
  Cuckolded - My Wife on the Oil Rig



  By Victoria Wessex



  Three weeks on an oil rig, and she’d be the only woman on board. I wasn’t worried at all: my wife was completely faithful. In fact, I even encouraged her to tease the oil workers while I watched via webcam.



  Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….



  “Honey,” I said, “stop looking at the pool cleaner.”



  Jen jerked her head round, away from Rick’s broad back and iron biceps. “I wasn’t!”



  We both smiled because it was sort of a joke. Except it sort of wasn’t. Seven years into our marriage and I loved her even more than when we’d started dating...but I’d noticed her eyes wandering more, lately. The guy who cleaned the pool. The construction workers downtown. Even a couple of fire-fighters, when the bakery down on Jefferson had caught fire and we’d stood in the crowd, watching. Always big, muscled men—not too much in the brain department, maybe, but with an attitude and a swagger and a sheen of sweat from honest, hard work.



  “You were,” I told her, my tone teasing.



  I saw her redden just a little and she tossed her long, mahogany hair back over her shoulder. She wore it in soft ringlets, and the smell and softness of it never failed to turn me on. With her soft skin and hourglass figure, Jen was supremely feminine, if that makes any sense. At a shade over 5’5”, she had to look up at most guys, too, which only added to the effect.



  She was the least likely geologist you’ll find. Put a hard hat on her and it looked like she was in costume. But she’d already proven she had the skills to go up against the big boys, landing contract after contract with the oil companies.



  “Okay...” Jen turned to look out of the window again, staring at Rick. “Maybe just a little.” Then she turned to me, serious. “But you know I’d never do more than look, right?”



  Something dark rippled through me. It wasn’t that I was worried she’d cheat on me—almost the opposite. The reason I teased her about looking at other men was....I liked it when she did.



  I mean, I didn’t want to share my wife with anyone. No way. At least, I was pretty sure I didn’t. But the idea of her sneaking Rick into the house while I was away, his brutish, tanned body rutting into hers on the couch...I closed my eyes for a second, feeling the whisper of sensation down the length of my cock as it prepared to stiffen....



  I pushed the thought away. It was just a fantasy, nothing more. Just idle speculation, normal after seven years of marriage and three years together before that. It didn’t mean anything.



  “I know,” I told her. I leaned across the table and kissed her, slow and unhurried, relishing the softness of her lips. I’d always loved her mouth, her lips so full, like satin pillows. And when she closed her eyes to kiss me, her long lashes made her look dreamily seductive, without her even trying. We were having breakfast, still in our robes, but even without make-up she was gorgeous.



  I was pouring juice when Jen looked up from her tablet with huge, shocked eyes.



  “What?” I asked, worried.



  “It’s a job,” she told me.



  I blinked. “That’s a good thing, surely?” As a freelance geologist, she worked short term contracts around the world, often at very short notice. Venezuela one month, Russia the next. It had been a month since the last one and, even though it was good to be home for a while, it was about time for another. Our mortgage payments were eye-watering and her job paid a lot better than mine.



  “It’s on an oil rig,” she told me. “Three weeks.” She bit her lip. “And you can’t come with me.”



  That threw me. Back in the early days, she’d taken plenty of trips on her own. But now, as an established and respected specialist, the people who hired her were happy to pay for an extra plane ticket for me. They wanted to keep her happy and, since we shared a bed, the accommodation didn’t cost any more. Given the millions they had riding on their oil and mineral claims, an extra plane ticket didn’t even register with them, and if it kept their favorite geologist happy.... Fortunately, my work as a comic book illustrator meant I could work from anywhere in the world with an internet connection, and I’d got used to the nomadic lifestyle.



  But apparently, it wouldn’t be happening in this case. “Why not?”



  Jen was re-reading the email. “It’s to do with the insurance. Normally, you’re in worker accommodation and that’s fine, but on the rig you’d be right up close to the action and their underwriter won’t cover spouses or children.” She hesitated for a second. “I’ll tell them ‘No’.”



  I considered for a moment. “It’s only three weeks. We could handle it. We used to do it all the time.”



  She looked at me doubtfully. “But now? Just when we were planning to...?”



  We gazed at each other. We’d finally made the commitment to start a family a few months ago, and Jen had come off the pill. We’d been going to start trying that week. “I know. But there’s no big hurry. We can carry on when you get back. As soon as you get back!” I smirked. “Hell, we might not even make it out of the arrivals lounge!”



  She still looked worried.



  “We managed before,” I told her in a reassuring tone. “We can manage again.”



  Jen bit her lip uncertainly, but nodded. God, she was beautiful. Her robe had slid open just enough to reveal a tantalizing “V” of flesh, the sides of her breasts perfectly displayed to me. I almost thought about dragging her back to bed, but....



  But the truth was, our sex life wasn’t great.



  I knew it was me who was the problem. Jen had always been more willing to experiment, more open to kinky ideas. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to try things, but I never had the courage to suggest them, or to follow through with them if she came up with something. Once, about a year ago, when we’d both had too much wine, she very delicately floated the idea of introducing another man—just as a one-off, for one night. I went quiet, because even though part of me reeled in horror at the idea of her sleeping with someone else, I felt hot arousal slamming up from deep inside me. The idea of watching her while some other guy enjoyed her was a turn-on, and that in itself shocked the hell out of me. So I went quiet, and she immediately backpedalled, thinking I was aghast, and had never raised it since.



  “Reply to them,” I suggested, trying to tear my eyes away from that slice of cleavage. “Find out what the deal is. That can’t hurt, right?”



  ***



  The deal turned out to be very good indeed. Apparently the company was having all sorts of problems with rock strata of a type it hadn’t seen before, and needed an expert opinion on a daily basis as they drilled deeper and deeper. Jen would need to spend three weeks on the rig, way out off the shore of Texas, thousands of miles from our home. It would be painful, not seeing each other for that long, but they were willing to pay more than the last job had paid for three months. We couldn’t realistically say no.



  Lance Grames, the head of operations on the rig, did a video call with Jen before she took the job. I was surprised by how young he was—maybe a year younger than me, so about five years older than Jen, his brown hair just a shade lighter than hers and his eyes a twinkling dark green. He’d picked up a tan from working out on the rigs for years, and as I glanced over Jen’s shoulder I noticed how solidly built he was. No doubt Jen noticed it, as well.



  “And you must be Glen,” Lance said when he saw me. “Hi, Glen!” He smiled and waved, and I waved back. He seemed friendly enough, but something about him reminded me of someone and I couldn’t think who it was. I retreated off to the side, out of view of the laptop’s camera.



  The interview went well. Jen and Lance seemed to get on really well—she certainly laughed at a lot of his jokes, throwing back her head and tossing her long hair. She looked good—she was in full make-up for the interview, and she’d put on a skirt and blouse that was perfectly respectable...except she’d undone maybe one button more than she normally would, giving just a hint of sex alongside the business. She was using her feminine charms, I realized, knowing that no man is immune to a little bit of cleavage.



  Lance asked plenty of sensible questions about Jen’s experience and the conditions she was happy to work under. He warned her that she’d have to live with the crew, eating and relaxing with them, although of course she’d have her own room.



  It was obvious from about five minutes in that Jen was going to get the job, yet Lance kept talking, chatting away about her circumstances, her plans for the future—even, in a roundabout way, about me.



  “We met in college,” she told Lance proudly. “He was my first real love.”



  “College sweethearts, huh?” Lance asked. “Cute.” As before, it sounded friendly, and yet something about the way he said it made me uncomfortable.



  “There are no phone lines on the rig,” he warned us. “Well, one, but that’s hardwired to a monitoring station on-shore for emergencies. And no cell reception, out there. We do have internet access, via our company servers. He gazed at Jen. “I feel bad about splitting the two of you up,” he said. “I’ll see if I can get our tech guys to lend you a company laptop for the duration, so Glen can video chat with you.”



  I leaned into the camera’s view. “We already have a laptop,” I told him.



  He shook his head. “All our computers are locked down tight. Company policy. The only access is through our network, and to access that you need one of our laptops. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get one.”



  And that was that. Lance confirmed that Jen had the job, and as soon as he hung up, she ran over and hugged me. She’d be flying out in a few days’ time—that was how urgently they needed her.



  I kissed my wife long and hard. The money would come in very useful, I completely trusted her away from home and while she was away I’d get ahead on my own work, turning in lots of comic book pages and freeing up some time in the future for a vacation. When she came back, we could go away somewhere together.



  Everything was going to be great. So why did I have a gnawing sense of dread, down in the pit of my stomach?



  Late that night, just as I was on the edge of sleep, I finally worked out who Lance reminded me of. It wasn’t a particular person—that’s why it had taken so long to figure it out. He was a composite of the jocks, in high school. Big and brawny and, if they saw the wimpy kid had something they wanted, they’d just snatch it right off of him.



  I fell into a troubled sleep.



  ***



  I wanted to drive Jen to the airport, but annoyingly the oil company had told us that the company laptop would be delivered that morning.



  “The delivery guy will leave a card,” I told her. “Let me drive you.”



  She shook her head. “It could be days before they can redeliver, and you want to be able to talk to me as soon as I’m there, right? I’ll get a cab.”



  She insisted it wasn’t a problem and we shared a long, passionate kiss before she went. But when she’d gone, I couldn’t help but feel like I’d missed some important moment. Anyone else flying away for that long would be seen off by their spouse at the airport. It felt wrong.



  ***



  I traced Jen’s progress through text messages as she flew across the country. The final few hours by helicopter, though, were silent—she was on a helicopter, far out of cell coverage. The laptop arrived and I set it up in our living room. It was top of the range, far better than the one we’d been using, and as Lance had said it was set up to connect directly into the company’s network—and from there, I’d be able to connect to the rig.



  It shouldn’t have felt weird—a computer is a computer, right? But the way they’d set it up made it feel as if Jen was in one world and I was in another, with the laptop the only slender thread connecting them. If the laptop broke, I wouldn’t even be able to send her an email.



  ***



  Hours later, as I was watching TV to try to get my mind off the feeling that something awful had happened to her, the laptop chimed softly. Jen was requesting a video call with me. I leapt across the room and hit “Accept.”



  When Jen’s face filled the screen, I let out a huge breath of relief. She’d seemed so far away all day, and suddenly she was right there, smiling shyly on the screen. Everything was going to be okay.



  “Everything’s fine,” she told me. “I’m exhausted, but I’m here.”



  “You look great,” I said. And I meant it. She’d swapped her suit for a pair of tight blue jeans and a sweatshirt, and the soft gray fabric hugged every curve of her upper body. I thought about how it would feel to smooth my hand over her hip, feeling the warmth of her through the denim. I wished that we’d made love that morning, before she left. Jesus, it’s going to be weeks!



  I also noticed how good the camera on her end was. The image wasn’t murky and pixelated—it was clean and bright, and I could see every detail of her and the sparsely-furnished cabin behind her. The equipment really was top of the range.



  “The crew seem fine,” she told me. “Good bunch of guys.” She looked away from the screen. “A little.....”



  She didn’t finish, so I prodded. “A little what?”



  “Oh, you know. They seem a little…hungry.”



  I leaned closer to the screen. “What did they say?”



  She shook her head urgently. “Nothing! It was just the way they looked at me, when I stepped off the helicopter. Like they hadn’t seen a woman in months.” She laughed. “I guess they haven’t.”



  I turned that over in my head. “Are you the only woman on board?”



  She nodded.



  I don’t know why that surprised me. I knew that there weren’t many female oil workers, out on the rigs, but not many isn’t the same as none. “And there are how many men?”



  “Fourteen.” She smirked. “They’re saying I’m the mascot. Or the cheerleader.”



  Cheerleader. That idea swam back into my mind again, about Lance and the other riggers being the jocks, and me the geek.



  Stupid. This wasn’t high school.



  I focused on Jen and realized there was something I’d missed before, in my eagerness to see her again—a trace of sadness in her eyes. “Are you okay?” I asked.



  She shrugged. “Sure.”



  I may not have the biggest muscles, or the fattest pay packet, but I’ve always been good at one thing. I’ve always been sensitive, able to tell what people are feeling, much better than most men. Especially with Jen. That’s one of the reasons we got together, that I really understood what was going on in her head—better, she said, than she herself did, sometimes. I tilted my head a little to one side. “Jen...”



  “It’s nothing” she said quickly. “I’m fine. Anyway, I need to be going. I just wanted to let you know I was here safe. I’ll call you again tomorrow, okay?”



  I nodded reluctantly and, with a kiss blown at the camera, she was gone.



  An hour later, I got an instant message from her: I’m okay. Just got teary at airport and wished U had been there.



  My jaw tightened. I knew I should have driven her. Lance and his damned laptop delivery...but I couldn’t blame him. It wasn’t like he’d timed it that way deliberately.



  ***



  It was the evening of the next day before I got to speak to Jen again. She seemed happier, this time, talking enthusiastically about the work. She’d been for a jog around the rig, both to get a feel for the place and for the exercise. “It’s the only workout I’ll get while I’m here,” she told me, “so I figured I should get into the habit.”



  “What do the others do?” I asked.



  “There’s a weights room—you know what guys are like. With them, it’s all about the muscles.”



  And she blushed. I wondered what the guys who worked on the rig were like. Young, probably—closer to her age than I was. No doubt they were strong, hauling all that drilling equipment around. Had she been looking at them?



  “Are you getting to know them?” I asked, trying to come at the subject in a roundabout way.



  “Oh, you know...a little. I mean, I eat meals with them and stuff. And they do movie nights, so I guess I’ll see them there. They seem nice.”



  I remembered what she’d said earlier. “Not too...hungry?”



  She flushed again. “I got a few looks, when I was jogging.” She looked down at herself.



  For the first time, I really focused on what she was wearing. A sports crop-top, with some sort of sports bra showing underneath. It stopped everything jiggling, but the scoop neck left a generous portion of cleavage on display, still gleaming with sweat. Her midriff was bare—soft skin, toned muscle and the dark little hollow of her navel. Black running shorts hugged her thighs like a second skin and I knew they must be just as tight on her ass. How many of the men had stopped their work to watch her approach, their eyes on those ripe, perfect breasts? How many had turned to watch her go, their gaze locked on the smooth curves of her ass?

 The only woman on the rig....



  But I trusted her completely. In fact, the idea of all those guys getting horny watching my wife, unable to do anything about it, sort of turned me on.



  “Anyone in particular?” I asked with forced casualness. “I mean, are you getting to know any names?”



  She considered. “Well, there’s Lance. He’s been really friendly. And Tony, he’s nice.” I saw her check her watch. “Anyway, I should go take a shower.” She glanced off camera, presumably towards the bathroom. She’d been given an en-suite room aboard the rig, as a concession to her being the only woman. She blew me a kiss and told me she loved me, and then her hand was descending towards the keyboard to cut the connection.



  “Wait,” I said suddenly, and she froze. “Could you...leave the camera on?”



  She blinked at me on the screen. “You mean...while I take a shower?”



  I nodded.



  “You want to watch me in the shower?”



  I nodded again.



  Jen flushed. “I don’t know...what if someone comes in?”



  “Your room has a lock, right? Just leave the shower door open and turn the laptop so I can see.”



  She bit her lip and I could see her cheeks flush. But I could see something else, too—her breathing had grown just a little quicker, a tiny smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. We were apart for weeks—we had to do something, or we’d both go crazy.



  “Okay,” she said at last, and I punched the air. A few seconds later, the camera view twisted as she turned the laptop, and I was looking at the sliding door to the bathroom. They’d built it as a wet room so there was no shower curtain, just a nozzle to stand under. Perfect.



  I watched as Jen stripped off. Her hands were a little shaky as she peeled the crop top up over her breasts, resplendent in their black sports bra. She bit her lip again, gazing into the camera, and her innocence and nerves made my cock swell—if she’d dived in without hesitation it would have been hot enough, but the fact that she was doing it despite some reservations, because she loved me...that made it even hotter. I’d always been scared of suggesting things to spice up our sex life but, somehow, it was easier with her on the screen instead of in the same room. For once, it felt like I could...I don’t know. Almost corrupt her a little.



  I had no idea, then, how much that evil idea would come back to haunt me.



  “Go on,” I told her. “You look beautiful.”



  She smiled and then stripped the sports bra off. I caught my breath as her breasts spilled out, full and heavy and perfect, each globe topped by a soft pink bud. Her nipples were like pencil erasers, and when they were hard, they stood out a good way from her body. They were super-sensitive too—just a little rubbing and she’d be moaning, and even a gentle pinch was too much for her—both in terms of pain and pleasure, she said. Luckily, I knew to be gentle.



  Right now, they were soft...but I could already see them start to pucker as she stood there staring at the camera. She might have been hesitant, but a part of her clearly liked the feeling of being watched.



  She kicked off her running shoes and then lowered her hands to her shorts...except she didn’t just lower them. They kind of skimmed down her body, as if to draw attention to her trim waist. It wasn’t exactly like a stripper would do it on stage—this was Jen, after all: my sweet, innocent wife. But it had just a hint of stripper about it. She was getting into it.



  Her thumbs hooked into the shorts and she slid them down, taking her panties with them at the same time. She was shaven down to a neat triangle of hair there, the silky brown curls not quite hiding her delicate pink lips. I saw her flush again as she exposed herself completely to me, but there was a sort of pride, too.



  She stepped into the shower and pressed the button for the water. Fresh water was limited, so the showers were on a timer, she’d told me. Sixty seconds of water. Sixty seconds of watching her naked body glisten as she turned and stretched her arms overhead, getting every inch of her wet. Her breasts shone as they bounced and for a second I almost considered stroking myself...but that would be weird, right? I found myself wishing there wasn’t a camera on my end, so I could do it without her knowing.



  I caught myself and reddened. This was my wife I was watching! I shouldn’t be thinking of her like some slut on a website, and secretly jacking off to her!



  The water stopped and she grabbed the bottle of shower gel. The idea was that you got wet, soaped up and then used another sixty second blast of water to rinse off. Of course, while the water was off you were left shivering and, as she frantically rubbed the shining green goo into her skin, I could see her nipples harden. Then she slapped her hand against the button again and gasped in relief as hot water crashed down over her. This time I was unable to stop my hand straying down to the front of my pants as I watched her rub her breasts...and then, to my delight, one of her hands slipped down between her thighs.



  Her eyes fluttered closed and, private for a moment, I started to rub myself even as I watched her begin to do the same. I couldn’t believe she was playing with herself, right in front of me. Had she forgotten the camera was there, or was she doing it for my benefit? Either way, I ate it up, staring intently at the screen as her fingers played over her lips...and then slid between them.



  Too soon, the water switched off and she pulled her hand away, then grabbed for the towel. I was so focused on what she was doing, I forgot to snatch my own hand away from my cock until it was too late.



  She stared at the camera in amazement and then stepped closer. “Were you—”



  I flushed. “No!” I swallowed. “OK, a little. Sorry. You just looked so...hot!”



  Now she blushed. “Really?” she said shyly. She pulled the towel around herself. “OK. Um. I have to go.” And she ended the call, without a kiss or an I love you.



  For long minutes afterwards, I was terrified. Had I angered her, or disappointed her? She’d known I was watching...surely she must have guessed what I’d be tempted to do? On the other hand, it was the first time I’d ever watched her play with herself—had I freaked her out?



  She sent me an instant message later that evening. I sort of liked U watching. I think. Want to watch me again sometime?



  I sent back YES!!!



  ***



  When I got up on the morning of the third day, I took a look at the living room, where the remains of last night’s takeout still stood, and made a decision.



  Left alone, we guys revert to cavemen pretty quickly—if I just let things slide, Jen would return to find me thirty pounds heavier, lying sprawled on the couch surrounded by beer cans and pizza boxes, eyes red from Netflix binges and video games. That wasn’t right—she was out there working her ass off on the rig for us.



  So I cleaned up, hit the gym and then worked my ass off all day. By evening, I was exhauste, proud…and horny.



  The laptop chimed, I accepted the call...and I was looking at some guy I didn’t know. Black hair cut short and a dark shadow of stubble around his chin. He wore jeans, but with a white shirt...not a roughneck, then—some sort of administrator? He had a deep tan and dark brown eyes, a hint of Latino about his looks. He grinned into the camera as he saw me. “It’s on!” he called.



  Jen appeared from off camera. “Oh! Thanks! Hi, honey. Tony was just leaving, but he was curious to see you. Say ‘hi’!”



  I waved, awkwardly. I was caught completely off guard—Tony looked to be bigger than me, his wide shoulders stretching his shirt. “Hi.”



  “We’ve all been helping Jen settle in,” Tony said. “Don’t worry—we’ll take good care of her.” He grinned again and I felt stupid for my awkwardness—he seemed friendly enough.



  Jen herded him out of her room and pushed the door closed behind him. She was turning back to me as it finished closing, so she didn’t see what I saw over her shoulder: Tony standing in the corridor, giving one last, longing look at her.



  Wait...what exactly had he been doing in her room?



  Don’t be paranoid! It was ridiculous—Jen wouldn’t be interested in him, except as eye candy, and she was completely faithful. The poor guy was just horny—hell, I’d only been without my wife for a few days and I was already feeling it. How long was it since the crew of the rig had had a woman—months? I should let him ogle her, just to throw him a bone.



  I felt that familiar dark ripple pass through me, except this time with a twist. I’d always secretly liked the fantasy of seeing my wife with another man, even if I’d never allow it in reality. And I liked the idea of corrupting her, just a little—being the one to suggest something. What if....



  No. That was crazy.



  “Are you okay?” Jen asked, and I realized I hadn’t spoken yet.



  “Sorry. How are you? How’s work?”



  We chatted about her day and I told her proudly how I’d cranked out lots of pages. And then the conversation turned to the crew.



  “It’s okay,” she told me. “I eat breakfast with them—the food’s better than you’d think. Some of them make a few off-color jokes, but most of them are okay. They look at me a lot, but they don’t do anything.”



  “And Tony?” I asked casually.



  “He’s sort of the quartermaster—provisions and things. He’s stopped by a few times. He’s responsible for getting the mail to us, and getting anything from shore that people want. The guys always want...you know—” she flushed. “Porn.”



  All those guys, without a woman for months... Jen walking amongst them must be like a gift from the gods. I wondered how many guys’ fantasies she was appearing in, and the idea made my cock twitch.



  “Anyway,” she said, “I was asking him if I could get a few things for my room, since I’m going to be cooped up here so long. Just something to go on the walls.”



  I nodded. But I was thinking of the look Tony had given her, as the door closed.



  “About last night,” she said, and I snapped back to the present.



  “Was it okay?” I asked. I could feel myself tensing up. “I didn’t mean to freak you out or anything.”



  Jen shook her head. “It was fine.” She lowered her eyes. “Better than fine.”



  She let that hang there for a few seconds.



  “Would you like to do it again?” I asked carefully.



  She bit her lip. God, she was even more beautiful when she was a little unsure, a little nervous. She seemed so innocent on the surface, but I was starting to realize that there were dark fantasies swirling beneath. “Another shower?” she asked at last.



  I considered. She was back in her jeans and sweatshirt tonight, her breasts visible as enticing swells beneath the soft fabric.



  “What if you started by taking off your clothes—right here in front of the camera?” I asked.



  She stared into my eyes for a moment and then got up. I caught my breath, worried that I’d offended her—



  And then she locked the door and sat back down. A second later, she pulled the sweatshirt over her head, and then the tank top she wore beneath. I gazed at her sitting there in her bra, the black lace cupping and squeezing her ripe breasts, almost offering them up to the camera. I could feel my cock begin to swell and harden.



  “Take it off,” I told her, and I could hear the lust in my own voice. Our sex life hadn’t been great before she went away but now, separated by thousands of miles, I was almost drunk just from a glimpse of her flesh.



  She kept her eyes locked on the camera as she reached behind her and undid the clasp. I saw the bra loosen, and then she was stripping it down her arms and off. Her breasts bobbed free, the skin so smooth I longed to touch it, those perfect pink nipples just beginning to pucker.



  “Can you play with them for me?” I whispered, and she nodded. Her hands came up to clutch her breasts, squeezing them gently...and then harder. Her thumbs went to work on her nipples and I watched them stiffen. She was no more than two feet from the camera and the view was magnificent, her long, soft hair cascading down over her shoulders, her soft breasts in her hands. She looked like some pre-Raphaelite goddess of ecstasy.



  “Now the jeans,” I said quickly. I’d positioned the laptop on a table this time, and I had my legs tucked underneath. That meant I could stroke myself through my jeans, under the table, without it being too obvious...and I started to do exactly that.



  Jen stood up and pulled off her shoes and jeans, then stood there for a second in her panties. They were red, I saw, bright red briefs. A surprisingly sexy choice, to wear under jeans for a day at work....had she known she’d been stripping for me—guessed at what I’d want, after last night?



  Or was she dressing, unbeknownst to them, for the guys on the rig? Reacting to all that male attention by secretly dressing like a slut, under her demure work clothes?



  She pushed the panties down her thighs and off. I saw her prepare to sit back down in the chair, looking like some internet porn model.



  She sat and I asked her to move back a little, so that I could see her lower body. “Open your legs,” I said without thinking.



  She blinked at me.



  I suddenly reddened. “Sorry!” I told her. “I didn’t mean to order you around! I just—I’m sorry. I got carried away.”



  She looked flustered. “It’s okay,” she said. I was normally good at reading her, but this time I couldn’t tell—was she angry? Aroused? She slowly parted her thighs and her pussy was revealed, soft brown hair and the silky softness of her pink lips. And then she opened her legs wider and the outer lips parted. The camera was so good that I could see tantalizing pink inside...and even a hint of gleaming reflection. She was wet.



  “Would you play with yourself again?” I asked. I was almost panting.



  “You’re going to jack off, aren’t you?” she asked in return. “You’re doing it right now, aren’t you?”



  I considered lying, but nodded.



  “Show me.”



  I pushed back my chair from the table and unbuttoned my jeans, releasing my stiff cock. Stroking the flesh was so much better than stroking it through the rough fabric and I gasped at how good it felt.



  On screen, Jen was stroking two fingers up and down the lips of her pussy, staring straight at the camera. In the corner of the screen, in a much smaller window, I could see what she saw—me, sitting with my cock out, one hand stroking it in a gradually escalating rhythm.



  “God,” Jen was saying through the speakers. “God, I can feel you watching me.” Her fingers moved faster, and I thought I could see the shine of moisture on her lips, now. My own hand moved faster.



  “What are you thinking about?” I asked.



  “I’m thinking about you fucking me,” Jen said, the words exploding out of her in a rush of air. My cock grew even harder—this was turning her on as much as me! She never normally talked like that! I could feel myself ready to shoot.



  “I’m thinking about—God—” Her voice was desperate, now, her fingers coming up to circle her clit. “I’m thinking about your hard cock inside me!”



  That was all it took. I exploded, hot ropes of cum erupting straight up out of my cock. It was too late to grab a tissue or do anything else, so I had to just let it spray down onto my lap and the floor. My eyes were locked on the screen, where Jen suddenly leaned forward and went rigid, her gasping face close to the camera, lips parted in ecstasy....



  God. She was coming, right in front of me.



  I watched her. I watched every shudder and moan as the climax flowed through her, her breasts swaying, her thighs locking tight around the hand between them. She finally flopped back in her chair, sated. With an exhausted smile and a blown kiss, she ended the call.



  I cleaned up and went to bed happy. In a weird way, this time apart was actually reinvigorating our sex lives. Maybe we could use this time to open up about a few fantasies and—ironically—get closer. And then, when she came back, things would be better than ever.



  ***



  A week went by.



  My new routine went well. I got ahead in my work, hit the gym every day and tried not to eat complete crap. The house was eerily quiet, though.



  The highlight of each day was my call with Jen. We had a few nights when we just talked normally and for a while I was worried I’d upset her, and that she wouldn’t want to show herself on camera for me again. But on the third night, she called wearing a bathrobe and slowly opened the front to show that she was naked underneath. She teased me for an hour, giving me glimpses of breast and thigh, before she finally rubbed herself to a climax in front of me.



  A few days later, she sent me some photos she’d taken of life around the rig. For the first time, I got a feel for the vast size of the place, and the isolation. One picture showed the view they woke up to every morning: nothing but flat, featureless ocean in every direction.



  As if to compensate, the crew were clearly a tight-knit bunch. I look at body language a lot, because it helps me get the poses right in the panels I draw. So I noticed the way the guys all stood close together, without any of the artificial distance lawyers or doctors would have put between themselves. These were guys who relied on each other every day—drilling was dangerous work and, just like in the army, you need to know someone’s got your back. All of the guys were in good shape—I could see the difference between the “t-shirt muscles” I saw at the gym and the bodies these guys had, with thick biceps and broad backs built from hauling equipment around all day. They were in better shape than Rick, the pool cleaner—the one I’d caught Jen eying up.



  Three weeks. She’s there for three weeks!



  There was one photo in particular—sort of a classic pose. I could imagine one of the guys suggesting it, maybe goading Jen into doing it. Six guys stood in a line, complete with hard hats and wrenches, and Jen lay supported in their arms with everyone beaming at the camera.

 It was a perfectly innocent photo, the same sort of thing you see in a local newspaper when some female celebrity opens a new development and has her picture taken with the construction crew. Except….



  Except while Jen was innocently smiling at the camera, there was something in the eyes of the men holding her. Hunger. And I noticed how the guy who was supporting her thighs was using his hands, rather than his forearms. So was the guy at her chest.



  Whoever had taken the photo had snapped two pictures, for safety. They were only taken a second apart and were almost identical, but when I flipped back and forth between the two I could see those hands moving, just a little, as if those two were subtly feeling her up.



  Maybe they’d just been making sure they had a good hold of her. Maybe I was paranoid.



  Maybe.



  ***



  The night after she sent the photos, I had a dream. Weirdly, it wasn’t about the guys in the photos, but about Tony. In my dream, I called my wife and he answered. Only this time he was butt naked, and I could see my wife asleep in the bed behind him as he gave me a mocking grin.



  After that, I couldn’t sleep. I made myself a very large coffee, skipped the gym and spent the day mooching around in a bad mood, telling myself I was being ridiculous. Jen wouldn’t cheat on me. No way!



  I forced myself to work, but as I sat there sketching heroes and villains I found my mind wandering to Tony and that look he’d given Jen as he’d left her room. I wondered how closely he worked with her. Was he finding excuses to be around her? Coming to her room to check up on her? Offering to accompany her on runs around the rig, so he could jog behind her and check out her ass? My imagination ran riot.



  And the weird thing was...I wasn’t angry about it. I was sort of turned on. And that in turn made me angry, until I didn’t know what I was feeling. I should be jealous, not aroused!



  Eventually, staring out of the window with coffee mug in hand, I confronted it. Maybe it wasn’t so weird that I was turned on by the whole situation. In a sense, even though I was the only guy not on the rig with Jen, I was the luckiest one. All of us—them and me—fantasized about her. But I was the only one who’d actually fucked her, the only one of us who would ever fuck her. And while she’d been on board, I was the only one who’d seen her naked. The only one who’d shot his load alongside her own moaning climax.



  I felt myself relax a little. I even started to feel good about it. What I thought next seemed like just a natural progression.



  She would never cheat on me. And she was the only woman on the rig. I almost felt sorry for those other guys, lusting after her all day, longing for just the smallest glimpse of her. Tony, in particular. I could tell he was crazy about her.



  What if…what if I encouraged her to give the guys just a taste? Or maybe even just Tony. There was no harm in that, right? I’d be like the rich man, dropping a few coins out of his castle window to the peasants. That appealed to me. I was a little intimidated by the guys on the rig—that old jock/geek thing, again. I wasn’t as tall, as strong, or as good-looking as them and, with all their hazard pay, I probably didn’t even make as much money as them. Dangling Jen in front of them would give me a chance to feel powerful again.



  I turned the thought over and over in my mind. I needed to think on it some more before I risked doing anything, but I could feel the excitement rushing through my veins. I was suddenly more fired up than I had been in days.



  In the meantime, I had another idea. I emailed Jen and asked her if she’d shave herself bare for me. I sat there staring at the email for almost an hour before finally plucking up the courage to send it. A few hours later, a reply came back.



  “Wait and see.”



  I counted the minutes until that night’s call. When she called, I was sitting there ready—by now, I’d taken the precaution of bringing a box of tissues.



  Two surprises greeted me. She was in a dress—I was surprised she’d even bothered taking a dress to the rig—and there was a bottle of red wine on the desk next to her keyboard.



  “I thought I’d dress up for you a little,” she told me, and stood up to show me. The dress was a simple black cocktail dress—about the most unsuitable thing possible for an oil rig, which I suppose was sort of the point. It had a deep “V” shaped neckline that showed off the sides of her fabulous breasts and hugged her body down to mid thigh, making the most of her shapely legs. She’d even gone to the trouble to put on heels for me.



  “You look incredible,” I told her. “What’s with the wine?”



  She glanced at the bottle as if she’d forgotten it was there. “Oh! Tony stopped by. He said it was a welcome gift. We’re not meant to have alcohol on board, but he sneaked it in for me. I doubt I’ll actually drink any of it.”



  Tony again. Visiting the cabin of a married woman to give her a bottle of wine. A married woman who was away from her husband for three weeks. It was pretty obvious what he wanted. He wasn’t going to get it—I had complete faith in Jen—but the idea of it, of him angling for my wife...it should have made me mad—it did, in a way—but it turned me on, as well.



  “Maybe you should have a glass,” I suggested. “Seems a shame to waste it.”



  I don’t know what I was thinking. I wasn’t thinking, except maybe with my cock. That notion of corrupting her, again. And teasing another man, one who really wanted her.



  She bit her lip nervously, eying the bottle...and then opened it. She had to use a tumbler, wine glasses not being abundant on an oil rig. But she poured a large glass and, as I watched, drank about half of it.



  “Did you do it?” I asked. My eyes were on her face—she’d put on a little more make-up than she wore during the day, and she looked absolutely gorgeous: full lips and dark, smoky eyes. But every few seconds, my gaze would dart down to her groin, hidden beneath the dress.



  She looked at the camera shyly, but with just a hint of a smirk. “Maybe....”



  My cock was already hard. “Show me!”



  She stood up. Then she drank most of the rest of the glass of wine. She needed the extra courage, I guess, and my excitement grew because that surely indicated that she’d done it, that she was nervous about showing me her new look.



  The dress was tight around her hips and, when she slid the hem up above her panties, it stayed there without her holding it. She slowly hooked down her panties....



  I let out a gasp. Her pussy was shaved completely bare, both the lips and the area above. I could see every detail of her soft, pink lips—she was exposed as never before.



  “You’re beautiful,” I told her. “Sit down like that.”



  She sat, and with her legs slightly parted, my view was even better. She reached down between her thighs and started to stroke herself, fingertips skimming over her bare flesh. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she told me.



  I nodded dumbly.



  “What are you thinking about?” she asked.



  “Tony,” I said.



  It was out before I realized I’d said it.



  “Tony?!” she asked incredulously.



  I hesitated, then nodded.



  She stared at me for an explanation.



  “I...like the idea of him wanting you,” I said lamely.



  She blinked. “You think he wants me?”



  She could be so naïve. “Of course he does. All the visits to your room, making you feel welcome. The wine. He’s hoping he can sleep with you.”



  Her jaw dropped open. “You really think so?!” She leaned forward. “Glen, I would never—”



  I shook my head. “Of course not! I know that.” I watched as she relaxed. “But....”



  She waited. “But what?”



  The mood changed, in that second. Time seemed to slow down. Every word was suddenly weighted, every look important.



  “You remember how you asked me, way back, about another man joining us for sex?” I asked.



  She looked shocked that I even remembered the conversation. “We were drunk,” she said.



  “I know.”



  “And you seemed...shocked,” she said.



  “I know. But I sort of...wasn’t. Or I was, but it didn’t mean I didn’t like the idea.”



  I couldn’t believe what I was saying. But it was that sort of moment, when dark secrets spill out. We were both leaning close in to our screens, utterly focused on each other.



  “You’d like me...to have sex with another man?” she asked slowly. She looked amazed...but also aroused.



  “I don’t know if I’d want it to go that far. But...I like the idea of other men wanting you. Of them trying to seduce you. Does that make sense?”



  She nodded slowly.



  “Whereabouts does Tony bunk?” I asked.



  “Just down the corridor,” she said quietly.



  We both just stared at each other for a moment.



  “What if you went and knocked on his door...” I said. “And invited him into your room to share the rest of the wine?”



  Jen took a long, shuddering breath in. “Are you sure, Glen? I don’t want to do something we’ll regret.”



  “Do you like him?” I asked.



  She hesitated.



  “It’s okay,” I told her. “Really.”



  “Yes,” she said at last. “He’s pretty hot. And he seems like a nice guy. Yes. I like him.”



  We both stared at each other again. A movement caught my attention, out of the corner of my eye. Her hand, down between her thighs, had stopped moving while we’d been talking. But now she was stroking herself again.



  “How far would we go?” she asked, “if we did this?”



  I considered. I wasn’t sure what I wanted, exactly. I just knew that the idea of some guy lusting after my wife made me harder than I’d thought possible. I hadn’t had a drink, but I felt like I was drunk, intoxicated by the idea of it.



  “What if...you let him kiss you?” I said. “And then told him that you’re married, and sent him packing?”



  She stared at me. “This is insane,” she said suddenly. But her fingers didn’t stop moving.



  “What if you let him kiss you?” I asked again.



  “You’d really be okay with that?” she asked.



  I hesitated, thinking about it hard. The idea of his lips on hers...there was some part of me, the caveman part, I guess, that exploded into white-hot rage at the idea. But there was another part, equally strong, that stirred into life, dark as oil. I nodded.



  “But I want to watch,” I told her. “You have to leave the camera on.”



  She smiled suddenly, as if the ridiculousness of the whole thing had just occurred to her. I think she didn’t believe we’d actually go through with it. “He’ll see it’s on.”



  “Not if you minimize the chat program.”



  She glanced at the door, and I knew she was imagining the corridor outside, and Tony’s door. “What if you change your mind?” she asked. “We need a way to communicate.”



  After a little experimenting, we found that even when the chat program was minimized, it displayed the last message received in the task bar at the bottom of the screen. I could send a one word message and she’d see it, even if she just glanced at the screen. We agree on GREEN and RED for “Keep going” and “Stop”. She wouldn’t be able to talk back, of course, or Tony would realize what was going on.



  She shook her head. “We can’t,” she said. “We’re married.”



  “It’s not cheating if I’m okay with it,” I told her.



  “What is it, then?” She poured herself another glass of wine and took a gulp. “’Swinging?’”



  “It doesn’t have to be anything, apart from one crazy night. Just a one-off thing. As far as Tony knows, he tried his luck, got as far as a kiss and was turned down. That’s it.”



  She hesitated.



  “You do want to do it, right? I mean, you like him?” I asked.



  She looked at me very seriously, and then nodded. I could see the gleam in her eyes. She wanted to, but she couldn’t believe I was allowing her to.



  “It’s okay,” I told her. “Go and knock on his door. Have fun. I’ll tell you if I want you to stop.”



  She stared at me for another few seconds. “I love you,” she told me suddenly.



  “I love you, too.”



  I saw her lean forward and click something on her laptop. An icon appeared to tell me that she’d muted me at her end. That seemed like a good idea at the time—we didn’t want to alert Tony and I might accidentally gasp or something. My view didn’t change, but I knew that on her end, the chat program had closed down to the taskbar at the bottom. I watched as Jen opened her door and looked both ways down the corridor. It hit me that she was in a dress, and heels. Of course she wouldn’t want to be seen by the rest of the crew. She slipped out, and I took the opportunity to run to the kitchen and grab myself a beer.



  I got back first and sat there nervously waiting. Would she do it, or chicken out? Would Tony come back to the room with her? What if I was wrong about him, and his intentions were completely honorable? Would he think she was trying to seduce him?



  The door opened and I sat up straight in my chair. My wife came in first, followed by Tony. He was in a tank top and jeans, this time, and I looked enviously at his thickly muscled arms. He shut the door behind him.



  It was strange, being an invisible observer in the room. I started to realize how much men sneak looks when the woman isn’t looking. Jen was pouring the wine, her hand shaking a little, and as soon as she looked down towards the bottle, Tony’s eyes were licking down her body, focusing especially on her breasts.



  They clinked glasses and looked for a place to sit down. There was only one chair, so Jen sat down on the bed. It was a narrow, single bed—no one has lovers, aboard an oil rig.



  Except this lucky crew, went through my head.



  She’s not going to sleep with him, I reminded myself. It’s just a tease. She’s just going to tease him. Maybe kiss him.



  Tony sat down right next to my wife, their hips a hand width apart. My heart started beating faster. They chatted, making innocent small talk about her work, his work, life on the rig...but I was following Tony’s gaze, and it led straight to my wife’s naked thighs.



  They finished the first glass of wine and Tony suggested a second. I saw Jen hesitate—she’d already had a glass and a half before he arrived, so she was well ahead of him. She glanced at the camera.



  GREEN, I typed. I figured she needed a little more Dutch courage.



  She must have seen the word appear in the taskbar, because she nodded to Tony and he refilled her glass. As he put the bottle down, he shifted his weight a little. An innocent enough move, but when he resettled on the bed he was even closer to Jen, their legs almost touching. And when he leaned back, stretching his shoulders, his hand landed behind her. He didn’t have his arm around her, exactly, but he was about halfway there.



  I saw Jen glance at the camera again. I could see her breathing get a little faster, her breasts rising and falling under the dress. She was nervous as hell, but she was aroused, too. She was watching the taskbar, checking to see if I would type RED. But I didn’t.



  She relaxed a little and turned towards Tony just as he kissed her.



  It happened suddenly, his lips coming down on hers before she was prepared. She relaxed into it for a second, eyes closed, and then seemed to suddenly catch herself and jerk away.



  “I—I’m married,” she stammered.



  “So?” Tony said quietly.



  I felt my cock twitch. Something about the way he discounted me so easily. I was disgusted at myself, but I couldn’t deny how turned on I was.



  Jen shook her head. “We can’t.”



  Tony moved forward on the bed. “We can.” He kissed her again, and she moved back away from him, but his lips followed her. When she broke away for the second time, she was panting, her face flushed. “We—Tony, I like you but—”



  He kissed her a third time, and this time he had her backed up against the wall. He kissed her hard, and then I saw their cheeks move as his tongue slipped into her mouth. She groaned, a low sound of passion and resignation, and stopped struggling.



  I leaned closer, my cock rock hard. God, he was doing it. Another man was kissing my wife, right in front of me. I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life. I could see her relaxing into the kiss, even starting to kiss him back a little....



  Then his hands slid up to her breasts, cupping the firm globes and squeezing gently.



  I blinked. We hadn’t talked about that—about touching and groping. I waited for her to stop him.



  But Jen was kissing him hard. She made no attempt to break the kiss, this time. Not even when one hand slid down her body to her leg and started stroking the bare skin of her thigh. I watched as the hand slid up under her tight skirt—I could actually see the outline of it as it rose up to her inner thigh.



  I shook my head in disbelief. This was going too far! Why wasn’t she stopping him?



  He lifted his lips from hers for a second and I thought that would be her cue. I thought she’d shake her head and tell him to get off her, and he’d slink back to his room. But instead, she tilted her head back a little, exposing her throat, and a whisper escaped her.



  The laptop’s microphone was excellent. Her voice was low and husky, but I still heard her say it. “Yes.”



  Tony smiled and his hand slid higher, his wrist pushing up the hem of her dress around her thighs. More and more smooth skin appeared, and then he stopped and lifted his head in amazement. I saw Jen flush as she realized what he’d felt...or rather, hadn’t felt. It took me a second longer to get it.



  “No panties,” breathed Tony. A sly smile spread across his face. “You strut around playing the scientist, but you’re really just a slut, aren’t you?”



  No, I thought, she took them off for me! But there was no reason for him to think that. He didn’t know I was watching—he thought she was cheating on me. As far as he knew, she was hot for him and had dressed accordingly.

 And wasn’t that true, in a way? She did like him. And judging from her reaction to him touching her, it went a lot further than like. That should make me angry, I thought. And it did...but the anger was twisted together with something else, something even more powerful. Something that wanted to see this thing go further and further and the hell with the consequences. What the hell was wrong with me?



  She was staring up at him now, having slid down the wall a little so that she was partially under him. Her mouth moved weakly, but she didn’t speak. Tony’s hand started to slide around her hip, towards the front. Towards her pussy.



  Okay, this has gone far enough. I typed RED. But I hesitated, just before I hit “Enter” to send it. How far will she go, if I don’t stop it? My breathing was hot and tight, every muscle in my body tense. My cock was harder than I’d ever felt it.



  Tony hiked the dress up higher and both he and I gasped aloud as Jen’s shaven pussy came into view. He reached for it—



  “Stop.” It was firm and unequivocal. Jen pushed herself up on her forearms. “Stop. We can’t. I’m—married.”



  “You want it,” Tony told her. But he didn’t touch her.



  She took a deep breath. “Please leave,” she told him.



  He stared at her for a second, but then reluctantly got off the bed and left, without a backward glance. She tugged her dress down and then flopped on the bed as if in shock. After a few seconds, she rolled over and stared at the camera. She stretched out and made the chat window full screen, then unmuted me.



  “Wow.” It was all I could think to say.



  She pressed her lips tight together. “Are you...angry?” She dropped her eyes. “It went further than we talked about.”



  I shook my head. “No.” I looked down at my own screen, where the message “RED” still sat, waiting to be sent. I deleted it. “It was fine. It was great.” And I meant it. I’d been turned on throughout—even now it was over, the memory of it made me want to grab my cock and stroke frantically. The knowledge that Tony was just a few doors down the corridor, lusting after her—maybe jacking off thinking about her—it made me see her in a whole new light. Whenever I looked at her breasts, I imagined another man’s hands on them. Whenever I admired her legs, I thought of another man between them.



  That was crazy, of course. I’d never let another man fuck her. That part was just a fantasy.



  “Did you like it?” I asked.



  She swallowed nervously.



  “Be honest,” I told her.



  She stared at me for a moment. Then, “God, yes. It was fantastic.”



  I went to nod, but she hadn’t finished.



  “He’s a great kisser, and...I don’t know, I suppose I thought it would be just like kissing you. I wasn’t ready for how different it was.”



  “Different?” A pang of jealousy went through me.



  “He was more...” Her eyes were distant, remembering. “He was very strong, in his kiss. I know that doesn’t make sense, exactly. But it was like he knew what he wanted. He was demanding,” she said.



  What does that mean? That I’m limp and weak when I kiss her? But I’d asked—I had to accept the answer. “Okay—”



  “And when he touched me...his hands are really big. It’s not that he’s rough, exactly, but he just sort of makes me feel...small. Fragile.”



  I nodded, something cold gnawing at me inside.



  “When he was about to touch me—When he had my dress up and he was about to touch me there, I had to stop it,” she said.



  I thought she was reassuring me. “I know. Don’t worry, I trust you,” I told her.



  But she shook her head. “No. I don’t mean it like that. I mean, I had to stop him then, because....” She flushed and bit her lip. “Because if I’d let him touch me there, if I’d let it go any further...” She looked down at her hands, unable to meet my gaze. “I’m not sure I would have been able to stop.”



  It hit me like a punch in the chest. I’d known she liked him—hell, I’d known she had a thing for strong, muscled men for years. But I thought her loyalty to me overrode all of that. I didn’t think she’d ever be so turned on that she’d lose control and do something I didn’t want. I’d forgotten, in my excitement, that she was just as human as me, and she could get carried away just as easily. Jesus, I’m stupid. How close had we come to disaster? “I understand,” I said at last.



  “Did you enjoy it?” she asked, looking into the camera.



  “Yes,” I said quickly, because I didn’t want her to feel guilty—after all, she’d only done what we agreed, more or less. If there was any blame, it was on me for coming up with the whole idea.



  And then she said something that took me by surprise.



  “Do you want to do it again?” she asked. Her voice was small. And hopeful.



  My immediate thought was “No.” But something made me hold back. Partially it was that my mind was still in a whirl, conflicting emotions raging around inside me. I didn’t want this thing to go any further, but at the same time...part of me really did. Also, I was worried that if I stamped down on it hard now, Jen would think I was angry at her and be upset. I had to be careful, especially with her so far way. It wasn’t as if I could just reach out and give her a comforting hug.



  And that’s how I made my mistake. The one that changed our lives forever.



  “I need to think about it,” I told her. “Okay?”



  She nodded and blew me a kiss. We told each other I love you and then we ended the call.



  ***



  The next morning, I made a huge pot of coffee and sat there at the kitchen table drinking cup after cup, thinking. In the cool morning sunlight, the events of the night before seemed insane. Had I really encouraged my wife to flirt with...seduce another man?! Had I really sat there and watched him kiss her and grope her...damn near finger her, if she hadn’t stopped him? Other men would have started a fight over it, but I’d got off on it.



  What was wrong with me?



  I knew that I liked the idea of seeing her with other men. The idea of it. Not the reality. And yet, last night I’d come close to making it all come true. My fantasies were a hair’s breadth away from getting both of us into deep, deep trouble. Jen was on that rig for almost another two weeks, and now she had to work with a guy she’d had a fling with. I’d put her into an incredibly awkward situation, and I felt awful.



  Although...she had enjoyed it. I felt my guts tighten. The way she’d described how he’d kissed her, how his hands had felt on her...didn’t she know that drove me crazy? Did she really think I enjoyed that part—being compared to other, stronger men?



  Did I?



  No, of course not.



  I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. This had to stop, and stop now.



  I moved through to the lounge and noticed something on the laptop. I’d got into the habit of leaving it on, in case Jen called, and there was a “New Email” indicator flashing. I clicked it.



  Glen,



  Thank you for being so honest. I think it’s great that we’re finally opening up to each other and thank you for being so clear about what you want. I’m going to have to think about it, but I’ll call you tonight. Sorry to hear about the camera—I was looking forward to seeing you and talking to you, but text chat will be nearly as good. And you can still watch me!



  Love you,



  Jen



  What? It sounded like she was responding to an email. But I hadn’t emailed her yet.



  Then I saw the email she was responding to, quoted below hers. I read on.



  Hi Jen,



  First of all, I love you.



  I’ve been thinking a lot about what happened tonight with Tony. You didn’t do anything wrong—please believe that. The only person who’s maybe done something wrong is me. I haven’t been completely honest with you. I told you that I like the idea of other men wanting you. What you did with Tony really turned me on—more than I can say. I’ve had a long think about it and, if it’s okay with you, I *do* want things to go further.



  I want you to have sex with Tony—if you want to.



  There’ll be no jealousy. I’ll be sitting here jacking off, watching you. Just leave the camera on like you did before. If I change my mind—I won’t, but just to reassure you—I’ll type RED, like we agreed. But trust me, that won’t happen. One small problem—the camera and microphone on the laptop at this end are kaput. I’ve spent the last few hours trying to fix them, but it’s beyond me—some sort of driver problem. I can still see and hear you, though, and I can use text chat to talk to you.



  I think this whole thing could actually bring us closer together. When we get back, the sex will be better than ever because you’ll have had new experiences. You’re a beautiful woman and you deserve the best.



  I know this is a lot to take in. Think about it.



  I love you,



  Glen



  I stared at the screen.



  WHAT



  THE



  FUCK?!



  I hadn’t written that email! Had someone sent it from another address and pretended to be me? I checked my “Sent” folder. The email was sitting there, sent a few hours after I hit the sack the night before.



  For a second, I wondered if I was going crazy. Was I suffering from multiple personality disorder? Was this my subconscious coming out? Had I sleepwalked in the middle of the night and typed an email that revealed my true feelings?



  I shook my head, trying to clear it. Whatever was going on, the first thing I had to do was tell Jen that that was not how I felt. God, what if she’d already done her thinking and decided to sleep with Tony? What if she was planning his seduction, right now?



  I clicked “Compose” to start a new email.



  Nothing happened.



  And then I got a video call from the one other contact in the laptop’s address book. Lance. I answered.



  “Hello, Glen,” he said. And he smiled a smile utterly devoid of warmth.



  A deep, cold sense of dream started in my stomach. I fought to hold it back, praying I was wrong.



  “We’re going to have some fun,” he told me. “With Jen.”



  I stared at him, unable to speak. What?!



  “The laptop is under our control—well, my control, specifically. I can control your desktop from here, over the internet. Watch.”



  The mouse pointer traced a slow circle all by itself, as if the computer was possessed. I’d heard of this software—companies use it to help users out when they’re having problems with their machines. I just didn’t have any idea it was installed on the laptop he’d given me.



  “Can you guess what we’re going to do, yet?” Lance asked.



  “You wrote that email,” I said slowly. “You wrote it while I was asleep, and sent it to my wife.”



  He nodded smugly.



  “But I’ll tell her,” I said stupidly. “I’ll tell her tonight.”



  “Will you, Glen?” he asked. “Are you sure? What exactly will you tell her? Let’s see, shall we?”



  And I saw him type an instant message to Jen.



  As me. As “Glen.”



  Hello honey. I really want you to have sex with other men.



  My blood ran cold. Lance didn’t hit “Send.” He left the text sitting there for a few seconds and then deleted it, but his point was made. He could type anything he liked to my wife, and she’d assume it was me.



  “I set your camera and microphone to auto-mute whenever you’re talking to Jen,” Lance told me. “I can see and hear you, but Jen can’t. So screaming or holding up signs won’t work. All you can really do is watch.”



  I sat there gaping in horror. He could tell Jen anything. Ask her to do anything.



  “W—Why are you doing this?” I stammered.



  He looked at me as if I was mad. “Why do you think?” He lifted his hips off his chair and showed me the bulge in his pants. “I have a serious hard on for your wife. I’ve been letting Tony get most of the action so far...but that’ll change.”



  Tony? How did he know about Tony?



  He must have read the look on my face, because he laughed. “Oh, Glen. I know all about you and Jen and Tony and your pathetic little teasing game. I’ve been sitting here watching your chats since she first came aboard.”



  I blanched. Watching. He’d seen her in the shower. Seen her naked. Seen her masturbate for me.



  He knew what turned me on.



  I shook my head. “Lance—wait! Look, I know I said some things when I was talking to Jen, but that doesn’t mean—I don’t want her to have sex with other men!”



  He sniggered nastily. “Denial is not a river in Egypt.”



  “No! Really!”



  He stared at me for a moment and then shrugged. “To be honest,” he said, stretching, “I don’t really give a shit.”



  And I could tell he didn’t. He just wanted Jen. He didn’t care if I enjoyed the experience or not.



  I was thinking fast. “I’ll call her,” I told him. “If you don’t stop this I’ll call her and tell her what’s going on.”



  He sat back in his chair and steepled his fingers. “How?”



  My jaw dropped. Of course—the rig was cut off from the outside world. No phone lines accessible to the public, no cell reception. The internet was the only connection, and Lance controlled that.



  “You can refuse to participate, of course,” Lance told me. “You can smash the laptop up, if you want to. Doesn’t matter. I’m going to be sitting here on the rig talking to Jen, pretending to be you, either way. But if you smash it, you won’t know what’s going on for the rest of her stay.”



  My mind shredded. What would they tell her? What would they convince her to do?



  “You can’t do this,” I told him. “This is...it’s....”



  “What? Rape? No it isn’t. She’s going to do everything willingly—all we’re doing is giving her permission to unleash her inner self.” He leaned towards the camera. “See, the funny thing here, Glen, is this: if Jen’s really a good girl, if she doesn’t want other men...well, then you have nothing to worry about. Even if her loving husband suggests that she do something, she’ll tell him ‘No’ and that’ll be that.” He grinned. “But...if she’s been harboring secret desires...if she’s been longing for something bigger than that pathetic thing you call a cock...well, we’re going to set her free.”



  I felt sick. He’d watched me while I jacked off. I’d never thought my cock was small—Jen had never said it was small—but now I wasn’t so sure.



  “Well,” said Lance, “I think that just about covers it. I think this is going to be fun, Glen. Fun for us and Jen, anyway. Maybe not so much for you.”



  I shook my head. “But—Lance, wait—Think about this! What happens when Jen gets back? I can tell her everything that’s happened! She’ll hate you! She’ll sue you, or have you arrested, or—”



  Lance looked me dead in the eye. “If she gets back and you tell her, what do you think’s going to happen then? How do you think she’s going to feel?”



  I felt like I was dying inside. I imagined her horror at discovering that, instead of living our shared fantasies as she’d thought, she’d actually cheated on me, even unwittingly. She’d be wracked with guilt. It wouldn’t be her fault, but she’d blame herself.



  I couldn’t do that to her.



  Lance grinned. “What you’re going to do,” he told me, “is sit back and watch like a good, cuckolded husband. And when your wife comes home you’re going to tell her how much you enjoyed it.”



  I pushed my face close to the screen, raw terror tearing at my brain. “PLEASE, Lance! Please don’t do this!”



  He looked bemused. “But Glen—what would we do for entertainment for the next few weeks? Think of the poor crew. Jen’s already so popular.” I saw the mouse pointer move again and he opened up the web browser. “Here,” he said. “Look at this. Your account can read, but not post. Knock yourself out.”



  And he ended the call.



  I sat there slumped in my chair in shock. My life had completely changed in the space of just a few minutes. I thought of the days and weeks to come. My wife’s loyalty, being tested again and again....



  I lunged for the laptop, praying that Lance had made a mistake, left some loophole. But he’d locked it down perfectly. Email and chat was locked out. I could use the web browser, but only to look at the internal company intranet. And he’d opened up one page in particular—some sort of hidden forum, open only to invited members. It looked like the whole crew had been invited, and were posting away happily.



  No. Not the whole crew. One name was notably absent.



  Jen’s.



  The forum was called “Off Duty Fun” and my stomach flipped over when I saw the names of some of the threads.



  Coming Soon – Our New Geologist



  What do you think of our new crew mate?



  Jen in the shower



  My stomach lurched. I clicked the first thread—I think because I wanted to put off reading the later ones. The first post in Coming Soon – Our New Geologist was from Lance.



  Hey guys,



  This is the sweet-titted whore the company is hiring to help us with the rock strata. Fuckable, no?



  And there was a picture of Jen, from her online CV, the shape of her breasts just discernible under her blouse.



  Lance’s post was followed by opinions from almost every man on the rig.



  Nice!



  Need 2 see more!



  Good tits



  When’s she coming?



  Lance had posted again, further down, with stills taken from their video interview.



  Here she is again, guys. See how she opened up the neck of her blouse for us, so we could get a good look at her tits? I think she really wanted to make sure she got the job. Wonder what else she’ll do for us?



  More comments from the guys followed. What they thought of Jen. What they wanted to do to Jen.



  Is she single? asked one guy.



  Married. Even better Lance had replied. I spoke to the husband, too. He’s nothing to worry about.

I sat back from the screen, remembering the nagging unease I’d felt during the video interview. Now I knew why. Nothing to worry about. I was nothing to worry about.



  The next thread was “What do you think of our new crew mate?” There was lots of discussion of Jen’s running attire and how much fun they were having checking out her ass when she bent over while working.



  I dropped a wrench today, said one guy called Mick, just so I could see her bend over to pick it up. Damn, I want to see her get fucked.



  Soon, Lance had told him. Soon.



  I finally clicked on the “Shower” thread. As I’d suspected, it was a video of my chat with Jen, showing her stripping off and playing with herself in the shower. It was followed by page after page of very enthusiastic comments.



  I scrolled down. There was a whole thread devoted to Jen’s shaven pussy, and her masturbating on camera. I clicked the video.



  “I’m thinking about—God—I’m thinking about your hard cock inside me!” Jen said from the screen. My jaw tightened. She’d been saying that for me. It had been my cock she was thinking about. But in the imagination of the men on the rig, it was their cocks she wanted. They’d watched her stroke and rub herself to orgasm again and again. I checked the stats on the video: 57 Views. There were only 14 men on the rig. They’d each watched my wife come multiple times.



  My hands tightened into fists. How dare he! How dare Lance do this!?



  But it got worse. Further down in the forum, there was a whole thread from Tony about his experience with Jen. He’d given a blow-by-blow account of how far he’d gotten and there was a video of them on the bed together. The most chilling part was how he’d ended it: Had fun watching her look at the laptop every now and again, checking to see if hubby wanted her to stop. He didn’t. And by the time he reads this, he won’t have a choice



  They knew. They all knew. I’d presumed it was just Lance behind the deception, but they were all in on it. They all knew that I was sitting there, watching. They all knew that I’d told my wife that the idea of her with other men turned me on. They knew that Lance had taken control of the laptop and could feed her false messages. And they’d all seen her naked and gasping, moaning through her orgasm, as I jacked off.



  And now they wanted to have some fun themselves.



  All of them.



  I sat back from the laptop and put my head in my hands. My wife had walked straight into the lion’s den, and there was nothing I could do to warn her.



  ***



  When the laptop chimed that evening, I walked over to it with a sense of dread. I thought about not accepting Jen’s call, but of course it made no difference. Lance just locked out the keyboard and clicked “Accept” himself. Jen’s smiling face filled the screen. She was in a red t-shirt and jeans, and had her hair up in a ponytail. Not seduction clothes. My heart lifted a little in hope. Maybe that meant that she wasn’t going to go any further with Tony. Maybe her instinctual loyalty to me would save the day.



  “Hi honey!” she said, smiling broadly.



  My camera and microphone were disabled and the keyboard was locked out. All I could do was sit there.



  Hi, Lance typed back to her, pretending to be me.



  “It’s such a pity I can’t see you or hear you,” Jen said, pouting.



  You know I still love you, right? Lance typed.



  Jen grinned. “Aww. I love you too.”



  Have you thought about my email? Lance asked.



  She stared at the screen for a long time. “I have,” she said. “And....”



  I held my breath.



  “...if you’re sure you’re okay with it...I’d like to do it. I think Tony will keep it quiet. I don’t want it getting around the rig that I’m sleeping with someone.”



  I closed my eyes. I could almost hear Lance laughing his ass off. I wondered if Tony could see and hear this, too? Had Lance rigged it so that they could all listen in?



  Jen stared into the camera. “So...tell me. Is it okay? Are you sure you want me to do this?”



  I stared beseechingly at the screen. “No! No! Don’t do it!” I wailed. But I knew that only Lance could see and hear me.



  It’s fine, Lance typed. 100%. Go for it, but be sure to leave the camera on.



  Jen took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.” Already, I could see the flush of excitement in her face, her eyes bright with arousal. “I figured I’d get changed before I brought him back here. I thought maybe you’d like to pick what I wore?”



  My hands hurt, and I realized I was digging my nails into my palms. She was doing everything to make it good for me—under different circumstances, if she was only flirting with a guy, I would have loved the opportunity to pick her clothes. Even now, some traitorous part of me was getting turned on, thinking of what she could wear to drive Tony crazy. But of course it wasn’t me who answered. It was Lance.



  I’d love that, typed Lance. Why don’t you start by getting naked?



  Jen smiled shyly. “Completely naked?”



  Why not? Lance typed. Only I can see.



  I wanted to kill him. Was the video being streamed to everyone on the rig? I imagined all the other men, maybe at their own laptops, maybe clustered around a big screen in the break room with a beer, preparing to watch my wife undress. Or maybe Lance would just record it and post it on the forum for them to savor tomorrow. Either way, they’d get to see everything.



  “Okay,” said Jen. And she stripped the t-shirt over her head, revealing her full breasts in a simple white bra. Before, this had turned me on. Now, knowing that others were watching, I was screaming inside for her to cover herself up. I could almost feel their eyes crawling over her.



  Beautiful, Lance told her. Now the rest.



  She reached back and unfastened her bra. Her breasts spilled out, full and ripe.



  Wait, Lance typed. Come closer.



  She stepped closer to the camera, like a lamb to the slaughter.



  Play with them for me, Lance typed.



  I gritted my teeth. This was my wife! Not some internet porn slut! But she gamely reached up and cupped her breasts. The camera was so good that the skin looked strokably soft. I could feel myself getting hard, watching...and I knew that everyone else watching would be having the same reaction.



  Now pinch your nipples for me, Lance told her.



  She reached up and carefully took each nipple between thumb and forefinger and gently pinched. Her long, pink nipples started to pucker and swell, standing to attention, and she gasped. Her nipples have always been really sensitive...but of course Lance didn’t know that.



  Harder, he demanded.



  Jen bit her lip, but pinched harder and groaned. Her nipples stiffened more. I imagined they must be achingly hard, now. When I’d played with them, at home, it had always brought her right up to the pain/pleasure barrier—we’d had to go slow and gentle.



  But Lance wasn’t aware of that. And didn’t care.



  Harder, he typed.



  “No!” I shouted uselessly. “Stop!”



  Jen looked unsure...but she was also panting with arousal. She rolled her nipples a few times between her fingers and then pinched again—hard. She let out a long, keening moan and this time I saw her press her thighs hard together as the shock went through her. When she straightened up, she was like a bitch in heat, tossing her long hair out of her eyes and shifting from foot to foot, ready for her mate.



  I imagined them all watching. Lusting after her. Laughing at me.



  Show me some clothes, Lance typed. Something sexy.



  “I don’t know how far I should go,” Jen said. “We’re on an oil rig—I can’t walk around in a negligee. Besides...I didn’t bring much sexy stuff with me. I knew you wouldn’t be here and I didn’t think I’d be dressing up for...”—she blushed—“anyone else.”



  You’re not doing anything wrong, Lance reassured her. I want this as much as you do.



  “No!” I yelled at the screen. “No, I don’t!”



  How about business clothes? Lance asked.



  Jen wrinkled her forehead. “Business clothes aren’t sexy.”



  Depends how you wear them. Remember how you dressed for your interview with Lance? Lance asked.



  Jen smirked. “Oh. You mean, like, unbutton a few buttons and things?”



  Yes. Hey, what do you think of Lance, by the way? Would you want to sleep with him? Lance typed.



  I fumed. He was fishing for compliments!



  Jen looked abashed for a second, but then nodded. “He is pretty hot. Nice arms.” She shook her head as if to clear it. “But we’re not talking about Lance. We’re talking about Tony. Let me see what I can do.”



  As she dug in the room’s small closet, I turned Lance’s question over and over in my head. I’d thought the plan had been to trick my wife into fucking Tony. But what else did he have planned? Clearly, Lance was hoping to take his turn. Surely she’d never agree to that, though, or anything more. An experiment with one guy—maybe. But she couldn’t be corrupted so far that she’d sleep around with different members of the crew.



  My guts twisted. Could she?!



  Jen turned from the closet and held up a blouse and a skirt. A short skirt.



  “I don’t normally wear it,” she said. “It’s a little too tight on me, and it’s really short. But....”



  I love it, Lance told her. He’ll love it. Change into it. See if you can find a sexier bra to go with it.



  Jen nodded happily. Either she was eager to please, or she was so turned on by the idea of fucking Tony that she was getting aroused by the idea of dressing up for him. Maybe a little of both.



  I watched as she picked out a white lacy bra and put it on. She changed her jeans for the short black business skirt, leaving on her simple white cotton briefs. The skirt really was outrageous—it barely covered her down to mid thigh.



  Nice, Land told her. But the panties will have to go. Need to be sexier. Black. Got stockings?



  His messages were changing, I noticed. Shorter sentences. I wondered if he was typing one-handed.



  Jen dug around in a drawer and pulled out a scrap of black material. A thong.



  “I only brought it to wear under things,” she told him. “So I don’t get a line...”



  Perfect, Lance told her. And stockings. Clearly, he wasn’t going to let her forget that part.



  She bit her lip at that, but changed into the thong and pulled on a pair of hold ups, too. When she stepped into her heels, the effect was complete. She looked like an office worker in a porn film.



  Good, Lance typed. Put some more lipstick on. And do your eyes.



  Jen’s eyes grew wide. “God, Glen, what are you trying to do?”



  He’s trying to make you look like a slut, I thought, horrified.



  Just making you look even more beautiful, Lance told her, and I saw her blush and smile at the compliment. He may be a bastard, but he could wrap her round his little finger.



  She did her make-up—glossy red lips and smoky, dark eyes—and then at his request undid another button on her blouse. Her bra was almost showing without her even bending over, and if she did bend over....



  “What do you think I should do?” asked Jen. “Just knock on his door?”



  Just ask him back to your room, Lance said. Don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll go for it.



  Of course he will, I thought. Lance will have made sure he’s ready and waiting. For all I knew, Tony was watching this whole conversation.



  Jen leaned over the laptop. “Last chance,” she said. “Are you sure Glen?”



  I looked mournfully at the screen, shaking my head uselessly.



  Absolutely, said Lance. Knock him dead!



  I saw her minimize the chat window and leave the room. Moments later, she was back...with Tony. He was wearing a short-sleeve shirt that emphasized his powerful forearms, and his hair was wet, as if he’d just taken a shower. I wondered if he’d prepared for this just as much as she had.



  I got up and started pacing the room, watching as Tony closed the door and then leaned back against it. I could see that Jen was nervous and flighty, sucking in air through her nostrils as she turned to face him, one heel tapping on the floor.



  “So,” Tony said. “Last night you sent me away. Tonight you want me back, and you’re all dressed up like you’re going to give a goddamn seminar. What gives?”



  Of course, he knew exactly what was going on. He was in on the whole thing, damn him. But Jen didn’t know that. She thought she had to play the cheating wife...and I knew that Lance and Tony would enjoy that to the full.



  “I....” Jen nervously laced and unlaced her fingers. “I’m sorry I sent you away last night. I got nervous. I’ve never done this before.”



  “’This?’” Tony asked. “You mean—cheated on Glen?”



  Jen blushed. “Yes.”



  “But you’re going to, aren’t you?” He took a step towards her. “You’re going to cheat on him. With me.”



  Jen looked at the floor. “I—”



  He waited. I got the impression that he wanted to hear her say it.



  “Yes,” she said in a small voice.



  Something inside me died. Up until that moment, I’d hoped—prayed—that some inner morality would kick in, that she’d come to her senses and change her mind. Now, there was no hope.



  “Come here,” he told her.



  She walked over to him, taking tiny steps. I saw her nervously lick her lips. When she reached him, he put a hand under her chin and tilted her head back.



  “You’re not going to change your mind again, are you, Jen?” he asked her, in the tone of a schoolteacher.



  She shook her head dumbly.



  His lips came down on hers and I heard her groan as his tongue slipped into her mouth. His hand traced down her cheek...then her shoulder...then her arm. When it moved across to her breast and squeezed her lightly, she didn’t pull away.



  Tony broke the kiss and turned her head to the side a little, facing away from the camera, so that he could kiss down her neck. And then, while she couldn’t see, he turned to look straight at the laptop and grinned at me.



  I wanted to hurl something through the screen. The bastard knew I was watching, and he was loving it!



  He laid kisses down her throat and behind her ears and she started moaning softly in a way that made my stomach churn...and my cock swell. Despite everything, the sight of her being touched by another man still turned me on.



  His hands were all over her breasts now, groping her...mauling her. She groaned at the rough treatment, but she didn’t resist. If anything, she pressed her body closer to him.



  A chat window popped up on the laptop—a new one.



  I think she likes it a bit rough, Lance typed. He was talking directly to me, I realized. The keyboard was still locked out, but he could hear me and see me—my camera and mic were only blocked to Jen. So he can enjoy my humiliation, I fumed.



  “Please,” I begged. “Stop this.”



  But they’re having so much fun, Lance typed. Especially Jen. Doesn’t it look like she’s having fun, Glen?



  Tony’s hands were on her ass now, pulling her hard against him, squeezing and kneading her firm cheeks while his mouth devoured her. As I watched, he dragged the skirt up a little—enough to reveal the tops of her hold-ups.



  “Stockings” he said, pushing her back a little so he could see. “Did you wear those especially for me?”



  Jen nodded, and he grinned.



  I knew he’d like them, Lance typed to me. See how helpful I am, Glen? Helping your wife get what she wants.



  “You bastard!” I shouted at the laptop.



  Lance didn’t answer. Probably too busy laughing.



  Tony’s hands grew frantic. He unbuttoned her blouse, popping the buttons so quickly I thought he was going to tear them off. Then he skimmed his hands under her blouse, around her back, and unfastened her bra. He pushed it up out of the way, and we were all gazing at my wife’s beautiful breasts.



  She’s really hot, Lance commented to me. Seriously, Glen. Thank you for allowing her on board. I mean, most men would have had more sense than to send their wife to an oil rig for weeks, all on her own. You’re really generous. Or really stupid.



  I stared at the screen, my eyes hot.



  Oh, are you going to cry for us? Lance asked. Poor little Glen. About to see his wife get fucked.



  I slammed the laptop shut and it went into sleep mode, Jen’s moans cutting off suddenly. I paced the lounge, my hands in my hair.



  I couldn’t watch.



  I couldn’t not watch.



  I opened up the laptop again, in time to see Tony push Jen onto the bed. She was panting, and landed with her legs slightly apart. Her skirt was up around her hips, her naked breasts bouncing as she stared up at him.



  He climbed onto the bed, undoing his belt.



  “No,” I said aloud, shaking my head. “No. I don’t want this. Do you understand? I don’t want this!”



  Your cock says you do, typed Lance.



  I looked down. My cock was rock hard against my thigh, the bulge in my pants obvious. I’d forgotten that Lance could still see my camera feed. He knew the truth about how this was affecting me...maybe better than I did.



  Tony had his jeans down now and was pushing down his jockey shorts. Jen gasped as she saw his cock and then, as he turned slightly, I gasped, too. He was big—at least half as big as me again, and thick. The head of his cock was plum-like, heavy and swollen.



  Oh dear, Glen, typed Lance. Look at that. Bigger than yours, isn’t it?



  I said nothing, merely stared.



  Tony fisted his cock and held it for Jen to see. “Do you want this?” he asked her.



  She swallowed nervously, but nodded.



  “You look scared,” he said. “Is it bigger than Glen’s?”



  He knew, of course. He’d watched the video of me jacking off—I was sure of it. This was just to humiliate me.



  Jen gave a tiny glance at the camera. She knew I was watching. But she also thought I was enjoying the whole thing. “Y—Yes,” she said.

 “I bet you always told your husband his was normal, didn’t you?” asked Tony. “You’re that sort of girl. Considerate.”



  She didn’t answer, so he kissed her neck and nibbled her earlobe. “Didn’t you?” he pressed.



  “Yes....” she said softly.



  LOL, typed Lance.



  I glared at the letters. Not only was Jen being shown a bigger, better cock than mine, not only was Tony about to fuck her, but I was well aware that Lance would be recording this whole thing. Tomorrow, all the other guys on the rig would watch it and laugh at Jen’s small-cocked husband. The worst part was that she’d lied to me—with good intentions, true, but still a lie. I’d always thought I was average. Now I knew I was small.



  Tony reached up under her skirt and dragged her thong down her legs and off, tossing it aside. He pushed her skirt up a little more, so that she was completely exposed. Thanks to her shaved pussy, I could see her soft, pink lips, already swollen with arousal. There was a glint of moisture between them.



  She’s wet for him, Lance typed. Your darling wife is wet for another guy, Glen.



  “Shut up!” I roared, thumping my fist on the table.



  Tony lowered himself between my wife’s legs. I saw her glance at the laptop screen for a second, checking to see if “RED” had appeared in the taskbar. But of course it hadn’t—because Lance hadn’t typed it. And he never would.



  Suddenly, Jen gasped, her gaze snapping back to Tony. He wasn’t in her yet, but I could see him making small movements.



  “Does that feel good, Jen?” he asked.



  “Yesss,” Jen breathed.



  I realized he was rubbing up and down her pussy lips with the head of his erect cock.



  I froze. His naked cock. He hadn’t put a condom on.



  “Wait!” I yelled. “Wait! Stop him!”



  I saw Tony put his hands on Jen’s thighs and push her legs apart as far as the narrow bed allowed.



  “Stop!” I shouted. “He’s not using a condom!”



  I’m sure he’s clean, Lance typed.



  “Here it comes,” Tony told Jen, shifting closer to her. I heard her gasp, saw her eyes open wide as she felt the head of his cock pressing at her now spread entrance.



  “You don’t understand! She’s not on the pill!” I was clutching at the table, my knuckles white. “Stop him! Stop him!”



  Oh dear, Lance typed. So poor Jen could get knocked up?



  Tony pushed forward and groaned. I couldn’t see his cock entering her, but I didn’t need to—everything I needed was written on Jen’s beautiful face. I saw her lips part as he stretched her wide, her head come off the pillow...and then the sudden gasp as the head of his cock slid inside her.



  “Stop him!” I shouted. “Lance, stop him!”



  Hmm, typed Lance, as if debating. Well, what a dilemma.



  Tony sank a little further down and I imagined that big, hard cock spreading her delicate tunnel wider. The swollen head of him plunging deeper, deeper. His balls, loaded with sperm—he could come at any second!



  “Please!” I was beside myself, now. If Jen returned having slept with another guy, we could come back from that...maybe. But if she got pregnant by someone else.... “We’re trying for a baby!”



  Well then, typed Lance, we’re giving you what you want.



  I gritted my teeth so hard they hurt. Everything was a joke to him. “Please!” I begged.



  On the screen, Tony was thrusting into my wife. With each stroke, I could see him sink a little deeper between her spread thighs, his muscular ass clenching and unclenching. Jen was weakly tossing her head on the pillow. “Please,” she murmured, “go slow, go slow...so...big.”



  He is big, Lance said, as if in idle observation. I wonder if she’ll be the same, afterwards.



  “Please!” I begged. “Please, Lance! Make him pull out!”



  Tony gave a sudden groan and at the same time Jen gave a sharp little cry. For a horrible second, I thought he’d come. But he’d just rooted himself in her. There was still time to stop him.



  Seems cruel, typed Lance. Making him stop before he finishes. But maybe if you did something for me.



  “Anything!” I told him. “Just tell me what!”



  Grab a paper and pen, Lance typed. And make a nice big sign. Make it say, “I love you. Have fun!”



  On screen, Tony started to thrust in earnest. His hands were firmly planted either side of Jen’s head, now, his body pumping hard between her thighs. Jen was rolling her head from side to side and whispering something too quietly for me to hear. I could almost see the orgasm building inside her, winding tighter and tighter.



  I raced around the room, finding a sheet of printer paper and a marker pen. I scrawled the words on it and then held it up to the camera for Lance’s approval.



  Smile, Lance typed.



  Without thinking, I smiled.



  Good, Lance told me. Now, what was that word, again, to get her to stop? Green?



  “RED!” I screamed. “RED!”



  Tony was thrusting faster now, getting close. He was grimacing, straining...close to release. Jen was oblivious to the threat, lost in her own impending climax. She was bucking and twisting under him, her mouth a gaping, red-lipped “O”.



  “Please, Lance!” I begged. “RED! RED!”



  I watched Lance slowly type it out in the chat window, pretending to be me. R—E—D. He hit ENTER, and the word appeared on Jen’s laptop screen. But it wouldn’t do any good unless she happened to look across and see it.



  “I’m going to come,” said Tony between pants. “I’m going to come in you, Jen.”



  That seemed to wake Jen up. “W—Wait,” she told him. “Are you wearing a condom?”



  He ignored her, his thrusts getting faster and more erratic.



  Jen started to panic. “Are you?” she hissed. Then she glanced at the laptop and saw the word RED in the taskbar. “Tony! Please! Are you wearing a condom?!”



  “There are no condoms on an oil rig,” he told her breathlessly. “No one has sex here. Until you came along.” He went suddenly tense.



  “No! God, no!” I shouted.



  “Wait!” wailed Jen. “Pull out! Pull—”



  Tony’s face contorted as he shot. Jen jerked with each thick pulse, her head pressed back against the pillow. But even as she panicked and thrashed, the sensation took her over the edge. “God,” she gasped. “I’m coming!” And she went rigid, hips lifting off the bed to grind against her lover, breasts bouncing as her back arched.



  Oops, Lance typed. LOL.



  “Ahhh,” groaned Tony, his hips jerking again and again. I visualized the creamy fluid plastering her soft, pink walls. She’d never had unprotected sex—we’d always used condoms, the whole time we’d been married. A man was leaving his seed inside her for the very first time, and it wasn’t her loving husband—it was a virtual stranger. God, do we even know his last name?!



  Tony leaned forward and kissed Jen on the lips and then drew himself out of her. She lay there unmoving on the bed, and as he stood I had a clear view of her spread thighs. The shining pink lips of her pussy were puffy and swollen, gaping slightly from his size. And from between them oozed a thin trickle of white sperm.



  “You—You...God, you came inside me,” Jen whispered disbelievingly.



  “You loved it,” Tony told her. “You came, just from feeling me shoot. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it.”



  Jen raised herself up on her elbows and looked down at herself. “God...I could get pregnant.”



  Tony blinked, as if he was surprised that she wasn’t on the pill. That wasn’t part of the plan, I thought. Lance hadn’t considered it when he’d set this whole thing up. I waited for Tony to react in horror. Maybe it would even scare him enough to put an end to the game.



  But instead, a slow smile spread across Tony’s face. He leaned forward and kissed Jen on the cheek as he pulled his jeans up. “Relax,” he told her. “It was just one time. It’ll be fine.”



  Jen nodded softly, looking uncertain. She looked…ravaged. It was worse than if she’d been nude, somehow. She was lying there on the bed, legs apart and cum still trickling from her. Her sexy shoes and stockings were still in place, but one stocking was laddered, her skirt was up around her hips and her panties were gone. Her blouse gaped open and her bra had been pushed up, baring her breasts.



  She was lying there in a state of shock and thousands of miles away I sat there with the same horrified expression on my face. What had I done? What had that initial teasing game with Tony unlocked? Lance was controlling things now, but if I hadn’t drawn Jen into this in the first place, his plan never would have worked.



  It was all my fault.



  And even more disturbing than what had happened was that she’d obviously enjoyed it. She’d come as he fucked her—hell, she’d come when she felt him shoot into her. Even the most dangerous part had given her pleasure.



  And my cock had been rock hard throughout, because I was some sort of small-cocked, pathetic cuckold.



  I very nearly hurled the laptop to the floor. The only thing that stopped me was the thought of two weeks waiting to know what happened.



  Tony softly nuzzled Jen’s neck. “It was fantastic,” he told her. “You were fantastic.”



  He stopped, waiting for something. And Jen gave it to him.



  “You were incredible,” she breathed, some of the tension starting to leave her body.



  I felt my heart break a little.



  “Can I see you again?” Tony asked.



  Jen’s eyes flicked to the laptop before she could stop herself. “I need to think about it,” she told him.



  When she glanced away, Tony looked at the laptop and grinned, and I knew exactly what was going through his head. Jen had just told him with her look that she’d talk to me, that I’d be the one to decide what happened next. And that meant that, in reality, it would be Lance she’d talk to. Tony would get what he wanted.



  I gave a scream of frustration. I was powerless!



  “I’d better go,” Tony told my wife. He kissed her again and left, closing the door behind him.



  I watched as Jen put her clothes back together, leaving her panties off. She sat down in front of the laptop and I saw her click to maximize the chat window.



  “Still there?” she asked into the camera.



  I nodded glumly, but of course she couldn’t see.



  Still here, Lance typed.



  “I’m so sorry, Glen.” It looked for a moment like she might cry. “I should have realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. I guess I was just caught up in it. You saw, didn’t you? That’s why you said RED.”



  Don’t panic, Lance told her. Like he said, it’s probably fine. It was only one time.



  Jen nodded and blinked. I’d been right—she had been on the verge of crying, but she’d managed to hold herself back. “You’re right. I think we’ll be okay. It’s not quite my time—not for another few days.” She took a deep breath. “It’s just…wow. Imagine if I got pregnant.”



  Yes, Lance typed. Imagine.



  I wondered what was going through his head. I wondered if he cared at all.



  “I’ll never not use a condom again,” Jen said. “Next time I’ll make sure it’s on before he even gets close.”



  Wait, I thought. Next time?!



  So you enjoyed it? Lance typed. You want to do it again?



  Jen took a deep breath and then nodded. A smile broke across her face and, despite everything, it was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen. A good, honest smile of genuine pleasure. “God, yes.”



  You’re okay? He didn’t hurt you? Lance was doing everything he could to sound like the concerned husband.



  Jen shook her head. “I’m a little bit sore from—you know, his size—”



  I winced.



  “But I’m okay,” Jen continued. “And it really was good. Jesus.” She leaned forward, wanting to tell me every detail, thinking I’d want to hear. “You remember I told you about how he kissed me? It was like that, only better. He was so…firm with me. And his cock was…wow.”



  The weird thing was, part of me did want to know the details. It was still a turn on, the thought of her with another man. But at the same time, my guts were churning, and the worst part was that I knew none of this was private: Lance could well be recording all of this and telling the others. Certainly, he’d tell Tony how much Jen liked his cock. She thought she was spilling her innermost secrets to her husband, but she was telling everyone!



  I’m so glad you enjoyed it, Lance told her. I definitely want to do this again. When you’re ready.



  “No!” I yelled.



  LOL, Lance typed back to me.



  Jen nodded and then smiled. “I want to do it again too,” she told me. And then she gave me a look of pure heart-melting adoration. “God, I’m so lucky to have a husband like you, who lets me do this!”



  Aww! Lance typed to me. And then he typed I love you to Jen.



  “I love you too,” Jen said, and blew me a kiss before ending the call. The chat window with Lance stayed open.



  Looks like she’s raring to go, Lance typed to me. See, Glen? We’re not pushing her to do anything. Hell, we can barely hang on to the leash!



  “You bastard,” I told him. Then, “Look, whatever else happens—please, we can’t let her get pregnant!”



  I have an idea about that, Lance typed to me.



  I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like it.



  ***



  The next day, I found myself reading the hidden forum. I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t help myself. There was a new thread entitled Jen on her back. I couldn’t stop myself from clicking on it, or watching the video. I’d been right—judging by the comments, some of the men had actually watched the whole thing unfold live in the break room. And there were a lot of comments. Men talking about her looks—her face and ass. A detailed discussion of her pussy and how good it looked with cum trickling out of it. A blow-by-blow discussion from Tony on how it had felt—he said her pussy was “like a goddamn glove.” And page after page of guys talking about how they’d like to fuck her.



  Around lunchtime, I was surprised to get a call from Jen. Normally she called in the evening, so I knew something had happened. For a moment, I hoped that it would catch Lance unawares and I’d finally get to warn her about what was going on, but then realized that I couldn’t even answer the call—I was still locked out of the laptop apart from the forum. If Lance wasn’t around to answer the call, it would simply ring and ring and Jen would think I was out.



  It rang for a long time before I saw Lance click “Accept Call”. Jen was sitting there in jeans and a sweatshirt.



  Sorry, Lance typed. I was running an errand. Just got back. I imagined him sprinting through the rig to his office to answer the call. What’s up?



  Jen looked happy, but a little uncertain. “Tony just stopped by,” she said.



  My eyes flashed to the bed behind her. Had they just fucked?



  “We just talked,” she said. “He had an idea about…contraception.”



  Wear a condom, I thought. What’s so hard about that?!



  “Tony said that he wants to make sure I don’t get pregnant, and that condoms break. There’s a guy on board who acts as the rig’s doctor—mainly for emergencies, but he’s a licensed MD. And they have a full stock of everything here, for men and women—they have to, by law, in case by some miracle they get a female crew member. Anyway, that includes contraceptive injections. He can give me one that’ll last for three months.” She bit her lip. “It would mean delaying starting a family when we get back, though—it would be another couple of months until I could get pregnant. But, you know, maybe that’s a good thing. I mean, we’re not going to have seen each other in a while. Maybe it would be good to just be having sex and not worrying about dates and temperatures and ovulation and things.”



  I was nodding, and then realized she couldn’t see me. I went to speak and then realized she couldn’t hear me, either. It was heartbreaking: My wife wanted my help to make a huge decision, one that affected our future, and I couldn’t be there for her.



  Except, suddenly, a chat window from Lance popped up. What do you want me to say to her?



  For some reason, he was giving me just a tiny bit of freedom. Maybe he wasn’t a complete bastard after all. I thought about it quickly, but there was really only one answer. “Tell her to do it,” I said.



  I think you should do it, Lance typed to Jen.



  Jen nodded. “I thought so too. I’ll go and see him today. Now I have to run. Love you, honey.”



  She was gone. And I was left sitting there, a little surprised at the lengths Tony and Lance were going to to protect her. However cruel they seemed, they obviously didn’t want anything bad to happen to her.



  ***



  That evening, I hoped that Jen would have changed her mind. But I knew as soon as I saw her on my screen that she intended to sleep with Tony again. She had the short black skirt on again, and the stockings and heels. But this time she had on a strappy top—the sort of thing she might wear to go to a bar. It was silver and covered in sequins, and left a lot of her gorgeous cleavage on display.



  “What do you think?” she asked, grinning. “Tony gave it to me as a present. He even figured out what size I was!” She seemed as happy and excitable as a teenager with a new boyfriend.



  It looks great on you, Lance typed to Jen.



  Then he opened a chat window to me. It makes her look like a real slut, doesn’t it? I helped Tony pick it out. Didn’t want to waste those great tits.



  I bit the inside of my cheeks. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of yelling.



  “Hey, I got the contraception shot,” Jen said. She turned and showed us her upper arm, where a tiny red spot could be seen. “My arm’s a bit stiff, but otherwise I feel fine. Supposedly there aren’t any side effects, and it starts working immediately.”



  That’s great! Lance typed.



  Then he sent a smiley face to my chat window—one of those ones with a huge grin that almost seems to split its face in half. Happy that now she could fuck Tony again, I guessed.

 Jen started talking about her day. I listened at first, but that grinning face sat there in the chat window. It bothered me. Why wasn’t Lance poking fun at me, or urging her to get naked? It was almost like he was staring at me, waiting for me to cotton on to something.



  I stared at Jen. She really seemed different—keyed up and enthusiastic. The present would have helped, but it was the shot that had set her mind at ease. Now that she didn’t have to worry about pregnancy, she was happy to continue experimenting. Not just happy—eager.



  “It’s so lucky that doctor had the shot on board,” she said happily.



  Yep, typed Lance. We got lucky.



  He didn’t type anything else to me. That grin just sat there in the chat window, filling my mind. Laughing at me.



  …



  Oh shit.



  “Lance,” I said tightly. “The injection the doctor gave Jen—that’s all real, right?”



  He responded instantly, as if he’d been waiting for me to figure it out. A second grinning face joined the first.



  “It’s not real?!” I asked incredulously.



  He just gave her a shot of water, Lance typed to me. Jesus, Glen, you believed that story? You think we carry women’s contraceptive injections on a fucking oil rig?



  She could get pregnant at any time. Only now, she thought she was completely protected. On the screen, she was chatting about her day again, happy and relaxed.



  “WHY?!” I howled. “Why couldn’t Tony just use a condom?”



  Tony’s kind of old school, Lance typed to me. Doesn’t like them. And it’s not just Tony. Besides, he was serious about there not being any condoms on board. Do you really think we’re going to wait a few days to get them shipped in?



  “But she could get pregnant!” My mind was going back over what Jen had said the night before. I missed it by a few days. Any day now, she’d be into her fertile period.



  And then, Lance typed the scariest word imaginable.



  So?



  I stared at it, feeling like I was going to throw up.



  It’s not like she’s going to swell up right away, Lance typed to me. She’ll be well off the rig by the time she gets big.



  His only concern was he and Tony and the rest of the crew having their fun. If that meant Jen getting pregnant by some stranger, so be it. I realized I’d made an assumption, all along. In my world, pregnancy was something to be meticulously planned, with books and Lamaze classes and careful timing. I’d forgotten that the guys on the rig were very different to Jen and me and our friends. The guys on the rig were all roughnecks: they worked, they drank, they fucked and they slept. Tony and Lance may have been promoted up the ladder a few times, but that didn’t change the way they thought. Pregnancy was just something that could happen occasionally and the idea that they might wind up father to some kid they’d never meet, thousands of miles away, didn’t bother them at all. Hell, they’d probably find it amusing.



  On screen, Jen reached out and tapped the camera. “Hellooo?” she said. Lance and I had both been distracted.



  Sorry, honey, Lance typed to her. Still here.



  Jen laughed. “Are you watching the TV while you’re talking to me? I wish I could see you, so I could check up on you. This is feeling very one-sided.”



  I do too! I thought desperately. If only she could see me, just once, I could tell her what was going on. She could quit the job, fly home and be in my arms the same day. I just wanted to pull her close and tell her that I loved her, and that I was sorry for ever starting this thing.



  I love you, Lance typed to her. I would never watch TV while I talked to you. You are the starlight in my heaven.



  Jen’s eyes lit up. “Honey!” she breathed. “That’s lovely! Thank you!”



  Ain’t I a charmer? Lance typed to me. My heart ached as if he was squeezing it in his fist. He’d stolen my wife’s body from me and now he was even stealing her emotions.



  Jen settled back in her chair. She’d been flattered by the present, her only concern had been taken away and now she’d been romanced. She was like putty in his hands.



  So, Lance typed to her. Tonight….



  Jen bit her lip. “Do you want me to bring Tony over again?”



  “No!” I yelled, unable to help myself. The idea of Tony fucking her again while I watched was almost too much to bear.



  Yes, typed Lance. It’ll be great.



  Jen squirmed in her chair. “You know, I have to admit…Last time, when he did it without a condom, I knew something was different but I was so wrapped up in what was happening that I didn’t make the connection. We’ve got to try it, Glen, when I get home. Seriously, it’s incredible—it feels so hot, and raw—we’ve been missing out, using condoms all the time.”



  I can’t wait, Lance typed to her.



  I stood up and kicked a chair across the room. By the time she got home, she could very well be pregnant! And Lance’s I can’t wait—was that just him pretending to be me, or was there a second meaning there meant for me and me alone? Was he intending to fuck her, too, at some point…without a condom?



  “Do you think I should put on more make-up?” Jen asked.



  Yes, Lance typed to her. Then, to me, he typed: I like it when she looks like a whore, don’t you? There’s something about an intelligent woman parading herself around like a bimbo….



  I screamed at the screen.



  Temper, temper, Glen, Lance warned me.



  Jen put on more lipstick and eye-liner. Then she minimized the chat window and went to the door. I watched as she took a couple of deep breaths, and then she stepped out into the corridor.



  I sat there stewing as I waited for her to return. When she did, she was leading Tony by the hand. Tony had a smug grin on his face, and he made sure to smile straight at the camera.



  I could tell Jen was a little nervous…but a little excited, too. I could see it in her flushed cheeks, in the way she couldn’t keep still. “So,” she said, eying the bottle of wine in Tony’s hand. “Do you want to pour a glass, or—”



  Tony pushed the door most of the way closed, slammed the bottle of wine down on the desk so hard I was afraid it might break and then grabbed my wife around the waist. She let out a delighted little shriek as his hands closed on her, and a stab of jealousy ran through me.



  Tony pushed her up against a wall, kissing her savagely—almost violently. She panted through his kisses, mouth open and lips shining. His hands worked their way up from her waist to her breasts, first crushing her firm orbs through her silver top, then pushing it up to expose her bra. He spun her around and pulled her back against his chest, dragging the top up and over her head and tossing it away, craning down to nibble on her neck as he whispered in her ear. “Little slut. Inviting me back here in that top and this skirt while your husband thinks you’re sitting here working. You know exactly what you want, don’t you?” And I saw him hump his crotch against her ass.



  She groaned and rolled her hips back against him. I felt suddenly ill.



  Tony licked her neck. His hands were squeezing her breasts through her bra. “Your husband thinks you’re all innocent…but here you are tempting another man into fucking you.” He undid the clasp of her bra and pushed it off her shoulders, laying hard kisses across her naked back.



  His hands came up to capture her bare breasts, the soft flesh bulging as he squeezed it, and she whimpered low in her throat with need. “Tell me why you want to get fucked by another man,” he said.



  I saw Jen’s eyes flick to the laptop. She knew I was watching, but not that Tony knew, too.



  “I…I don’t want to,” she told him, still keeping up the pretence that this was an affair. “I just need to…he’s so far away. I don’t want to hurt him.”



  Tony started to stroke her nipples with his thumbs, drawing them quickly up into hardness. “Bullshit. You don’t give a shit about him. As soon as you got aboard, you saw your chance to have some fun.” He leaned closer to whisper in her ear. “He doesn’t do it for you, does he? You need something more.”



  Jen closed her eyes. I waited for her to argue with him. I knew she wouldn’t tell him the truth—that I’d talked her into it—but I thought she’d keep protesting. After all, she was only doing this because of “our” sex game…right?



  She went quiet, writhing in his hands as he roughly massaged her breasts, but he wouldn’t let it go.



  “You want something more, don’t you?” he asked. “You want to be fucked like a dirty little slut.”



  She writhed again, eyes still closed, and gave what might have been a tiny nod. Perhaps one I wasn’t intended to see.



  But that wasn’t enough for him. “Don’t you?” he demanded.



  She hesitated. Her eyes were still closed, but I saw her turn her head guiltily away from the camera, as if she couldn’t meet my eyes. “Yes,” she moaned.



  Tony pushed her forward, towards the camera, and she caught herself on the edge of the desk. He grabbed the hem of her skirt and jerked it up over her ass.



  Then he kicked her thighs apart.



  Jen’s eyes flew open as she realized what he intended to do.”N—Not like this,” she begged. “On the bed.”



  Tony ignored her. He grabbed something behind her and I saw her eyes widen. There was a sudden tearing sound, and I realized he’d ripped off her panties. He thrust a hand between her thighs, stroking over the lips of her pussy, and her knees weakened, dropping her a little lower. She was leaning right over the laptop, giving me a great view of her hanging breasts, his hand on her pussy and, behind her, his gloating, panting face.



  I saw her hips begin to churn and buck as he rubbed at her, one fingertip on her clit while the others rubbed at her lips, gradually spreading her open. Jen’s breathing grew labored, and as she stared into the camera with big, helpless eyes, I knew he already had her trembling on the edge of an orgasm.



  “You’re a filthy little whore,” Tony told her. “Cheating on your husband. Aren’t you?”



  Sick terror clutched at me. No! It’s all my doing—or at least, she thinks it is! She’s not cheating on me!



  “…yes,” groaned Jen. Her eyes looked directly into the camera for a second with a look that said I’m sorry.



  I leaned forward in my seat, my face almost touching hers despite the thousands of miles between us. My wife had somehow slipped from pretending to cheat on me to actually cheating on me…and there was nothing I could do about it.



  I saw her glance down at the bottom of the screen. I realized she was watching to see if the word “RED” would appear.



  “Type ‘RED’!” I shouted to Lance. “Type ‘RED’ or she’s going to think—” I trailed off.



  She’ll think that you like her cheating, Lance typed to me.



  I shook my head. “This isn’t fair,” I told him. “I’m not—I don’t enjoy it!”



  Your cock says otherwise, Lance told me.



  I looked down. My cock was painfully hard. The sight of my wife, bent over and gasping, legs spread, a stranger rubbing her pussy while she admitted how much she wanted to cheat on me…it was working magic on my brain, turning me into something I swore I wasn’t. “Stop this!” I shouted.



  No, typed Lance.



  Jen had started to moan, and the moans were getting higher and higher, closer and closer together. Tony’s skilled fingers were taking her right to the edge….



  And then he stopped, and brought his hand around in front of her. He showed his glistening fingers—ostensibly to her, but I knew his real intended audience was me. He wanted to show me just how wet my wife was for him, and I gritted my teeth in response.



  I heard his belt buckle open and Jen tensed as she sensed what was next. Tony stepped back a little and I realized he was making sure we got a good look at the erect cock that would soon be plunging into her.



  Naked.



  “Please,” I begged Lance. “She’ll get pregnant!”



  LOL, typed Lance.



  “Here it comes,” Tony told Jen. “Here comes the big cock you’ve been waiting for, you stuck-up bitch.”



  I saw Jen gasp as the words hit her. She’s always been very proud of how well she communicates with the tough, working men on the drilling operations she visits. I knew that discovering they thought of her as stuck-up, or haughty, would bother her…and the idea that Tony was getting off on fucking her because of that status…. She closed her eyes again and writhed. He was humiliating her, and she was loving it.



  And then Tony moved in close behind her and I saw her mouth drop open. Tony must have seated the head of his cock at her pussy lips, ready to penetrate. His hands came around and grabbed her breasts as they hung down, squeezing and rubbing. “Here it comes,” he told her. “Here it comes.”



  His hips lunged forward and she groaned long and hard as he filled her. He started to thrust immediately, fast strokes that I could hear as wet slaps of skin on skin. Jen’s breasts bounced in his hands as she was pounded against the desk. “God….” she moaned.



  Tony’s face was triumphant now as he pumped at her. And I realized why he’d wanted her positioned like this. It was so that he could grin into the camera—at me. I got to watch the face of the man fucking my wife.



  Well, said Lance, I need to say goodbye for a while, Glen.



  That took me by surprise. He wasn’t going to watch? “Why?” I asked. But he didn’t reply.



  I got my answer a few minutes later. Time seemed to slow down as the door Tony had deliberately left ajar swung open and Lance strode in, this time closing it completely behind him. Jen had closed her eyes again, likely focused on the feel of the cock filling her depths, and didn’t know Lance was there until his hand stroked her cheek. Immediately her eyes flew open and she gave something halfway between a scream and moan.



  “Shh,” Lance told her. “Relax, Jen. It’s all fine. Tony and I have been talking. He knows that you have certain…needs. I thought I might be able to help you with them.”



  Jen had flushed beetroot. “N—No,” she said. “Get out!” She tried to straighten up, but Tony laid one large hand on her back, holding her down. And his cock never stopped pumping into her.



  “Just relax,” said Lance. “And let me show you what it can be like.”



  Tony removed his other hand from Jen’s breast and Lance knelt down next to her. He pushed in close beside her writhing body and gently took one dangling breast into his mouth.



  “Ah!” Jen bucked and twisted, but she couldn’t move. “Ah! Stop! Oh…oh Goddd….”



  Thousands of miles away, I had grabbed the edge of my desk and was staring at the screen, apoplectic. My wife wasn’t some kind of slut who would have sex with two men at once! As soon as they let her, she’d stand up and throw them both out!



  “No one else has to know,” said Tony. “It can be our little secret. The three of us.”



  Lance was biting at her straining nipple, now, using his lips to cushion his teeth. I could see Jen biting her own lip in response, as if trying to keep from crying out.



  “You’ve never had two men, have you?” asked Tony. His voice was very different to how it was before, when he’d called her a slut and a whore. I wondered if he was switching approaches deliberately, the stick and then the carrot. It made me wonder if he’d done this before.



  Lance reached up and started to circle his thumb around her other nipple. She was panting, heaving in breath in long, hot gasps, her face strained and gorgeous. Watching her staring into the camera, her full breasts bobbing and swaying in his mouth and hand, was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen, however much it horrified me.



  I realized that Tony had removed the hand from her back…yet she didn’t stand up.



  “You can just enjoy it,” Tony told her softly. “Glen never has to know.”



  I was surprised when he mentioned me. He knew damn well that I was watching and listening and that Jen knew it, too. Reminded of me, she’d surely now tell them “no”.



  Then I saw Jen’s eyes flick down to the bottom of her laptop screen and I realized how stupid I’d been. She was checking to see if I said “RED”. And of course, I couldn’t. And the only man who could speak on my behalf was right there in the room with her. No “RED” would appear.



  She’d think I was sitting here enjoying it, pumping my cock.



  And she’d carry on.



  She watched the screen for second after second, and when she didn’t see that magic three letter word appear, her hips started to slowly grind. Freed of any guilt, she was clearly going to enjoy herself.



  “No….” I whimpered.



  Lance angled his head so that he, too, could look at the laptop. He lowered his mouth from my wife’s dangling breast for a second and gave me a vicious smile.



  “Let’s move to the bed,” Lance said gently.



  I watched as Tony pulled himself from her, his cock shining with her wetness. He straightened her up, turning her side-on to the camera so that I had a good view. He drew her into a deep, long kiss while Lance unzipped her skirt and let it drop around her feet, leaving her in just stockings and heels.



  Sandwiched between them, Tony’s tongue still in her mouth, they maneuvered her over to the bed and lay her down on her side, facing towards me. Tony got in front of her and cradled himself between her thighs, drawing her upper leg over his hip. Then he plunged into her again.



  Jen cried out as the thick cock spread her once more. She put her head on Tony’s shoulder, which meant I could see her face but not his. I saw every gasp and pant she gave as Tony started to thrust into her. I saw her hands reach around and claw at his back as the rhythm settled into the one she needed to reach her climax. I watched her grind her pelvis wantonly against him, lithe as any dancer. I had one hand up over my face to block out the sight, but I was watching through my spread fingers. My cock was throbbing almost painfully. I can’t, I thought. No way. I’m not going to jerk off to this!



  Lance was lying almost passively behind them. He started to toy with Jen, lightly skimming his fingers down her arm, then reaching around to play with a soft breast as she bucked and thrashed against Tony. He looked at the camera at least as much as he looked at her.

 Then, almost lazily, I saw him reach into his jeans pocket and pull out something like a toothpaste tube. I frowned. What was it?



  He smirked at me. Then he ran a hand over my wife’s naked, flexing ass.



  I jumped up out of my chair. “No!”



  Jen had never taken it up the ass. We’d never even experimented there. I couldn’t bear the idea of her innocence being corrupted in that way.



  Unseen by Jen, Lance squeezed a big gob of clear lube onto his fingers and rubbed it mockingly between them.



  “No! Lance, no! She’s never done it there! Please!” And then I realized that no one could hear me. Lance’s laptop, the only place I could be seen and heard, was sitting unattended in his office while he had his way with my wife.



  Lance moved closer in behind Jen, tightly sandwiching her between them. I saw his arm lower between her legs, but I only knew the exact moment his slippery fingers pressed against her anus when I saw her eyes open and her head jerk up off Tony’s shoulder.



  “Relax,” said Tony. “It’ll feel good.”



  “I—I—” Jen sucked in a deep lungful of air, and I imagined Lance’s fingers circling her virgin asshole. “I’m not sure if—”



  “He’s not going to do anything,” Tony told her. He’d slowed down, thrusting in long, silky strokes. “He’ll just touch you there. Relax.”



  She bit her lip and lowered her head back onto his shoulder. I could see Lance’s arm moving behind her as his fingers circled and circled….



  And then Lance looked at the camera again and gave me a wolfish smile. And then his arm moved toward the camera. Jen gave a gasp, and I guessed that a finger had just pressed its way inside her.



  “Bastard!” I almost spat



  Jen was still flexing her groin against her lover, but now she’d added something else. As Lance sunk his finger deeper and deeper, I could see her hips begin to circle. Tiny circles at first, then more and more desperately. Lance’s arm was moving back and forth now, fucking her with his finger.



  “Feels good,” Lance whispered in her ear. “Doesn’t it?



  I saw her body tighten in response.



  He reached around and pinched a nipple. “Doesn’t it?” he repeated.



  This time, she nodded.



  He leaned closer, his lips almost at her ear, but his eyes looked straight at the camera. “Would you like me to fuck your ass?” he asked her softly.



  “No!” I shouted. “No!”



  Jen was softly panting through her nostrils now. Tony had slowed his thrusts until he was barely moving in her, driving her crazy with frustration, and I could see her hips grinding desperately, needing the friction within her. She shook her head uncertainly, long hair tossing. “I—I don’t know. I’ve never done it.”



  I saw her glance at the screen. But, of course, no “RED” appeared there telling her to stop. I could almost see it going through her head: Glen must think it’s okay….



  “No!” I said. “No! It’s not okay! I don’t want you to!”



  But she kept staring at the screen. And when the word didn’t appear, her eyes gleamed with arousal.



  She did want it. She just wanted to know I was okay with it.



  She nodded.



  “Tell me,” said Lance. He slowly unfastened his jeans and pushed them down his hips. He actually raised himself up off the bed a little for my benefit, so that I could see the thick length of him. My eyes bulged. He was at least as big as Tony. She couldn’t take him in her ass!



  But Jen, who couldn’t see his size, pushed her hips back against him. “Yes….” she said softly. “Yes, I think I want to.”



  Lance grinned at me and then lay down behind her. Her position, with Tony between her thighs, meant she was already spread open for him. Tony stopped thrusting for a second. Lance grabbed her hip with one hand and took his cock in the other, guiding it to her….



  I saw her eyes widen as she felt the blunt head of him press against her lubricated opening. It must have been the first time she realized how big he was. “W—Wait,” she gasped.



  But Lance had no intention of waiting. With a final grin over her shoulder at me, he started to push.



  Jen’s eyes widened and I almost sobbed. My beautiful wife was about to be fucked by two men at the same time, her innocence lost forever, and there was nothing I could do about it!



  “Ah…” Lance breathed. “God, you’re tight, Jen. Really tight.” I saw his hips pressing forward and Jen gasped. “So tight it’s hard to—” His hips pressed again.



  “S—Stop!” Jen said in a high voice, her hands clutching at Tony’s back. Tony had stopped thrusting for a second and lay there holding her tightly, kissing her neck.



  “Oh, but you don’t really mean that, do you, Jen?” Lance’s voice was a low growl. “You want it. Don’t you?”



  I could see Jen battling with herself, wanting the pleasure but fearful of pain. At last, she nodded.



  And he continued. Millimeter by tight millimeter. I couldn’t see him entering her but, as before, everything I needed to know was written on my wife’s face—every feeling of being stretched, of his hard male flesh forcing its way into her tight, virgin opening. Until at last, with a sudden gasp of “Oh!” I knew that the head had popped in, and that she’d felt her body close tightly around the slimmer shaft, trapping him there. I could see her eyes go wide and panicked as her body tried to clamp down, as she realized she was now powerless to keep out the invader, even if she wanted to.



  The mood changed.



  Tony started to thrust again, and Jen gasped as Lance’s cock moved inside her. I could see Lance slowly beginning to thrust as well, sinking more and more of his large cock into her.



  “Stop!” My fists were balled into fists. “You can’t use her like this!”



  Lance was panting in her ear now. “You’re a filthy little slut, aren’t you?” he breathed.



  “W—What?” gasped Jen.



  She was in their power, now—sandwiched between them, without hope of escape, even if she’d wanted to flee…and I knew that she didn’t. They could dispense with the coaxing and gentleness now, and show their true natures.



  “Cheating on your husband,” Tony panted. His naked ass was flexing lewdly now as he began to slam his cock into her. “Two fucking you at once.”



  “N—No,” said Jen. “It’s not like that!” Her eyes were screwed closed, as if to block out their words.



  Lance grunted from behind her. “God, she’s tight.” He made it sound like he was speaking to Tony, but I knew he intended the words for me. “Perfect, tight little ass. It’s just made for fucking.”



  Jen thrashed her head against Tony’s shoulder in denial, and then her eyes opened wide as Lance gave a final grunt and hilted himself inside her. He gave another little jerk of his hips and I saw Jen jump at how deep he was. I knew the two cocks must be rubbing together inside her, separated by only the thinnest of membranes.



  “Now,” said Lance. And curled his fingers around Jen’s hip, grinning at me.



  Please don’t, I thought. Please don’t use her like that. But I knew it was hopeless.



  They began to fuck her, her beautiful body trapped between them as their cocks pumped into her. Thanks to their position on their sides, neither man had to support himself and that meant they had their hands free. Tony reached up and started to squeeze Jen’s breasts, catching her nipples between fingers and thumbs and jerking them as he thrust. Lance reached around with one hand, felt between the writhing bodies, and did something close to her groin. I guessed he was playing with her clit and, when I heard Jen’s rising cries, I knew I was right. The pleasure had overtaken any pain, and she was lost in it, spiraling higher and higher….



  “She’s going to come for us,” said Tony.



  “She’s going to come with a big cock up her ass and another in her pussy,” Lance told him. “That’s what she needs. That’s always been what she needed. Her husband just didn’t know it.”



  I saw Jen glance at the screen again. God, it still wouldn’t say “RED.” She must think that I was enjoying the whole show, that I liked seeing her used like this!



  I looked down guiltily at the bulge in my pants.



  No.



  But as the two men brought her closer and closer to the edge, I couldn’t help myself. Watching her gasping, panting face, seeing her full breasts roughly squeezed by Tony’s oil-stained fingers, listening to Lance’s grunts as he stuffed his cock into her tight ass again and again…I was stroking myself before I even realized I was doing it—slowly at first, and then faster and faster, moving from merely touching myself to actually jacking off. They were fucking her, whether I jacked off to it or not, I figured. What harm could it do?



  The men thrust harder, faster, Jen’s delicate body no more than a toy between them, a sex doll to be used for their pleasure.



  “I’m going to,” said Lance tightly. “I’m going to come right up her ass.”



  “Me too,” Tony told him. “Good thing you had that shot, huh, Jen? Or you might go home to hubby with a baby in that tummy.”



  Jen writhed in lust and humiliation, her breathing ragged. But that wasn’t enough for them.



  “Tell us,” Lance said. “Tell us you want to come inside you.”



  I could have wept. They were going to make her beg them to do it, even when they knew she was completely unprotected.



  “Yes,” Jen gasped. “I—I want to feel it. I want to feel you shoot inside me.”



  “Both of us?” Tony asked. His thrusts were building to a frenzy.



  “B—Both of you,” Jen panted.



  I couldn’t believe it—this was my wife, my intelligent, shy wife, who had never done anything perverse her entire life, who felt guilty if she so much as stared at a hot guy. How could she ask two men to come inside her?



  “Take it,” Lance told her. “Take it, you dirty. Little. Whore.” He punctuated his cruel words with thrusts and then clutched her tight against him. Jen cried out, and I knew hot jets of cum must be flooding her ass.



  Almost simultaneously, Tony thrust deep inside her and unloaded. I could see his naked ass clenching again and again as he shot inside her. I imagined it plastering the entrance to her cervix. She thought she was protected—she didn’t know her body was still on its usual cycle, and that she was just entering her fertile period.



  Maybe it was the sensation of it, but I could see Jen begin to shudder between them as she, too, reached her peak. Her hands tightened around Tony’s back, her hips rolling against him as he filled her up. And to my shock, I felt myself lurch past the point of no return, too, my own cock jumping and spurting in my hand, some of the cum hitting me on the cheek, I was so unprepared for it.



  Both men pressed into her for long minutes as they finished. They slowly withdrew, leaving her sprawled on the bed as they hitched up their jeans. “Good fuck,” Lance told her. “We’ll have to do that again soon.” He led the way out of her room, and when Tony closed the door behind them my wife was left lying there on her side, eyes closed. Her legs had flopped together when they’d withdrawn from her, but I could still see how puffy and slick her pussy lips were, and the white fluid that showed between them.



  I looked down at myself, disgusted. God, had I really jacked off to my wife being fucked? What the hell was wrong with me? I ran to the bathroom and cleaned myself up, then hurried back to see what Jen was doing.



  She was easing herself off the bed, moving slowly, as if she was sore. She wrapped a blanket around her almost-naked body and walked carefully over to the desk. I saw her bite her lip before she maximized the chat window. “Honey?” she asked. “Are you still there?”



  There was no reply for a moment. Then Lance typed Still here! God, that was incredible!



  “You aren’t angry?” Jen asked in a small voice.



  No! Not at all! I would have said RED if I wanted you to stop. It was perfect. You were perfect. You’re gorgeous.



  Jen let out a sigh of relief. “Thank God,” she said. “I thought it went too far. Lance was….” She shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “Big.”



  I seethed inside, imagining Lance preening at that comment. They didn’t hurt you, did they? he typed.



  “No. I’m a little sore. But it was worth it.” She smiled a little. “God, it was unbelievable, when both of them were in me. I’m so glad you’re okay with it. I really wasn’t sure you would be.”



  Darling, always remember this. Lance typed. As long as you’re having fun, I’m okay with it.



  I watched the words appear with horror. What?!



  “Really?” asked Jen. She bit her lip again. “Are you sure?”



  Absolutely. I loved it, typed Lance. They both seem really good guys.



  “They were a little…cruel.” But she said it with a breathy catch in her voice. “Calling me ‘slut’ and things.”



  But it looked like you enjoyed that, Lance typed.



  Jen looked away from the screen for a second, then looked back and nodded. “Yes. I wouldn’t want to admit that to them, but…yes. I did.”



  I groaned inside. She had just admitted it to them! Next time, they’d treat her like a real slut.



  “I need to sleep,” Jen said, and blew me a kiss.



  I sat there after she’d cut the connection, trying to make sense of my feelings. I was angry…but not with her. Shocked, maybe, that this woman I’d known for so many years had such powerful, hidden urges. I’d always known that she looked at other guys, and when she’d had sex with Tony that first time it had been obvious that she longed to be fucked, and by a cock bigger than mine. But that wasn’t the same as what had just happened. They’d treated her like their own personal fuck doll, as something to be used, not something to be adored. And she’d liked it.



  My guts twisted. When she finally came home, I was going to have to pretend that it had been me behind Lance’s words, that I’d loved every second of what she’d done. I wasn’t sure if I could do that, even though I knew the truth would devastate her. But what really disturbed me was my own reaction. I didn’t love it—I hated it—and yet it had made me come harder than anything I’d ever known. How was that possible?



  I was starting to think that I knew myself even less well than I knew my wife.



  At that moment, the laptop chimed. An email, and not from Jen. From Lance. Look what I just posted to the forum, he’d written, together with a link. I clicked on it, fear clutching at my heart.



  I was right to be afraid. Under the delightful title “Jen gets two cocks up her,” he’d posted a video of the whole thing. And in the corner of the screen he’d included the video from my own camera. It showed me staring in dismay as Tony bent my wife over the desk and fucked her, then my shock as Lance walked in. Horror as Lance announced his intention to fuck her ass—



  “Oh, no—” I said aloud. “Please, no!” I’d just remembered what I’d done next.



  As Tony and Lance double-fucked my wife, I saw myself take my hard cock from my pants and begin to stroke myself. Now that I’d seen the other guys’ cocks, my own seemed pitifully small in comparison. I watched myself jerking off frantically to the sight of other men fucking my wife and then—the ultimate humiliation—my own cum hitting me in the face as I shot.



  Just in the time I’d taken to watch the video, there were already five pages of cackling responses from the crew.



  His cock’s like a cocktail sausage! Was he really fucking that sweet piece of ass with that?



  Holy shit, no wonder she’s fucking around.



  He was the weirdest O-face!



  And the one that worried me most of all:



  He really does get off on her being used. Fuck it, let’s wear the bitch out and give him a thrill.



  I groaned and buried my face in my hands. I’d never felt more humiliated, and now I knew that Lance would never listen to any of my pleas. He’d think now that I was turned on by the whole thing, that the more he fucked Jen, the more I’d get off on it…and the worst part was, I wasn’t sure he was wrong.



  ***



  The rest of Jen’s stay on the rig dragged slowly by, day by agonizing day. After that first time, Tony never came back to Jen’s room alone. Lance would take her from behind on the bed, his pounding hips pushing her mouth forward onto Tony’s cock. Or one of them would sit on the edge of the bed and have Jen slowly sit down on their erect cock, her own weight forcing it inside her ass, before the other one got between her spread thighs and fucked her. I noticed that they always made her face the camera, so that I could see her reddened, gasping face as she came again and again. They never used condoms, and we were well into Jen’s fertile period now. Every time I saw one of them come in her pussy I winced, imagining what might be happening.



  The drilling stayed on track, thanks to Jen’s help, and the company had nothing but praise for the way she’d decoded the rock strata and helped them to avoid broken drill bits. Everyone was happy and working hard—Jen was getting to live out all her filthiest fantasies and the crew looked forward to watching her get fucked in her room every night. The only miserable one was me.



  The day before Jen was due to leave was her birthday. I’d sent her a present weeks before, care of the oil company, wanting to ensure that it got there in good time. Back then, Lance’s cruel games had only just begun and I’d held out some forlorn hope that it would reach her. I knew better, now.



  I was right. That evening, Jen excitedly called me and showed me the present I’d bought her. Except it wasn’t my present at all. I’d bought her a tasteful silver bracelet. This was a dress, and tasteful wasn’t a word that could be applied to it.



  It was dark blue, and covered…no, coated her body from upper thigh to just above her nipples. Essentially just a stretchy tube, it showed off every curve of her full breasts and pert ass, leaving a generous amount of cleavage exposed and almost all of her long legs on display. It was so tight that it was clear she wasn’t wearing any underwear. She’d put her high heels on to go with it, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from crawling all the way up from her ankles to under the hem.

 Like it? Lance typed to her.



  Jen gave a little spin. “I love it! I never thought you’d buy me something like this!”



  “I wouldn’t,” I said aloud, morosely.



  “I mean, I wouldn’t wear it out…well, maybe to a bar or something, if it was only a short walk from the car and—” She was cut off by another message arriving from Lance.



  I want you to wear it to your birthday party.



  Jen had told me earlier that the guys had organized a going-away party for her in the break room that night. Innocent enough—cake and a few beers someone had smuggled in, breaking the usual proscription on alcohol aboard. But suddenly the event took on a whole different meaning.



  “Really?” asked Jen. “I don’t know. I mean, Lance and Tony will be there, and I guess it doesn’t matter, with them….” She blushed.



  They’ve already seen all of you, Lance agreed.



  “But all the other guys will be there too,” Jen looked down at herself, biting her lip.



  Give them a last tease, typed Lance. Something to remember you by.



  I dived at the laptop and opened a chat window to Lance. What are you doing??? I typed frantically.



  Just what I said, Lance typed to me, and I could almost hear him snickering. I guarantee you, Glen—after tonight, they’ll always remember her.



  I thought of my wife, and Tony and Lance’s persuasive ability. I thought of twelve other muscled, hot guys, who’d been lusting after her for weeks. I thought about Jen in that dress, in the middle of it all. “No,” I said aloud. I reached out and put my palm on the screen, trying to touch my wife. “No!”



  “I guess I could,” Jen said slowly. “It is the last time they’ll see me, after all.”



  Remind me, typed Lance. We’re still in Jen’s fertile time?



  I glared at the screen. Yes! I typed. You know we are!



  Oh dear, typed Lance. All that cum. And poor little Jen, all unprotected.



  Don’t! I told him. Lance, please! Not this! Not all of them!



  LOL, typed Lance.



  Then, to Jen, he sent, Look, I won’t be able to see what happens tonight, because it’ll be in the break room….



  Jen frowned. “Nothing’s going to happen.”



  I know, typed Lance. But just in case…I wanted you to know that it’s okay. Whatever you want to do. Go nuts. It’s your last night.



  “No!” I was clutching at my face. He was giving her permission, as me, to do whatever she wanted.



  Jen shook her head again. “I don’t understand. It’s just a party—nothing’s going to happen.” But I could see the heat rising in her face. She was getting excited, just thinking about it. Maybe she was just imagining a quick kiss or grope in the corner with some hot guy she’d had her eye on, or a tryst with Tony or Lance. I’m sure she wasn’t expecting what Lance had planned for her.



  Just so things are open and honest between us, Lance typed. I’ve sent you an email. Go and have a look.



  I frowned and quickly checked my Sent folder. Sure enough, there was an email, supposedly from me. The subject read:



  Jen,



  I love you. I want you to enjoy your last night on the rig. Whatever happens, you should feel free to enjoy yourself. You don’t have to wait for me to agree to things, or worry about my feelings. As long as you’re happy, I’m happy. Have a look at the picture—I want you to keep that in mind tonight.



  Glen



  A picture was attached. It was of me, smiling, holding up a piece of paper. And on the paper was written I love you. Have fun! The picture Lance had snapped of me when Tony had first fucked her.



  My jaw dropped in horror. The picture was clearly of me, and there was nothing to suggest that it was taken weeks ago. It looked like I was giving Jen permission to do whatever the hell she wanted.



  I watched as Jen had a very different reaction to mine. I swear her eyes gleamed as she stared at the picture. “Okay,” she said. “Understood.”



  With that, she blew me a kiss and ended the call. Lance kept his chat window to me open.



  I’ll find a way that you can watch, Glen, he told me. I wouldn’t want you to miss this.



  I started to type a reply to him, but he went offline—probably going to get ready himself.



  Maybe I was wrong. Maybe he was just toying with me.



  I went to the hidden forum and quickly checked the posts there. I’d been avoiding it ever since Lance had posted the video of me jacking off—several of the crew had taken to using an animated GIF of my face being hit by my own cum as their avatar, and I flushed with shame every time I saw one. But my fear and embarrassment had been my downfall—while I’d been away, several new threads had been posted, each one accompanied by a new video of Tony and Lance fucking my wife. The titles of the threads over the last few days were ominous: Penultimate fuck before the party. Last time with just the two of us.



  There was one final thread, started just that day: Jen’s Leaving Party. It started with Lance posting a picture of the dress he’d bought her, and then there were pages and pages of comments from the crew. I haven’t jacked off in a week, one guy said. I’ve been saving it all up for her.



  I stood up, grabbed the laptop and hurled it across the room. I heard something crack and the screen went dark. And then I put my head in my hands and wept. My wife was walking straight into a gang bang, and she thought she had my blessing.



  ***



  I found a bottle of scotch and slumped down on the couch, staring at the wall. Occasionally, I’d glance up at the clock. The party was supposed to kick off in thirty minutes, at eight.



  How had our lives gone so badly wrong? How had we gone from being a happy, faithful couple to this? Just weeks before, I was the only man who’d seen her body naked since we got married. Now, at least fourteen men had seen her shower, strip and fuck two men at once. And if they’d forwarded the pictures on to their friends back on shore, or posted them on the internet…my stomach churned.



  It was all my fault. If I hadn’t got her to tease Tony, that first day…. Maybe Lance had always intended to play this trick on us, but if I hadn’t acted that way in the first place, Jen never would have believed that it was her husband encouraging her to do these things—she would have demanded to actually see me or hear me before she went too far.



  And had our lives really been so perfect, before this began? Sure, we’d been happy, but our sex lives hadn’t been great. I’d always known that Jen was more adventurous than me. Now, just at the time I’d realized that I liked seeing her with other men, that kink had been twisted and used against me. Why couldn’t I just have been honest with her? We could have had some nice, safe threesome in our own house, with a trusted guy who wore a condom. Now she was going to be used like a piece of meat by a whole group of guys…and I wasn’t even going to see it.



  My eyes went to the broken laptop on the floor. It was ten to eight.



  No. I couldn’t. I wouldn’t watch that happen to her. I imagined them all clustered around her defenseless, nude body, the lamb among the wolves. I wouldn’t be able to bear it.



  But…could I not watch? Could I really bear to not know what happened to her? I likely wouldn’t get to speak to her again until she began the journey home—it would be a full day before she could describe it to me. And—my guts clenched tight—what if she lied? If she said nothing happened, would I believe her? I’d never know if she was lying…and that would drive a wedge between us.



  Five to eight.



  I dived at the laptop, praying it still worked. The screen had a long crack right across it, and flopped back against the table, its hinges broken. But the internals seemed to still work—the battery had come loose when I threw it, which is why the screen had gone dark. With that back in place and with a pile of books propping up the screen, I managed to get it to boot up.



  Seconds later, I got an incoming video call from Lance. He was in a room I didn’t recognize.



  “I thought you weren’t going to join us,” he said, grinning. “Let me show you around.”



  He rotated the laptop in his arms. It was clearly the break room, where the crew chilled out between shifts. There was a pool table, a couple of ancient arcade machines, a big TV and a mini kitchen area for snacks. The kitchen area was separated from the main area by a breakfast bar. Some cupboards overhung the bar where it joined the wall, creating a little cubby-hole of darkness. It was into this that Lance pushed the laptop, angling it so that its screen—and camera—were pointing along the length of the breakfast bar. In the darkness, it would probably be invisible.



  Lance bent over the breakfast bar and slapped its polished surface. “This is going to be ground zero,” he told me. “So you should have a great view.”



  Since it was Lance and not Jen I was talking to, he could see and hear me. I leaned in close to my own laptop. “Lance, please! Don’t do this! She’s my wife!”



  He sighed. “Well Glen, she is…but you haven’t been taking very good care of her, have you? You just couldn’t keep her happy with that pathetic cock of yours. I think that’s probably why she took this job. She must have known that with all these real men around, she’d get some action eventually. She was planning on cheating on you from the start.”



  My face burned. No! It wasn’t true! I’d led her into the whole thing!



  Lance sighed, as if worried. “Of course, tomorrow we have to send her back to you. How will she cope with your little wiener now that she’s felt a real cock?” He pursed his lips and shook his head. “But don’t worry, Glen. We all like Jen and we want her to be happy. So tonight, we’re going to try to stock her up for her long dry spell. We’ll give her so much cock tonight, maybe she’ll stay satisfied until she can come back and visit us.”



  “No!” I put my face right up to the camera. “Lance, no! You can’t! She’s not like that! She’s not some…slut!”



  Lance smirked. “She is now, Glen.”



  I started to speak again, but he did something to the laptop and I saw the breakfast bar grow a little dimmer as the light spilling from the laptop screen faded. He’d dimmed the screen, and presumably muted me, too. As usual, I could watch but not respond. And this time, Jen had no idea the laptop was even there—she wouldn’t glance my way. I was reduced to just a fly on the wall.



  I watched Lance as he walked out of view. The camera was wide angle enough for me to see a little of the room and I watched as he quickly hung some streamers and turned off most of the lights. The finishing touch was a cheap, tacky disco lighting ball that he set on a table in the middle of the room. It threw slow–moving orange, green and purple circles of light on the walls and ceiling and gave the place the atmosphere of a low-rent nightclub.



  The crew started to arrive, and as I’d expected Tony had managed to smuggle several cases of beer aboard. He’d even chilled them. As the room filled up with men, every one of them grabbed a cold can and started draining it. They’d been starved of alcohol for weeks and it showed.



  When Jen arrived, she laughed and almost clapped her hands when she saw the effort they’d gone to. She actually went up to one guy—a big, black guy with huge biceps who I recognized from the photos she’d shown me—and hugged him like an old friend. Panic rose inside me. She thought these men were all her buddies. She didn’t know that they’d all been lusting after her for weeks, watching videos of her naked and fucking night after night. She didn’t realize that she was going to be the entertainment!



  Someone put a beer into her hand, and I wondered if the plan was to get her drunk. But she only sipped at it and, as the night wore on, I realized that they might not need to. The excitement of being released from her guilt—having a free pass, supposedly from me—combined with the party mood and even, perversely, the knowledge that she’d soon be going home to her husband…it was all combining to leave her high and flighty, like a giggly teenager. I could see it in the way she touched them, always slapping their shoulders as they told a joke or brushing imaginary dirt from their chests as she looked up at them. For all her hesitation before, she didn’t seem to be at all concerned about the amount of skin she was showing.



  My mind began to play tricks on me. Was this the way she’d been the entire time, when I hadn’t been watching? Was it the innocent, shy Jen who’d been the illusion, and not the temptress? There was no way of telling.



  And then someone put on some music, and Tony grabbed her hand and pulled her into a dance.



  She protested at first, but it was half-hearted. She moved with him, their bodies finding the rhythm together, and for the first track it was quite innocent. Then the next track came on and it was slower and more sultry. By now the whole crew were dancing, although for most of the guys that meant standing and swaying slightly, beer in hand, as they ogled my wife. Jen put her hands up over her head and started to writhe and twist to the music, eyes half closed. Her breasts strained at the tight material of the dress and the curves of her ass were clearly visible through the thin fabric.



  Tony stepped back a little and Lance moved to take his place. With her eyes half closed, she didn’t notice until he caressed her cheek with one finger. Then she looked uncomfortable and looked around her, muttering something to him. Thanks to the music, I couldn’t hear what it was but it looked like it might have been: Not here.



  Lance put his hands on her waist and pulled her closer. He whispered something in her ear and shrugged his shoulders. It’s your last night, I imagined him saying. No one cares.



  And I could almost see Jen thinking it through in her head. When she looked around her, all she saw were her friends. The smiling, gorgeous, muscled men who’d worked alongside her for weeks. Everyone dancing and having a good time. So what if they saw her flirting with Lance a little? She’d be gone the next morning.



  So she stepped closer to Lance, allowing him to pull her tight against him, their bodies moving as one. His hands slid up and down her back and she snuggled in to him, her breasts rubbing his chest. Tony moved in behind her. By the end of the next track, he was dancing right up against her back, his crotch rubbing against her ass.



  On the next track, Lance kissed her. She looked uncomfortable at first, glancing around at the crew. But when no one said anything, she returned the kiss. Within seconds, I could see her cheeks moving as their tongues slid into each other’s mouths. The men around them pressed closer, sensing that their time was coming.



  I couldn’t see exactly what happened next. I know that they were pressed in all around her, a sea of men, and that hands were reaching for her. I imagined them caressing her tight ass through the dress, sliding up her sides to cup her breasts. I thought I saw two men kissing her exposed neck from opposite sides. I imagine she protested but, as one man stepped aside for a second, I saw Lance whispering in her ear again. And then, very clearly, I saw her nod.



  Almost immediately, Lance pushed the top of her dress down below her breasts. I could almost hear the intake of breath from all the men as the breasts they’d only seen on their screens were finally revealed, real and warm and touchably close. And touch them they did, hands from all sides reaching in to rub and stroke and gently pinch nipples. Moments later, a mouth was on each breast. Their pace was cautious and measured and Jen’s eyes were closed. She was still moving a little to the music and I think she’d almost slipped off into fantasy land, lost in all the male attention. The crew seemed to be trying hard not to spook her, making sure she slid smoothly down into the darkness, past the point of no return.



  Lance gently turned her around and I saw one guy—the black guy she’d hugged before—kneel down in front of her. I don’t think she even really knew he was there—two men were licking her breasts and Lance and Tony were kissing her neck from behind. The guy slowly tugged her dress up over her hips, baring her naked pussy—as I’d suspected, she wasn’t wearing any underwear.



  “Stop,” I begged, thousands of miles away and helpless. “Stop this now!”



  But I had to watch as the guy leaned in and pressed his face between her legs, using his elbows to spread her knees for him. The men closed in around her, so I couldn’t see much after that. But he stayed there in front of her for several minutes and I followed the action through her face as she squirmed and reddened and panted and finally cried out, long and high, as he tongued her to her first climax.



  Things spiraled rapidly out of control.



  Lance lifted her and carried her to the breakfast bar, sitting her down on the edge and then tipping her back so that she lay across it. It was narrow, and I wondered why he didn’t lie her lengthways. The way she was, her head wasn’t supported—she had to hold it up or it lolled back over the edge. And her long legs hung over the other side, her naked groin resting right on the edge.



  Lance unfastened his jeans. His seniority obviously got him first turn. I wondered if Jen realized that he was only going to be her first.



  I was looking at them from the side, with a perfect view of Jen’s outstretched body and Lance as he stepped between her thighs. I saw his cock, hard and ready, slap her thigh and saw her groan in response. I could see her pussy lips, shining wetly in the dim light of the room. And then I saw her arch her back and cry out as Lance plunged into her.



  Unlike before, Jen had no idea I was watching. She had no reason to glance into the darkness under the cupboards, but Lance did. He stared at the screen for a second as he began to thrust, and then he looked meaningfully at the men around them. I’m going to fuck her, he seemed to be saying, and then we all are.



  The counter was at waist height, and it was easy for Lance to pound into her, his stiff cock gleaming as it slid into her tight body. She groaned and writhed on the counter, her breath coming faster—now that she was so much closer, I could hear her even over the music. Two guys leaned in from the side and started to caress her naked breasts, and she moaned.

Lance wanted something more, though, and suddenly lifted her legs high in the air, pressing them almost together and resting them on his shoulders so that she was bent up into an “L” shape. He started pounding her again, and in this position he could go deeper. She started to cry out, and I imagined the head of that long cock hitting her very limits…pressing again and again against the opening to her cervix. I looked down at Lance’s balls, heavy and swinging beneath his cock. This, I knew, was when it would happen. It had been risky before, but now her body was at its most fertile.



  Jen was starting to pant, her eyes closed. I think she’d forgotten about just how many guys were around her—either she was blocking it out from the humiliation of being taken in front of them, or she was just too focused on the pleasure Lance was giving her. When Tony put a hand on her chin and gently tipped her head back, I didn’t know what he intended—I’m naïve, I suppose. Not until he had her head all the way back, her hair pressing against the side of the counter. And then he unfastened his jeans.



  Suddenly, her position on the counter made sense.



  I jumped up out of my chair. “No!” No one could hear me, but I couldn’t keep quiet. “You can’t—Don’t!” I’d seen her take Lance and Tony at the same time before, but this was different. Something about her position, the way Lance had her bent, the way her head was upside-down. They’d turned her into a fuck toy for their use.



  The first Jen knew of it was when she felt the head of Tony’s cock brush her soft lips. Her eyes opened and she looked uncertain, but the men caressing her breasts started pinching her nipples, and then Lance reached around her upraised legs and started to slowly rub her clit. I saw her arch her back in pleasure, and her mouth opened wide to take Tony in. Immediately, he was sliding into her upside-down mouth, her tongue caressing the top of his cock instead of the underside. He moved slowly—slower than I would have expected. Then my stomach lurched in horror as I realized why.



  With her head tipped right back, he had a straight line into her throat. He was going all the way down.



  As I watched, his cock hit the back of her mouth. Her cheeks were already moving, her tongue working at his cock, but as he reached that point she went still. I heard her give a kind of warning groan.



  And I saw him smile.



  And push forward.



  She bucked under him, her hands coming up to flail in the air. I could see her throat spasm as she gagged on the head of his cock. “No!” I shouted. “You can’t do that! She’s my wife!”



  But Tony simply ignored her struggles, and I saw her back arch in shock as his cock plunged into her throat. Inch after thick inch disappeared between her soft lips, until his groin was pressed tight against her nose. The men watching were clustered close, now, craning over each other’s shoulders to see.



  Tony stayed there, not moving, and Jen’s struggles gradually stopped. I could see that she was still breathing, so there must have been just enough room around his cock to suck air into her lungs.



  Lance’s thrusts were getting faster, his hips slapping against her upraised ass. He started to play with her clit again, two fingers rubbing up and down the sides of the hood, and Jen squirmed around him, twisting her hips and pushing back against him. Slowly, I saw her mouth come to life again, her cheeks hollowing as she started to suck on Tony’s cock. He began to move as well, not drawing all the way out of her throat but moving slowly within it.



  After a moment or two, Jen seemed to relax, her eyes fluttering closed again. With one cock pumping steadily into her moist pussy, another slowly fucking her throat and two men caressing her breasts, my wife gave herself up to it, passively submitting to them. And I could see why—I’d watched her often enough, both at home with me and over the last few weeks, to know the tell-tale signs of an impending orgasm. From the way she was starting to tremble, it was going to be a big one when it arrived. I dreaded to think what effect it would have on the men around her, to see her shudder and clench and writhe in ecstasy.



  Both men were moving faster, now. Lance was thrusting into her hard, pushing her legs back so that they were beyond vertical, his face taut with the effort of holding back. Tony was—I cringed—fucking her face. There was no other phrase to describe it. His hips were lunging at her mouth, his shining cock pumping in and out between her stretched lips. It wasn’t loving or gentle…and yet as I watched, Jen started to writhe.



  “She likes it,” I heard one guy say.



  “She fucking loves it,” another answered.



  I wanted to deny it. I wanted to smash the laptop and make sure it was destroyed, this time. But I could hear her moaning around the cock in her mouth, see how hard her nipples had become under their fingers, hear her wetness as Lance drove into her. My wife was loving what they were doing to her.



  I realized I was rubbing myself through my jeans.



  God, no. Not while they were doing this to her!



  And then Lance groaned and pushed in so deep that Jen gave a little jerk. I knew he was deliberately going as deep as he could. I could imagine that thick, rubbery head nestled right up against her delicate wall, the tip poking against the tiny, secret hole that led to her womb….



  He gave a growl of victory and I saw his hips jerk. Jen bucked and thrashed in pleasure as she felt the thick spurts against her sensitive membrane, relishing the sensation because she thought she was protected. But I knew better…and so did Lance. When he slowly pulled out of her, he made sure to glance at the laptop. His sneer was forever burned into my mind, along with the sight of his cum trickling from between my wife’s soft, pink pussy lips.



  She went to lower her legs, but before she could two big, black hands grabbed her ankles. I saw her tense in shock—perhaps her first realization that it wasn’t going to be just Lance who fucked her. At that moment, Tony grunted and went still, his groin right up against her face. Jen shuddered and writhed, and it took me a second to work out that he was coming while buried deep in her throat, the warm liquid shooting straight down towards her stomach and giving her no choice but to swallow.



  He withdrew, his sticky cock slapping against her lips, and immediately Jen raised her head to see who was standing in front of her. She was just in time to see the black guy who’d gone down on her lowering his jeans.



  She swallowed, trying to speak. “I—God, I—I’m not—” She looked around her at the gathered men. “I’m not like that.”



  Lance was fastening up his jeans. “Yes you are, Jen.”



  Tony traced her lips with his fingers. “Tell us you don’t want it.”



  She opened her mouth to speak, and then hesitated. I could see the line of her gaze, and it ended in the throbbing black cock that was pointing straight at her pussy. “I—” She went quiet.



  “That’s what I thought. Slut.” And Tony pushed another man towards her mouth. Her head was already being tipped back to take the next cock when the black guy entered her.



  It became a procession. A man would finish in her pussy and as soon as he’d withdrawn, another would take his place. Her mouth was never empty, her lips and cheeks shining with cum. Her breasts soon bore red handprints from squeezing hands and pinching fingers. Her legs must have ached from being pointed up to the ceiling for so long.



  After a half hour, they turned her over. Her dress was just a stained wad of fabric around her waist by now, so they stripped it off her. Naked except for her shoes, they bent her over the counter, letting her head project off the far side so that she could suck one man while another fucked her. Another few took her like that, and then the first man chose to take her ass, instead. When she felt the lube at her anus, I saw her try to turn her head—perhaps to protest, perhaps to see who it was. But her mouth was wrapped around a hard shaft, and within seconds the man had pushed his way inside her and was slowly filling her, and she gradually began to push her hips back against him while grinding her clit against the counter. She came again while he fucked her, her mouth free of cock for a moment, her high cries echoing around the room.



  After that, everyone wanted to fuck her there.



  They made her kneel on the floor, at one point, and I lost sight of her as they surrounded her. They seemed to be getting her to suck them hard again, dragging her from one cock to another. Then they lifted her onto the pool table and I could see nothing until Lance thoughtfully turned the laptop around. She was kneeling atop one man, his cock thrusting up into her pussy. Another man was in her ass and a third knelt next to them, twisting her head to the side so that she could suck his cock.



  That was when I came—watching my wife take three cocks at once. My shame was almost as strong as my lust as the orgasm hit me. Almost.



  When they’d finished, they left her lying on the pool table. Her breasts and face shone where men had shot their loads across them rather than waiting for their turn. Thick, white cum oozed from her pussy and ass, trickling down her thighs. I’d lost count of how many men had shot inside her pussy, but I knew it was at least six.



  The last thing I saw, as Lance shut the lid of the laptop and cut off my view, was Jen raising her head to look disbelievingly down at her naked body. Asking herself, perhaps, what she’d become.



  I looked down at myself, at my limp cock sticky against my thigh, and asked myself the same question.



  ***



  Jen arrived home the next day. She was full of smiles and hugs and talked excitedly about the things she’d done on the rig…but she never mentioned her going away party. And I couldn’t tell her I knew, without explaining about Lance’s tricks and everything that had gone on behind the scenes. I would have had to tell her that she’d been talking to a virtual stranger the whole time, that she’d done all of those things without my okay…and just as Lance had said, that would have killed her.



  I couldn’t tell her that I’d watched her be gang banged. Or that I’d watched the video Lance had posted on the hidden forum again and again the next day. I expected Lance to cut off my access as soon as Jen was gone but, oddly, he didn’t. I got to read all the comments from the crew the next morning. All of them wanted to know when they could get a new female guest, with an equally stupid husband.



  A few weeks went by. Our sex life was…different. Not worse, but not better, either. In theory, I knew what Jen wanted. The problem was that I still couldn’t give it to her—I was okay with seeing her treated like a slut by other men—loved it, in fact. But I couldn’t do that to her myself, however hard I tried. It just wasn’t in my personality.



  Worse, Jen now believed that there were no limits on her as far as cheating went. She was eager to start introducing new men into our bedroom, and when she began to consider her next work assignment there wasn’t even a discussion about me coming with her—I’d stay at home and watch. Of course, this time there’d be no Lance—it really would be me on the other end of the line. But the damage was done—I couldn’t now reign her back in without giving her an explanation and that would mean the truth would have to come out. I’d thought that Lance was making me a cuckold for as long as Jen was on the rig, but what he’d actually done was much cleverer—he’d made me a cuckold for life.



  The other side of it was me coming to terms with my own nature. I hated the idea of Jen thinking that I liked seeing her with other men, but I couldn’t deny it was true. I’d been conflicted the whole time she was on the rig, caught between humiliation and arousal; now, I was forced to accept my role and I knew I’d be humiliated and aroused in equal measure. I just didn’t have a choice, anymore, in how far things went.



  And then we discovered Jen was pregnant.



  She was incredulous at first, but eventually accepted that the contraceptive injection on the rig must not have worked. I didn’t have the heart to tell her it had all been a lie. Without doing a paternity test on every man on the rig—many of whom had by then moved on to different jobs on rigs around the world—we’d never know who the father was. Jen wanted to keep the baby, but we didn’t know whether we should pretend it was mine or not. We both knew she’d fucked a black guy as well as a couple of Hispanic men during the gang bang. But since Jen didn’t know I knew, and I couldn’t admit to it, we couldn’t talk about it. Eventually, we just told our friends and neighbors the baby was mine and hoped for the best.



  Nine months later, when the baby arrived, we both breathed a sigh of relief. The baby was white, with mahogany hair that could almost have been Jen’s…although it was a shade lighter. And his eyes were a distinctive dark green.



  I stared at the miniature version of Lance. I knew I’d love him, but he was going to be a reminder of what had happened for the rest of my life.



  <<<< >>>>
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  Extract: Cuckolded By My Boss



  My wife and I work for the same company. Our problems started when the new, black CEO made me redundant. I came up with a plan to get my revenge and set my wife and I up for life. I convinced her to lead him on, and I planned to film him kissing her and sue his ass for sexual harassment.



  It all went horribly wrong. Things went too far, and my boss found out about my plan. Suddenly, the tables were turned—now my boss was determined to fuck my wife and make me watch. Not just once, but again and again, in one degrading, humiliating situation after another. I never guessed that my beautiful, shy wife longed to be treated like a slut, or that once she’d had a taste of my black boss’s cock, I’d never be enough for her again….



  “Yes, Paul. You want me to show you? Let’s have a little demonstration. Go to the men’s room, right now. Get in a stall.”



  What? Why did he want me to go to the men’s room? Did he mean to fuck her here, while I waited?



  “Go!” His expression told me he wasn’t kidding.



  “Wait,” I said. “Kristina’s not on the pill!”



  He just laughed. Clearly he’d already figured that out from her desperate pleading the night before. “Yeah. Maybe I’ll get her knocked up for you, Paul. How would that be?”



  I stared at him, horrified. “No!”



  “Oh yeah. I’ll make sure to shoot right on target. How about a nice big black baby to explain to all your neighbors? Doesn’t bother me – I’ll be at some other company long before she ever even begins to show. But you’ll be there for it, Paul. You’ll watch that tight little tummy of hers swell up like a balloon. Those ripe titties that hang down just the right amount? Oh, they’re going to be big, Paul; they’re going to be swollen with milk for junior. Everywhere you go, people are going to be congratulating you on that big bump under her dress, but you’ll know it’s mine. And when she squeezes out that black baby, everybody else is going to know it, too. They’re going to know you weren’t man enough to stop your wife straying.”



  He smirked up at me, waiting for my reaction. I knew I’d gone pale. I felt like I was going to throw up. Without a word, I turned and marched from his office, and then straight through the outer one, past a worried-looking Kristina.



  Like everything else in the company, the men’s room hadn’t had much money spent on it. It was clean enough, but everything looked…cheap. Cracked tiles that should have been replaced. Dripping faucets. The doors on the stalls were lightweight and flimsy, and probably hadn’t fit well into their frames even when they were new.



  The place was empty. I stepped into a stall, closing the door but not locking it. What was happening, back in the office? Had he already ordered her to his desk? Was he taking her clothes off right now? My hands knotted in my hair as I ran through the possibilities. On the desk again? Over the desk? Why wasn’t he making me watch, this time?



  I heard someone enter the room. No, two people. But there was something weird: only one of them had the heavy footsteps of a man. The other was….



  “We can’t!” Kristina said in a low hiss. “Deon, please!”



  He shushed her. “In here.”



  I heard them go into the stall next to mine. Nausea rose inside me. I thought of the Kristina I knew, the gentle, shy woman who baked mint choc-chip cookies for fundraisers, who campaigned on women’s issues, who had a goddamn degree, for pity’s sake! And he was going to fuck her in the men’s room: as if that’s all she was worth! Worse, he was deliberately risking getting caught. If they were seen or heard, the whole office would know Deon was fucking my wife.



  I could hear Kristina weakly protesting, but he silenced her with another kiss. I recognized the low growl in her throat as she melted under his lips, and then the sound of buttons opening. He was unbuttoning her blouse. Then I heard the elastic rasp of her bra being unfastened.



  “On your knees, Kristina,” he told her. She must have hesitated, because he repeated it. He wasn’t bothering to whisper: he wanted me to hear. I heard his zipper open. He was going to make her blow him: on her knees, in the men’s room. He was treating her like a whore.



  Kristina had never much liked giving head. She’d do it for me, very occasionally. But she’d never been enthusiastic about it. Now, though, I could hear her licking him, and I could swear there was a low moan in her throat, as if she was getting as much pleasure from it as he was. The wall of the stall shook briefly, and I realized Deon had braced his hands either side of him.

My hand had inched the door of my stall open before I was really aware of doing it. I leaned out of my stall and around to theirs. The stall doors had a good-sized gap between frame and door. With my face pressed up against the door, it was easy to see through the crack.



  My wife was on her knees, stockinged legs kicked back behind her. She was topless, her blouse and bra in a pile on the floor. I had a three-quarters view of her as she sucked on the head of Deon’s cock. They both had their eyes closed, and Kristina was reaching up to stroke his cock with one hand in time with her sucking.



  As I watched, Deon snaked one arm down and rested a huge hand on the back of Kristina’s head. He didn’t push with it: he just left it there and gently moved his hips forward to force more of his cock into her. Kristina instinctively moved back: she didn’t like it deep – she’d never taken more than the head of even my small cock in her mouth. But then the soft bundle of pinned hair on the back of her head pressed against his palm, preventing any further retreat.



  I watched as another inch of stiff black cock slid into her mouth, her soft, luscious lips stretched around his girth. She made a little noise of protest in her throat, but it was a weak one. She didn’t stop her sucking, and her hand kept stroking at his length. I could see her cheeks hollow prettily as she started to suck in earnest, the movements as her tongue lashed over him. Deon gave a grunt of approval. And then he pushed forward another inch.



  Her eyes flew open now, and she tried to move back again. But his hand still trapped her, and she had to accept him, her mouth now full to capacity. And a good half of his length remained. I had an awful feeling that I knew what he was going to do.



  He reached down with his other hand and put one finger under her chin, the contrast between his dark skin and her paleness striking. He lifted her head, so that she was looking up at him. And then I saw him smile down at her. A wicked smile, a smile that spoke of awful things to come.



  He was going to make her deep throat him.



  Kristina realized it at the same time I did. She stopped stroking him. I saw her try to shake her head, and she gave a muffled “Mfffnnooo.”



  He smirked.



 

