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Most guys would be devastated if they discovered, their wife was fucking other men in secret. They’d probably be angry, probably feel crushed, certainly they’d be humiliated. Some would take revenge on the guy screwing their wife. Others would want to scream, yell, and argue with their wife. After all, what kind of woman would betray the love of her life in such an intensely intimate and personal way?

No matter how the male reacts in this situation, the end result will inevitably follow one of two paths. The discovery will either bring about the end of the marriage, or the husband will have to find some way to live with his agony and recover, ultimately making the relationship stronger in the long term.

Very few guys would ever have the guts to react in the way that Dennis has. He has not only embraced his wife’s extra-marital love life; he’s even gone so far as to protect it. The last thing Dennis wants is for this current arrangement to end. As long as his wife is happy, Dennis is keen for her to continue having as many affairs as she wants.

Sure, when Dennis first found out, he went through all the same emotions as every other poor guy who found themselves in that situation. Initially, he felt suspicious. Every time he came back from one of his work trips, he noticed that the bedsheets were fresh. Back then, he thought it was a courtesy, a way of making his homecoming special. Dennis was never sure when he first noticed it, but he remembers when it started to arouse his suspicions. His wife Georgia never changed the bedsheets while he was home, only when he was away. At first, it was nice to sink down into a freshly made bed after a ten- or fifteen-hour drive home. But as the weeks and months rolled past, and despite the exhaustion that racked his body, Dennis increasingly found himself unable to sleep in those freshly laundered covers. He would lie awake in the darkness; listening to his wife’s slow, steady breathing, smelling the fragrance of fresh linen, his mind whirring with possibilities. It was irrational. It didn’t make sense why he felt so suspicious. They were just clean sheets… right?

He had a good marriage with Georgia. He still has a good marriage, in fact. Most of their friends and neighbors are always talking about what a great couple they make together. Whenever he’s home, Dennis always makes time for her. They go out for dinner dates at least once a month – twice, if he’s not working away. They enjoy a passionate, energetic sex life, one that didn’t change or falter even as his suspicions began to grow. Why, then, did he start to suspect that something was wrong?

Once Dennis began to feel paranoid that something really was out of place, he started to notice other small details. He noticed that Georgia was buying more and more lingerie. He noticed that she started shaving her mound – and not just for date nights or birthdays or anniversaries. He even noticed that the half-used bottle of lube in the bathroom suddenly became two brand new ones – ‘Because they had a sale,’ Georgia explained, unprompted.

Eventually, Dennis let his suspicions get the better of him. He couldn’t go on living like this. Every time he was away from home, he’d call Georgia at strange times, driven crazy by what she might be doing behind his back. He would lose hours of sleep every single week, his stomach churning as worms of worry gnawed into his guts. The stress and anxiety even began to affect his sexual performance. Sometimes in the middle of a delicious blowjob he would have to ask Georgia to stop, unable to maintain his erection. He blamed it on work and she seemed to buy it.

That settled it. Dennis had to know for sure what Georgia was really doing. He had to be certain and put all these fears and worries in the past. It was time to find out the truth.

He installed a tiny camera in the bedroom, hidden in the eye of a teddy bear that always sat on a shelf watching over the room. The camera had a fantastic, unobstructed view of the entire space; bed, desk, closet, everything. It was as though he were standing at the foot of the bed, from a few feet away. The footage could be accessed from a private server using an application he installed on his laptop. Once everything was in place, he went away on his next work trip and prayed that his suspicions were unfounded.

They weren’t.

The first time Dennis watched his wife getting fucked by another man was one of the most painful moments of his life. He saw everything through the eyes of the spy on the shelf; he saw his wife’s naked body writhing in pleasure; he saw her butt jiggle as the stranger spanked it; his heart turned to ash as he saw the ecstasy on his wife’s face as she came riding another man’s cock. Thanks to the tiny little microphone inside the camera, he even got to hear Georgia’s muffled, distorted cries of pleasure.

It was probably the worst night of Dennis’s life so far. He didn’t sleep. He spent the night watching and re-watching the footage. The images are forever burned into his memory. He watched his wife bring another man into their bedroom – into their marital bed. He saw her undress him. He watched this other man touch her naked body – the sight of the stranger’s hands groping Georgia’s breasts sent shockwaves of revulsion and hate through him – and saw her moan in pleasure. He witnessed his wife spread her legs for someone else and watched as they fucked and moaned together for several long, excruciating minutes. He even saw the stomach-churning sight of the other man tearing off the condom and erupting across Georgia’s breasts and belly. Dennis saw the exquisite expression of lust on his wife’s face as she lay on the bed and swirled a finger around in her lover’s come – enjoying herself long after the man had left the house.

Every single frame of that video is burned into Dennis’s memory. It used to haunt him; it used to follow him like a shadow, occupying his every waking thought and infecting his dreams. It took all his power not to confront Georgia the moment he walked in through the front door. He decided to gather more evidence and file for divorce.

That was when things began to slowly change for Dennis. He went away on more work trips – some genuine, some not – and stayed up all night in motel room after motel room, staring at the images streaming through his laptop screen. Every time he left the house for more than a couple of nights, Georgia would bring some guy over for a night of wild, passionate sex.

During this strange, disorienting, maddening period of Dennis’s life, he began to notice something strange about his wife’s sex life. She wasn’t having an affair. She wasn’t even having multiple affairs. She was enjoying a string of frantic, frenetic, no-strings-attached one-night-stands.

Dennis never saw the same guy twice. No matter how big his cock or how much Georgia enjoyed fucking him, the mystery lover never returned. It was a one-and-done arrangement. If that wasn’t strange enough, he also noticed that the men never stayed the night. Georgia always dismissed her lover once their passions were concluded. For her, it seemed to be purely about the sex; the connection; the pleasure. She didn’t want anything else.

Over the next several months, Dennis slowly came to a startling realization. His wife wasn’t doing this to hurt him or to ruin their marriage. Her needs were far simpler than that. Georgia was lonely, and she was horny. Dennis couldn’t fulfil those needs – not when he was often away on business – so Georgia found the next best thing.

Dennis can’t remember now when his anger, shame and pain began to cool and simmer, slowly morphing into something else. The more he watched and re-watched the videos of Georgia and her lovers, the more aroused he found himself becoming. The uncontrollable rage that caused his heart to thunder like a machine gun turned to excitement. He couldn’t understand how or why it happened, but he started to enjoy watching the videos. He began viewing them as if pornography; a series of explicit, erotic videos that only he could access. Each one suddenly seemed more exciting than the last. He had an entire library of videos, each starring his porn star wife and her chosen stud of the moment.

If discovering Georgia’s affair was a major turning point in Dennis’s life, then choosing to forgive her and move past it was another. He decided not to pursue divorce. It took a monumental act of courage not to confront Georgia about her infidelity, but Dennis decided that she could have her secrets and he could have his, too. He would allow her to keep enjoying these no-strings affairs and he would continue to film them for his own pleasure.

Most men would choose to either divorce their adulterous wives or try to cope with the knowledge. Dennis found a new option – he chose to embrace her infidelity and make it part of their lives. Whenever he came back from a trip, he would make love to Georgia with more intensity and passion than ever before. He would even try to recreate the movements and positions that her lover had performed in his absence. If the stranger bent Georgia over the bed and spanked her, Dennis would do the same, as soon as he got home.

Georgia never said anything, but sometimes Dennis wondered if she had any suspicions. His passions were always fired up when he got home from a work trip. He always made love with more vigor and passion. Being stuck in a motel room with nothing but a video feed of your wife getting nailed by someone else will do that to a man.

These days, Dennis has an unspoken arrangement with this wife. He keeps going on his work trips. She keeps having her affairs. Neither of them says anything about it, but Dennis watches the footage over and over until he returns home.

It’s the perfect arrangement.

And it continues to this day…

 

****

 

Dennis double checks, the motel room door is locked. He closes the drapes and plugs his headphones into the laptop. His heart races. Anything might be happening – or already be over – back home. Sometimes he misses the main events by a few short minutes, other times the man has long since finished and been dismissed by Georgia. In a few rare instances – very rare, but oh so delicious – he is lucky enough to watch the action unfold live. To him, this is the next best thing to actually being there in person. But he knows that Georgia would never do it. She’s having these affairs because she’s horny and alone, not to satisfy Dennis’s curious kinks. This is her naughty secret – one he’s happy to keep safe.

He opens his laptop and is greeted by the familiar background – a photo of himself and Georgia on their third wedding anniversary. They both smile into the camera, a gorgeous beach-view sunset in the far distance. Sometimes he wonders if she already started fucking other men when it was taken, or if that was all still to come. Whatever the truth, it seems to him a simpler time, simpler but somehow less exciting.

His finger strokes the laptop trackpad which moves the pointer. He clicks on the small, nondescript icon for the webcam streaming service and waits for it to load. He can feel his pulse throbbing. His heart beats almost hard enough to cause ripples in his shirt. The anticipation is almost as unbearable as making it through his workday had been.

The laptop screen changes, the background image now replaced by his webcam service application. The screen is broken into a few different options – a live image of the bedroom, a window to rewind the last twenty-four hours, and several other options to share the videos, contact customer support, etc. Dennis watches the live feed for a moment, but there is nothing to see. The bedroom is empty. He can tell that nothing has happened yet, however – their bed is still freshly made from this morning and the sheets haven’t been changed. He can see evidence of lovemaking, no tell-tale clues of another man’s presence in his bed.

Dennis quickly rewinds the footage since he left the house the morning – just in case – but there’s nothing of interest. Sometimes Georgia pleasures herself with a vibrator, but not today. The recent footage only shows their bedroom, the shadows shifting and lengthening from the light through the window.

He double-clicks the live feed. A window enlarges to occupy the entire screen, showing an empty bedroom and a fresh-looking bed. The stream is surprisingly clear, given the size and cost of the camera. Sometimes Dennis considers replacing his little spy lens; upgrading to something with clearer visuals and audio, before he remembers that it’s supposed to be hidden and unobtrusive.

The stream continues. He undresses and lays naked on the bed, unable to tear his eyes from the screen for even a moment. Nothing happens. The only sound in the room is Dennis’s slow, steady exhaling. He swallows. His throat is dry. Any second now.

Any second now.

Any second…

But nothing happens. He stays that way for an hour, listening to the sounds of passing cars and muffled voices and staggered footsteps outside his room. From time to time his cock loses its erection. He reaches down, pulling at the shaft, tickling his balls until the blood returns. His stomach rumbles? but he ignores it. He watches the screen, seeing his bedroom slowly darken at the same time as the world outside the motel. There’s a connection here. He is in some way present. His wife is not.

Finally, he decides to order a pizza. He minimizes the livestream to a small window occupying the bottom right corner of the screen and fires up the delivery website. His eyes flick between the menu and the livestream. It takes twice as long as usual to place his order. He doesn’t care.

Dennis enlarges the stream m and gets comfortable, propping himself up with a pillow. His stomach rumbles with hunger and churns with dreadful anticipation at the same time. His mind starts to wander. Where is Georgia? What could she be doing? Is she with someone?

What if she isn’t bringing someone back to their bedroom tonight? What if she decides to fuck him on the downstairs couch instead? What if they do it in the car outside? Or – even worse – what if they go back to his place instead?

The questions send a strange sensation of panic bubbling through his veins, something he hasn’t felt since the first time he uncovered her affairs. He tries to think calmly and logically, but it’s no use. No matter how many times he tells himself that Georgia prefers having sex in a bed to anywhere else or how many times he remembers that she would always go back somewhere safe and familiar instead of a stranger’s home, the panic eats away at his gut.

Time rolls on. The video screen darkens. It’s almost full night outside. An orange glow peers around the closed drapes. The bedroom is almost completely covered in shadow. The view is almost impossible to see now; the laptop screen is covered in dark, blurry pixels.

There’s a sudden knock at the door Dennis jumps in shock, then remembers the pizza. Christ, has it been thirty minutes already? He leaps off the bed and rushes to the door, then remembers that he’s naked. He grabs a towel and wraps it around his waist. He opens the door.

The pizza delivery guy holds out the box with a blank expression. He’s probably seen far worse things than a guy wearing only a towel. Dennis pays and adds an extra five. The delivery guy nods and turns back to the little motorbike with the box on the back.

Dennis shuts the door and places the pizza down on the end of the bed. He glances at the laptop screen and freezes. The picture is different. He can see the bedroom clearly now; the light is on and the drapes are drawn and there are two figures standing to the side of the bed. One is Georgia, wearing a cute white dress. The other is a man he doesn’t know.

He gasps in surprise and delight and throws himself on the bed. The towel falls to the floor, forgotten. He gets comfortable on the bed again, unable to wipe the giddy smirk off his face. This is it. His wife is going to fuck another guy. A live, unedited sex show for an audience of one.

It looks like they’ve already gotten started. Georgia and the man are locked in a deep, passionate kiss, both stumbling backward toward the bed. Georgia strips his shirt off and throws it to the floor. The man helps unzip her dress. He takes his time unwrapping her, like a special gift, unable to break off their kiss.

Dennis’s cock grows and thickens and stands to full attention. He resists the urge to grab it and begin stroking. He needs to wait. There will be plenty of time for that. Right now, he will watch and wait and enjoy the show.

The man finally stops kissing Georgia long enough to help her out of the dress. He expresses admiration for her choice of underwear – black bra and matching thong. Dennis puts the headphones into place, hoping to hear their conversation, but the other man is too quiet right now. He can see the man nodding and tilting his head as he inspects Georgia’s gorgeous figure. She twirls on the spot, clearly delighted by her lover’s reaction, starting to unbutton his pants. The man does not resist.

Dennis swallows hard. His heart is racing. This feeling is intoxicating. Addictive. He’s a voyeur, a pervert, an onlooker, and a willing participant – all at once. He loves watching Georgia do this She would certainly be mad if she found out about the camera, but would she stop? He doubts it.

Georgia strips the man down to his underwear and socks and gives his groin a playful squeeze. They both laugh. The man unclasps Georgia’s bra and throws it away. He grabs her bare breasts and squeezes them. Dennis can see the expression of arousal and excitement on his wife’s face.

She pushes the man down onto the bed and gives him a long, slow kiss. Her hands grip his boxers and she pulls away from him, undressing him at the same time. Dennis can see the man’s excitement bulging free. It looks like a good-sized cock. Maybe a fraction larger than Dennis’s own, but he’s come to know that Georgia doesn’t value size. She’ll try any cock once.

Now Georgia turns around and bends over, wiggling her ass in the man’s face like a stripper. He gives her butt a playful slap. She slips her thumbs into the elastic of her thong and slowly pushes it down.

Dennis would give anything to be in the room right now; to feel the electric sexual tension of two willing adults who only have this one desire in common; to see the smile on her face as she turns back around, completely nude and ready to go, to hear the man’s throaty groan as he sees Georgia’s neatly shaved, naked pussy for the first time. But he can’t. For now, this is Georgia’s secret. She can’t know that he knows.

Georgia drops to her knees and buries her face in the man’s lap. His manhood disappears beneath her hair. Dennis gives an involuntary moan of pleasure, imagining her mouth wrapped around his shaft. He knows how good her warm mouth feels; he vividly recalls her skilled tongue gliding up and down his length.

He grips his throbbing shaft tighter, trying not to lose control too soon. They’ve only just begun. He wants to savor every last moment of this.

‘Oh, fuck.’

The audio is distorted and echoes a little in the headphones, but Dennis can hear the unrestrained pleasure in the man’s voice with crystal clarity. This stranger is enjoying the hell out of Georgia’s mouth.

Georgia responds to this moan by moving her head faster now, sucking him with obvious greed and enthusiasm. Dennis groans, squeezing his shaft with an absent-minded hand, watching his wife blow her lover. The man reaches down and spanks Georgia’s ass. She eases back and says something, too low for Dennis to hear. The man responds with a breathless, throaty laugh.

Dennis watches the screen, unaware that he’s holding his breath. The sight of Georgia sucking another man’s cock used to keep him awake at night in agony. It still keeps him awake at night, but for different reasons. He watches her tease and lick and suck her lover’s hard cock, always keeping her eyes on his face. The man’s muffled, muted groans of pleasure send tingles through Dennis’s body. Despite everything – the distance, the distorted audio, the grainy footage – it feels like he’s right there in the room with them, observing and being ignored. He never knew it would turn him on this much to observe his wife’s infidelity.

Georgia blows her lover with obvious, unrestrained enthusiasm. Dennis can’t figure out why, but his wife always acts like a bigger slut with other men. It’s probably because she’ll never see them again; never have to wake up the morning after and look them in the eye. Sometimes it hurts him that she’s never this enthusiastic when sucking his cock but, then again, now he gets a front row seat to the hottest show in the world. It’s the next best thing to experiencing his wife’s unrestrained sluttiness first-hand.

She eases back and slaps her lover’s firm cock on her tongue. Dennis watches a ripple of pleasure run through the man’s body. The man leans back on the bed and gestures to his lap, saying words that the mic can’t pick up. Georgia nods with eagerness and pulls something out of her purse – something small and square-shaped that catches the light for a moment. Dennis knows exactly what that object is. It’s a condom. Georgia only uses condoms with her lovers and she’s always careful to keep the boxes hidden and remove the evidence after. Dennis feels a strange sense of erotic satisfaction that he’s the only man who gets to come inside her, bareback. It satisfies that primal, competitive part of his masculine nature.

Georgia tears open the foil pack and unrolls the latex sheathe along the length of her lover’s shaft. They talk in quiet voices. The man lays back on the bed. Georgia climbs up and straddles him. Dennis swallows hard, cock trembling in his hand. He watches his wife ease back onto her lover. The angle of the camera drives him crazy. He can see them perfectly from the side. He wishes he could be in the room, crouching down at the side of the bed, watching as that new cock stretches Georgia’s tight lips open and plunges inside.

The camera clearly shows Georgia’s ecstatic expression – head tilted back, mouth open wide, breasts shaking with pleasure – as she sinks into her lover’s lap. The mic picks up her groan of sheer pleasure.

Now Dennis finally starts to stroke his cock, trying to match the movements onscreen. He pretends that his hand is Georgia’s tight pussy, sliding up and down his shaft. He turns up the volume, drinking in her muffled groans of pleasure. He leans back into the bed, imagining her body above him, bearing down, grinding.

‘Fuck, you’re big,’ Georgia says in a shocked gasp. Dennis knows that she’s had bigger – he’s got the video evidence to prove it – she wants to make her new lover feel special, to inspire the man sharing her bed right now. He grabs her hips and starts thrusting up, making Georgia’s body rock and bounce in the air. She gasps with pleasure and rolling her hips, matching her lover’s movement. Every time she sinks into his lap and takes his whole length, she moans louder. Dennis groans in pleasure, squeezing his manhood, trying to mimic the feel of his wife’s sweet pussy.

He watches the lovers together for what feels like an eternity. He sees his wife’s breasts bounce as she rocks and rolls. He watches the stranger grab her ass with a playful hand. He sees the obvious pleasure in the man’s face; the thrill of fucking someone else’s wife in her own bed. Dennis forces himself to stop stroking so fast. He doesn’t want to lose control before the other guy finishes.

Suddenly Georgia tosses her head back. She pinches her nipples with one hand and slides the other between her legs. Dennis recognizes those movements. She is on the verge of climax and needs a little more stimulation to cross the line.

‘Fuck!’

Her cry of pleasure is clear and unmistakable through the headphones. Georgia’s body rocks with joy. She stops bouncing in her lover’s lap, unable to endure any more pleasure right now. One hand moves back and forth between her thighs. Dennis can see it so clearly in his mind; Georgia’s fingers frantically stroking and caressing and teasing; sending her further and further into the sea of ecstasy, until she can barely breathe.

‘Fuck!’

Her shrill cry reverberates through Dennis’s skull. He grips his cock tighter, simulating the feeling of her pussy clasping him mid-orgasm. He watches her face fill with happiness and joy, a visible glow lighting up her face. The familiar look of the woman he loves enjoying her orgasm. The expression he once believed was seen only by him.

She leans forward and kisses her lover with a fiery passion. Dennis groans. He can almost taste her on his tongue. Almost.

The man on the bed suddenly moves. He grabs Georgia and flips her around, rolling across the bed, switching positions. Now Georgia is on her back and he’s on top. Dennis can almost feel the intensity of the man’s passion. He watches him mount and plunge his cock into Georgia’s soaking pussy. He hears her feverish moans of pleasure. He sees her mouth hang open in an O of total bliss.

Dennis swallows hard. He can see the man’s body rocking, his movements becoming stiffer and less controlled. His climax is coming.

Georgia’s moans become frantic cries of lust. Her lover fucks hard and fast, determined to finish strong. Dennis nods at the screen, silently encouraging his rival. He strokes harder, matching their speed and movements.

‘Cum on me!’ Georgia pants, in the strangled voice Dennis knows all too well. She’s reached her limit. She can’t take any more. His cock must be hitting her in just the right place, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

The man eases back. Dennis jerks off with furious need now, feeling his own climax fast approaching. He grits his teeth, eyes glued to the images.

Georgia spreads her legs. She pats her stomach, telling her lover where to aim. She cups her breasts together, offering him her entire body as a target for his pleasure.

The man fumbles with the condom for a moment, before yanking it away and tossing it to the floor. He grabs his twitching manhood and kneels between Georgia’s legs.

‘Yes,’ Dennis says, almost hissing in lust. ‘Yes…’

He watches another man jerk off over his naked wife. His cock throbs and pulses in pleasure. He slows down for a moment, trying to time it just right.

The man groans, barely audible through the headphones. Dennis sees the first drops of cum launch from the stranger’s shaft and cascade over his wife’s naked body. He pumps his cock faster now.

Dennis groans. His balls contract and throb. He keeps stroking. His climax finally arrives. He unloads over his stomach, watching another man do the same to his wife. He listens to his wife’s coos and moans of pleasure, her soft voice encouraging the man to keep going and give it all to her. Dennis gasps with pleasure. The other man jerks off over Georgia’s body, his cum landing on her breasts and stomach.

The moment lasts a long while. Dennis can imagine being in that bedroom, orgasming over his wife’s body. He can hear her heavy breathing as she moans and begs for more. He can feel her slick juices on his shaft. He can see that satisfied, compassion in her eyes.

Finally, it is over. Dennis can’t cum any more. The man finishes jerking off and stands back, admiring his handiwork. He says something. Georgia responds. They both smile.

Dennis watches, breathing heavily, feeling his excitement cool. The man gathers his clothes and leaves the room. Georgia stays where she is, naked and spent, covered in this stranger’s cum. She remains that way for several long minutes, before finally rising and heading to the shower.

Dennis smiles to himself. He shuts off the live feed and puts the laptop to one side. Goddamn, that was a good show. He hopes the other guy enjoyed fucking Georgia as much as he liked watching it. Maybe one day he can be in the room and fuck her as soon as the guy leaves. One day.

He climbs off the bed and walks into the bathroom. He’ll enjoy watching the video over and over tonight.
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