate on the outside to sign up so we could have a look,” he went on. We? What did he mean by we? “And I’ve since got a few of his mates to sign up too. I figured the money would come in useful, son.”
“Oh, right,” I said, trying to sound okay with it all. “Good thinking. I didn’t know you had computers in prison.”
“Yes, there’s a few we can use in the library. Anyway, son,” Frank continued, “Listen. If you do need any money, you’ve only got to ask, okay? I’m hoping to get out on day release soon, when all this is over and when we do, we’ll have to meet up. Until then, keep taking the photos of Sarah. You’re making a few lads in here very happy, I’ll tell you that much. She’s got a body made for porn. You on the other hand… well, you’ve not inherited your old man’s big dick gene, have you?”
He said it with a dry laugh to diffuse the comment but it still put my back up. I wasn’t going to react angrily though. Frank wasn’t someone you reacted to angrily. Not if you wanted to stay alive. “Did you see the video?” I asked lamely.
“Yeah before it disappeared,” Frank confirmed. “If you want to make decent bank from the site, you need to bring someone in for her to do proper porn with. Someone well-hung, son.”
“I don’t know about that,” I said, my heart sinking rapidly. “She’s my wife, Frank.”
“I know, but if you make the guys use protection, it’ll be alright,” he said as though it was perfectly normal to suggest such a thing. Why did I have such a fucked-up family? “Anyway, I have to go, son. Time’s up. Take care and we’ll speak soon, okay?”
I said ‘goodbye’ and hung up before turning to Sarah and wondering how much she’d heard or gleaned from hearing me talk.
“He knows?” she said with an unreadable expression on her face.
“My mum told him,” I nodded, waiting for the inevitable eruption of anger but it didn’t come. “She’s seen everything and he has too.”
“How does she know?” Sarah frowned, seemingly unperturbed by the news that my parents had seen her naked and seen us having oral sex. “How did she find out?”
“You know they’re both dodgy as fuck,” I shrugged. “Mum’s got her fingers in loads of pies and with all dad’s connections, I should have guessed they’d find out somehow. I think we can trust them though. They’re not going to tell anyone, I’m sure. Certainly not anyone who knows us, which is what matters.”
“Oh, well. There’s nothing we can do about it now,” Sarah shrugged, her dark eyes looking out of the window for a moment. “If we keep making enough money from it, I don’t care who knows as long as it’s none of our close friends. Danny being the exception, of course.”
My wife looked pretty today. Her wavy dark hair was stacked on top of her head in a messy bun, showing off her smooth neck and shoulders. Her large boobs were hinted at by the deep v-neck top she was wearing. I felt my dick stiffen and I suddenly realised what I wanted to do.
“I want to make a sex video,” I said, making Sarah’s head turn towards me sharply.
“What?” she asked, raising one dark shapely eyebrow. “A sex video?”
“A proper sex video,” I nodded. “I want to fuck you for the OnlyFans page.”
“Really?” Sarah took a step towards me, placing a gentle hand on my chest. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, Sam.”
“Why?” I asked softly. “Because some guys called me out for having a small dick on the blow job vid?”
Sarah closed her eyes and sighed gently. “You saw the comments? I tried to remove them but-”
“But they kept commenting so you removed the video,” I finished off the sentence for her. “And then changed the password so I wouldn’t notice.”
“I’m sorry. I was trying to spare your feelings. People are dicks, sometimes.”
“Screw it,” I said with a brave shrug. “I’m not that small. I’m just not pornstar material, I get that. But I think they’re just jealous. Jealous that I’m the guy that gets to be with you - and not them.”
Sarah tilted her head and looked deeply into my eyes, a small smile on her mouth. “I love your dick, Sam. You know that, right? It might not be the biggest, but it’s perfect for me.”
“I believe you,” I smiled back. “You know how much I love you?”
Sarah nodded. “I do… So… when do you want to make a sex tape? I was thinking of doing one too, it’s the logical progression if we want to make a quick buck from this, which is what we want, right?”
“Yes,” I agreed. “It’s a short-term thing; a way of earning some money until we’re both back at work and this whole lockdown thing is over.”
“Then we can delete it and get back to normal life,” Sarah said, seeming to be on the same track as me. “So, rather than drag it out and milk people, we want to get down to the nitty gritty and more and more people subscribing in as fast a time as possible.”
“Have you been talking to Danny about this?” I said, suddenly suspicious of her business-like attitude towards it.
“Maybe I have,” Sarah shrugged. “Yes. I asked him his opinion and he said the same thing as you. We should escalate our content if we’re not planning on being in this for the long haul.”
“Well, it sounds like we agree,” I smiled, taking her by the hand and feeling much better now the comments about my penis size were out in the open.
“The only reason I didn’t mention it a day or two ago was because of the comments,” Sarah took a step backwards, towards the staircase. “But if you’re not feeling disheartened, then let’s do it.”
She was pulling me towards the stairs. “Now?” I grinned.
“It’s as good a time as any,” my wife giggled. “Before Danny comes home.”
We headed upstairs and I set up my phone to record on the bedside cabinet and opened the curtains wide to let in plenty of light. We’d made that mistake with a couple of photos before and I’d learned the value of natural light or good lighting by now.
Sarah pulled my top up and over my head, running her hands over my chest and down to my jeans. “Wait,” I said, stopping her as she began to undo my zipper. “Shouldn’t we plan this? You know, to make it good?”
“You can edit it afterwards, can’t you?”
“I guess,” I glanced at the camera then returned my gaze to my wife who was now pulling down my jeans and shorts. Fuck it. I was horny. “Okay, so you should suck my cock then I’ll go down on you, then we’ll fuck. We can always do a more thoughtful video later on.”
“Mmhmm,” she said, giggling as my already-hard dick popped out in front of her. “Let’s run with that.”
She took me in her mouth, swallowing my length right away. I placed my hand on the back of her head, enjoying the feeling of her tongue swirling around my shaft and then a few minutes later - before I could get too excited - I kicked off my jeans and shorts entirely and made Sarah stand up.
I lifted her top first, letting her finish taking it off while I undid and removed her bra. I glanced into the camera again as I cupped and squeezed her large, round tits before dipping my head to suck one dark pink nipple in my mouth.
It felt odd, knowing that my father might see this - but the way he’d teased me about my dick - the way everyone had teased me about it - just made me want to fuck Sarah and enjoy every inch of her body. I wanted to show them she was mine. I might not be well-hung, but I was married to a gorgeous sexy woman and I wanted them to be jealous; jealous that it was my cock getting sucked by her. That it was my mouth getting to suck these tits. And my dick that got to go inside her pussy.
I eased her backwards onto the bed, pulling down the grey sweatpants she was wearing and then slowly drawing down her black panties to reveal the perfectly shaven mound between her legs. Angling her so that the camera could see, I eased her thighs apart and moved between them, letting my tongue dart between her pussy lips and enjoying the little gasp of pleasure that it brought from her.
She was already wet but I spent a few minutes licking her pussy and clit until eventually, I couldn’t wait any longer. Again, conscious of the angle because I wanted the camera to capture my dick going inside her, I positioned the tip of myself against her pussy and then slid it in.
Once I was inside her, I lost myself and forgot about the video for a moment. My horniness got the better of me and I pumped into her hard and fast for several minutes, until I regained some control and then moved positions from the missionary slightly, lifting one leg of Sarah’s and kneeling up so I could fuck her slower and more deliberately for the camera.
“I’m going to cum,” I whispered, hoping my phone wouldn’t pick up my voice. If it did, I could edit it out. “Where shall I cum?”
“Just cum in me,” Sarah moaned, obviously not wanting me to stop so I did just that. Holding on to her silky thigh, I drove my cock into her hard and fast until I exploded inside her.
Fuck, it felt so good. I held myself inside until my balls finished convulsing and then on wobbly legs, I walked over to the camera and ended the recording.
“You should show them my cummy pussy,” Sarah suggested. She was laying on her back, completely naked with her thighs spread obscenely wide. “Take a few photos of it.”
Yes. I liked that idea. Showing all my critics the evidence that I’d fucked this sexy woman that they were paying to look at. Showing them the results of my fun.
I moved my phone close to her pussy as Sarah reached down and splayed her small pussy lips open with her fingers. A sticky white trickle of cum dribbled out of her at that exact moment and I took several pictures as it did.
“This is going to look at hot as fuck,” Sarah said with a sexy rawness to her voice that I’d never heard before. “I can’t believe how naughty we’re being.”
“Me neither,” I replied but now that I’d cum and the lust was gone from my bloodstream, I felt some doubts as to what we’d just done. Could I really share a video of me and my wife having sex online? Did I really want to show my father - maybe my mother - and dozens and dozens of strangers my spunk running out of her freshly-fucked pussy?
“Let’s edit the video so we can upload them tonight,” Sarah said, sitting up and grabbing my arm. She looked into my eyes as if she was reading my mind. “I don’t care who sees it, Sam. As long as it’s none of our friends or work colleagues, I don’t care. I might feel a bit awkward if and when I ever meet your dad in the future, but think of the money.”
“Okay,” I replied with a sigh. Now that my testosterone-fuelled bravado had slipped a bit, I half wished I hadn’t agreed to upload the video but I had to. I’d told her I’d do this. It was my idea. I just hoped the comments would be better.




Chapter 14
“You need to stop fucking your shrimp-dick boyfriend and invite me around,” Sarah quoted one of the direct messages we’d received, a couple of days after we’d uploaded the video. “Who do these guys think they are? It makes me so angry.”
We’d turned off the comments after the first derogatory one about me but people had just turned to messaging Sarah instead. It wasn’t just about my dick size, but about my ‘average’ shape and my pale white skin.
“A girl like you deserves better than his pasty fat ass,” I quoted another message, forcing out a laugh in an attempt to pretend I wasn’t bothered.
“I’ll pay you whatever you want for a custom video,” I read the next one out loud. “But it’s gotta be you with a big black cock.”
“Here’s a positive one. Loving the content,” Sarah started but then paused when she read the rest. “But I’m not going to resubscribe if all you’re gonna do is shag your pathetic white boyfriend. He doesn’t know how to fuck a girl like you.”
We’d had an uptick in subscriptions upon uploading the video but then we’d actually proceeded to lose more than we’d gained. Sarah had asked me if I thought it was due to me being in the video and I replied that I honestly didn’t know. She wondered if people had signed up on the premise of the offered ‘hardcore sex video’ but then been turned off when it was just her and her husband having normal sex. Secretly, I thought it probably was but I didn’t want to say that out loud. I wondered what she meant by normal sex but again, I didn’t voice the question out loud for fear of what she’d say.
It was late afternoon and we were sitting in the front room as we talked about it when Danny walked through the front door, arriving home from work slightly earlier than usual.
“Hey, you two,” he said, taking his coat off and then he must have sensed our downbeat mood. “What’s wrong?”
“We’ve just had a few shitty messages and comments on my OnlyFans page,” Sarah told him. “It’s fine. It’s part of the course, I guess.”
“Sorry to hear that,” Danny said with a rueful smile. “I watched the latest video last night. I hope you don’t mind. You probably know I’m subscribed right? Anything I can do to help.”
“You are?” Sarah’s eyebrows climbed up her forehead although I don’t know why she was so surprised. I absolutely expected Danny to have watched and looked. He was a highly-sexed guy, so it was almost inevitable to me.
“Of course,” Danny laughed, then went into the kitchen and returned with three bottles of beer which he handed around. “I saw a couple of comments last night as it happens. People are assholes sometimes. Just forget about it. They’re trolls.”
“We’re losing subscribers because of it,” Sarah pointed out. “We’re down by twenty today. The first time we’ve actually lost numbers.”
“Ah,” Danny sat down. “Well, that might be a problem. That’s not what you want.”
“What did you think of the video?” my wife asked, not giving me a chance to speak. I looked at her, again surprised by how open she was with Danny about everything since we’d started this.
“I thought it was hot,” my best friend grinned. “It got me off, I can tell you that.”
“Too much information,” Sarah rolled her dark eyes at him. “I mean, did you think it was bad? Would it put you off renewing your subscription?”
“Not me personally,” Danny shook his head, alternating his attention between Sarah and me. “But, if you want me to be honest…”
“We do,” Sarah replied quickly, not giving me a chance to have any input.
“Then, I suppose I can understand why some people might move on from your OnlyFans to ones with more professional content.”
“Professional content?” Sarah frowned at him. “As in a better camera and lighting?”
“Maybe but not just that,” Danny took a deep swig of his beer. I did the same, knowing what he was going to say. “No disrespect to Sam, I love you buddy, but by professional content I mean-”
“Someone with a bigger dick?” I finished for him then took another long pull of the beer.
“It’s not just size,” Danny said, his expression one of someone being careful with their words. “It’s physique - you’re not the prototypical stud, let’s be honest. It’s stamina, it’s technique, it’s attitude - it’s all that sort of thing.”
“We’re amateurs,” I pointed out. “We’re meant to be amateurish. I thought there was a market for girls-next-door and normal guys. That kind of girl.”
“Girl-next-door?” Sarah turned her frown on me.
“I don’t mean it in a bad way,” I started but Danny interrupted.
“With girls, you’re right,” he explained. “There’s a certain charm to a girl who isn’t as perfect as your magazine models. Guys like that because we imagine in our heads that we’d actually have a chance with her. She could be our girlfriend. We wouldn’t stand a chance with a supermodel but we would with this girl. That’s hot.”
Sarah tilted her head, her face going neutral as she thought that over and then she nodded. “I can understand that.”
“But no-one - and I mean no-one - wants to see average Joe with his clothes off,” Danny pursed his lips and stared at me bluntly. “We want to see these girls getting wrecked by real studs because that’s how we want to fantasize about ourselves. We want to be a stud, with a huge dick and a buff body. Do you get it?”
I thought about what he’d said and it made sense. It didn’t make me feel any better but I got it. “I guess so,” I mumbled, finishing off my beer.
“Don’t take anything personally,” Danny finished. “Let me get some more beers.”
While he was gone, Sarah leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Yes, don’t take it personally. I love you, Sam.”
“Danny knows what he’s talking about, I guess,” I nodded and smiled.
“He really does.” When Danny walked back into the room, Sarah took the offered beer and asked him a question. “So what should we do, if we don’t want to lose any more followers? In your opinion, what would you do?”
Danny puffed out his cheeks and stroked his chin while thinking about it. “You could stick to nudes, but you’re limiting yourself somewhat if you want to make a quick buck out of it. A lot of people want hardcore stuff. If Sam isn’t ideal for that - which he doesn’t appear to be - then you’ve got to look at expanding more stuff with toys - bigger dildos and things like that but again, you’re limiting yourself. If you really want to make top dollar then I guess you have to consider doing stuff with someone more suited to the task.”
“What do you mean?” Sarah asked. Was she really being naive? It was obvious what Danny meant. He was suggesting we bring another guy in but there was no way I was going to let that happen.
“He means we find someone with a bigger dick,” I sighed. “A guy who fits the bill of ‘pornstar’ better than I do.”
“We’re married,” Sarah said, looking at me all wide-eyed and innocent as though she was shocked by our friend’s suggestion but she wasn’t fooling me. I knew her too well. “I can’t do that.”
“Think of it as a job,” Danny said, swirling his beer around in the bottle. “It’s totally separate from your marriage. It’s just sex. You get the guy to take a test or you make him wear a condom - although that’s a big no-no usually for subscribers. But whatever you do, it’s just sex. Loads of OnlyFans models and pornstars are married but their content is made with someone else and not their husband. It’s just how it is.”
“Do you think it’d get us a lot more subscribers?” Sarah asked.
I stared at her, aware that my jaw was hanging open. Was she actually considering this?
“You could start off simple,” Danny nodded. “Just a blow job video again but with someone bigger. Let him finish on your face or your boobs and get someone to video it properly, rather than the phone just be balanced on the bedside cabinet or wherever.”
Now I stared at Danny. He was my best friend and had been for years but here he was, suggesting that my wife fuck someone else.
“You’re suggesting my wife should cheat on me?” I said, finding my voice after a few seconds where it seemed to have tightened up.
“It’s not cheating,” Danny shook his head. “If you know about it and you consent to it. Like I said, you keep it separate from your relationship. It’s business. Think of the money, Sam.”
I blinked, unable to believe what I was hearing.
“I don’t know,” Sarah said doubtfully. “I’ve been with Sam for so long and before him, I’d only ever been with three other guys. It’d be weird. I’d probably be too nervous.”
“Only the first time or two,” Danny told her. “I spoke to Abigail last night. She’d done a threesome video with Tony and his friend who she’d never met before. She was nervous but they’ve doubled their subscriber base in a single day since launching the video.”
“Doubled it?” I almost choked on my beer. If they were making two grand before, that meant… a lot of money. “I don’t think Sarah wants to be doing threesomes though. Not even for that kind of cash.”
“I couldn’t do a threesome,” Sarah agreed with me. “Maybe I could give a guy a blow job though. I don’t know. I’d be so shy being around a stranger or someone I didn’t know.”
Danny looked at me, holding my gaze for a moment and then Sarah turned towards me too. It took me a minute to realise what they were both thinking.
“I mean, if you wanted to…” Danny said, rubbing a hand through his light brown hair.
“Wait a minute-” I started but Sarah interrupted me.
“Danny does have a big one,” she said quietly to me. “And we both know him and trust him, don’t we?”
“Really?” I sat back, studying them both. “You’re really suggesting that… Sarah, you’re suggesting you give my best friend a blow job?”
“If it’s going to affect our friendship,” Danny said, taking a drink, “Then we shouldn’t. Our friendship is the most important thing.”
“It wouldn’t affect our friendship,” Sarah said, reaching across and putting her hand on his knee. “Would it, Sam? We’re all consenting adults. We’re grown ups. It’s just business. Sam, you could be in control and film it. If it’s too much, then we’ll stop.”
I didn’t say anything. I just sat there, trying to work out how the hell this was actually happening. How had we got to this point?
“We could do it now,” Sarah carried on. “We could have another beer to make us even more relaxed. I could do with being drunk, to be honest, but we could have another drink and then go upstairs and just do it. Get it out of the way.”
“If you’d rather try it with someone else, I understand,” Danny said, waiting for me to answer.
“I’d rather it be you,” Sarah said softly to him. “I’d be too nervous with someone else. Plus, you’ve already seen me naked and I’ve seen you, so...”
Could I really let them do this? It’s just a blow job, I told myself. Think of the money, if it takes off.
“It’s up to Sam,” Danny replied to her. “He’s my best mate. I wouldn’t do it unless he was one hundred percent cool with it.”
It’s just Danny. He’s your best mate, the voice in my head said. You can trust him. Is there anyone else you’d let do this?
“I can’t believe I’m saying this,” I said, giving in to the idea. “Fine. Grab me another beer, Danny.”




Chapter 15
After we’d all downed another bottle, or two in Sarah’s case, we headed upstairs. I was incredibly nervous but Sarah seemed more relaxed than I’d have expected. Of course, Danny didn’t seem bothered in the slightest. He wouldn’t be - he was about to get his dick sucked.
“Open the curtains nice and wide,” Danny instructed as we stepped into the bedroom. “Let the light in.”
Sarah did just that, then sat on the edge of the bed. “I should get into some sexy lingerie, do you think? I don’t look very sexy in this t-shirt and sweatpants.”
“Good idea,” Danny said, standing by the open window. “Sam, you want to be standing here, between the light and the subject but be careful of shadows.”
I walked over to where he was and together we watched Sarah pick out a sexy black silk teddy and panty set. “I’ll be back in a moment,” she said, walking out of the bedroom to get changed.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” Danny asked quietly, once she’d gone.
“It’s just a blow job,” I said, trying to convince myself as much as him. “You’re my best friend, so there’s no one I’d trust more for us to do this with.”
“That means a lot, bro,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder and squeezing it firmly. “Next girlfriend I get, I’ll get her to return the favour, if Sarah’s okay with it.”
“I don’t think she would be,” I laughed, although there really wasn’t much genuine mirth in it. “But thanks.”
Danny stripped off his shirt and loosened his jeans as Sarah came back into the room. Her dark curls were down, flowing over her shoulders and her tits bounced visibly through the thin black silk teddy as she walked towards us.
“Do I look okay?” she asked me. “I haven’t put much makeup on today or anything.”
“You look gorgeous,” Danny answered for me. “Are you ready for this?”
Sarah glanced at me and I nodded. I couldn’t speak. My heart was beating so hard and fast it felt like it might burst out of my chest.
“Start the recording,” Sarah said, then turned to Danny. “Yes, I’m ready. What do you want me to do?”
Danny looked at me, waiting until I levelled the camera at waist height, getting his lower half and Sarah in shot. I hit the record button and nodded at him that we were recording.
“Get it out,” he said confidently for the camera.
I watched as Sarah reached up with trembling hands and tugged his jeans down, followed by his shorts. His dick, already semi-erect, swung out and she gazed at it for a moment before taking hold of it with one hand. It was much longer than mine, Sarah hadn’t lied, and looked thick and veiny.
“Get me hard,” he instructed her, so Sarah began to stroke him, her eyes switching between his face and his cock. I could see his shaft visibly thickening and lengthening and then he told her to suck it.
Sarah bit her bottom lip, hesitating for a moment.
“Suck it,” he repeated, this time more firmly.
I watched as my beautiful half-Tunisian wife leaned forward and opened her mouth. Danny shuffled forward slightly and the head of his hardening dick touched her lips. She moved forward, enveloping the end and closing her mouth around it.
“That’s it,” he encouraged her. “Go on. Suck my cock.”
Sarah grew in confidence now that she’d managed the first step and got her mouth around it. She took more of him into her mouth, her hand moving from his shaft to his thigh, leaning forward and letting him push more of himself into her. She gagged slightly - only slightly - then withdrew for a moment before sliding her lips back down around his cock.
I felt a twinge of pain inside. A stab of jealousy. Of wrongness. I was watching my wife suck another man’s penis. This wasn’t right.
Sarah got into it fairly quickly. Within a minute or two, her head was bobbing up and down his shaft, her hand returning to the base of it so she could work on his large, purple, now fully-erect head and then she moved to his balls, cupping and caressing them as she sucked him deeper again, choking slightly for a second time before becoming accustomed to his length.
“That’s so good,” Danny sighed. “Take your top off. Let me see your tits.”
I hoped he was talking like this for the camera. It felt… disrespectful. But I didn’t say anything. I just kept filming as Sarah took the black silk teddy off.
Danny’s eyes widened as he took in her breasts, naked to his eyes in the flesh for the first time. Then he did something I hadn’t thought about. He reached down and cupped one in his hand and squeezed it appreciatively. Sarah’s nipples were erect, the dark pink almost a light brown because the way they’d hardened. I watched, expecting her to object or push his hand away but she didn’t. She let him feel one breast, then the other, his thumb stroking over her nipple for a moment before letting go and instead, offering her his stiff penis to suck again.
My wife did as she was bid, wrapping her hand around his cock and sucking hungrily on the shaft. She looked… excited. Was she turned on?
“I’m going to cum,” Danny announced a few minutes later. “Push your tits together.”
What?
Yet again, Sarah didn’t object or hesitate in any way. She just went with the flow, putting her hands beneath her large breasts and lifting them up while pushing them together.
Fuck. I was about to see another man cum on my wife’s tits.
“Oh yeah,” my best friend said in a tight voice, his fist bunched around his dick, jerking himself off rapidly. “Fuck yeah.”
Then he came, his white sperm shooting out of the tip of his dick while he carried on pumping it with his fist. Two big streams leapt out, the first one hitting Sarah on the chin and neck and the second landing right in between her breasts.
He kept stroking, squeezing more out, which Sarah graciously leaned forward to catch on her pushed-together cleavage, until he’d finally milked as much as out as he could.
“Look into the camera and smile,” Danny said quietly and Sarah did just that and I took the cue to end the recording.
“Wow,” Danny said, sitting down hard on the edge of the bed. “That was fucking incredible.”
Sarah beamed at him, obviously enjoying the compliment then she shuffled over towards me and before I could question her, she undid my jeans and pulled my dick out.
I was rock-hard. Why the fuck was I hard? I should be upset. I’d just witnessed my wife giving someone else a blow job and getting showered in his spunk. I put my hand against her shoulder, stopping her from sucking me as she leaned in.
“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Don’t you want me to?”
Danny was watching us while he pulled his pants up. “Let her suck your dick, dude. You deserve it for letting her suck mine. It can’t have been easy.”
I moved my hand and Sarah looked up at me and smiled, before lowering her head and taking me in her mouth.
To my utter shame, I came within seconds. I felt my dick stiffen and my balls tighten and Sarah did too, so she just held her head there while I jetted into her mouth.
“So soon, Sam?” Danny laughed. “I guess you enjoyed watching that, huh?”
Had I? I felt weird. I shouldn’t have enjoyed watching my wife give my best friend head, but perhaps I had. Or maybe it was just the intensity of the experience. I’d never done anything like this before. It felt raw. Dirty, naughty, taboo. Whatever it was, it’d got me so worked up I’d cum almost instantly.
Strangely though, now that I had cum, I expected to feel bad, but I didn’t. I felt… numb, maybe. But not bad. I didn’t feel jealous or resentful. I just felt… satisfied. Satisfied and sort of intrigued at how I felt, now that we’d done what we’d done.
“Are you guys okay if I go have a shower?” Danny asked. “You don’t feel weirded out by what we just did or anything? I can leave you alone for a bit and it’s not going to be a problem.”
Danny was a good guy. He was checking we were okay.
“Sure, go shower,” I replied and he did.
“I’ll help you edit and upload the video when I come out,” he said over his shoulder before leaving Sarah and I on our own again.
“I can’t believe we just did that,” she said to me, echoing my own sentiments. “I need a shower too, I’m covered in jizz.”
Jizz. I’d never heard her say that word before.
“Yes, you do,” I said, hearing myself chuckle.
Sarah stood up, pulling the t-shirt over her head, covering her sticky boobs and then she leaned into me, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me passionately on the lips. “You’re fucking me later. I’m so horny. I want sex so bad, I’m tempted to just let you fuck me right now.”
I could taste my own cum on my lips as I replied. “Danny will be out of the shower soon and I don’t think I’m able to perform right away. You pretty much drained my balls.”
“I know. You came loads,” Sarah giggled. “Danny did too. It caught me by surprise how much there was.”
“I can’t believe he’s just cum on your boobs,” I said, shaking my head, still taken aback by what we’d done. “I know it’ll take a while to sink in, but it feels kind of surreal. You just sucked Danny’s dick.”
“Remember what he said,” Sarah said, stroking my cheek fondly with one long-nailed finger. “It’s business. Think of the money that we’ll hopefully make from the video when we upload it.”
“Yes. It’s business,” I agreed, kissing her on the forehead. I loved her so damn much. Even though she’d just made another man cum, I loved her.
“Would you be angry with me if I said I enjoyed it?” Sarah asked softly as I let her go and we headed downstairs together.
“I know you enjoyed it,” I said, in a resigned voice. It did make me feel a little bit sad that she’d enjoyed it but I couldn’t blame her. It was her first different sexual experience in a long time. If I slept with someone else, I’d expect to be excited and turned on. Not that such a thing was ever going to happen. “I could tell, Sarah. You got really into what you were doing and you never really hesitated once you got started. It’s fine. It’s understandable.”
“I was really nervous,” she nodded, filling a glass with water and taking a long drink, no doubt to get rid of the taste of my sperm. “But once I managed to put my mouth around it - that was the hard part - I enjoyed it.”
“So, if the video is successful and gets better comments,” I said, helping myself to another of Danny’s beers from the fridge - he owed me that, at least - “Would you do it again?”
“Definitely, it was okay with you,” Sarah said as if it were a no-brainer. “In fact, if it was okay with you and him, I’d probably do more.”
“More?” Danny said from behind us. He was wrapped in a dressing gown, rubbing his hair dry with a towel. “Like what?”
“I didn’t hear you come downstairs,” Sarah said, her eyes switching between him and me. “I was just admitting to Sam that I enjoyed making the video. I was nervous but I enjoyed it. Did you?”
“What do you think?” he laughed, then repeated his question. “You said you’d do more. Like what? Me performing oral on you? Or were you talking about full sex?”
This felt like it was getting out of hand and moving way too quickly.
“Let’s just concentrate on editing this video first,” I said, before Sarah could answer. “Let’s upload this. See how it does and then we can talk about what comes next after that.”
Danny just shrugged and walked into the living room, leaving me alone with my wife again in the kitchen.
“Okay,” she said, in a weird voice. Her eyes examined my face. What was she trying to read from me? “We’ll talk about it later.”
She headed upstairs for a shower, leaving me standing there with a million different questions, emotions and strange, unexpected feelings swirling through me.




Chapter 16
That video - within two days of us uploading it - doubled what we’d earned so far. I couldn’t believe it. We were now rivalling what Abigail was making after a similar length of time.
“Finally getting to see you suck a real cock is awesome!” Sarah read one of the latest messages we’d received out loud.
“Because my cock isn’t real,” I said sarcastically as she went on, scanning down the page and reading some of them out.
“You’re so fucking hot,” she read, “I can’t wait to see you get properly fucked.”
My wife glanced at me but I declined to comment. We hadn’t discussed what she should do next. I wanted her to perhaps just make a couple more blow job videos with Danny but the way she kept reading out messages and comments that were asking for more, I knew the inevitable conversation wasn’t going to be as simple as that.
It’s just business, I told myself. But sex, full penetrative sex… could that ever be just business? It was intimate. It was real. Not just fooling around. Not just foreplay. It was actual sex.
A knock at the door dragged me from my thoughts. “Who’s that?” We weren’t expecting anyone.
“Mum?” I said, surprised to see my mother standing there under an umbrella when I opened the door.
“Yes, dear,” she said. “Are you going to let me in and out of this horrid rain?”
It was chucking it down outside. “Sorry,” I apologised, stepping aside so she could walk past me, shaking the umbrella free of water before setting it down. “I didn’t know you were coming around.”
“I was just passing,” she replied, bustling into the kitchen after taking her coat off. “Hello, Sarah. I could murder a cup of tea.”
I gave Sarah a look and received one back but she put the kettle on. “Hello, Lisa,” my wife said. “It’s nice to see you.”
“You too, sweetheart,” my mother said, sitting herself down at the table. “I’ve seen a lot of you lately. In fact, I’ve seen all of you.”
Sarah took the comment in her stride, not flinching at all as she brought her cup of tea over and set it down in front of her. “Sam told me that you know about our OnlyFans site. I hope you approve of us doing it. They say ‘if you’ve got it, flaunt it’ so I’m flaunting it.”
I was so proud of my wife at that moment. My mother could be incredibly forceful and intimidating at times but Sarah was holding her own against her.
“I couldn’t agree more,” my mother said, glancing at me for a moment before speaking further. “I gave Sam some advice the other day and I see you’ve taken it.”
Sarah looked my way then returned to my mother with a polite but puzzled smile. “Advice?”
“I said if you were to make any more videos, you should employ someone who is better equipped for online modelling. I saw your latest video and was much more impressed. Has it done well for you?”
“Exceptionally well,” Sarah confirmed, sitting opposite her. I stayed where I was, by the doorway but kept poised, just in case anything should erupt between them. “It’s doubled our subscriber count. Oh and before you think about questioning me, Sam was absolutely fine with it, weren’t you?”
Sarah thought mum was judging her for sucking someone else’s dick. She wasn’t but Sarah didn’t know my mother quite as well as I did. “Yes, it was my idea actually,” I lied.
My wife nodded. “We used Danny, our house mate.”
“Danny?” My mum’s eyebrows raised slightly but she didn’t seem totally surprised. “Danny, your old friend? Great idea. Someone you can trust. That’s good.”
“It’s just business,” Sarah said the words which had become somewhat of a mantra for us lately. “Don’t worry. Our marriage is great. It’s just a temporary thing until the end of lockdown. After that, everything will go back to normal.”
“Well, if it didn’t, I wouldn’t blame you,” my mum chortled to herself. “I can’t judge. I’m currently sleeping with three other men as well as my boyfriend.”
I coughed from the doorway, shocked at my mother just coming out with it like that. “Three?”
“Oh, give it a rest, Sam,” she replied. “You know about Jin. You saw him coming out of my house the other day. Nick’s fine with it, as long as I tell him everything and I don’t go sneaking around behind his back. He knows he’s got a small dick and can’t keep me one hundred percent happy. So, I’ve got Jin, my Korean fuck buddy, then there’s also Phil and James. It’s all consensual and safe.”
Sarah was staring at my mother, completely lost for words.
“Too much information,” I berated my mother. “We don’t need to know all the ins and outs of your love life, mum.”
“All I’m saying is that if Sarah feels the need to have some fun, she should,” my mother said to me before turning to my shell-shocked wife. “Don’t make the mistake of ‘settling’, Sarah. You only live once and you only have a set amount of time on this Earth. As long as you’re not hurting anyone, do whatever you want to do. Enjoy yourself. Live life to the fullest. That’s what I say. And it goes for the both of you, Sam. You included.”
Sarah turned away, staring out of the window, probably feeling embarrassed for me. I changed the subject, telling my mother that my dad had called the other day.
“I know, I spoke to him too,” she replied. “And yes, I did tell him about the OnlyFans thing. I thought he could help you with some money to invest in it. You could use a new camera and some proper lighting.”
“He didn’t mention that,” I replied after a moment. “But you’re probably right. Perhaps I should write to him again and ask him. He said I could, if I needed anything.”
We chatted for a little while longer, this time about more usual and banal things until her cup of tea finished, my mother decided it was time to head home.
“Thank you for the cup of tea,” she thanked Sarah who’d stayed quiet for the most part. “I hope I didn’t embarrass you. I’m trying to give you some help and advice, that’s all.”
“I know, Lisa,” Sarah smiled. “Thank you.”
“One thing I wanted to say,” my mother said, turning around at the door as she was about to leave, her umbrella in hand, “Danny has a nice enough penis, but if you really want someone impressive and who’s fantastic in bed, ask me. Jin, James and Phil - especially Phil - are nice guys. They’re clean, handsome, well-endowed and you can trust them. They’re friends of mine, so if I had a word, they’d be happy to help out. I don’t mind loaning them out to you for a night or two.”
Sarah and I looked at each other, probably thinking the same thing - how brazen my mother could be at times. “Okay, mum,” I managed to force a smile of gratitude. “I’ll see you soon. Love you.”
“Love you too,” she said.
As soon as I closed the door behind her, Sarah - to my surprise - broke out in fits of giggles. I’d expected her to be stunned or perhaps angry but she wasn’t. She couldn’t stop giggling as I manoeuvered her into the kitchen. “What’s so funny?”
“I don’t know,” she laughed. “Your face, I think.”
“My mother is embarrassing,” I conceded. “She just has no filter sometimes.”
“I like her,” Sarah said, managing to catch her breath between fits of laughter. “She’s so naughty. How old is she? Fifty?”
“Yeah, okay,” I poked her in the shoulder. “Quit the teasing now. I can’t help how she is.”
An hour or so later, things got even worse. My phone rang with a notification and I saw an email from my mother.
Hi Sam. Just have a look at this video for me and tell me what you think.
Attached was a video clip. What was this?
“My mother’s sent me a video,” I called over to Sarah, who was sitting with Danny watching a horror movie. Since she’d given him a blow job a couple of nights ago, they seemed to have become closer but not in a way which made me feel uncomfortable. They’d shared an intimate experience. It was going to kind of bond them, in a way.
“A video?” Danny was the one to ask. “What of?”
“I don’t know,” I said, catching Sarah’s eye. “I daren’t look, to be honest. You know what my mother’s like.”
Danny shrugged and turned back to the movie but Sarah came over and took the phone from my hand. She double-clicked the video and sat next to me and then I saw her eyes open wide at whatever it was she was looking at. Really wide.
“What is it?” I asked but as I leaned over to look, she turned the phone so I couldn’t see.
“You don’t want to know,” she replied.
“What?” Danny suddenly showed an interest and Sarah got up, moving back to where he was sitting. They watched the video together, Danny’s face breaking into a wide grin. “I shouldn’t be seeing this, Sarah.”
“Will you just tell me what it is?” I said, feeling suddenly grumpy at being excluded. “It’s a message from my mother, after all.”
Sarah looked at Danny, letting him answer me. “It’s your mum having sex,” he said, rubbing a hand over his mouth but he didn’t look up from the screen. “And the guy’s got a fucking massive cock. If you think mine’s big…”
“Okay, come on,” I said, walking over and grabbing the phone from them, thinking he was joking but he wasn’t. My mum was on the screen, totally naked, her large, slightly droopy boobs bouncing as she rode up and down on an enormous cock belonging to presumably, one of her lovers. I ended the video quickly. “Oh, gross. I didn’t need to see that.”
“I did warn you,” Sarah said, sharing a chuckle with Danny.
I called my mother and when she answered, almost immediately, I cleared my throat. “Mum. I didn’t need to see you having sex with one of your bits on the side. Did you mean to send me that video? I hope it was an unfortunate accident and you sent it to the wrong person. That’s so gross.”
“I’ve seen you having sex,” she pointed out coolly. “I sent it for you to show to Sarah. That’s Phil. One of the men I was telling you about. Didn’t you read the message?”
“There was no message,” I replied. “Honestly, mum. I can’t believe you sometimes.”
“There wasn’t?” she replied. “Sorry, my bad. I’m not great with technology. Anyway, show it to Sarah and ask her what she thinks.”
“She’s already seen it,” I said. “Okay. I have to go mum. We’re watching a movie. A horror movie, I mean. Not-”
“Okay, Sam,” she replied. I could hear amusement in her voice. “Speak soon. Get Sarah to call me if she wants to use Phil or any of the others. Jin is Asian. James is Caribbean.”
Wonderful. My mother obviously liked her interracial options. “I will do.”
I hung up and looked at Sarah and Danny, giggling like a couple of school kids. My wife had her legs draped over his, a little too close to be just friends. That would be obvious to anyone, but there was only me there, so it was okay.
“I heard all of that,” Sarah chuckled, picking the bowl of popcorn up from the coffee table and stuffing some into her mouth. “What do you think? Should I take her up on the offer?”
“Very funny,” I pulled a face.
“In all seriousness,” Danny said, straightening his face and levelling out his face before also scoffing a handful of popcorn. “Have you guys thought about what’s next? You haven’t even posted any photos since we did the blow job video. You need to be making regular content.”
“I was going to draw some money out for Sarah to buy some new lingerie tomorrow,” I said, voicing my thoughts of the last day or so. “And maybe some sex toys. Then we’ll do a few new photo sets and a video with the toys over the next day or two.”
“Do you think that’s enough?” Sarah said, hearing my plans for the first time. We hadn’t talked about this properly, I realised. “Shouldn’t we ramp up the content, not go backwards.”
“Another blow job video?” I suggested, then joked to take the edge off any sexual tension in the room. The two of them were already close enough. “I’m sure Danny would be up for that.”
“Definitely,” my best friend grinned at me. “That is, if Sarah doesn’t want to give her mother-in-law’s fuck buddy a test drive.”
Sarah stared at him aghast, then punched him in the shoulder when he played all innocent. “I want to suck yours,” she insisted vehemently.
“I’m not stopping you,” Danny joked, moving the bowl of popcorn from his lap.
“Not now,” Sarah laughed. “Idiot. You know what I mean. Seriously though, do you even think another blow job video is enough? Won’t the subscribers want more? They’ll get bored of blow job videos, won’t they? If that’s all we do.”
I know what she was implying. She wasn’t even drunk. We’d run out of beers the other day and I hadn’t bothered to restock the fridge. She was saying this stone cold sober.
“Well, you never did explain what you meant the other day,” Danny said after a glance in my direction. “When you said that you’d do ‘more.’ You never answered what ‘more’ was.”
Despite my earlier effort, the room was suddenly full of sexual tension. Danny and Sarah were looking at each other, her legs draped over his, their bodies close together on the sofa.
“I don’t know exactly,” she said shyly. “I haven’t thought about it that much.”
“Liar,” Danny teased her. “If you want me to go down on you and make you cum, I will. That’d make a good video. That would be the next step, if you’re asking me.”
“I don’t know,” Sarah said, looking at the TV rather than at me or Danny. The lights in the living room were off but I could see well enough to know that she was blushing.
“Don’t be shy,” Danny said, casting a glance at me again before probing further. “Just say it. We’re all adults. Sam is cool with it, right?”
Sarah looked at me and I found myself nodding, curiosity getting the better of me despite my growing jealousy.
“Could we make an oral sex video?” she asked me. “Or even… fuck it.. could we - Danny and me - make a sex video? Or am I taking it too far? Just tell me if I am, Sam.”
I didn’t know what to say. Both Sarah and Danny were looking at me, waiting for me to answer.
“It’s just business,” Danny said softly.
“When?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry and croaky.
“Is that a ‘yes’?” Sarah asked in a really quiet voice. The atmosphere in the room was palpable. Danny’s hand was on Sarah’s thigh, stroking it through the tight denim jeans she was wearing.
“Is that what you want?” I said equally quietly. “Do you want to?”
“Yes,” my wife replied. “I just want to know what it’d be like. And it’ll make good money.”
“When?” I repeated my earlier question, knowing what the answer would be.
“Why not now?” Danny replied. “Before any of us change our mind. Let’s just go upstairs and have some fun. You enjoyed it last time, Sam. You might enjoy this even more.”
“Okay,” I said, somehow, my throat thick with a mixture of anticipation and nervousness. “Let’s get it over and done with.”




Chapter 17
“Sam,” Danny said to me as we walked into the bedroom together, the three of us, “Are you sure about this? I don’t want you to regret it afterwards and it affect our friendship or me being able to live here.”
“You said ‘it’s just business’, right?” I said, turning on the light and looking at Sarah and him standing by the bed. “We don’t know how long this lockdown is going to go on for. We need the money and this is the only way we can progress our OnlyFans to make enough money, if what everyone is telling me is true. I don’t have any other choice, do I?”
“Of course you have a choice,” Sarah frowned at me. She looked so fucking hot in a white vest top that showed off her golden-brown cleavage and a pair of tight light-blue jeans which exaggerated her waist-to-hip curves and the lines of her thighs. “I won’t do this if you don’t want me to.”
That was the question. I’d asked Sarah downstairs if she wanted to do this - but did I? I couldn’t deny that in some strange way, I’d enjoyed watching her give Danny a blow job. It was just a blow job, just business. But full sex was a big step from that.
I had a thought, so I got my phone out and activated the camera. “Why don’t we start by you going down on one another? You’ve already sucked him off and made him cum, so I can definitely handle that and I think I can handle him going down on you. Then take it from there. If it progresses further and I’m okay with it, then… cool. If it’s too much and I want to stop, I’ll tell you.”
Danny and Sarah looked at one another, then Sarah turned back to me. “That sounds like a good idea. Let’s do it. Shall I change into some sexy lingerie?”
“Okay but don’t take long,” I replied. “I’m nervous enough.”
“Right, let’s see,” she said, moving over to her wardrobe and fishing through the drawers. “Here we go.”
When she turned back around she was holding up a gossamer-thin red bra and panty set which were completely see through.
“Nice,” Danny murmured as Sarah stripped out of her vest, her large tits swinging below her as she bent and pulled down her jeans and the plain white panties she was wearing.
“Aren’t you going to the bathroom to change?” I asked too late because she was already naked.
“He’s seen it all already,” Sarah shrugged, tugging up the red panties. I saw Danny look at her smooth pussy as she was putting her bra on - it was clearly visible through the thin mesh fabric. “Right. I’m ready. I have to admit, I’m nervous too.”
“Nothing to be nervous about,” Danny grinned. “You trust me, don’t you?”
When Sarah nodded, he looked my way and gave me the thumbs up to start recording.
“Shall I just do the same as last time?” Sarah said as I had my finger poised over the record button.
“Yes, just start that way then go with the flow,” I instructed her, realising that it was easier this time to say that. I was telling my wife to suck another man’s dick. It shouldn’t be an easy thing to do but it was.
I pressed record, the button turning red on my screen and watched Sarah undo Danny’s jeans as she had done last time, while he stripped off his shirt and then within seconds, his dick was in her mouth for the second time.
Sarah wasn’t hesitant this time. She immediately started to pump the base with her hand while working his tip inside her mouth and I saw him stiffen in response, his cock growing to its full length within a minute or two. I made sure I’d got Sarah’s tits in shot - you could clearly see her dark pink nipples through the thin red fabric of her bra.
“Fuck, that feels good,” Danny moaned as she took him all in her mouth, once again gagging until she got used to it. He put his hand on the back of my wife’s head, tangling his hand in her dark curls and thrust forward gently, fucking her mouth and making her gag slightly again.
Then he pushed her back and bent down, lifting her up and easing her onto the bed. Sarah followed his guidance, lying flat as he joined her, his jeans and boxer shorts discarded on the floor. Then she willingly lifted her bottom off the bed as he put his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her thighs. She was still wearing the bra but as he threw her panties to one side, I took a moment to acknowledge the fact of how weird this was - my wife, naked from the waist down, her shaved pussy just inches from my best friend’s face as he bent down to look closely at it.
“Looks tight,” he said softly, pushing her thighs further apart. Sarah’s pussy was smooth, her skin down there soft and delicate. Her slit was just a line, she didn’t really have much in the way of protruding labia but Danny exposed them by easing her apart from one hand. Her pinkness inside already looked wet and shiny, her small clit swollen and visible, popping out from its hood at the top of her slim folds.
“This is crazy,” Sarah said, as if reading my mind but then her words turned into a soft gasp as my best friend’s tongue ran up the length of her pussy before darting lightly over her clitoris.
Danny was laying flat on his front now, his hands curling underneath her ass to hold her thighs open and he started to suck her clit gently, before going back to flicking his tongue through her pussy, right down to her hole and then back up to the top. I moved closer, zooming in on his face between my wife’s thighs and managing to get a good shot of his tongue circling her clit at one point.
“She’s going to cum,” I whispered to him. I could always tell when Sarah was on the edge. Her legs were shaking ever-so slightly and her stomach was tense and her back arching slightly off the bed. She’d thrown one arm over her face, covering it while the other hand was on Danny’s head, controlling his movements.
Then she orgasmed, her back arching further and her legs quivering for a moment. She let out a familiar low growl and a moan and then clamped her thighs closed as Danny backed away to enjoy the view of her cumming.
“Oh my fucking God,” she groaned softly when her orgasm had subsided. She let her thighs flop back open and lay there looking at us. “That was so good.”
Danny was kneeling between her legs, looking down at her sopping wet pussy, one hand stroking his long, thick erection. Then he turned to me and I realised he was asking the question of if he could fuck her. I looked down at Sarah to see her prop herself up on her elbows so she could look down between her legs. Her eyes found Danny’s cock, watching him slowly stroke himself.
I looked at it. The bulbous head of his cock was only a few inches away from her pussy. He shuffled forward slightly, lifting it and then letting it rest on her smooth pubic mound. Sarah hadn’t taken her eyes away from it. She reached down and took hold of it then tilted her hips, pushing his dick down so that the tip was nestling in her folds. Then she looked at me.
I nodded. We’d come this far. They might as well do it.
Danny eased forward, the purple end of his cock slipping into her with little to no resistance. With an inch or two of his dick inside her, he looked at me again. “Are you sure?”
“You’re in her now,” I shrugged. “In a way, you’ve already had sex with her. You might as well do it properly.”
He shoved further, pushing halfway into her and then when he went further, Sarah’s eyes widened slightly and she put her hand against his chest for a moment. “Slowly,” she said, her voice sounding strangely tight. “It hurts a bit. You’re bigger than I’m used to.”
As Danny gently pushed the rest of his cock inside her, an inch at a time, a new feeling hit me. I suddenly felt slightly nauseous and I had to look away, though I was careful to keep the slow penetration in shot on the camera. Sarah wasn’t just mine anymore. We’d vowed in church to always be faithful to each other but that was gone now. A different penis than mine was inside her for the first time since we’d got married. That was supposed to be my pussy. But Danny was taking it. Enjoying it. Enjoying her.
The innocence of our marriage was gone.
“Oh, oh, oh,” Sarah began to moan softly and I turned my attention to her face, still unable to watch Danny’s dick sliding in and out of her as he was slowly fucking her now. Her eyes were closed but her mouth was open in an ‘O’ shape as he thrust into her in a gradually quickening rhythm.
As Danny began to pump her into harder - as she grew accustomed to his size - she started to grunt softly at his deeper and harder thrusts. She’d never made those sounds with me. Then Danny lowered his weight onto her and for the first time, they kissed and my heart sank a little deeper than it already was.
Sarah’s arms wrapped around his back and her legs curled over his calves as they had sex and I tried to disrupt them out of my growing sense of discomfort. “Change position,” I said. “I can’t see much with you on top.”
Danny turned his head to look at me. “Yeah, sorry. Sarah, doggy position?”
Sarah rolled on to her front then propped herself up on all fours as Danny moved out of the way. I moved behind her and to the side as Danny knelt between her feet and aimed his dick, slick with her juices, at her pussy. I watched him glide it into her, soliciting another grunt from my wife as he fully buried himself in her.
Danny put his hands on her curvy hips and began to stroke himself in and out, gathering pace and force so that I could hear his balls slapping against her pussy as their bodies met. Then he took hold of her bra strap, using it to pull her against him as he rammed his cock into her harder and harder.
“Oh, Goooooooo-od,” Sarah suddenly wailed and I watched in amazement as an orgasm hit her. She’d never cum from penetration before. Not with me, at least. Her arms gave way and she sagged forward, burying her face into the bed’s pillows as she groaned and writhed backwards, grinding against Danny’s dick, pushing him deeper in.
“People are going to love this shit,” he nodded. “A girl that cums for real, hard like that. Fuck yeah. They’re going to love it.”
I was stunned at what I’d just seen. My best friend had just fucked my wife to an orgasm right in front of me. Once Sarah had recovered, he rolled her onto her side, undoing her bra so that her tits were exposed to the camera, then he fucked her in the scissors position, her uppermost leg raised up against his chest as he drove his cock in and out of her.
“I’m going to cum,” he announced suddenly and I was glad. I couldn’t bear to watch this anymore. Sarah looked like she was close to orgasm again. Surely, he couldn’t make her cum again? But she did, right before he did. Her back arched and she cried out again at the same time as he pulled his cock out and jet after jet of white cum streaked out of him, landing all over her pussy, thigh and hip.
I let the recording go until his penis stopped throbbing and spurting and then I pressed ‘stop’ and put the phone down on the bedside cabinet. My legs felt weak and I sat on the bed next to Sarah as Danny lay down on the other side of her. Sarah was on her back, her panting for breath, her eyes closed, Danny likewise. Again, a strange feeling rippled through me at what I was seeing: my wife naked, covered in another man’s sperm; that man, my best friend, lay naked next to her. Her darker skin contrasted against his where they touched, his body pressed side-to-side against hers. Meanwhile, I was sitting next to them, fully dressed. It didn’t seem right but it was real.
“How was it?” Danny asked after a minute or two of silence while they got their breath back and I contemplated what happened next.
“Good,” Sarah breathed, opening her eyes and turning to look at him. “So good. I hope you got it all on camera, Sam.”
She turned to me then and I gazed into her eyes. It felt strange; like there was suddenly a distance between us. She’d been with someone else.
It’s just business.
“I got everything,” I said. “It’s going to look amazing, I think. Danny said people will love it. The way you came and everything…”
“Twice,” she giggled. “Or was it three times? Three times, I think.”
I felt distant because I hadn’t been involved. I needed to fuck her. That would fix it. I stood up and undid my jeans but she saw me and shook her head.
“Tomorrow,” she said softly. “I can’t right now. I’m tired and… well, a bit sore, if I’m honest. I came three times, Sam. I’m worn out. I just need to sleep.”
“I just thought-”
“No,” she repeated, then put a hand over her pussy and joked, “Access denied, Sam. I’m exhausted.”
“Oh,” I said, understanding but nonetheless feeling disappointed. “Right. Okay. I’m just horny and…”
“Wank off,” she sighed, the tiredness obviously overwhelming her as she closed her eyes again. “I don’t mind if you want to get yourself off or something.”
I didn’t say anything. I did understand. I’d be tired out too if I’d just had energetic sex like they had for almost an hour. My cock was throbbing in my shorts, I took myself to the bathroom and pulled my dick out, looking at it for a moment, and rueing how much smaller it was than Danny’s. Then I pushed that to the back of my mind. Sarah was mine. I’d fuck her tomorrow. I’d reclaim her as mine and then the strange distant feeling would go.
I jerked my cock for a couple of minutes. It didn’t take long before I emptied my balls into my hand and then as I cleaned myself up, I felt a wave of tiredness and headed back to the bedroom.
Sarah and Danny were laying on the bed, both of them fast asleep. At some point, they’d managed to pull the covers over them but at least they weren’t cuddling or anything. There was a couple of inches of space between them, which made me feel slightly better.
I stripped down to my boxer shorts and managed to lay down on the edge of the bed next to Sarah. There was enough room, if only just. I slipped my legs under the covers and managed to fall asleep myself, just as the seeds of doubt and regret began to creep into my mind.
Had I just made the biggest mistake ever? Had I just let a wedge be driven between Sarah and I? Would our marriage be the same after this?




Chapter 18
“Good morning,” Sarah said as she finally came downstairs the following morning. I’d been awake for an hour already and had come downstairs and made a coffee while I went over in my head the events of last night. I’d even got my phone and watched the video to prove to myself that it had actually happened because part of me refused to believe it. Part of me wanted it to be a dream.
Except I knew it wasn’t a dream that morning when Danny had woken me up when he got up for work. He’d slept in the same bed as me and Sarah. When I looked out of the corner of my eye, I saw his dick, long even when flaccid, dangling between his legs as he left the bedroom to go into the shower.
I’d got up myself, unable to go back to sleep and made coffee for both Danny and myself and then when he came down, he’d asked me how I was. I’d told him I was okay but that I also couldn’t quite get around the events of last night. He’d said we could talk it over tonight but that he had to head off to work.
Then I sat at the table and waited for Sarah.
“Sam?” she said, stretching her hands above her head, drawing the t-shirt she’d pulled on tightly around her breasts. Then she sat down next to me. “I said ‘Good morning’. Are you okay?”
“Tired,” I smiled. “And still thinking about what happened last night.”
“I owe you some sex,” she smiled back. “Don’t I? Why don’t we go back to bed? I think my pussy has recovered enough to pay you what I owe.”
My cock hardened straight away. “I’m not going to say no,” I replied and I let her take me by the hand and lead me back to the bedroom.
“Get on the bed,” my wife said, shoving me backwards surprisingly hard so that I fell backwards onto it and by the time I lifted my head and looked up at her in surprise her hands were already scrabbling at my shorts, yanking them down roughly.
“Sarah. What are you doing?”
“I’m giving you what you deserve,” she smiled up at me, taking my erection in her hand and stroking it quickly and firmly, “For being a wonderful, understanding and generous husband.”
Then she took me in her mouth and sucked me like she hadn’t sucked me in years. She did it like she’d done to Danny, caressing my balls, working the root of my shaft and using her tongue to tease me until I felt like I was going to cum.
“Don’t finish yet,” she instructed me, sensing how close I was. Sarah pulled the t-shirt up and off her head to reveal that she was totally naked beneath, then straddled my hips and grabbed my cock, lowering her pussy slowly down onto it.
She rode me, not just the way she normally did, rocking her hips back and forth but she also lowered herself up and down on it, tossing her head back and seeming to enjoy it as much as I was.
“Cum in me, Sam,” she said. “I want your fucking cum inside me.”
That did it. Sarah never talked like that and it sounded so fucking hot that I lost any control I had right there. I shoved upwards, my thrust meeting her as she pushed down and I felt my dick blow inside her. Sarah pressed down, grinding her pussy - the pussy that had Danny inside it last night - against me until I’d finished, my cum oozing out and pooling around the base of my dick, where our bodies were joined.
“I love you,” Sarah said, giving me the most adoring look I could remember since our wedding day. “Do you still love me?”
“Of course I do,” I gazed back at my stunning half-Tunisian wife, seeing her in almost a new light. The distance was gone. She’d been with someone else and yet she was still mine. Still totally mine and I loved her more than ever. I vocalised the thought. “I love you more than I ever have done, I think.”
“Really?” she said, sliding from my lap to lay next to me. “Even though I had sex with Danny last night. I woke up scared this morning, Sam. I laid in bed for ages before I dared come downstairs, wondering what to say to you. Wondering what you were going to say. Wondering how you felt.”
“I felt weird,” I admitted. “But now that we’ve just had sex, I feel okay. It’s like we reconnected just now.”
“I feel the same,” she kissed me on the cheek and I turned and put my arm around her, drawing her next kiss to my lips. We kissed passionately and I could feel it - it was still there. She loved me. I loved her. We were okay.
We edited the video that night with Danny helping us, taking out some of the awkward moments and conversations and then uploaded it while discussing how excited and nervous Sarah and I were. We were optimistic about how the video would perform in terms of new subscribers but nervous of the feedback. Hopefully it would be positive like it was for the blow job video she’d made with him.
“Done,” Danny said, closing the laptop after we’d uploaded the edited video. “Now that’s out of the way, do you want to have a talk about last night?”
Since he’d come home from work, we hadn’t really talked about the events of last night. We’d eaten and then as soon as I asked him for help with the technical stuff, Danny had sat next to me and it’d taken a couple of hours to get the video just right, during which we’d only discussed the video itself.
“If we don’t, it’s going to be an elephant in the corner, isn’t it?” I nodded and turned to Sarah.
“What is there to talk about?” she said, looking from me to Danny and back. Is there something I’m not aware of? Have you two been talking or…”
“Nothing like that,” Danny stopped her. “I said to Sam this morning we should talk. Just to make sure we’re all okay with what happened.”
“I felt weird this morning,” I explained to her. “But once we went to bed, I felt better.”
“Danny and I had sex,” Sarah said after a moment. “That’s all it was. Sex. For the website. It was business, remember? You’ve got nothing to feel weird or worry about.”
“You enjoyed it though,” I pointed out. “It was more than just business. You came. You kissed too. It felt weird.”
“Of course I enjoyed it,” Sarah replied. “Did you not see how big Danny’s cock is? I came twice on it. I don’t feel guilty, Sam. Sex is sex. I couldn’t help enjoying it. We had great sex too earlier, didn’t we?”
“We did,” I conceded.
“I enjoyed it too,” Danny added. “Sarah’s got a great body, gives a great blow job and her pussy feels so tight and good. I couldn’t help enjoying it either. I got carried away with the kiss. I apologise if that was going too far.”
“It’s cool,” I sighed. “Just as long as we’re all still friends and there’s no awkwardness. I’d hate for things to be awkward between us.”
“It was strange, being with someone new,” Sarah confessed. “But… I dunno, after the blow job, I managed to just kind of get it into my head that it’s just sex. I’m just my body to earn an income. When Danny came home tonight, I didn’t see him any different because we had sex last night. He’s still just Danny, same as he was before any of this happened.”
That made both Danny and I smile. Sarah had her head screwed on properly. She’d come to terms with everything much easier than I had. In an odd way, I was proud of her.
I was surprised but there wasn’t any sexual tension in the air. Even though we’d just gone almost frame-by-frame through a sex video involving  Sarah and Danny and now we were talking candidly about them fucking last night, it never felt like it would develop into another erotic situation. It really was just business. Somehow, I had no idea how, but it was.
The next couple of days saw the video go live and again, we saw a huge increase in our subscribers - to the point where we were now earning almost as much in a single month as  I did working full-time.
“It’s incredible,” Sarah said, looking at the totals on the screen one morning while we were having breakfast. “You know, if we did this properly, like your mother said - get some professional lights and camera equipment - we could afford for one of us to not go back to work. Perhaps both of us. This could be a… like, a proper job.”
“That sounds tempting,” I said, mulling over what she’d just said, “But you’d need to keep making content the whole time.”
“I’m sure Danny would be fine with it,” she grinned.
“But what if people got bored of seeing you with Danny?” I said, thinking it through. “Inevitably you’d have to do some new things. And with new people. New men. It’s one thing you having sex with our best friend but doing it with someone new? That’s a whole new proposition.”
“And how would you feel about me doing that?” Sarah said carefully, putting her hand on my arm. “I wouldn’t do it if you said ‘no’. You know that, right?”
This was it. The crunch question. I knew it was going to come one day. After I’d let her sleep with Danny, I’d somehow known that she’d want to do it again. And then with someone else. We’d opened a door that night and I’d known she’d want to step through it eventually.
“The thing is,” I started off, choosing my words slowly and deliberately, “I saw how much you enjoyed sleeping with Danny. He made you cum like I never could. Now I feel bad when we sleep together because I can’t take you to those same heights.”
“Sam,” Sarah said, trying to stop me but I carried on.
“No, it’s okay,” I reassured her. “Because I enjoyed it. I felt weird when it happened. It didn’t seem right. You’re my wife. No other man should get to shove his dick in you and cum all over you like that. It felt degrading, in a way. But I enjoyed it and I don’t know why.”
“I could tell,” my wife said gently. “The way you instantly came after I sucked his cock the first time. And when he fucked me, you never stopped it. Your eyes were huge. You were taking it all in. Just watching and filming. I could tell. Don’t feel bad. It’s kind of… horny.”
“Is it?” I asked, examining her pretty face for a sign that she was mocking me in some way, or humouring me at least. But she wasn’t. Her big dark eyes were sincere as she gazed at me. “What’s horny? What do you mean?”
“Making you watch,” she said, her cheeks reddening. “Making you film while I have sex with someone else. Orgasming on someone else’s cock. I don’t know, it’s kind of like I enjoy it. Like I enjoy… I don’t know the word.”
“Humiliating me?” I suggested. “Embarrassing me? Belittling me?”
“Is that bad?” Sarah nodded. “I’m sorry, Sam.”
“No,” I shook my head. “In a way, I think that’s what I like. When you’d finished with Danny and then you denied me sex because you were sore… That’s all I’ve been able to think about lately. It turns me on now, when I think about it. Does that make you think less of me?”
“No,” she shook her head too, laughing but I saw tears in her eyes. This was a difficult thing for her to admit, I realised. “No, it doesn’t. Do you think less of me? Because I like doing that to you?”
“No.” That was the truth. I hadn’t realised that Sarah denying me from reclaiming her until the following morning had turned me on until later on, when I’d had a chance to reflect on it, but it had. “No. I think I like it.”
“So…” Sarah’s hand found mine and squeezed it under the table. “Do you want to do it again?”
“With Danny?” I asked, managing to nod in answer to her question.
“Maybe,” Sarah allowed herself to smile. “And maybe with someone else. I’d like to try a few other men. Your mother… she said she knew people - those men she talked about - the ones with the really big cocks.”
“Wow,” I laughed. “You really want to go there?”
“I really do,” Sarah chuckled too. “If it’s okay with you.”
“You really want to give my slut of a mother the satisfaction of letting her know she was right?”
“Well, there is that to consider,” Sarah said, tapping a finger against her lips for a moment. “But I’ll be the one getting the satisfaction, won’t I?”
That made me grin. “And we’ll be the ones raking in the cash.”
“Pass me the phone,” Sarah said. “I’ll save you the embarrassment of asking.”
“No, I’m okay doing it,” I said, picking up my phone and bringing up my mother’s number. “It’s kind of weird asking my mum if my wife can share one or two of her lovers, but I’d rather be the one to do it.”
I hit ‘call’ and when my mother picked up, I cleared my throat before speaking.
“Hey mum,” I said, “I need to ask a favour. You know how you suggested we could… borrow one of your well-hung lovers?”




Chapter 19
“Is this him?” Sarah asked, indicating to a black man walking through the hotel lobby towards the bar where we were sitting.
I turned to look properly and saw him, smartly dressed in a sharp black suit. “I don’t know,” I said. “Give him a wave.”
“If that is him, he’s very handsome.” Sarah raised her hand, nervousness evident on her face and he saw her right away, smiling a white-toothed grin and making his way over to us.
“Sarah?” he said in a surprisingly well-spoken accent. “I’m James. Nice to meet you.”
“Nice to meet you too,” she said as I shook his offered hand. He then took Sarah’s and kissed it on the back. “This is Sam, my husband, and this is Danny, our friend.”
Danny was sitting with us at a table in the bar of the Hilltop Hotel, where we’d agreed to meet up with James to make our newest OnlyFans video. Since we’d published our first hardcore sex video with Sarah and Danny a week ago, our site had gone from strength to strength and we were now looking at earning as much from it as what Sarah and I did both when we were working full-time. We’d invested in a proper camera so I didn’t need to use my phone and a proper standing light, which we’d already set up in the hotel room when we checked in half an hour ago before coming downstairs to wait for James.
“Can I get you guys a drink?” James asked. Sarah was right, he was handsome. Tall and broad with a shaved head but a friendly face.
“Sure,” I said with a smile. Sarah asked for a glass of white wine. I ordered a beer and Danny did likewise. It was his idea to make the next video - our first with someone new other than Danny - in a neutral place, and James agreed that a hotel would be nice. He even offered to pay for it, he was that keen to fuck Sarah once he’d seen her photos.
“He really is handsome,” Sarah said while he was at the bar. “Your mum has good taste.”
“I’m glad you like him,” I replied and Danny nodded, accepting the beer from him as he returned.
“So what’s the plan for today?” he asked, joining us around the table. “Are we all here or are we waiting for anyone else?”
“There’s one more person,” I said. “But we can head up to the room after this drink. We don’t have to wait. I can leave the room number at the reception desk for him. He did say he might be a bit late. He’s got a long drive to get here.”
“And what’s the plan for the video?” James asked again.
I looked at Sarah but she was obviously too shy to answer because she licked her red-painted lips nervously and then looked at me. I felt slightly awkward discussing it so openly but fortunately, Danny didn’t have any such problems.
“Sarah’s done two hardcore videos now,” he explained. “One with her husband and one with me. She wanted to try another one, especially as a lot of subscribers have requested to see her with a well-endowed black guy.”
“Well, I can confirm I meet the requirements,” James replied with a smile.
“We’ve already set the camera equipment up in the room,” Danny went on. “Sam will be filming it, if that’s okay with you. If you feel a bit weirded out by him and me being in the room, we can always set the camera up on a tripod and leave you guys to it but-”
“It’s not a problem,” James waved a hand in dismissal. “I’ve done this sort of thing before. Don’t worry. We’ll have fun, Sarah.”
He looked at my wife while taking a drink from his bottle and I saw Sarah blush slightly. She was flustered already. What was she going to be like once we got into the room?
We finished our drinks and headed up to the room together, the four of us. Danny had come along for moral support because I’d expressed some nervousness at Sarah being alone with someone we didn’t know and when my mother suggested coming along, I said ‘no’. Things were already weird enough without having my mother there watching. So she told me to take Danny with me. He could help with the setting up and recording as well as being a reassuring presence. Of course, Danny jumped at the chance when I asked him, saying ‘sure’ because he’d love to watch Sarah get fucked by a black guy. Who wouldn’t?
“This is a nice room,” said James as we walked in, closing the door behind us. “Are you sure you don’t want some money towards the cost of it? It doesn’t look cheap.”
“No, really,” Sarah said, the first words she’d said to him the whole way here. She’d been quiet and I could tell it was from nervousness. “You’re helping us out by making the video with me.”
That sounded a little strange and she knew it, her coffee-coloured cheeks turning red once more. “Not at all,” James replied, trying to soothe her. “It’s my pleasure.”
I bet it is, I thought to myself, seeing him eye my wife up as we all gathered near the bed. I couldn’t blame him. Sarah looked sensational in a tight white blouse, unbuttoned enough to display her impressive cleavage and a short denim mini-skirt which had showed off the tops of her stockings several times downstairs when she’d been sitting down. A pair of black high heels completed her slightly ‘slutty’ look, complemented by the bright red lipstick and smoky eye shadow she was wearing.
“So you’re okay with us filming and watching?” Danny repeated as Sarah released her hair from the ponytail she’d had it in thus far today. She shook her dark curls loose, letting them cascade over her shoulders.
“I am,” James said, stepping forwards towards Sarah who smiled as he closed the distance between them to just a few inches.
I started the camera - a new DSLR that we’d bought this week. I don’t know who was more nervous now. Me or Sarah. My heart was pounding in my chest as I spoke. “She’s all yours, James. We’re recording.”
“Hi,” the black man said to Sarah softly and when she coyly replied ‘Hello’ back to him, his dark fingers went to the buttons of her white top, undoing them one-by-one. As he opened her shirt up, I saw his eyebrows lift at the sight of Sarah’s large breasts, barely contained in the brand new black corset top she was wearing. “Wow,” he murmured, taking a second to enjoy the sight of her before sliding down her skirt.
I looked sideways at Danny and saw him nodding as he appreciated the underwear Sarah had picked today. As her skirt dropped to the floor, it revealed her bottom half - a tiny pair of sheer black panties and a suspender belt holding up her opaque stockings.
James slipped off his suit jacket and loosened his tie as he leaned forward and kissed my wife gently on the lips, a kiss which she eagerly returned. Her hands went to his belt, unbuckling it and helping him remove his trousers as he slipped off his shirt. His torso was impressive, his strong frame clearly defined by the light coming in through the window and highlighting every ridge of muscle beneath his dark brown, almost black skin.
Sarah’s hands immediately went to his chest, feeling his pectorals and then one hand slid down over his abdominals and to the waistband of his tight black boxer shorts. I could already see his cock was big - the shape of it was clearly visible through the white cotton - but the true size of it was revealed when Sarah slowly pulled them down and knelt in front of him with it in one of her small hands.
Again, I looked at Danny. My best friend looked back at me and he mouthed ‘wow’ at me, matching my own impressions of James’s penis. Danny was big, but James was at least an inch longer and quite a bit thicker. His dick was totally shaved and was even darker than the rest of him with a thick, prominent vein running from base to circumcised tip.
It wasn't hard yet but Sarah was already struggling to hold it. She put one hand on the base of it and the other further up, awkwardly stroking it so James helped her by pushing her hands away and taking hold of it himself. He shook it, seeming to extend its length slightly and making it fuller and harder and then pushed it towards her face when she knelt in front of him, tapping it against her cheek.
My wife took the hint and opened her mouth and James slowly put the tip in and then put one large black hand on the back of her head and pulled her onto him. I saw her gag as he pushed it in and he paused, giving her a moment to get used to his size, then pushed himself a little further in, eliciting another gag. I could see the base of his cock flexing and growing thicker as he got harder and harder in her mouth.
My wife is sucking a black stranger’s cock, I realised, noting the surrealness of the situation we were in. Just a few months ago, I would have never - not in a million years - imagined something like this could happen.
Sarah did her best to suck his dick while I walked around, capturing the view from a couple of different angles. Neither James nor her were distracted by me. She was concentrating on not choking on his dick, while he was intent on getting every inch down her throat.
I noticed Danny adjusting his dick through his trousers. He must be turned on at the sight. I knew I was but again, I couldn’t understand why. This wasn’t right. My wife had sworn in church to always be faithful to me and now here she was having her second strange cock in her mouth in just a few weeks.
Then James bent down and lifted Sarah up by scooping a thick arm beneath her legs. He tossed her onto the bed and knelt between her thighs to pull her breasts out of the corset top before grabbing them and squeezing them firmly, enjoying the firm texture before sliding down onto his front between her thighs. There, he pulled the thin panties to one side, exposing her bald pussy. I watched as he slid first one, then two meaty black fingers into her, pumping them in and out for a few minutes before working in a third finger. I could see how stretched her pussy was around his thick fingers, but I guessed she’d need loosening up if she was going to take his huge cock in her.
Sarah was moaning as he finger-fucked her faster and faster and she arched her back slightly, making me think she might orgasm but she didn’t because James stopped right then and instead, wedged his tongue into her wet, stretched out folds.
That made her cum. It only took a minute or two of James thrusting his long tongue into her wet hole while rubbing her clit with his thumb but she came, her legs thrashing around on the bed for a while until he eventually relented and took a step back from the bed to watch her laying there, gasping for breath.
Right then, there was a knock on the door. He was here. I stopped the camera.
“One minute,” I said to James and went to the door, looking through the spyhole to make sure it was who I thought it was. It was. I opened the door.
“Hi, son,” said Frank.




Chapter 20
“This is Frank,” I said, introducing him to James as he walked in and I closed the door shut behind him. “My father. He wanted to watch too. Is that okay?”
“Whatever,” James shrugged. “I didn’t know I’d have quite this big an audience and it’s kind of weird that your dad’s here but whatever. I’m cool with it.”
“I’m currently serving time inside,” Frank explained. “I managed to organise a day release and today was the only day they could make work. When Sam told me he was busy doing… this… I suggested he let me watch. I’m a big fan of Sarah’s.”
“You’ve seen her OnlyFans?” James asked. “They let you do that in prison?”
“You’d be surprised at the special treatment my father gets,” I laughed. “He’s kind of well-known inside.”
“I’ve heard the stories from Lisa,” James smiled. “Nice to meet you, Frank.”
This was so fucked up. It was incredibly, utterly fucked up. But it was what it was.
“Hello, Sarah,” Frank said next. “It’s nice to see you again.”
They’d only met once, briefly when he came out of prison the first time before travelling up north to see his other ex-, his former wife, Joanne. While he was up there, he’d gotten involved in some shenanigans or other and had ended up back inside. He was a big man - tall and broad, with a bald head, a nose that had been broken more than once and several small tattoos on his face.
“Hi Frank,” she replied, pulling her corset top back over her breasts and crossing her legs for a minute, probably feeling a bit shy in front of her father-in-law.
“Well, it doesn’t look like I’ve missed much,” he said, noticing her covering herself back up. “So, don’t mind me. Crack on with the video. Pretend I’m not here.”
James turned back to Sarah. “Are you ready?”
Sarah moved her attention back to the big black guy and smiled. “Yes,” she nodded, then looked at me, waiting for me to hit ‘record’ again on the camera. When I gave her the nod, she took James by the hand and pulled him back onto the bed.
“Thanks for this, son,” Frank said quietly as James pulled down Sarah’s panties and removed the corset top, so she was just in the stocking and suspenders and the sexy heels. “You’ve now idea how many times I’ve wanked off over young Sarah here while inside. Seeing her in the flesh is a real treat.”
“Too much information,” I replied, shaking my head. What the hell was wrong with my family? If it wasn’t my mum telling me things I really didn’t want to hear, it was Frank.
“Slowly,” I heard Sarah say as James spread her thighs and positioned his dick at the entrance to her pussy, like Danny had.
“Sshhh,” James said, putting a finger against her mouth. “I’ll be gentle, I promise.”
Then he pushed forward and the dark purple head of his mammoth dick disappeared between her light pink folds, making Sarah moan loudly as though it was hurting. I moved with the camera, leaving Frank standing where was, so I could get a close up of this big black dick going in, inch by inch.
He still hadn’t been totally erect when he shoved it in but I could again see his shaft thickening and swelling as he invaded her deeper and deeper until after thirty seconds or so, he was all the way in, his balls pressed against her ass.
Then he withdrew, equally as slowly and his cock seemed to go on and on and on, until the ridge of his dark purple tip came into view, the end of his dick floating between her swollen pussy lips for a second. And then he rammed it in.
He didn’t slide it in - he rammed it in, making Sarah yelp but before she had a chance to slow him down, he withdrew and slammed it in again. My wife tried to put her hand against his chest but he pushed it away, pinning both of her arms down and leaning over her as he drove his dick into her again.
“Ugh, ugh,” she grunted as he got into a rhythm. “Fuck, fuuuu-uuuuck.”
She came, a jet of clear fluid spraying out around his cock onto the bed.
What the fuck? He’d been fucking her for all of a minute and she’d orgasmed already?”
“She’s a squirter,” I heard my dad comment, followed by Danny sniggering at his comment.
“Don’t stop,” I heard Sarah say, dragging my attention back to the bed but James wasn’t stopping. He was just moving her onto all fours. He slid his dick back inside her roughly, then grabbed her head by the hair and yanked it back roughly as he began to fuck her again.
I had an idea and moved around behind him, lowering the camera between his legs and managed to get a great view on the screen of his dick pistoning in and out of her pussy, which looked pink and swollen, her labia stretched out around his shaft, gripping it as he pulled out and then shoved it back in.
I wasn’t just doing it for a good video. I wanted to see it. I realised how much I was enjoying this. I was enjoying watching other men fuck my wife. I didn’t know what type of man that made me but I didn’t care anymore. I realised I liked it and wanted more. I wanted her to fuck even more men and I wanted to watch and record every single one. I wanted to see just what she was capable of; how hard she could orgasm; how much cock she could take.
By now, James was pounding her. There was no other way of putting it. He was pounding her. Her head was still pulled back, her face pointing towards the ceiling; her eyes closed, her mouth open, breathing heavily in between noisy moans of pleasure or pain - I wasn’t sure which.
“Instead of recording,” James said to me as I moved around the bed, “Why don’t you give the camera to your dad or your friend and stick your cock in her mouth. I bet your fans would love to see her get spit-roasted.”
“Yes,” said Sarah, opening her eyes and gazing at me. “Do it. Actually, no.. wait. I want Danny’s cock. Not yours.”
James’s eyebrows raised slightly but he didn’t say anything. I felt crushed but I wasn’t going to show it. Sarah had just said she didn’t want me - she wanted my best friend instead - right in front of my dad as well as a total stranger.
I had to act unfazed. It was only humiliating if I let them see it bothering me.
“Danny,” I said. “You heard the lady.”
Danny grinned and stripped out of his clothes while James started fucking her again, then he climbed up on the bed and stood in front of Sarah, holding his already erect dick out for her to suck.
Sarah didn’t hesitate. She immediately grabbed it and pulled him forward, wrapping her lips around it and sucking on it with the enthusiasm that she only seemed to show for his cock.
“Fuck my throat,” she gasped around it. “I like it when men make me choke on their dicks.”
Danny did as he was asked, pushing his cock into her mouth and then putting his hand on the back of her head so he could fuck her face while James kept pounding her from behind.
“What a woman,” Frank said from next to me. “Son, I don’t know how you managed to get Sarah to let you put a ring on her finger, but you did good.”
“On your back,” Sarah said a moment later to James. “I want to ride that monster cock of yours.”
James did as asked, laying on his back with both hands behind his head while I watched my wife straddle him and lower herself down onto him. Then Danny stood at the side of her so she could stick his cock while bouncing up and down on James, his length fully buried inside her.
I recorded them fucking like that for a while before James suddenly shifted, lifting Sarah up again and lowering her onto her back while Danny vacated the bed for a moment. Then he lifted her legs up against his chest and glided his cock into her pussy in one smooth movement. While he stood next to the bed with Sarah impaled on him, he spread her thighs and hammered into her hard, bringing her to orgasm one more time - a back arching, quivering, wailing orgasm before pulling out and shooting several streams of thick white cum all over her bronzed belly.
“Oh, fuck,” Sarah said, reaching down and rubbing his cum into her skin with one hand. “That was so good. Danny, do you want to fuck me too?”
My friend didn’t waste any time. He moved in between her legs as James stepped away and slid his thick white cock into her. “Can I cum inside you?” he asked.
“Yes,” Sarah said. “Just fuck me until you cum.”
The contrast between James’s black penis blasting in and out of her and Danny’s paler white cock was striking. I did my best to capture it on the camera, zooming in close on it sliding in and out of her raw-looking, pink pussy hole until I heard him grunt and push it in one, two, three more times, his movements jerky and uncontrolled and realised he was cumming inside my wife.
When he withdrew, I tipped the lens forward to record his sticky sperm dribbling out, which it did, in one big gloopy drip followed by some slower leakage which ran down the inside of her thigh and ass.
“Is it too much to ask for you to give a blow job to a horny old man?” I heard my dad say.
I turned around and saw that he had his dick out - his shockingly long dick for someone his age, in his fifties - and he was jerking off. I hadn’t given him the okay to do that but Sarah didn’t seem to care.
“Only a blow job,” she replied with an arched smile. “Come here, Frank.”
I kept recording, watching in a mixture of shock and horror as he walked over and presented his cock to my wife’s face and then she began to suck him.
“I didn’t expect you to say ‘yes’,” he said, then tipped his head back and moaned and I saw his balls clench as he came in her mouth. “Fuck, yeah. Wait until I tell the boys back at the prison about this.”
“I’d rather you didn’t,” I said, finally switching off the camera. I needed to cum myself but I wasn’t going to - not in his company.
“Don’t worry,” Frank said. “They won’t think any less of you. You’ll probably never meet them anyway, so what do you care? Just relax.”
“Was that okay for you?” James asked, an amused grin on his face. I noticed that he’d gotten cleaned up and dressed and seemed eager to leave. “I don’t mean to rush off but I promised I’d call in on your mother and tell her how it went.”
“Right,” I said, shaking his hand. What was I doing
shaking his hand? He’d just fucked my wife to several orgams and was now going to walk out, just minutes after cumming all over her. How rude was it to leave so abruptly? Was that how these things worked?
“Nice to meet you,” Frank said, fastening up his trousers.
As James left, I realised that he probably felt awkward at what had just happened. In his position, I’d probably feel the same. It was totally weird and fucked up what had just transpired towards the end. My best friend had just cum in my wife, followed by my father.
“That was quite something,” Danny said, getting dressed too. “It’s going to be an amazing video.”
“Yeah. I’ve done a lot of kinky shit in my time,” Frank agreed, “But this kinda takes the biscuit.”
“Are you okay?” Sarah asked me, sitting up on the bed and grabbing my hand. “I’m sorry. I got a little carried away.”
“I never noticed,” I said with a wry smile. “As long as you had a good time.”
I’d talk to her about Frank later. For now, I just wanted to absorb and digest what had just happened and then later, after we’d talked, I’d reclaim her as mine like I had last time. That thought - the knowledge that I’d have mind-blowing sex myself at the end of all this - kept me going as I kissed her, yet again tasting other men’s dicks on her mouth but not caring, and then as she went to have a shower, I started to pack down the camera and lighting equipment.
“Sam,” my father said as Danny and he helped me put it away. “I want you to know how proud of you I am. You’ve become quite the entrepreneur. When I come out, I want to talk business with you. I’ve got some ideas of my own. And so has your mother.”
Oh, shit. I didn’t want to know what fucked-up ideas he and my mother had come up with but I guessed I was going to find out.
“Okay, Frank,” I said, trying to hide my reluctance.
“And Danny?” my father said then. “Have you told Sam yet?”
“Told me what?” I asked, frowning at my best friend when he suddenly froze and stared at me strangely.
“I told you to tell him, before he finds out for himself,” Frank continued. “Sam, didn’t you wonder how your mother found out about Sarah’s OnlyFans page?”
“She said she’d got connections…” I started then paused. “Danny, did you tell her?”
Danny nodded and was about to say something else when Frank butted in again.
“Sam, Danny’s been fucking your mother for the past six months,” he said abruptly just as Sarah stepped out of the shower with just a towel wrapped around her. “You know what a slut she is. She’ll fuck anyone with a big dick.”
“I’m sorry,” my best friend said, visibly cringing. “I didn’t think you’d appreciate knowing, that’s all. And your mum made me promise not to tell you.”
“Didn’t you know?” Sarah said, rubbing her hair dry as she walked over and sat on the bed. “It was obvious to me. Women’s intuition, maybe, but I guessed ages ago.”
“So you’ve not only fucked my wife but fucked my mother too?” I said incredulously.
“Don’t be so hard on him,” Frank wrapped an arm around my shoulder. “He’s just a boy, like you are. I obviously need to have a word with Sarah about getting you some extra pussy. You deserve it. I’m sure your mother knows someone. But we’ll talk about that later. For now, get yourselves ready. I’m taking you all out for dinner before I have to head back to prison.”
I wasn’t mad with Danny. Not really. It was a bit of a shock but then again, everything that had happened to us over the last months had been a bit of a shock.
I had to get my head around it, just as I had to get my head around the fact that my wife was a size-queen and a cock-hungry slut and the fact that I liked it. I liked watching her with other men, the bigger and rougher the better. Not only that, but I enjoyed other men getting off on it too. Even Frank, if I was completely honest with myself.
I didn’t know what the future would hold. I didn’t know how long the lockdown was going to last and what it would mean for our OnlyFans page when it ended. The only thing I did know is that I didn’t want to go back to my old life - having to work forty hours a week for a pittance - but it was up to Sarah in the end. It was her body we were using to make money.




Epilogue
One year to the day after our first meeting with James, the lockdown rules finally began to ease and life - slowly - began to return to normal. Sarah and I discussed what we should do. OnlyFans was making us double what we’d earned before - we’d be crazy to stop making content - at least while there was demand for it.
And there was demand. People wanted Sarah to do more. So she did. She fucked Jin, my mother’s Asian lover - who wasn’t quite as well-endowed as James but was a much more refined lover. He made her cum so hard, she had cramps and had to stop for thirty minutes.
Then she slept with Phil, my mother’s exceptionally gifted and favourite lover. She enjoyed her afternoon with him so much that we took him home and she slept with him twice off-camera, just for the fun of it. We let him sleep overnight and he fucked her in bed right next to me. I’d pretended not to wake up, letting them think they were fucking without my knowledge.
People wanted her more. They wanted to see her with two guys at once again, then three but she drew the line at any more than that. She didn’t want to be a gangbang type of girl. She did have some standards, even if they were exceptionally low.
But she let Danny, Phil, James and Jin do more with her. They fucked her anally. They came all over her, covering her in spunk like a bukkake party. We even pretended that she wasn’t on birth control, so she was being bred - a certain part of the audience loved that as did the men that wanted to see her tied up in restraints and wearing various items of bondage clothing.
We did it all and I loved every sordid, debauched moment of it. It even got to the point where Sarah began to deny me sex, especially before we were due to make some new video content.
She’d remembered the funny comment she’d made to me that night when I wanted to fuck her right after Danny and her pussy was sore. I’d gotten in bed and curled up next to her, kissing her neck and letting my hands roam over her breasts, the things I always did when I was horny.
She’d let me get so far, making out until my cock was hard but as I’d moved to get on top and put it inside her, she stopped me.
“Access denied,” she giggled. “I’ve got a shoot tomorrow and want to be nice and fresh and super-horny.”
“Oh, come on,” I pleaded.
“No,” she repeated. “Access denied. I don’t want your small cock tonight, Sam. I want to save myself for the real dick I’m getting tomorrow.”
“Please?”
“No. Access denied. No pussy for you until after tomorrow. Not my pussy, anyway.”
“What do you mean?” I said, lifting up to look at her face.
Then I heard the bedroom door open and the light suddenly came on.
“Surprise,” said Sarah as I turned to see Danny standing in the doorway.
“What’s going on?” I asked, squinting in the bright light.
“Do you remember last year, I said if I got a new girlfriend, I’d let you have sex with her? If Sarah was okay with it, that is?”
I did remember. When Danny and Sarah were discussing her sucking his dick for our very first OnlyFans video without me, he’d said that. “Next girlfriend I get, I’ll get her to return the favour, if Sarah’s okay with it.”
“Well, guess what?” Sarah said, “I’m okay with it.”
“What do you mean?” I said, sitting up, my eyes finally adjusting to the light.
“I got a new girlfriend,” Danny said, stepping to one side. “Well, not a new girlfriend as such…”
A gorgeous redhead walked into the room. One I knew well.
“Abigail?” I said. What was she doing here?
“We got back together,” Danny explained, “And I told her about the promise I’d made you.”
“This is going to make a pleasant change,” Sarah said, pulling the covers back and exposing to Danny and Abigail that I was totally naked underneath. Naked and erect. “Now I get to watch you with someone else.”
Abigail was wearing a t-shirt and nothing else. She reached down and stripped it off over her head so that she was completely naked - that beautiful body I’d seen on her OnlyFans last year suddenly bared before me. Then she joined me on the bed, her head going down to my lap and I felt her mouth close around me.
“Shall we just make it a foursome?” I heard Danny say as I closed my eyes, enjoying the exquisite feeling of Abigail sucking my cock. I felt the bed shift as he climbed onto the bed too and then I heard Sarah moan and whatever he was doing to her.
Oh boy. Just when I’d thought life couldn’t get any better.




Afterword
This book was a bitch to write. Not only did my laptop die halfway through the first draft but then my internet also went down for almost a week and following that, I started with back problems which turned out to be kidney stones.
Added to that, I was asked to change several chapters by the powers that be due to the content being of ‘dubious’ legality so I had to almost completely rewrite the back half of the book.
But we got there in the end. I hope you enjoyed it.
For those of you interested, I’ve rewritten the removed offensive chapters involving Frank and Sarah - they had a scene much earlier in the book - and I’ve reworked them into a couple of bonus chapters that follow on from the end of the book. They’re delicious and filthy and if you’d like to read them, I’m putting them on my Patreon this coming weekend (26th July, 2021 for my ‘cuckold’ tier subscribers (£4) and will sell them as a mini-short on the Smashwords website too if you’d rather buy them separately on there. The link is here:
ACCESS ALL AREAS: The Cuckold Collection Bonus Materials
Thanks again for reading ‘Access Denied’ and I look forward to hearing from you and reading your reviews!




A Note to the Reader
I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!
By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.
Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star-rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!
Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!
Until next time,
Paul
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Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an Alfrican Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat which would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)
He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories and The Sexy Season Shorts and has yet another as-yet-untitled series in the works for 2021.
His website is here. It’s got his blog and a link to all of his books.
His mailing list is here - sign up for the latest news on new releases and special offers. Every person that signs up receives a free book (email to let him know you’ve joined though) so do it today!
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Show your support by buying me a coffee: https://ko-fi.com/paulgarland
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