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Chapter 1

To enjoy a meal at the restaurant Canlis may cost a fortune, but the connections one makes more than pays for it. Tonight’s party was to celebrate the IPO of yet another start-up for Edgar Wizens, world famous billionaire and tech guru, and everybody who was anybody was on the guest list. Penny, my lovely wife, and I aren’t exactly somebodies, but Edgar and his wife, Poppy, are our dear friends despite us being twenty years younger. They always invite us to these things.

We met Edgar and Poppy through a friend of a friend, but both those layers of connection have fallen by the wayside. Only Penny and I remain. The other friends are long gone. I’m not sure why Edgar and Poppy like us so much, but I’m glad they do. We get to dress up in elegant clothing and rub elbows with the world’s elite. I’ve made a lovely sum of money just by listening to the conversations which take place around me.

Canlis faces east, looking out over Union Lake, the building itself looking something like the prow of a huge ship. I glanced around the angled glass walls and enjoyed the nighttime view, Seattle sparkling in every direction. If a bomb dropped, about three trillion dollars’ worth of wealth would change hands, parents to children. My gaze continued around the room, seeking Penny.

This was my private, secret thrill. This was one of my main reasons for accepting the invitation every time Edgar or Poppy extended one. Penny floats through the room and turns heads wherever she goes. She has no understanding of how gorgeous she is. In a room filled with women who have spent fortunes on perfecting their looks through surgery, Penny simply applies a little makeup here and there and walks out the door.

Every head that turns thrills me.

Her face is beautiful and her body is spectacular. Penny has no idea how to judge her own beauty. My great fantasy is to see her fucked by a penis much bigger than my own. I’ve made tentative efforts to share my desires with her, but she always shuts me down. She won’t hear of it. She doesn’t understand how I could possibly wish to see such a thing yet still claim I love her.

Tonight she wears a Dojaka original, sheer powder blue with one shoulder and one leg exposed. The backless dress is open all the way to the first outward curve of her firm butt cheeks. Penny is no prude. She loves fashion, like Poppy, and the two women bond over it.

Right now my wife is speaking to the ambassador from Greece and his wife while nearby a billionaire from Macedonia runs his eyes up and down her body and stares at her face, making no effort whatsoever to conceal his obvious admiration. His open desire for her sends that familiar tingle racing down my spine and directly into my balls. The Dojaka dress clings to her curves and provocatively teases the eyes. Her long dark hair sits atop her head tonight, exposing her graceful neckline and smooth skin. Already I’ve seen a dozen men fall in love with her as she walked by, including a waiter or two. I hang back to feed my fetish, watching her as I engage in small talk with various important people around the room.

“You watch her like a hawk,” a gentle voice behind me said.

Edgar.

“Someone needs to,” I replied. “That girl is nothing but trouble. You watch. When the bar fight breaks out, as they inevitably do with a crowd like this, she’ll be the one who started it.”

He moved closer, following my gaze across the room.

“She’s certainly worthy of being the cause,” he said.

Together we stared. Penny is radiant, but it’s a base and animal lust I feel looking at her.

“Imagine you are seeing her for the first time,” Edgar said. “Look at these poor men. Most brought their wives tonight. How frustrating for them. They see this gorgeous creature, alone, hauntingly beautiful, a body to kill for, and yet they can do nothing. Decorum demands they stay true in the eyes of the public, but I can see it on their faces. They want your woman, Tyler. These rich and powerful men are accustomed to getting whatever they wish and yet they must stand by and do nothing as she floats past.”

I chuckled.

“You enjoy watching her,” he continued.

“I do.”

“You enjoy how much they want her too.”

“I do.”

“Must make you proud to have a woman all other men want.”

“It does,” I admitted. “This is not a crowd of my people. This is a crowd of your people. We can only come to these celebrations with your invitation. These men have everything, yet I have something they don’t. It pleases me. I’d make her even more daring if I could.”

What I really meant was I’d love to see another man touch her, but I couldn’t tell Edgar that.

“Why can’t you?” he asked.

I shrugged a little. Penny is not shy, and she’s comfortable being put on display, but any hint I make about another man touching her is instantly crushed. My efforts at dressing her more alluringly are always well received, but that’s as far as she’ll go.

“She gets shy,” was all I managed to say.

“I understand.”

I gestured across the room to Poppy. Edgar’s wife wore an elegant evening gown that showed plenty of skin.

“Poppy looks stunning,” I said.

Edgar rubbed his chin and smoothed his thinning gray hair.

“My problem is the opposite of yours,” he said. “Poppy would walk around dressed in a wisp of fog if I or the local ordinances would allow it. The woman has no shame. God granted her a beautiful body and the disposition to show it off. She loves being touched. If I asked her to appear nude, she would without a moment’s hesitation.”

“See if she can get some of that to rub off on Penny.”

Edgar chuckled.

“Listen to us complain about how good we have it,” he said.

We watched our women in silence for a moment. Penny laughed at something someone said and a man behind her stopped to check out her ass. He continued on his way, altering his path so he could get a look at her from the front. We watched him mouth the word, Damn, and kept going. Edgar chuckled. He turned to me to make a comment but stopped to study my expression.

“That little display would have angered most husbands,” he said. “They would see it as a sign of disrespect.”

I shook my head.

“That guy was just a man being a man,” I said. “Penny brings that out in them. I enjoy their admiration of my wife.”

“Or their outright lust?”

“Sure.”

“Interesting,” he said.

I was growing uncomfortable. Edgar was dangerously close to discovering my dark, kinky side and that was something I’d rather keep private. I should have known better. He’s shrewd, insightful, intelligent, and more than a little cunning. He also has a ruthless side I’ve seen a few times. He’s kind and giving almost always, but don’t stand in the way of something he wants. He’ll crush you.

“What about touching?” he asked.

“Explain.”

“What if one of those men that keep gawking at your sexy wife actually reached out and touched her?”

“My reaction would depend on her. If she slaps the man, I run over and knock him out. If she laughs about it, I run over and ask to be introduced. Laughter means she most likely knows him. He’s a friend or colleague.”

“Interesting,” Edgar said again.

I was ready for him to aim that keen intellect elsewhere.

“What about Poppy?” I asked. “She draws as much attention as Penny. How do you feel about that?”

He grinned.

“Similar to you,” he admitted. “I’m flattered I have such an attractive wife. There are places where such attention is more appropriate than other places, which Poppy does not seem to understand, welcoming any attention anywhere at any time, but yes, I like it too.”

I felt like he was leaving a lot unsaid. We watched our wives from afar and enjoyed the looks they got, as if those looks somehow reflected well on us, as husbands married to such attractive women.


Chapter 2

The party continued and the hours slipped away. I was feeling the effects of too much Champagne and on my way to rejoin Penny. The crowd had thinned considerably. My wife was outside on the balcony speaking with a handful of men. I requested and received a glass of ice water and tipped the bartender. As I approached Penny’s little group, I noticed that her elbows on the railing caused the front of her dress to bow, bending away from her body and exposing gratuitous cleavage. Her tits are a good size but firm, with little sag. Because she doesn’t need a bra or gain much from wearing one, she rarely does. To hide her nipples, she’ll sometimes stick on pasties, but not tonight. Not while wearing a four-thousand-dollar designer dress. The closer I got, the more breast I saw. By the time I drew up next to her, I realized almost every man there now knew what her full breasts looked like.

Then, I noticed one man, a little short and balding, had his phone hidden under his folded arms. I didn’t know who he was, but he was recording my wife’s tits. I stepped in front to give my wife a kiss and blocked his video. I said nothing, wishing to avoid a scene at Edgar’s party, but I held my ground, making it clear she belonged to me. Unsurprisingly, the group broke up quickly after that. I fixed the man’s face in my memory.

Later, I saw him again. I asked Edgar who he was.

“Dax Jacoby,” he said. “Internet guy, although I believe the Internet is dead. He makes a ton of money off his YouTube channel, posting everyday videos of things he sees. I think he has a pay channel too for more adult content. Nice enough fellow, although I don’t completely trust him. Why?”

“Penny was talking with him,” I lied. “I’m sure she’ll ask me what I know about the man. I’m just trying to be prepared.”

Eventually, the party ended. We thanked Edgar and Poppy for their generosity and drove home. I was myself again, but Penny was a little drunk. I made her drink a big glass of water and put her to bed, coming back to my office to search for information about Dax. I located his channel easily but found his content infantile and boring. The links showed his adult channel, so I clicked and paid the five dollars to join.

The trending video was Penny, looking incredible, wandering the party. The video had been posted only an hour before. Dax had far more footage than I realized, some from events stretching back over a year, of him following my wife around the party, catching every glimpse of bare skin he could. Her sheer designer dress turned see-through in the right lighting. He’d posted Poppy too, and others. The end shot was Penny with both perfect tits on display as she leaned on the railing, talking with various gentlemen.

The rush of emotions left me gasping. I was conflicted. I was angry at the violation of my wife but simultaneously aroused at the thought that so many men were viewing her. I scanned the comments and discovered that they not only viewed her, but they also raved. Comment after comment spoke to her beauty, her attractiveness, and their rampant desire to bend her over and fuck her brains out. This was pure gasoline thrown onto my kink. God. I felt my whole body turn hot.

Do I tell Penny what happened? I must. I cannot keep a secret like this from her. She would be mortified and humiliated, but she had to know. I wondered about legal ramifications for Dax. Could I sue? Perhaps if I asked him to take it down, he would, but had others already downloaded the clip? I was sure they had. Penny was out there now, masturbation fodder for the masses. I loved knowing that, but I was fairly certain Penny would hate it. I again debated whether or not to tell her. The damage was done. Perhaps I could take a day or two to enjoy this turn of events.

I left my chair to shut my office door and then returned, removing my pants and sitting in only my boxers. I pulled my penis through the open fly and stroked as I both read new comments arriving and rewatched the flashes of naked Penny. The comments shifted towards frustration, asking Dax to post video showing more of the hot brunette. I was surprised when Dax responded.

She’s rich and powerful, he wrote, unaware we were neither. She moves in the circles of the elite. I’ll try to get you guys better footage, but I promise nothing. These people will disappear me if I get caught.

His patrons didn’t care about his safety, demanding he provide more. Eventually he compromised, saying he would attend as many parties as he could to record the hot brunette. Edgar and Poppy invite Penny and I often, but we usually decline. I made a mental note to start accepting their offers just to see what Dax tried. I felt like I’d joined a game. I made another mental note to let Penny know the truth as soon as I could. I watched the clips and jerked off, reading their vulgar fantasies of lust. It wasn’t what I truly craved, but it was the closest I’d ever come to getting what I wanted. I was staring at Penny’s exposed tits when I ejaculated.


Chapter 3

When he heard how much Penny loved the dress she’d worn, Edgar pulled some strings. Nensi Dojaka had her next fashion show in New York, and Edgar paid our way to it. He arranged for us to meet the woman herself before the show and Penny almost fainted. We stood in the warehouse and after a long, lovely chat, Nensi insisted that Penny join the show, strolling the catwalk in the designer’s latest fashions. My wife almost had a heart attack.

“Walk,” Nensi pleaded. “Walk for me. Wear my creations. Honor me.”

“I have no idea how to walk a runway,” Penny whined.

Nensi slipped an arm around her shoulder and led my wife away from us, through the empty folding chairs, speaking earnestly and convincingly. When they returned, Penny looked frightened but determined. Nensi waved an assistant closer and told them to take my wife backstage and get her ready.

“That body,” she said to me after Penny was gone. “So feminine yet voluptuous. She will fill my creations with magic.”

“I agree,” I said.

Nensi stared at the curtain where Penny had passed, thinking naughty thoughts about my wife, I guessed, based on her hungry expression. She turned her attention to Edgar.

“Poppy?”

“Unable to make the flight.”

Nensi gave Edgar a knowing look which I did not understand.

“Please be seated,” she said. “I must attend to matters before the curtain rises. I hope you enjoy my show.”

Edgar and I picked seats in the front row.

“I’m a little nervous for Penny,” I admitted. “She loves Nensi’s work, but I know she’ll stress about doing everything right.”

“Penny will do just fine,” Edgar reassured me. “She’s smart and confident. She’ll turn on the charm the moment she hits the catwalk.”

We shared small talk while the seats around us slowly filled. Soon the lights flickered and then dimmed. A spotlight clicked on. Music blared, loud and aggressive and then the first model strutted. One by one they emerged and walked, turning on cue, glaring at us defiantly, the way those models do. Penny finally appeared, cloaked in see-through gossamer red. I couldn’t name the fabric, but her body was obvious to all. Small, red, triangular panties covered her mons, but just barely. She’s no prude but she was showing a lot of skin.

I don’t know what instinct alerted me to look around but once I did, I spied Dax standing in the shadows just off stage. His phone was under his crossed arms again, secretly recording everything. I wanted to warn Edgar, but I also wanted to see the video posted later so, I kept my mouth shut, rationalizing that I’d make the man remove such clips all at once.

Penny finished her first walk, out and back, and then vanished through the curtain. Dax kept recording, one girl after the next. When Penny returned, she wore even less. I felt my penis stir. My wife’s tits, not big, but still bigger than those skeletal models, swayed beneath the thin satiny sheer top. The short skirt she wore revealed her juicy butt cheeks. The cut of the garments, each one of a kind, were designed more to show off the skills of the designer than they were intended to actually be worn in everyday life. Free to play with the lines of the clothing, Nensi constructed incredibly sexy and revealing garments. Clearly these garments were sized and styled for wafer-thin models, starved skeletons who skip meals professionally. Penny’s body, full of sensuous curves, made these girls look downright unhealthy.

“Penny looks fantastic,” Edgar murmured.

“I can’t believe it,” I confessed. “It’s like she’s a different woman. I think wow, that woman is stunning, and then I look at her face, and I see she’s my wife and I’m floored. You’re right. Penny looks fantastic.”

The clothing she wore multiplied her sexiness. I heard ohs from the crowd at the sight of my woman. Her whole body was fuller and more curvaceous than the other models, not merely her larger breasts. I watched my wife stride on that catwalk and grew stiff. I suspected Penny was getting horny too. Edgar was hard to read, as always, that man keeps his emotions under control, but from what I saw, he admired Penny as well.

At last, the show ended. I checked on Dax and realized he’d been gone for a while. I assumed he got the clips he needed and headed back to post them. Edgar invited Penny and me to the afterparty to celebrate and I agreed. I was sure Penny would love to. Edgar and I waited in our seats as the crowd slowly drifted out and then Penny came through the curtain and crossed the stage, looking for us, shielding her eyes from the bright overhead lights.

“There’s an afterparty,” she began, but I waved her off.

“Edgar already invited us,” I said. “Unless you do not wish to go.”

“No! I’d love to. There are so many beautiful people here I can’t believe it. I love this. How did I do? Did I look stupid and clumsy?”

I assured her she looked amazing and Edgar did too. We left together and joined Edgar in his Rolls Royce. The afterparty was nearby, held in a high-rise restaurant with fantastic views of the city below, and there was an outdoor patio area too. The weather was warm and breezy. We all ordered drinks at the open bar. Penny had been talking nonstop about her experience since she got in the car. We met the models and the stage crew, and Nensi stopped by several times to check on us.

Hours passed. We talked with almost everyone, and then it was time to leave. Edgar dropped us at our hotel and said goodnight. We went up to our room. Penny showered, and while my wife was washing herself, I checked on Dax. Sure enough, multiple clips were already added, showing all the nearly nude models but especially Penny and another girl named Galen. Dax knows what his audience likes and his audience likes girls with meat on their bones and breasts that move. I was surprised to discover the man had found his way into the dressing area and had full nude shots too, including of Penny. This was definitely a step too far. My wife looked hot, but it was time to stop this.


Chapter 4

I left the screen open on my laptop and waited for her shower to finish. She emerged from the bathroom and walked directly towards me, planting a hot kiss on my mouth. Her hand grabbed my crotch and while I hated to stop her, I did.

“Before you evaporate my ability to reason and know right from wrong,” I said. “I need you to see something.”

I gestured towards the laptop and offered her the chair. She looked concerned that anything could stop me from having sex with her but, just a few minutes later, she understood.

“What an asshole,” she said, taking a seat on the bed.

“He sure is.”

“I’m sure Nensi would love to know her newest creations are already leaked. Prick. Can we get the videos taken down?”

“We can certainly try.”

“Thanks for showing me, Tyler. I don’t like that it was done without permission, but I was almost naked in some of those outfits. Do I look good?”

I scoffed.

“You missed the ones where you are completely nude, but yes, you looked fucking fantastic. Why do you think Dax picked you to record? All those gorgeous naked girls and he’s focused on you. He’s got a little bit of Galen too, but you are his main subject by far.”

She turned to watch the videos again. I explained I’d happened to see Dax with a camera and asked Edgar about the man and then looked him up online to find what he recorded. Penny watched herself, judging, critiquing.

“I guess I look okay,” she finally admitted.

I scoffed again.

“Okay? Did you read the comments below?”

“Below what?”

“The video clips. Scroll down. Read what people are saying about you. They are losing their minds. You’re a huge hit.”

I leaned back and said nothing. Penny began to read. Soon, she fidgeted.

“These guys are crude,” she said.

“Yes, they are, but they do all agree on one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“They all want to fuck the hot brunette.”

She wanted to argue with me, but I had their comments as evidence. What could she say? This wasn’t a loving, adoring husband talking up a wife he loves. This was the unsolicited opinions of hundreds of men, and they all agreed on the same thing.

“It’s kind of hot,” she admitted. “I hate that he just recorded me without consent and put it out there, but I like how they all seemed to agree I look good.”

“Look good? They are obsessed and want to ravage you.”

Her head swung towards the screen again. She watched herself parade almost nude and then read a few comments. Then she’d watch herself parade again and read a few more. I noticed her lips had parted and she was starting to breathe faster.

I sat behind her on the bed to watch. The hotel room was dim, the curtains drawn against the outside lights, and the only real glow came from the laptop screen on the bed in front of her. Penny sat cross-legged, wearing the white terrycloth hotel robe, loosely tied, and nothing else. The edges rode up her thighs as she leaned forward.

"Look at this one," she said, her voice soft, almost dreamy. "This clip was posted yesterday. From the IPO party. It already has forty thousand views. Here’s another one from tonight. Twenty thousand. This is nuts."

I didn't need to look at the screen to know what she was seeing. I watched her at that party. I watched her tonight. I felt my chest tighten with pride and something else, something primal and sexual, as the Dojaka dress shifted and clung and revealed. I had my memories of what I’d so recently seen, but these videos were different. These were close-ups, the camera handheld by Dax, intimate in a way the professional clips weren't. The man had been close enough to capture the texture of the fabric against her hips, the way her body moved beneath the translucent layers.

I stood and moved to the edge of the bed. From behind her, I saw the reflection of the screen in the dark window, and I saw her face illuminated by the blue light. Her cheeks were flushed. She had been watching for a while, clicking from one upload to another, reading the comments aloud in that same hushed, sexually strained voice.

"They're saying such blunt things," she whispered, scrolling down. "Listen to this one: Penny is absolute perfection. I want to choke her with my cock. Or this one: Those hips were made for fucking, and I want that job." She laughed low in her throat and then continued. “Here’s a nice one: That gorgeous face needs a ten-inch cock stuffed in it. Jesus. These guys are animals. They’re crude and crass but it’s kind of hot. I like being desired so much, I just wonder why all these men feel the need to be so graphic.”

“It might more accurately reflect the level of lust they feel, and they might also be showing off for each other. I think it makes them feel more manly.”

She clicked on another tab. Yet another angle. In this one, the camera followed her from behind as she walked away, the dress sheer enough that the curve of her spine was visible and the dimples at the top of her butt caught the light. The comments section was active, refreshing with new words every few seconds. The guys loved her ass.

"Listen to this guy: God, look at her," she read, and I realized she was more deeply aroused by this than I thought. "I would destroy her. That's what this man says. Destroy. Such a violent word. Do men really think their penises can destroy a vagina? I mean, come on. We shoot babies out of there."

“I think they mean destroy in the ways that women show satisfaction. We love it when you ladies seem to be utterly wiped out.”

She didn't sound offended. She sounded fascinated and a little breathless. She shifted on the bed, and I saw her hand drift under the edge of the robe to rest on her thigh. Her skin looked warm in the screen's glow.

"There's a whole thread about your breasts," I said, standing beside her. “They love your tits as much as your ass.”

I had read them too, earlier. The internet was full of men who had watched my wife walk half-naked in front of them, who had paused and rewound and studied the way the fabric had tightened across her chest with each step.

“I haven’t seen that thread yet,” she said. "Tell me what they say."

She kept her eyes on the screen. She had pulled up a compilation now, three different angles edited together, slow-motion shots of her turning at the end of the runway. The dress had been backlit for a moment, rendering her complete silhouette, completely exposed.

"They say they can't stop watching you. They say they imagine touching you through the fabric. They describe what they want to do to you, how they want to peel those dresses away, how they want to touch your skin."

She made a small sound, like a whimper, and her hand moved higher on her thigh. The robe had fallen open more, and I saw the shadow between her legs. She wanted so desperately to touch herself, but my presence held her back.

"They don't even know me," she said. "They just see my body. This body. My body and my face. Is that all men need to have sex with a woman? How she looks is good enough? Women check out men for their qualities, but men check out women for their attributes. She could be stupid and selfish, but a man will still have sex with her if she’s hot."

She clicked again and loaded a new video. Someone, Dax no doubt, filmed her backstage before the show as a makeup artist touched up her face. The dress she would be wearing onstage was pushed low, exposing her body down to below her breasts.

“Oh lordy,” she mumbled. “My boobs are out where anyone can see them. I didn’t care so much when it was just a bunch of us girls running around. I had no idea I was being recorded. They are out on display.”

“A lovely display.”

She chuckled.

“You’re probably loving this. All these hot-blooded men gawking at me. This is right up your alley.”

“It sure is.”

She leaned closer to read the comments about her tits.

"Look at these numbers, Tyler. There are thousands of men, all looking at me, all masturbating over me, if these comments are to be believed."

All those aroused men. All imagining her. All those men using her image for their own private purposes. I felt a deep arousal stirring. I reached out and touched her nape, feeling the heat of her skin. She didn't flinch. She was scrolling through another video now, one dedicated to close-up screenshots of her nipples visible through different fabrics, discussions about whether her breasts were natural or augmented, whether certain shots exposed her pussy lips or not. The guys were obsessed. The comments speculated about what she must taste like, how she smelled, if she liked dick.

"Read me the one at the bottom," she said, arching back against my hand like a cat.

I leaned closer, reading over her shoulder. The comment was graphic, explicit, describing in detail what the user would do if he ever met her, how he would pin her against a wall and lift that dress and take her while she was still wearing it, still spotlighted by the runway lights and before the eyes of the crowd.

"Read it again," she whispered. “That’s your fantasy, right? I bet his words turn you on. Am I right?”

I didn’t answer her. I read it again, slower this time, letting the words hang in the air between us. Her breathing changed, became shallower and faster. She watched the screen, but her eyes had that glazed look I recognized, the one that meant she was somewhere else in her mind, inhabiting the fantasy the strangers had constructed for her. This was getting to her almost as much as it got to me. Her hand inched closer to her pussy. Her robe parted and I saw one full breast.

I read the next comment too. This man claimed Penny loved showing off. He said she did it for male attention.

"He thinks he knows me," she said. "He thinks he knows what I want.” She paused a moment to reflect. “But he's right, isn't he? Look at me. I'm sitting here in a hotel room with my husband, getting wet because strangers are jerking off to videos of an almost naked me. I do love male attention."

She turned to look at me, her eyes bright, almost wild.

"Does that make me superficial?"

"No," I said. “We like what we like.”

She smiled then, a slow, dangerous thing, and took my hand to guide it inside the robe, onto her bare stomach, then lower. She was trembling, and she was soaked, and she was watching the screen again. Another video loaded, her from another angle, feasted upon by another thousand eyes.

"Keep reading," she said, spreading her legs slightly, inviting my touch. "Read what they want to do to me. Read me everything, no matter how crude."

I did. I read the comments aloud while my fingers found her, while she gasped and rocked against my hand, while the laptop played thirty seconds of different runway footage over and over. Her body on screen moved through light and shadow, visible to everyone, desired by everyone, exposed and enveloped in the darkness of our hotel room.

She orgasmed with her eyes fixed on the screen, watching herself walk toward the camera, tits bouncing, toward the strangers, toward all those hungry mouths and hands and thoughts. She came hard. When she finished, shuddering and breathless, she turned and kissed me.

“Edgar knows the guy that took these videos?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“You should get a thank you to him. I don’t like that he did all this behind my back. That’s not cool. But having said that, I love that he has so much of me on video, and I absolutely love what his subscribers have to say about me.”

“I’ll make sure the message gets conveyed.”

“Thank you. Now, let me take care of my husband’s needs.”

She moved off the bed and pushed me onto my back. Her hands quickly freed my penis.

Her mouth was scorching and wet.


Chapter 5

I fidgeted, tapping my straw against the bottom of my iced tea, punching through the crushed ice and then lifting the end to my mouth to deposit several drops. Why I didn’t just drink my tea, I don’t know. Maybe because I was too nervous. Edgar had passed along my message of gratitude to Dax and then, a few days later, surprised me with an offer to meet the man. Dax wanted to shake hands with the husband of hot Penny.

This bistro sat along a busy street downtown. I suspected Dax picked a visible location because he worried I might actually want to punch him in the mouth. I didn’t, but he’s probably encountered that response from angry husbands and boyfriends before.

At last, I saw him approaching. I stood and we shook hands and he joined me at my table. The waiter stopped by and we ordered lunch and then he got right to the point.

“Edgar says you wanted to talk to me?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “I noticed you filming my wife and asked Edgar about you. That led me to search for you online and discover your more adult videos. Penny and I watched them together and she was flattered. She did not like that you went behind her back, but she could admit you shot her well. She also loved the comments your subscribers make. She asked me to thank you so that’s why I reached out to Edgar.”

“What’s your wife’s name?”

“Penny.”

He turned thoughtful.

“Penny. Penny? Wait, the hot brunette that walked Dojaka’s show? That Penny?”

“Yup.”

“Dude, I need to be thanking you. My channel spiked. Some clips went viral. Your wife is a huge hit.”

“She’ll be pleased to hear that.”

“Seriously? Man, I usually deal with irate husbands, not thankful ones. Tell her if she ever wants to do a studio shoot, I will pay her buckets of cash.”

“You will?”

“Hell yes. I’ve never had a model light up my channel like that. Dude, she’s a baddie, a hot babe. She’s got this vulnerability about her, with a dash of innocence, blended into a goddamn perfect body and face. Irresistible. Guys are going nuts over her. Try to talk her into a studio shoot. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

“We have plenty of money.”

“Then you tell me what you want. I’ll get it for you. I have tons of connections. I can get anything. Drugs. Passports. Whatever.”

I believed him. He had the heart of a hustler. Not completely trustworthy, but as long as our goals aligned, I could count on him.

“I’ll speak to her about it,” I said.

“Fan-fucking-tastic,” he said.

Our food arrived and for a long time we talked about other things. He shared crazy stories about things he’d done to get rare video. He’d disabled security systems and picked locks. He’d hidden in closets and bushes. He talked about people he’d met, including plenty of celebrities, and how many times he’d been arrested. Bail money was factored directly into his budget. Eventually, it occurred to me I should ask about the nature of the shoot he proposed with Penny.

“Whatever she’s comfortable with,” he said. “I mean, obviously we need to see that body and that face, but beyond that it’s up to her.”

“You do these shoots often?”

“Not really. Only when some girl rings the cherries. If there is audience demand, I’ll track a girl down to sit for me.”

“What do most girls do?”

He shrugged.

“Strip. Talk to the camera. Masturbate. Dildos. Whatever. I had a couple girls bring their boyfriends with them, and the girls got so turned on posing that I ended up recording as them as they fucked their man. You aim a camera at some girls and they go wild. The attention is a drug.”

My temperature soared. What would Penny do? I doubted she’d even agree to the shoot but if she did? Damn.

“How much money?” I asked.

He grinned.

“Now you’re talking. I work it like streaming music. She’ll get a cut of the views. The more people that watch her, the more money she’ll make. Her second shoot will make even more.”

“She’ll only agree to something tasteful, if she agrees at all.”

“No worries, bro. She can try on designer lingerie for all I care. Hell, you guys know Edgar. He can probably connect you with some lingerie manufacturer and Penny can get paid twice just for modeling undies.”

I admit my heart was racing. I ordered another iced tea, and we talked for another hour or so. I liked the man despite his sleazy veneer.


Chapter 6

I sat in the faux leather and stainless-steel chair Dax had pointed me toward when we arrived, my fingers wrapped around a coffee cup that had long gone cold. The studio occupied the third floor of a converted warehouse downtown, all exposed brick and industrial windows that let in the late afternoon light in thick, golden beams. Dust motes danced in those shafts of sunlight. In the distant corner, a huge fan hummed steadily, issuing a faint, white-noise rhythm.

Penny stood near the backdrop, holding up the first outfit she had selected from the rack: a deep burgundy lace teddy that I had bought her for our anniversary two years ago. She has yet to wear it for me, so I told myself today counted towards that. She said it made her feel too exposed, too on display, too slutty, but she had quickly packed it this morning without comment. I now watched her adjust the straps while Dax fiddled with his camera settings and watched her attentively.

"Just relax your shoulders," Dax said. “I know you’re nervous. That’s fine. It makes for better video. Nothing worse than a flat girl and I don’t mean boobs. You look stunning and they will be thrilled to see you again. You are in high demand, Penny, so try to relax a little and have fun. If I understand correctly, some of the items are your own and some are from Syren, the lingerie company Edgar hooked you up with. Is that right?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“Fantastic. Then, to honor your agreement with them, I’ll have you try them on everything you brought. That will make them happy. Just pretend you’re at home in your bedroom, trying on clothes. Simple, right?”

“Yes,” my wife said again.

She wouldn’t look at him. He was shorter than me by several inches, with a soft belly that pressed against his black t-shirt and a thinning head of hair that circled his head like a monk's tonsure. His voice carried a smooth, professional warmth, different from when we spoke at the bistro.

"You've got a natural elegance, Penny,” he continued. “Most women try too hard. I just need you to be you. That’s what my subscribers want. You simply exist beautiful. Let us see all of you."

Penny laughed, a soft and musical sound I had fallen in love with years ago.

"You're a flatterer, Dax," she replied. “A knave. A rascal.”

"I'm a photographer," he corrected, lifting the video camera to his eye. "I just capture what I see. Chin up. I’m going to start recording now."

“Now? I’m not ready. I’m still in street clothes.”

“Yes, you are. Take them off and put on the burgundy number. Pretend I don’t exist.”

He aimed the camera. Penny glanced at me for approval but then remembered my fantasy. My approval was a given. She pushed Dax out of her mind and began undressing. She pushed and pulled the burgundy lace into place. God, she looked delicious. The camera hummed, a mechanical purr that filled the spacious room. I watched my wife shift her weight from one hip to the other, her dark hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders. She had done her makeup differently this morning, giving herself darker eyes and a deeper red on her lips. She looked expensive. She looked like she belonged in the glossy portfolio Dax had shown us on his tablet, the one with millions of site visits and advertising revenue that explained why he could afford to pay her for this afternoon.

"Turn for me," Dax instructed. "Let the spotlight catch the lace."

Penny pivoted slowly, her back curved just enough to emphasize the swell of her tits. The teddy rode high on her hips, and I found myself leaning forward in my chair, my elbows digging into my knees. I saw the edge of her deep red thong beneath the lace, the fabric sheer enough to hint at everything beneath without fully revealing.

"Stunning," Dax murmured. He lowered the camera and looked at her directly, his gaze frank and appreciative. "You have the kind of body that makes still cameras obsolete. Film wants to capture you. Movement, to show off your smooth curves and feminine shape."

I expected Penny to deflect the compliment with her usual self-deprecating humor, or to mention some physical flaw she believes she has, but instead she held his gaze and smiled, her expression turning into a slow, knowing look that made my stomach tighten.

"You're making me blush," she said, though her voice carried no embarrassment.

"Then let's use it." Dax crossed to the lighting setup and adjusted a reflector, bouncing warm light onto her face. "I love the flush in your cheeks. It makes you look vulnerable, caught off guard. Try to keep that energy."

She did. As the shoot continued, I watched my wife transform in subtle degrees. The poses became less about the lingerie and more about her, her growing confidence, her willingness to be seen, and her willingness to be on display. When Dax asked her to sit on the velvet ottoman near the window, she didn't just sit. She arranged herself like a painting, one leg bent beneath her, the other extended, her fingers trailing along her thigh.

"Touch your collarbone," Dax said. "Yes. Like you're remembering someone's lips there. Doesn’t have to be Tyler’s. Remember a hot boyfriend. Remember the heat of your first kiss."

Penny's eyes fluttered closed for a moment. Her lips parted. Her hand moved to the hollow of her throat, then lower, tracing the edge of the teddy's neckline. Dax wove the camera all along her body. I shifted in my chair, aware of the heat building in my gut, the way my jeans had grown tight and uncomfortable.

"Let's change outfits," Dax soon announced. "Something lighter. More delicate."

I know what he meant was more revealing. My heart skipped a beat.

Convincing her to do this had been surprisingly easy. I was ready for a debate, but she agreed right away. Growing older has been on her mind a lot lately and maybe that factored in. Maybe she wanted something to remember the time in her life when she was so effortlessly sexy.

Penny walked to the dressing screen in the corner, carrying a garment bag I hadn't noticed earlier. I caught her eye as she passed, expecting a glance of reassurance, a check-in to make sure I was still comfortable with this. Instead, she winked. It was a quick, conspiratorial gesture that sent a jolt through my chest.

When she emerged, the burgundy was gone, replaced by a white mesh bodysuit that left almost nothing to imagination. The fabric was translucent, embroidered with small flowers that strategically covered her nipples and the triangle between her legs while revealing everything else. She had removed her bra beneath it, and I saw the dark shadows of her areolas through the mesh, the shape of her hips, the curve of her stomach. I wanted to grab my dick and tug, but I refrained.

"Oh, that's exquisite," Dax breathed. He sounded genuinely moved, like someone witnessing a sunset. "The contrast. The innocence and the invitation. Come back to the window."

Penny now performed for another man, for his camera, for the thousands of anonymous viewers who would scroll through these videos on Dax's website. She was performing for them, but she was performing for me too.

"Arch your back," Dax instructed. "Present yourself. Do you like your tits?"

His question caught her by surprise.

“Yes.”

“Do you catch men looking at them?”

“Yes.”

“So, what I want from you right now is to present those perfect tits to all the men that ever tried to sneak a look. I want you to say here they are, boys. Have a look. You’ll be doing them all a favor.”

She pondered briefly and embraced his idea. She complied and thrust her chest forward, awkwardly, at first, but then with greater confidence. Her hands gripped the windowsill behind her. The bodysuit strained against her breasts, the mesh pulled tight. I saw the texture of her skin through the fabric, the way her nipples hardened against the cool studio air or perhaps against the attention.

"You're responding," Dax observed. He stepped closer, adjusting her hair with gentle fingers. "Most models freeze a little. You blossom. Why is that, Penny?"

She looked at him from beneath her lashes and then sent that gaze at me, her expression smoky and unreadable.

"Maybe I’ve discovered I like being watched."

"Your husband is watching," Dax noted. "Does that help?"

"It helps," she confirmed. "It helps a lot."

I couldn't look away. I had no time for jealousy or possessiveness. I felt no anger at the way this stranger spoke to my wife, or touched her face, or directed her body like she belonged to him. Instead, I felt only arousal, a thick, heavy desire that pulsed in time with my heartbeat. My mouth had gone dry.

I set the cold coffee aside.

"Let's try something even more intimate," Dax said. He stepped back to record all of her. "Move to the bed. Let them see you walk. Climb up so your outfit matches the white sheets."


Chapter 7

Penny walked to the corner of the studio where a platform bed had been staged, all crisp white linens and soft pillows. She climbed onto it with the grace of a cat, arranging herself on her side, then her stomach, then rolling to her back with her knees bent and parted slightly.

"Spread your legs," Dax said, and there was no hesitation in his voice, no apology. "Let the fabric do the work. We want to see the shape of you without seeing everything. I want the suggestion of your pussy to drive them crazy."

Penny hesitated. This was a big step. This was a deliberate escalation. She paused to ask herself if this was something she truly wanted, but her lust had a full head of steam now. The train was rolling down the tracks.

Her thighs parted. The bodysuit pulled tight between her legs, the mesh darkening where it pressed against her. I saw the outline of her mons through the fabric, the way the material gathered and revealed. She ran her hands up her sides, cupping her breasts, and her head fell back against the pillow. Her hair spilled around her face like a dark halo.

"Beautiful," Dax whispered. He knelt and shot from a low angle that emphasized her vulnerability. He was almost in a position to penetrate, if he’d been naked and hard. "You're glowing, Pretty Penny. You're radiant."

He told no lies. My wife was deep into the session now, surprising herself, turning herself, and me, on.

"Keep talking," she told him, her voice throaty and her eyes closing. "Tell me what you see."

Dax moved closer.

"I see a woman who only suspects how beautiful she is," Dax said. "I see someone who's discovering she likes being the object of desire. I see a goddess who could stop traffic, stop hearts, stop the world from turning if she chose to."

Penny moaned softly. His words were trite in my opinion, but they had the desired effect anyway. Penny was tapping into something long buried. Her moan was a sound of real pleasure. Her hips lifted off the fake bed, pressed against the air, seeking friction, seeking a male counterpoint. She craved penetration naturally. Her body expected it, wanted it, needed it. Her fingers dug into the sheets. She was lost in the session now, lost in the role, in the attention, in the sheer exhibition of her own body.

"Tyler," she said, not looking at me. "Are you watching?"

"Yes," I croaked.

"Do you like what you see?"

"Yes. God, yes, Pen."

"Tell me."

I swallowed hard, or tried to. My dry throat did nothing but seize.

"You're gorgeous, Baby. You're beautiful and brave."

She smiled, her eyes still closed, her body moving in a slow, undulating rhythm against the mattress.

"Dax," she said. "Do you have anything more revealing? Something that shows more skin?"

Dax lowered his camera. For a moment, he looked between us, assessing, checking for boundaries. I nodded once, almost imperceptibly. I wanted to see how far she would go. Honestly, I wanted to watch her unravel.

"I have a set of micro-bikinis from four shoots ago," he said. "Barely there shit. Artistic nude territory but technically covered. I have a small lace mask you can wear, or I can add the mask in digitally before I post the videos. I won’t embarrass you in front of your friends."

"Show me the bikinis," Penny said. “I’ll take the lace mask too.”

He retrieved a small box from a trunk by the wall and handed it to her. She opened it and held up wisps of colored cloth, including a tiny black one. I stopped breathing. She spun away from the bed, and I wondered if she would change right in front of him. She did, slipping off the white body suit and exposing her naked body to this man she’d just met. She slipped into the smallest bikini I’d ever seen. The thing consisted of three tiny triangles held together by thin strings. The top barely contained her breasts, her nipples visible as dark peaks pressing against the minimal fabric. The bottom was a thong so narrow that it disappeared between her labia, showing the full shape of her sex, the curve of her hips, everything but the most explicit details.

"Jesus," I whispered.

“Jesus,” Dax echoed, handing her the lace mask which she slipped on.

We gawked. +++++++++Penny ate it up. She walked to the center of the studio, where a single spotlight created a pool of illumination. She moved a little differently now, less like an inexperienced model trying to act the way experienced models act, and more like a woman led by primal instinct. She touched herself openly, her hands sliding over her stomach, her breasts, between her legs. She cupped herself through the tiny bikini bottom and moaned again, louder this time. A glance at Dax showed me he had kept the camera rolling the whole time. Good.

"Capture this," she commanded Dax. "Capture me."

He changed angles, moved around her like a dancer.

"You're magnificent," he said. "You're perfection. I've shot hundreds of women, Penny, and none of them had what you have. This fire. This natural gift of beauty and sensuality."

She adjusted the mask to make sure it was right and then she pulled the string of the bikini top. It fell away, exposing her breasts to the cool studio air. I gasped but she ignored me, turning to the camera. Her nipples were tight and stiff and begging to be touched. She palmed them, rolled them between her fingers, and her head fell back, swamped by pleasure.

"More," she gasped. "Tell me more."

"You're a vision," Dax said, and his voice was thick and gravelly. "You look like every man’s fantasy. You're the reason my site visitation has skyrocketed. How much semen will get launched because of you, Penny? You have no idea what you do to the male mind. Your husband is a selfish bastard, keeping you to himself when he should have been sharing you with all of us.”

“Did he tell you to say that?”

Dax looked at me, confused, but I shook my head.

“No,” he said.

She laughed, feeling wild and free, and hooked her thumbs on the strings of the bikini bottoms.

"Leave it," I said, surprising myself. My voice came out commanding, desperate. "Leave it on for now but turn around. Show us your ass."

Penny looked at me, her eyes dark and wide with arousal. She had never taken directions from me like this in our bedroom, never played the exhibitionist with such total commitment. But she obeyed, turning her back to us both, bending at the waist so her ass was presented fully to the camera. The thong disappeared between her cheeks, showing almost everything. The string was off center, revealing her tight puckered asshole.

All at once we’d gone too far but I was not stopping now. No way. Neither were they. The triangle in front slipped between her outer pussy lips, covering only her pink inner slit.

"Touch yourself," I rasped, emboldened by her compliance, by the heat in the room. "Tease your clit through the fabric."

Her hand moved between her legs, pressing the thin strip of material against her nub. She was wet. Soaked. I saw the darker on dark spot spreading on the black fabric. We smelled her arousal, musky and undeniable. She rubbed herself in slow circles, her hips bucking, her breath coming in sharp gasps.

"I'm going to—" she started, then broke off with a cry.

"Let go," Dax said, his camera purring, capturing her orgasm forever. "Let us see you fall apart. Cum for us, Penny."

She did. My wife shuddered, her knees weakening, her hand working frantically now between her legs. She cried out my name, then, a moment later, shocked me by calling out his. Then her words turned to gibberish, sounds of pleasure that echoed off the studio walls. We watched, amazed by the spectacle of my sweet wife’s monster orgasm.

When she finished, she collapsed onto the floor, her chest heaving, her skin flushed pink. The studio went silent except for the hum of the fan and our collective breathing. After a moment, Dax cleared his throat.

"I think we have enough for the website," he said, his voice carefully neutral. "More than enough. We didn’t make it through all your sponsor’s items, but we can save those for next time. Does that sound good?"

Penny looked up at me from the floor, her mascara a little runny, her hair a little disheveled. Her bare body glistened with a light sweat. She looked wrecked and glorious and completely unashamed, and I was painfully stiff in my pants.

"Did you like my show, Tyler?" she asked softly.

I stood up, my arousal evident, impossible to hide. I walked to her and offered my hand, helping her to her feet. She came into my arms willingly, her naked body pressing against my clothed one, her heat burning through the fabric.

"I loved it," I said against her hair. "It was the sexiest you’ve ever looked."

Dax pretended to busy himself with his equipment, giving us a moment of privacy in the open studio, but I knew he would edit these clips and post them immediately. I knew they would appear on his website, drawing millions of views and thousands of comments, endless desire from strangers who would never know her name or where she lived, only her body, her face, and the way she had given herself completely to the crowd.

Penny kissed me deeply. I knew that we would do this again. Soon. She had discovered something in herself today, a hunger for attention, for display, for the dangerous edge of being watched, and she would want more. The comments I would soon read will drive her lust.

"Let's go home," she whispered, palming my bulge. “You can show me what watching did to you and then take out your frustrations on me."

I held her close, feeling her heart race against my chest, already counting the hours until we could review the video clips together, until I could possess what the camera had only borrowed.


Chapter 8

What Poppy said left me so stunned, all I heard was the tinkling of glass and ice from the people dining at the tables around us.

“You did?” I heard Penny ask.

“I did. Edgar was right there in the studio with us.”

“I was,” he added. “Hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

My mind was reeling, tumbling off a vast and towering cliff, screaming towards the ground rushing up to meet it.

“Dax filmed?” I managed to croak.

“He did,” Poppy admitted. “I was a little uneasy about being recognized so I wore a small black lace mask. My lover did too. He’s this gigolo who charges by the inch but oh my, was he worth every dollar. Big, skilled, disease free. I was in Heaven.”

Somewhere on Dax’s channel was a video of Poppy getting her brains fucked out by a hot and hung stud. I promised myself I would find it.

“You should try it,” Poppy said, gently placing her hand on Penny’s.

I almost screamed. Our good friend was encouraging my wife to fuck another man?

“I presume Tyler would be open to the idea?” Poppy continued. “Am I wrong, Tyler? I’m guessing by the comments you’ve made over the years and the times you have seen Penny parade around in designer clothing that did nothing to hide her incredible body, that you’d be open to the idea of watching her at her sexiest.”

I couldn’t answer. My entire brain was tongue-tied. Poppy gave up on me, turning her attention back to Penny.

“Think about it,” she told my wife. “I’ll introduce you to Johnathan. He’s the stud that took care of me. See if you connect with him and if there’s magic, I say run with it.”

“Tyler likes the idea,” Penny admitted. “I’m the one who is unsure. Touching seems like such a betrayal to me. How could you stand it, Edgar?”

The older man chuckled.

“I love Poppy with all my heart and she loves me. We are inseparable. We’ve grown past the silly jealousies that plague younger couples. We’re solid no matter what. She had certain fantasies and so did I and we wanted to see them fulfilled in our lifetime. So, we used our connections and made the arrangements. I finance Dax and his endeavors. Did he not mention that? I send him to all the openings and parties and celebrations to record. He’s recording our lives for us. I care nothing if he makes money on the side. The circles we move in could use a big dose of uncertainty. Mix things up. Penny, if Tyler has certain fantasies, wouldn’t you love to see them fulfilled?”

Penny looked my way. I was still holding my breath.

“Did he put you guys up to this?” she asked them while looking at me. “Was this conversation his idea?”

Edgar laughed.

“Not at all,” Poppy reassured her. “It’s just old friends having an open and honest conversation. We’ve always loved that about you two. Most people in our circles can’t stop lying, lying to us and lying to themselves. You guys are a breath of fresh air. We love you both.”

I took a drink of wine. Penny took a bite and chewed, then washed it down with drink. She faced Poppy.

“You had sex, on camera, with this Johnathan person, and Edgar was in the same room? Wasn’t that so strange? How did you do it?”

My heart was hammering behind my ribs. Penny was actually asking questions like she needed to know, like she was truly considering granting my one and only fantasy. Sweet Jesus. I dared not lift my fork for fear of dropping it. My hands in my lap were shaking.

“It was awkward for about ten seconds,” Poppy confessed. “Then, John kissed my lips. He’s incredibly handsome and his body is masculine perfection, but it was when my hand automatically drifted up to palm his crotch that all awkwardness vanished.” She leaned closer to Penny, coconspirators with a secret plan. “I felt how thick and solid he was and all thoughts except those about sex fled my mind. If you’ve never had a big man who knows what he’s doing, you are missing out on something special. Try it once. If you hate it, never do it again.”

Penny’s eyes swung my way. Her resistance was crumbling right in front of me. My dick swelled and my heart almost burst.

“Do you still want me to?” she asked.

“Yes,” I heard myself say.


Chapter 9

We met John three days later. Penny was a nervous wreck, but she was nowhere near as nervous as me. We agreed to meet the man by a lake near our home, and he showed up with a woman plucked right from the pages of a magazine. She was stunning. I’ve heard it said that men judge other men based on what they can see about the guy, but women judge men by the woman they have with them. John showed us how smart he was by bringing this woman as his date. Their relationship seemed casual but there was a physical comfort to them. They shared space easily. I suspected they were sometimes lovers and I think Penny got that vibe too. He was as handsome as she was gorgeous and we all walked together around the lake, chatting.

He introduced her as Tina, and we started off paired as couples but soon switched to John walking with Penny and me with Tina. I glanced at my wife often, deeply excited to see her walking with such a stud. Tina and I talked about mundane things. I couldn’t hear what John and Penny discussed. They seemed to get along well and the space between them slowly shrank. My heart beat faster as I began to realize this was going to happen. My fantasy would be fulfilled.

“Are you sure you can handle it?” Tina asked, smiling ruefully.

“Handle what?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Watching her, with him. His cock is a beast, and that’s nice, but his skills in bed are phenomenal. She will not be the same woman afterward.”

“You’ve had sex with him?”

“Many times. He’s addictive. Edgar told us you wanted this, but Penny is not so sure. Let me warn you. Once she does it, if she does it, she’ll want it again and again. Be ready.”

“I am ready. I’ve always wanted to see this.”

“You say that now.”

We walked in silence, keeping our eyes on Penny and John. I ran my eyes over his fit body. He was taller than me and broader shouldered. His blond hair and blue eyes gave him an older, California surfer look. Penny stopped to buy pellets to feed the ducks and then tossed small handfuls on the water. The birds came running. I took the opportunity to scrutinize John again, focusing, while I had the chance, on the front of him. More specifically, his crotch. There was nothing I saw that hinted at a beast living there, but I believed Tina and Poppy. I wondered how I would feel to see the thing revealed and moving towards an imminent penetration of Penny. I got hot just thinking about it. I wanted him to be big. I wanted to see a big, hard cock slide into Penny. I wanted to hear her moan from the pleasure of the thing, gasp and whimper as it moved in and out. I don’t know why I want those things; I just know I do, and badly.

“Are you thinking about him fucking her right now?” Tina asked.

“I am.”

“I’ve been present for many of the times he’s enjoyed a wife. Would you like to have me there?”

I considered her offer. It would be nice to have someone with experience standing by, but it would also be a distraction, for me and for Penny. My wife would worry about Tina and I having sex too. I don’t want that.

“No,” I said. “At least not the first time. I want to focus on Penny and what’s happening to her. You’re too pretty. You’ll distract me.”

She rested her hand on my shoulder.

“I understand,” she said, sounding a little disappointed.

Penny and John moved comfortably in each other’s space now, laughing and touching like old friends. I wondered if my wife was thinking about his dick like I was. Maybe. He’d clearly made it over her first hurdles. She liked him and found him attractive.

My wife cast the last of her pellets on the water and rubbed her palm on her skirt. They started walking again and we followed. The breeze flipped her long hair and I swear, she’d never looked more beautiful.


Chapter 10

We were both showered, naked, and under the covers. What a day. Penny snuggled close and I hugged her. She rested her head on my chest.

“John seems nice,” I said.

“I thought so too. You and Tina got along well.”

“She’s as nice as John.”

“Does she want to have sex with you? Like, if I agree to John, does she get you? I don’t know how I feel about that.”

“No, Baby. She asked if I would want her there and I told her no.”

“Really? That makes me happy. I don’t want to sound selfish or insecure, but I am both. She’s too pretty.”

“My fantasy does not include sex with other women. My fantasy is watching you have sex with other men.”

“I wish I understood it better. I did an Internet search to better understand. That helped. It seems so paradoxical to what we learn growing up and experiencing relationships. No man has ever wanted to share me. Only you.”

“No man has ever had the balls to be honest with you,” I retorted. “I would bet big money that you had boyfriends that felt the way I do yet said nothing. I’m showing how much I love and trust you by being honest. I’m sharing my true feelings, knowing you’ll listen and not judge.”

“I’ve never thought of it that way. You’re right. I probably did have a boyfriend or two that thought it but kept his mouth shut.”

“I know it feels illogical and contradictory, but way more couples do it than you ever hear about. Poppy and Edgar have done it.”

“They even made a tape,” she said. “That’s wild.”

“It is. I feel like if they made a tape, then they’ve done it way more times than they mentioned. How comfortable do you need to be to allow someone to record you?”

“I figured they were old enough to be past all that but nope, they still got it going on. Horny fuckers.”

I waited for her to say more but she didn’t, and a strained silence settled on us. I wanted to ask the most important question but had no idea how to do it. So, Honey, are you going to fuck John in front of me? I ruminated on various approaches, hoping that if enough time passed, she’d simply start talking again. She did not.

“So, Honey,” I said, after waiting an eternity. “Are you going to fuck John in front of me?”

I felt her body tense against mine. My question was crude and clumsy, I know. She played with the sheet, fidgeting.

“Does it have to be John?” she asked.

I was caught by surprise.

“No,” I said. “He’s convenient and available and endorsed, but no, it doesn’t have to be John. Are you thinking of someone else?”

“Don’t get mad. Promise me, Tyler.”

My heart skipped a beat. She was thinking of someone else!

“I promise I won’t,” I said.

“Raymond.”

I was confused.

“Raymond who? What’s his last name?”

“I don’t know his last name.”

“How do you know him? You say just his first name like I should know who he is.”

“You do know him. Raymond. Your boss at the office.”

“Ray? Ray my boss? Ray Greer? Holy shit. Really? You want Ray?”

“Yes. I find him quite attractive. He’s sexy. I thought of him when you first confessed your fantasy, but I figured someone that close would be off limits. I like John but I felt no chemistry, no sexual attraction. I’m sure women trip over themselves to get to him but not me. He’s goodlooking and sweet and all, but he simply did not push my buttons.”

“But my boss, Ray, does?”

“Yes. He’s a hard man, almost mean. I’ve watched him at your company events. Christmas parties and what not. He orders people around and they hurry to do exactly what he says. He’s sexy.”

“He’s a dick.”

“I suppose so. But he’s sexy. Sorry.”

I had no idea what to say next. Talk about throwing a monkey wrench into the mix. I pictured returning to work the day after he fucked Penny. What a nightmare. He already enjoyed the power he had over all of us. Hand him Penny too? God. He’d be unbearable. I pictured him fucking her and quickly shoved the image out of my head. It was too much. I calmed myself before speaking again.

“Well, there’s a problem,” I said. “Remember when I first shared my fantasy with you? I told you about all the different things that went into it.”

“I remember.”

“One of those things, if you remember, and it’s critical, is the man who would be your lover must have a penis bigger than mine or nothing about the fantasy works for me.”

“I remember. That’s okay.”

“How is that okay?”

“Raymond is bigger than you, Tyler. A lot.”

I froze. How the fuck could she know that?

“How do you know that?”

“Company Christmas party, two years ago. You guys held it at that swanky hotel downtown.”

“I remember.”

“I excused myself to use the restroom and got turned around. I tried a shortcut through some conference rooms and stumbled across Raymond having sex with one of the women you work with. Rosalee, I think her name is. He saw me but kept going. Then he pulled it out and made her suck on it. I knew he only did that so I would see he was big. Then he turned her around and started having intercourse again, all while looking at me. I guess he could tell I was getting turned on. He was fucking her but staring at me.”

“Why did you never tell me this?”

“It would have caused problems at work for you. He didn’t do anything to me. If I told you, things would be awkward for you, him, and Rosalee. I shouldn’t have been there. I shouldn’t have seen them. I was the one at fault.”

“But it left you wanting him.”

“Not exactly. It left an impression for sure, but I thought he was hot before all that. I already thought of him that way when you first shared your fantasy.”

“That’s why you were reluctant to talk to me about it.”

“Yes. Better to keep work life and personal life separated.”

I let my head fall back and stared at the ceiling.

“I’m a little surprised to hear you say all this,” I said.

She hugged me.

“I get that,” she said. “You probably assumed I was against the sex. I’m not. A new lover sounds so exciting it frightens me. I’m not against the sex. I’m against the complications.”

“Which would make Johnathan the better choice.”

“Logically, you’re right, except sex for me is an emotional thing. I can’t separate my feelings from the act.”

“Which brings us back to Ray.”

“Which brings us back to Ray.”

I felt her body against mine. She was growing warmer.

“You actually like this idea,” I said.

“Who wouldn’t? I love the idea of it, the concept of it. I had concerns that you were using it to find new women, but after our walk around the lake with Tina and John, you convinced me you’re not. I always doubted you would follow through if we ever took the first steps but then watching your reaction to John showed me you would. I can see now that this is real for you and step by step this is becoming real for me. My excitement is growing.”

My penis twitched under the covers, beginning to expand. I felt like we’d turned a corner. I felt like this was our first true conversation on the topic. Could I handle Ray having had Penny? What would work be like afterward? My stomach churned but my dick continued to grow. Penny slipped her hand down to my crotch and found my dick.

“What’s all this about?” she asked.

“It feels like we’re taking steps closer to my fantasy becoming reality. I hate the idea of you and Ray. He is already obnoxious and insufferable, and I loathe the fact he has a big dick. The universe is so unfair. But whatever chunk of my brain it is that wants to see you fucked, doesn’t care if it’s Ray doing the fucking.”

“You’re getting hard anyway? You’re getting hard even though you hate the idea of me and Ray?”

“Yes.”

“Tyler, you got hard so fast. You’re like steel, and from the worst thing I could ever ask you to suffer. Does the pain of me with him, or any well-hung man for that matter, somehow transform into pleasure for you?”

“Yes.”

“Interesting. So, teasing and torturing you would actually be like a kind of foreplay? Is that right?”

I worried about what I was getting myself into.

“I’m guessing that the more excruciating the angst, then the more delicious the pleasure? Hmm, I could have fun with this. I mean we could have fun with this.”

Her hand squeezed my cock. My erection was harder than any in recent memory. What was happening right now was more exciting than even our wedding night.

“You’re so complicated,” she chuckled.

She kissed my nipple and slowly ducked her head under the covers. I gasped when her hot mouth enveloped me. She toyed with my penis, languidly curling her tongue around the head, teasing the hole at the end, following the veins with the tip of her tongue. I pushed the covers away so I could watch what she was doing to me. Her eyes lifted until they found mine and she watched me watching her. Once I was rock-hard and throbbing, she lifted my erection and rested it next to her face.

“I’ll tell him to fuck me like he did Rosalee,” she said, and my cock jerked in her hand. “You should have seen her. She was losing her mind. He was rough and savage, like that big dick gave him permission to treat her however he wished, but the funny thing is, I saw she felt the same way. She welcomed his hard big-dick fuck. She wanted that big dick fucking her. Maybe deep down, all women are sluts. It just takes the right man to free us.”

“You mean the right cock.”

She grinned and slipped the head and several inches into her mouth again, and my back came off the bed a little. I groaned. She used heavier suction than normal, like she was more turned on by her own spontaneous narration. She bobbed a few times and then eased my dick out again, tapping my cock against her cheek like a piece of chicken.

“I’ll want to skip condoms with him,” she said, and I felt a giant invisible foot begin to crush my chest. “I hope you’re okay with that. I feel they are wrong for an event like this. If I’m going to have sex with a man who is not my husband, but also with my husband’s consent, then no half-measures will suffice. Now is not the time for restraint and restrictions. Caution must be thrown to the wind. If I do this, I must do this all the way. Sex with Raymond will be purely sexual. An act of pure sex.”

She licked my balls and then dragged her tongue all the way to the head. She teased the ridge and then engulfed me again before pausing once more.

“I found your fantasy intriguing when you first shared it, but I was buried by concerns. I thought your desires would crumble when faced with reality. But then we spent time with John, and I realized you meant everything you said. My hesitation is gone. Now, I want to do it. Now the thought turns me on.”

I moaned and lifted my hips. She was killing me slowly. I couldn’t believe my proper wife had come around and embraced my darkest desires. Surges of adrenaline kept blasting my heart, making my chest ache. Dread filled my body at the thought she would fuck Ray, but my obsession with seeing her fucked trampled those trepidations. I sensed the day after would be filled with horror at what she’d done, the day after and every day after that, but my lust knew no bounds. I had to see it. I needed to see it.

“Rosalee is married,” she said. “I bet Raymond has fucked other married women from work.” I groaned again at the truth in her words. There were several attractive wives at my office. “He’s just the kind of bastard to do such a thing,” she continued. “I wonder if he’s knocked up any of them? Any nasty rumors around the office? Any angry husbands calling seeking vengeance?”

Penny was way too good at this. She mentioned that she’d read up on my kink after I told her about it. Whatever she found told her every weakness I had. What I thought had been unwillingness and resistance was simple hesitation. Penny loved sex so why wouldn’t she love sex with someone new? Only her loyalty to me and a concern for repercussions had given her pause. Both were out the window now, discarded and removed by the truth.

We were deep in it.

“I’ve never had a lover with a big cock,” she murmured, and then kissed the head of my dick. “My girlfriends tell me they feel fantastic. The look on Rosalee’s face also told me that was true. Not just her face either. You should have heard her, Tyler. His dick was absolutely ruining her for other men. I want that for myself. I bet she went back for more again and again. He’s probably still fucking her today, two years later.”

I snapped. I was hard as glass, throbbing with need. Penny set out to drive me crazy and she’d succeeded. I pulled her shoulders up and flipped her over, unceremoniously driving my cock against her slit. I pushed and slid in, the only resistance from her natural tightness. My wife was soaked. The little game she played with me had gotten to her as well.

“Yeah, Tyler,” she moaned in my ear. “Fuck me like Ray. Fuck your wife like Ray is going to fuck your wife.”

I did. I attempted anyway, using what I had. I went a little crazy, I admit that. I attacked my wife and she returned my passion thrust for thrust, lifting her hips to meet my plunging cock. I knew no matter how hard I tried, his big cock would give her more, make her feel more. The truth drove a dagger through me, a painful and exhilarating serrated edge piercing my heart.

“What will you do when I come home filled with his sperm?” she gasped, her voice rising and falling as I pounded her.

I groaned like a man shot. I teetered on insanity. I leaned down to tongue her nipples and bite her neck.

“I’ll be with him for hours,” she rasped. “Hours. Maybe all night.”

My orgasm exploded. I lost control. My hips convulsed and my balls contracted and I launched massive globs of semen far up in her pussy. I almost sobbed at the intensity of my climax. Penny went wild, lifting her hips and murmuring words of encouragement, promising she’d fuck him every night if that’s what I wanted. I drained every ounce of energy and semen I had and then I fell to the side, exhausted in every way.


Chapter 11

The moments before I climaxed, I wanted Penny to fuck Raymond more than I ever wanted anything ever before. The moment I woke up, I hated the idea more than I ever hated any idea ever before.

Raymond? My boss? Are you kidding?

Dread jangled every nerve ending I had. My mind was in full retreat. The idea was awful. The aftermath would be intolerable. I already imagined his sneering face at work, smug, arrogant, triumphantly superior. I fucked your wife, his eyes would say. She loved it.

God! No way my life could go on the way it had. Ray would make sure I never lived that truth down. I already disliked the man. Imagine if he also had intimate knowledge of Penny to hold over my head.

How do I tell her I changed my mind?

If I was feeble and frail now, she’d bury this obsession of mine and never raise it again. I had told her I wanted to watch her get fucked. She’d said okay and told me the one man she’d do it with. If I denied her part of this, I made it all about me, and neither of us wanted that. It would be better to give her Ray and then quit and find another job.

That idea made me feel better. I still had some power in all this.

Penny lay sleeping in bed next to me but not for long. This was Monday and Monday is a workday. Her alarm would go off soon. I slipped out of bed and pulled on some boxers and moved to the kitchen to start a pot of coffee.

We chatted and ate and said nothing about our scandalous night of sex. I felt her watching every move I made, listening for tension in every word I spoke. She read between the lines on everything I said but offered nothing. Then we were out the door on the way to our jobs.

Ray had no idea about the hurricane that raged inside my head when I saw him. We discussed my projects and planned our strategies and the whole time he was unaware I was thinking about the big dick I now knew he possessed and all the ways he would ruin my wife with it. I tried to show nothing outwardly, but I have no idea if I succeeded.

The day dragged. I caught myself glancing at the man constantly. When he bent over Rosalee’s desk to speak to her about something, I softly gasped. I’d never noticed the signs between them before but now that I knew, the signs were obvious, and Penny was right. Rose had gone back again and again.

Lunch rolled around and I left the building, visiting the small deli in the lobby. I sat in the corner, eating my sandwich, and texted Edgar about my upside-down life.

Let Penny fuck him, was his advice. You all need to get this out of your system. You’ll be fine.

I did not believe him. What does he know about our married life? I pushed my phone aside, chewing on my thoughts as hard as my sandwich. Then my phone vibrated with another message from Edgar, filled, no doubt, with more insight and wisdom. I opened the text.

The hot UPS driver is flirting with me, Penny had written. If you say I can, I will suck his cock right now as a warmup to Raymond.

“Jesus Christ!” I barked, shocking every customer inside the deli.

I put my head down and read the message again. Then again. Then again. This was happening in real time. She needed an answer. Our silence this morning had once again filled her with misgivings. She was probably considering calling the whole thing off. This was her testing. Testing me and my resolve, my dedication to the fantasy I craved.

Do it, I typed, with hands shaking so much I could barely press the send button.

I sat my phone down and shoved it away from me. Yes, she was testing me, but the blowjob would be real. It had to be or the test was worthless. I felt a wave of fever washing over me. Right now, across town, Penny was opening her mouth to a new cock. She was sliding a new dick across her tongue. In his truck or in the stockroom or in the men’s restroom. It didn’t matter where at all. What mattered was the absolute certainty I felt that Penny was opening wide and sucking.

I finished my sandwich in two bites and headed for the men’s room. I took a stall and opened my phone, staring at the screen, waiting for her next message. Waiting and waiting and waiting. My lunch break ended and I returned to my desk, my trembling legs barely carrying me. I tried to work but how could I? I glanced at the clock on the wall constantly. I was dying to hear something from her but perhaps it was best that I did not. Any escalation in my arousal would render me catatonic.

After an hour, I knew the deed had been done. Penny was either having fun torturing me or was unaware of the level of angst I suffered. Either way, it was time I said something.

Well? I sent. I’m dying over here.

Sorry, she fired back. I had him take pictures but thought that would be too much for you at work. I planned on showing them in bed tonight. I’ll send them now, unless you say no.

I said nothing. I waited, holding my breath.

Here they come, the next message said.

The first photo arrived on the heels of her text. His veiny cock arched away from his pelvis and towards her open and waiting mouth. Her side-eye gazed at the camera like a taunt. His pubic hair was bushy and his penis totally average, but a bomb exploded in my mind anyway. Penny. Waiting. Mouth open.

The next picture showed his head and a few inches inside and behind her sealed lips. I zoomed to see her lips pressed against his shaft. The sight was brutally erotic. The next picture showed she had pulled back while sucking, her cheeks dimpled and his shaft gleaming from her saliva. This was more than I could take by a lot. I sat my phone down and rubbed my eyes.

The next picture had him balls deep, nuts on her chin, her throat bulging, his fingers in her hair, holding her head still while he fucked her face. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes but there was no quit in her.

The last photo showed her facing the camera, mouth wide open, tongue extended. The tip of his cock rested on her tongue and his milky load decorated her taste bids, trickling down the back of her throat. She was holding her mouth open after his orgasm to show me where his load went.

I was stiff in my pants, and I was seated at work. I had hours to go. Perhaps Penny had been right: work was not the proper place to receive such photos. My balls were killing me. My unsteady hands left me fit for nothing. My racing heart threatened my health. All I wanted was to grab Penny by the hair and fuck her savagely. I was sure that’s what she wanted too.

Amazing, I managed to type. So, so hot.

I’m so happy to hear you say that, she replied. Sucking him off left me terribly, terribly horny.

I’m already imagining what I’ll do to you tonight, I replied.

There was a long pause before she responded, but I thought nothing of it.

I’m meeting Raymond after work, she wrote. His penthouse. I’ll be home late, late, late. Should I wake you if you’re sleeping?

The room spun around me. My desk felt like it was floating. I sucked a ton of air once I realized I had stopped breathing. She would see him tonight. She was texting him right now. He was in his office just sixty feet away, receiving messages from my wife asking for sex. Holy fuck. I felt like I would pass out.


Chapter 12

I’m home, pacing. My phone buzzed against the coffee table, rattling hard against the wood. My stomach dropped. I dove across the room and picked it up, fumbling to press the buttons correctly. It was Penny, but I knew it would be. I knew what I would see before I even unlocked the screen. I knew what I would find.

I opened her message.

The photograph filled the display. Penny was on her knees. The camera angle was from above, looking down on the top of her head, her hair spilling forward, and his thick shaft between her lips. Her mouth was stretched wide around him. I saw her tongue pressed against the underside of that heavy cock, saw the veins standing out along its length. Raymond. It was Raymond. My boss with his cock in my wife’s mouth. The hand gripping her hair was large, the wrist thick. A silver watch caught the light of some track lighting fixture overhead. I recognized that watch. I had stared at it across conference tables for years.

Another buzz. Another image.

This time she had pulled back. The cock, proudly standing triumphant, glistened with her saliva. He was enormous, like I knew he would be, standing upright from his open fly. Penny's small hand was wrapped around the base, her fingers not quite meeting. She looked up at him, or up at the camera, her lips parted, her expression one of lusty hunger. Her lipstick was smeared a little and I imagined her haste upon her arrival, her eagerness to get the cock she’d thought about for years into her mouth at last. I saw the outline of her breasts through her thin silky blouse, the top buttons daringly undone.

My thumb hovered over the screen. I should put it down. I should call her. I should do something other than sit there on our couch in the dark living room, staring at my wife servicing my boss.

But I didn't put the phone down. I couldn’t put the phone down.

The next message came as text: I’m a little scared he won't fit, she’d written. He's so thick, Tyler.

My chest tightened. She was taunting me, playfully, but it was true, nevertheless. I typed back with shaking fingers: Try.

The response from her was immediate. A video this time, short, and with sound. Penny's head bobbing slowly, taking more of him into her mouth. Her throat worked. I saw her neck muscles strain. Raymond's other hand came into frame, cupping her breast through her shirt, squeezing roughly. His thumb found her nipple, circling, pinching. Penny’s heartfelt moan made him gasp. He palmed her modest tit, caressing my woman.

I adjusted myself inside my pants. I was hard. I both loved and hated that I was hard. I dared not masturbate because Penny would come home sooner or later and I needed to be ready. For years Raymond had humiliated me in meetings, had taken credit for my work, had twice called me into his office on Friday to tell me he was considering restructuring my position. The man had put me through a ringer for almost a decade. Now he had my wife on her knees in his loft, and with his dick in her mouth.

The phone buzzed again. Tyler, I’m going to fuck her now. I can’t wait to feel how tight she is. I’m going to love fucking your hot wife.

I stared at those words. My boss was texting me with my wife’s phone, taunting and torturing me body and soul.

Another image arrived. Penny was bent over the back of a leather sofa, her skirt pushed up around her waist, her panties gone. Raymond stood behind her, still fully clothed except for his cock, which jutted out massive and heavy, his hand stroking it as he looked down at her. I saw her pussy, glistening, open and ready. I saw on her face and in the arch of her body how much she wanted him inside. I gazed at his solid prick and worried for her.

Tell him to go slow, I typed.

I don't take orders from you, came the reply. I do what I want.

That rocked me. Nothing hit harder that this was really happening than him telling me to fuck off. I had to admit he held all the power. He had all the control.

The next video was longer.

Raymond guided himself to her entrance. She’d shaved for him, leaving her smooth labia clean and lovely. I watched the thick head of his cock press against her. I watched her body resist for a moment, then yield. He pushed forward, and Penny's spine arched. Her head lifted high, her mouth opened in a passionate cry. She felt every inch. He kept pushing, feeding that thick shaft into her. It seemed impossible that she could take it all, but he kept going, slow and relentless, until his hips met her ass and he was fully buried.

He paused there, letting her feel it, but also aware he was killing me. His hands gripped her hips. His fingers dug into her flesh. Then he pulled back, almost all the way out, and pushed forward. Penny's body writhed. He did it again, quickly establishing a rhythm, firm and deep. The camera was stationary, propped up against something, capturing the full view of him fucking her. I saw his balls swinging against her with each thrust. I saw her knuckles white where she gripped the leather sofa.

My hand moved to my cock, pressing against the fabric of my jeans. I didn't unzip. I dared not. I just held the pressure there, watching my boss enjoy his privilege and claim my wife.

The video tilted wildly as he grabbed the phone.

Another text, written by her this time: He's so deep, Ty. I feel him in my stomach. I feel him stretching me. He says I'm tighter than he’s used to. He says he's going to cum inside me.

Oh. My. God.

Maybe I should have felt rage. Most men would have felt betrayal. Instead, I felt only a crushing arousal, a submission that went deeper than any humiliation at the office. I had asked for this. I had suggested to Penny for years that for her to take a lover would turn me on. She had refused, until now. But I had imagined some stranger, some faceless body at a hotel. Not Raymond. Not the man who controlled my paycheck, who looked through me in meetings, who so often made me feel helpless.

The images and videos kept coming. Penny on her back now, skirt bunch up around her hips, her legs spread wide, her knees bent. Raymond was between her thighs, his cock slick with her arousal, shining in the light. Then he was fucking her slowly, deeply, each thrust making her breasts jiggle under her top. His hands were on her throat, not choking, just holding her, controlling her. Her eyes were closed, her face flushed, her mouth open in one long continuous moan.

I unzipped my pants. I couldn't help it. I took myself in hand, eyes glued to whatever they sent me.

Next came a close-up of Raymond's cock sliding out of her, glistening, then pushing back in. The detail was obscene. I saw her pussy lips gripping him, clinging to him as he withdrew, welcoming him back. I saw how wet she was, how thoroughly he now owned her.

My phone buzzed. I doubted I could take much more.

He's going to make me cum, her text read. 

I received another message immediately. A long video this time. Raymond now fucked her from behind just like he had Rosalee, just like when my wife stumbled upon him at that party, years ago. Now she was the girl taking his big cock. She was the hot wife treated roughly, used and pounded until she was whimpering and gasping. He was using my wife’s memories of Rosalee to make her orgasm.

That video ended, but another arrived.

Raymond's pace had quickened, his hips slapping against her ass. Penny's hands tortured her breasts, tugged mercilessly on her nipples. My wife was wailing at his onslaught, her mouth open in a scream that filled his high-rise condo. Her body convulsed, impaled on his spear, her feet lifting off the carpet as the sofa held her weight. She was cumming on his cock, and he kept fucking her through it, using her tight hole while she twisted and squirmed. I’d never in my life fucked her like that. No one ever had. I hated the man, now more than ever, but what he was doing to her, what he was giving her, blew my mind away.

Then he moaned.

My heart froze. I recognized the sound. I had lived in denial of the moment, but now it was here. He stiffened, all his muscles flexing beneath his shirt. He roared his pleasure and drove his hips forward, plunging his fat cock deep, and then he held himself there, his hips jerking in short, hard pulses, ejaculating.

I threw my head back and screamed. I knew he was emptying himself into her at that moment, filling her with his sperm. I howled like a lost soul, my dick throbbing, untouched lest I ejaculate. I stared at the screen and watched every fucking detail of that moment and then tapped the screen to make it play again. Over and over, I watched that moment of insemination, my mind fried and my heart pounding. He was marking her on the inside. Penny's cunt was clutching and squeezing, milking him like she truly desired every seed. I replayed that video again and again, losing myself in the understanding that my fantasy had been realized, that my fantasy was a fantasy no more, but a reality. My wife had fucked another man. The video ended, and this time I did nothing, too shocked and exhausted emotionally to even move.

Another text came five minutes later: He's still mostly hard, she told me. He's going to fuck me again in his shower. Like I said, I will get home late. Maybe even tomorrow morning, although I need to work. Could you lay out an outfit for me to save time?

I said I would.

I sat there in the dark, my cock throbbing in the open air, my wife's images burned into my retinas and burned into my brain. Most men would feel destroyed, and a small part of me did writhe in agony, but mostly, by far, I felt a colossal excitement, a deep, foundation deep arousal like nothing I’d felt before. She’d done it. We’d done it together, and we’d do it again. The future was wide open. I lifted my phone and typed: Send more. Then, I waited for the next message to arrive. When it did, I lifted my phone slowly.

The camera was braced against something again, framing both of them in the picture. They were nude, a hot shower with steam rising behind them. His cock stood at half-mast, pointing directly at the lens and so directly at me, like an accusing finger. Penny looked happy.

“Hi, Tyler,” she said with a little wave. “I’ll see you tomorrow. This is wonderful. Why did we wait so long?”

Raymond gave me the finger and then moved closer and turned off the camera. I sat staring at the black screen, watching my phone turn dark. He would fuck her over and over tonight and then I would face him tomorrow at work.

Nothing would be the same.


Chapter 13

The cursor blinked against the white document, and I stared at it until my eyes burned. I had been sitting at my desk for forty minutes, and I had not typed a single word. The quarterly report sat open on my screen, waiting, but my mind kept drifting back to my phone. Specifically, to the pictures and videos waiting for me to view them again, for maybe the millionth time.

I looked up. Raymond's office sat at the end of the room, its glass walls frosted just enough to obscure the details inside but clear enough to show his silhouette. He was in there. I saw the broad shape of him, the way he leaned back in his leather chair, the casual authority of his posture. He had arrived twenty minutes ago, and he had not looked in my direction once. That was worse, somehow. That was worse than if he had entered the building and stared me down. Not looking my way told me I was inconsequential to the events of last night. Last night was all about him and Penny.

I forced my hands to the keyboard. My fingers trembled slightly as I began to type. The words came slowly, mechanical, meaningless. Revenue projections. Market analysis. Synergy. Corporate language that felt absurd now, obscene in its normalcy, given what I knew.

I had smiled at that. I had talked about this fantasy for months, years, really. The idea of her with someone else. It had started as pillow talk, something whispered in the dark that made her breath come faster, made her press her body against me. Over time I had revealed bits and pieces, hints, inuendo. Finally, she came right out and asked, and I came right out and told her the truth, only to be met by an almost immediate and definitive no. Time changed that. Time softened her to the idea. Edgar and Poppy were the last piece. She decided she would choose, and I was thrilled.

But she was not supposed to choose Raymond.

I did not sleep last night. Not really. I watched the videos over and over, jacking off endlessly. Why not? She wasn’t coming home after all. I’d try to sleep after a mind-melting climax but soon felt the urge again, dragging my phone off the nightstand and flipping once more through the pictures and videos. My exhausted penis had risen, good soldier that he is, and soon I was ejaculating all over our bedroom again. I had waited for her to come home, but reality slowed invaded my mind. Denial gave way to truth. She would spend the whole night with him, probably fucking as often as I jacked off. More, maybe.

She loved me. Her first text this morning said so. Then she sent a close-up of Raymond's girth stretching her again, a photo that showed the sheen of sweat on her lower back and the handprint he left on her ass. Hot morning sex. She probably sucked his morning wood.

Raymond stood up in his office. I saw him stretch, his arms rising above his head, his frame imposing even through the frosted glass. He walked to his door and opened it, and I dropped my gaze to my keyboard so fast I felt dizzy.

"Tyler."

His voice carried down the room. It was the same voice as always: confident and expectant. I looked up. He stood in his doorway, wearing a navy suit that probably cost more than my monthly mortgage payment, his tie perfectly knotted, his dark hair silvering at the temples in that way that made him look distinguished rather than old. He was years older than me.

"Can I see you in my office please?" he said.

It was not a question.

I stood but my legs felt unsteady. I walked toward his office, aware of every step, aware of the other desks around me, the other employees who did not know, who could not know, that I had seen my boss's erect penis last night, that I had watched him penetrate my wife over and over with it while she writhed in pleasure, moaning and soon orgasming all over him.

I shook my head, avoiding eye contact with my colleagues.

I entered his office. He was already seated again. He gestured to the chair across from him. I sat. The leather creaked beneath me.

"How are you this morning?" he asked.

“Fine.”

He opened a folder on his desk. A glance showed me it was my folder, my personnel file. He began to scan it with mild interest, flipping through the pages of my professional life.

"Fine," I said again.

My voice sounded strange to me, higher than usual, tight.

"You look tired," he said, not looking up. "Did you have a late night?"

My heart stopped. I stared at him, searching his downward face for meaning. His expression remained neutral, professionally concerned in that way that was somehow always condescending.

"I couldn't sleep," I managed.

He turned a page.

"I hope all is well. Your wife, Penny, right? Is she okay? Everything good between you?"

The air left the room. I felt my face flush, hot and immediate, and I knew I was turning red. I saw his eyes flick up, catch the color in my cheeks, and something passed through his expression, a tightening of his mouth, a knowing glint in his eye. He was amusing himself.

"She's fine," I said, my voice barely audible. “We are good.”

He grinned and closed the folder. He leaned back in his expensive chair, steepling his fingers on his chest but bringing his crotch out from under his desk. My eyes darted. I couldn’t stop myself. All those pictures and videos came rushing through my mind. That cock was this cock, hidden there just under his pants. I said nothing. My hands gripped the armrests of the chair.

"I remember her,” he said. “From the Christmas party. Charming woman. Gorgeous. Beautiful.”

“Thank you. I’m a lucky man.”

“Amazing body,” he continued, crossing a line. “Just spectacular. I always wondered what she’d look like naked.”

My face burned.

“Now you know,” I murmured, ready to end this charade.

“Now I know,” he repeated, smiling.

I wanted to punch him. He stood, and I stood with him, automatically. He walked around the desk and stood too close to me, invading my space in that way he had, that way that made everyone feel smaller. He was taller than me by several inches. Broader. He smelled like expensive cologne and something else, something I recognized. Pussy on his breath. Penny pussy.

“I hope you’re not thinking of leaving us,” he said. “I have big plans for you.”

His eyes were cold, assessing, triumphant.

"Thank you," I said, because it was all I could think of saying.

He clapped me on the shoulder, a heavy, lingering touch that felt like ownership. Now he’s touched us both, my mind sneered.

"Let's talk again late in the week,” he added. “Not Wednesday. I have plans with a special lady on Wednesday after work. I’ll be leaving early to spend more time with her. Maybe Thursday.”

“Thursday works,” I said.

He squeezed my shoulder once, then released me. I understood which special lady he meant. They’d made plans for more.

I walked out of his office with my back straight, my face burning, my phone heavy in my pocket where the evidence of my complicity waited, where my wife's pleasure had been recorded for my consumption. I sat at my desk. The quarterly report was still waiting, blank and meaningless. I opened my phone, navigated to the first photo, and looked at Penny’s pink lips stretched around his veiny girth. I had wanted this. I had asked for this. I had fantasized about exactly this scenario, about watching my wife taken by another man. I had not wanted it to be him. I had not wanted to smell her on him. I had wanted her home afterward, ready and willing.

Be careful what you wish for, I guess.

My phone buzzed. A text from Penny: How's work? I miss you. Was last night the most intense thing ever or what?

I stared at the message. I thought about Raymond in his office, probably watching me through the glass, probably knowing exactly what I was looking at, probably hard again at the memory of my wife, at the power he now held over both of us.

I typed back: I’m good. I’ll see you tonight.

What else was there to say in a text? We had a long conversation ahead of us, but that would be face to face. Despite how much I hated that it was him, I loved that she’d done it. I knew we’d do it again, and not just this Wednesday. I put the phone away. I put my hands on the keyboard. I began, finally, to type.

Revenue projections. Market analysis. Synergy.

The words came easier now, automatic, the language of a man who still had a job, who still had a wife, who had gotten what he asked for and would now have to learn to live with it.

Raymond's door closed with a solid, expensive click. I did not look up. I kept typing, and I tried not to think about the sounds my wife had made, the ones that still echoed in my head, the ones I knew we would listen to again tonight when we pounced on each other and fucked our brains out. We’d watch every video. We’d share every photo. We’d talk a million miles an hour about everything we thought and everything we felt and I know I’ll tell her to do it again. I know she’ll want to.

End Part One

Part Two Coming Soon
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